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To the Reader: 


This Figure that thou here feeft put, 
lt was for gentle shakefpeer cut ; 
Wherein the Graver had a ftrife 
ith Nature to outdo the Life. 
O, could he but have drawn his Wit 
As well in Brafs, as he has hit 
His Face ; the Print would then {urpafs 


All that was ever writin Brafs. 
ut fincehe cannot, Readér, look 


Not. onhis Picture, but his Book. 
B. 
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To the moft Noble and Incomparable pair of Brethren, 


William Earl of Pembroke, &c. 


Lord Chamberlain to the Kings moft Excellent Majefty ; 


AND 


Philip E. of Montgomery, &c. 


Gentleman to his Majefties Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the mott Noble 
Order of the Garter, and our fingular good LOR D S, 


Right Honourable, 


HILST we ftudy to be thankful in our particular, for the many 

Favours we have received from your L. L. we are faln upon the 

ill fortune, to mingle two the moft diverfe things that can be; 

fear, and rafhnefs, in che enterprife, and fear of the fuccefs: For, 

when we value the places your H. H. fuftain, we cannot but know their dignity 
greater, than to defcend to the reading of thefe trifles : and while we name them 
trifles, we have depriv’d our felves of the defence of our Dedication. But fince 
your L L. have been pleas’d to think thefe trifles fomething heretofore, and have 
profecuted both them, and their Author living, with fo much favour : we hope, 
(that they out living him, and he not having the fate, common with fome, to 
be Executor to his own writings ) you will ufe che fameindulgence toward chem, 
you have done unto their parent. There is a great difference, whether any Book 
chufe his Patrons, or find them: This hathdone both. For, fo muchwere your 
L. L. likings of the feveral parts, when thev were Acted, as before they wete pub- 
lifhed, the Volume ask’d to be yours. We have but collected them, and done 
anoffice to the dead, to procure his Orphans, Guardians ; without ambition 
either of felf-profit, or fame: only to keep the memory of w worthy a Friend 
and Fellow alive, as was our Shakefpear, by humble offer of his Plays, to yout 
moft Noble Patronage: Wherein aswe have juftly obferved, no man to come 
near your L. L. burt with a kindof religious addrefs; it hiath been the height of} 
our care, who are the Prefenters, to make the Prefent worthy of your H. H. by the 
Perfection: Buc there we muft alfo crave our abilities to be confidered, my Lords | 
We cannot go beyond our own powers : Countrey hands reach forth Milk, 
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Cream, Fruits, or what they have: and many Nations (we have heard ) that had 
not Gunis and Incenfe, obtained their requefts witha leavened Cake; it was no 
fault to approach their gods, by what means they could: And the moft, though 
meaneft of things, are made precious, when they are dedicated to Temples. In 
chat name therefore, we moft humbly confecrate to your H. H. thefe Remains of 
your fervant Shake/pear ; that what delight isin them, may be ever your L. L. the re- 
putation his, and the faults ours, if any be committed by a pair fo careful to thew 
their gratitude both to the living, and thedead, as is 


Your Lordfbips moft bounden, 


JOHN HEMINGE, 


HENRY CONDELL 
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TO RH- 


-Great Variety 


OF 


READERS, 


ROM the moftable, to him that can but {pell. There you ere numbred. VVe had rather yen 
were weigh'd. Ejpecially, when the fate of all Books depends npon your capacities © and not of 
your beads alone, but of gour Purfes. Well, it is now publick, and yon will fland for yonr privi. 
ledges, weknow: to read, and cenfure. Do fo, but buy it frf 5 that doth beft commend a 
Boook, the Stationer fays. Then bow odd foever your brains be, or your wifdums, make gvur 

filence the fame, and {pare not. ‘Judg your fix-penny worth, your foillings- worth, your five fhillir.gs-rerth 
at a time, or higher, fo you rife to the just rates, and welcome. But, whatever you do, Buy. Cenfure will 
not drive a trade, nor make the Jack, go. And tho you be a Maziftrate cf Wit, and fit on the fiage at 

Black-Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arraign Plays daily 5 know, thefe Plays have had their tryal already, 
and flood ont all Appeals 5 and Jo now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, than any pur. 
chas d Letters of Comendation. 

Ut bad been a thing,we confe{s,worthy to have been wifhed,that theAuthor himfelf had lived to have fet forth, 
and overfeen bis ownWritings;But fince it bath been ordain’dotherwife,and he by death departed from that 
right we pray you do not envy hisFriends the office of their care and pain,to have colleded and publifbed them: 
and fo to bave publifo'd them, as where (before) you were abus'd with divers ftoln and {urreptitious Copies, 
maimed and deformed by the frauds and ftealths of injurious{mpoftors, that expos'd them: even thofe, are now 
offered to your view cured, and perfe of their limbs; and all the refl, abfolute in their numbers az be con- 
ceived them. Who, as he was a happy imitator of Nature, was a moft gentle expreffer of it. Bis mind 
and hand went together: And what he thought, he uttered with that cafinefs, that we have fcarce received 
from him a blot in his Papers. But it is not our Province, who only gather bis Works, and give them 
you to praife him. lt is yours that read him. And there we hope, to your divers capacities, you wil find 
enough, both to dram, and hold you: for his wit can no more lie hid, than it could be loft. Read him 
therefore , again and again: And if then you do not like him, furely you are in fome manifeft danger, not 
tounderftand bim. And fo we leave you to other of bis Friends, who, if you need, can be zonr guides :i/ 
you need them not, yon can lead your felves, and others. Aad Juch Readers we wifb him. 








J. Heminge: 
H. Condell. 








To the Memory of the deceafed Author|To the Memory of my beloved, the Au- 


Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPE AR. 


Hakefpear, at length thy pious Fellows give 

S The World thy Works: thy Works, by 
which, out: live 
Thy Tomb, thy Name muft: when that fione 
is rent, 
| And Time diffolves thy Stratford Monument, 
Here we alive fhall view thee Mill. This Book, 
‘When Brafs and Marble fade, (hall make thee look 
Frefh to all Ages: when Pofterity 
Shall loathe what’s new, think all is prodigy 
That is not Shakefpear’s; evry Line, each Verfe 
Here (hall revive, redeem thee from thy Herfe. 
Nor Fire, nor cankring Age, as Nofo faid, 
Of his, thy wit-fraught Book fhall once invade. 
Nor (hall I ere believe, or think thee dead 
(Tho mift ) until our bankrout Stage be fped 
( Impoffible ) with fome new ftrain Vout-do 
Paflions of Fuliet, and her Rozeo 5 
Or till I hear a Scene more nobly take, 
Than when thy half (word parlying Yeomans fpake. 
Till thefe, till any of thy Volumes reft 
Shall with more fire, more feeling be expreft, 
Be fure, our Shakefpear, thou canft never die, 
But crown'd with Lawrel, live eternally. 
L. Digges. 





PE A 


Upon the Effigies of my worthy Friend 
the Author, Mr. W. Shakefpear, and 
his Works. 


Peétator, this Lifes Shadow, is to fee 
—) The cruer Image and a livelier he 
Turn Reader. But, obferve his Comick vain, 
Laugh, and proceed next to a Tragick ftrain, 
Then weep ; So when thou find'fttwo contraries, 
Two different paffions from thy rapt foul rife, 
Say, ( whoalone effe& fuch wonders could ) 
Rare Shakefpear co the life thou doft behold. 





To the Memory of Mr. W. Shakefpear. 
| W: wonder ( Shakefpear ) that thou went’ft 


fo foon, 

From the Worlds-Stage, to the Graves-Tyring- 
room. 

We thought thee dead, but this thy Printed worth 
Tells thy Spectators, that thou went ft but forth 
To enter with applaufe. An Adors Art, 

| Can dye, and live, to 2 a fecond Part. 

| That’s but an Exzt of Mortality ; 

| This. a Re-entrance toa Plandite. 


7. M 


thor, Mr. William Shakefpear ; And 
what he hath left us. 


O draw no envy ( Shakespear ) on thy 
Name, 

Am I thus ample tothy Book and Fame : 
VVhile I confefs thy writings to be fuch, 

As neither Man nor Mufe can praife too much. 
Tis true, and all mens fuffrage. But thefe ways 

Were not the paths [meant unto thy praife: 
For feelieft {gnorance on thefe may light, 

Which, when it founds at beft,but eccho’s right; 
Or blind Affedion, which doth ne’re advance 

The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance; 
Or crafty malice, might pretend this praife, 

And think to ruin where it feem’d to raife. 


| Thefe are, as fome infamous Bawd, or Whore, 


Should praife a Matron. What could hurt ber 
more ? 
But thou art proof againft them, amd indeed 
Above th’ ill fortune of them, or the need.! 
{ therefore will begin. Sonl of che Age ! 
The applaufe ! delight! the wonder of our 
Stage! 
My Shakefpear rife; I will not lodg thee by 
Chancer, or Spenfer, or bid Beaumont lie 
A little further, to make thee a room : 
Thou art a Monument without a Tomb, 
And art alive ftill, while thy Book doth live, 
Aad we have wits to read, and praife to give. 
That I not mix thee fo, my brain excufes 5 
T mean with great, but difproportion’d Mutfes : 
For if [thought my judgment were of years, 
I thould commit thee furely with thy Peers. 
And tell how far thou didt our Lily out; thine, 
Or fporting Kid, or Marlow's mighty Line. 
And tko thou badh {mall Latixe,:and lefs Greek. 
From thence tohonour thee, | would not feek 
For names; but call forth thund’ring ZEfchylus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 
Pacuvins ,Accius, him of Cordova dead, 
To live again, to hear thy Ruskin tread, 
And (hake aStage : Or, when thy Socks were on, 
Leave thee alone for the comparifon 
Of all, that infolent Greece, or haughty Rome 
Sent forth, or fincedid from thetr afhes come. 
Triumph, my Britain, thou haft one to (how. 
To whom all Scenes of Europe homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all time | 
And all the Mufes, Rili were intheir prime, 
When like Apollo he came forth to warm 
Our ears, orlike a Mercury to charm ! 
Nature her felf was proud of his defigns, 
And joy'd to wearthe drefling of his Lincs! 
Which were fo richly fpun, and wov'n fo fit, 
As, fince , fhe will vouchfafe no other wit. 
The merry Greek, tart Ariftophanes, 
Neat Terenee, witty Plantus, now not pleafe ; 
But antiquated, and deferted hie 
Asthey were not of Natures family. 
Ke 
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Yet mult I not give Nature all: Thy Ars, 
My gentle Shakefpear muft enjoy a part. 
For tho the Poets matter Nature be, 
His Art dothgive the Fafbion. And, that he, 
Who cafts to write a living line, muft {weat, 
( Such as thine are ) and ftrike the fecond heat 
Upon the Mufes Anvile: turao the fame, 
( Andhimfelf with it ) that he thinks to frame; 
Or for the Lawrel, be may gain a {corn, 
For agood Poet's made, as well as born. 
And fuch wert thou. Look how the Fathers face 
Lives in his Iffue, even fo the race 
Of Shakefpear’s mind, and manners brightly thines 
| In his well turned, and true filed lines: 
In each of which, he feems to fhake a Lance, 
As brandifh’t at the eyes of Ignorance. 
Sweet Swan of Avog! what a fight it were 
To fee thee in our water yet appear, 
And make thofe flights upon the Banks of Thames, 
That fo did take Eliza, and our James ! 
But ftay, [fee thee in the Hemifphere 
_ Advane'’d, and made a Conftellation there ! 
Shine forth, thou Star of Pocts, and with rage, 
Or influence, chide, or chear the drooping Stage, 
Which, fince thy flight from hence, hath mourn‘d 
like nighr, 


And defpairs day, but for thy Volumes light. 
BENFORNSON. 





On worthy Mr. Shekefpear, and his 
Poems. 

Mind refleĝing ages paft, whofe clear 
A And equal furface can make things appear 
Diftant a Thouland years, and reprefent ; 
Them in their lively colours juft extent. 
To out-sun hafty Time, retrieve the Fates, 
Rowl back the Heavens, blow ope the Iron Gates 
Of Death and Lethe, where ( confufed ) lie 
Great heaps of ruinous Mortality. 
In that deep dusky dungeon to difcern 
A Royal Ghoft from Churls 5 By art to learn 
The Phyfrognomy of (hades , and give 
Them fudden birth, wondring how oft they live. 
What (tory coldly tells, what Poets fain 
At fecond hand ard Pidure, without brain 
Senfelefs and foullefs fhows. Togive a Stage 
( Ample aud true with life ) voice, action, age, 
As Plato's year, and new Scene of the world, 
Them unto us, or us to them had hurl'd. 
| Toraife our ancient Soveraigns from their Herfe, 
Make Kivgs his Subjects, by exchanging verfe 5 
Enlive their pale trunks, that the prefent age 
Joys in their joy, and trembles at their rage : 
‘Yet fo to temper paffion, that our ears 
Take pleafure intheir pain; and eyes in tears 
Both weep and (mile, fearful at plotsfo fad, 
Then laughing at our fear; abus'd and glad 
To be abus'd, affected with that truth 
Which we perceive ts ful/e 5 pleas'd in that truth 
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-Mould us anew. Stoln from our felves 


Í ee 
TT ee 


| At which we ftares and by elaborate play 


Yortur'd and tickled 5 by a crab-like way 
Time paft made paftime, and in ugly fort 
Difgorging up his ravine for our {port 
While the Plebeian Imp from lofty throne, 
Creates and rules a world, and works upon 
Mankind by fecret engines ; Now to move 

A chilling pity,then a rigorous love: 

To ftrike up, and ftroak down, both Foy and Hre, 
To fteer th’ affe#ions 3 and by heavenly fire 











This and much more which cannot be exprefk, 
But by bimfelf, bis tongue, and his own breaff, 
Was Spekefpear's freehold , which his cunning 

rain 
[mprov'd by favour of the sinefold train. 
The Buskin'd Mxje, the Comick Queen, the grand 
And louder tome of Clio; nimble hand, 
And nimbler foot of the melodious pair, 
The Silver voiced Lady; the mof fair 
Calliope, whofe {peaking filence daunts, 
And fhe whofe praife the heavenly body chaunts. 

Thefe jointly woo'd sim, envying one another 
( Obey'd by all as Spoufe, but lov'd as brother ) 
Andwrought a curtous robe of fable grave, 

Fre(h, green, and pleafant yellow, red moft brave, 
And conftant blew, rich purple, guiltlefs white, 
The lowly Ruffet, andthe Scarlet bright 5 
Branch’t and embrotdcred like the painted Spring 
Each leaf. match’d with a Flower, and each [tring | 
Of golden wire, each line of filk; thererun : 
ltalian works whofe thred the Sifters (pun 5 

And there did fing, or feem to fing, the choice 
Birds of a forreign note, and various voice. 
Here hangs a moffey Rocks there plays a fair 
But chiding Fountain purled : Not the air, * 
Nor Clouds, nor Thunder, but were living drawn, 
Not out of common Tiffany or Lewn. 

Bur fine materials, which the Mufes know, 

And only know the Countries where they grow. 

Now when they cculd no longer him enjoy 
Is mortal garments pent 5 death may defiroy 
They fay his body, but bis Verfe fhall live 
Aud more than Naturctakes, our hands fhall give. 
In a lefs Volume, but more firongly bound 
Shakefpear fall breathe and fpeak with Lawrel 

crown a 
Which never fades. Fed with Ambrofian meat, 
In a well. lined Veftvorerich and neat 
So with this Robethey cloathe him, bid kim 
wear it, 
For time foall never fiain, nor envy tear it. 


The friendly Admirer of his 
Endowments, 


g. M. $S. 


An 


æ 








EPITAPH 


Onthe admirable Dramatick Poet, 
WILLIAM SHAKES PEAR. 


Hat need my Shakefpear for bis honour’d | For whilft to th'fhame of flow-endeavouring Art, 


bones, | Thy eafie numbers flow, and that each part, 
The labour of an Age, in piled ftones, Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Look, 
Or that his hallow’d Reliques fhould be hid | Thofe De/pbick Lines with deep Impreffion took. 
Under a Starry-pointing Pyramid ? Then thou our fancy of her felf bereaving, 
Dear Son of Memory, great Heir of Fame, Doft make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
What needft thou fuch dull witnefs of thy Name? | And fo Sepulcher’d in fuch pomp doft lie, 
Thou in our wonder and aftonifhment That Kings for fuch a Tonib would with to die. 


Haft builtthy felf a lafting Monument : 
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Upon the Lines and Life of the Famous Scenick Poet 


M* WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 


Mofe hands, which you fo clapt, go now and | Which crown’d him Poet firft, then Poets King. 
wrin If Tragedies might any Prologue have, 

You Britains brave 5 for done are Shake/pear’s days 3| A1) thofe he made, would fcarce make one to this 5 

His days aredone, that made the dainty Plays, | VVhere Fame, now that he gone is to the Grave, 

Which made the Globe of Heav'n and Earthto | ¢ Deaths publick Tyring-houfe ) the Numncius is. 
ring. For though his Line of Life went foon about, 

Dry’d is that Vein, dry’d is the Thefpian Spring,] The Life yet of bis Lines fhall never out. 

Turn’d all to tears, and Phebus Clouds his Rays 5 

That Corps, that Coffin now keftick thofe Bays, Hugh Holland. 
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Thelife and death of King Richard the 2. 
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|The fecond part of King Henry the 4. 
The lifeof King Henry the 5. 
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The Names of the principal Aéfors inall thefe Plays: 


Samnel Gilburn. 
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A Catalogue of all the C omedies, Hiftories, and Tragedies contained in this Book 


The firt part of King Henry the 6. 
The fecond part of Kiog Henry the 6. 
The third part of King Henry the 6. 
The Tregedy of Richard the 3. 

The famous Hiftory of Henry the 8. 


Tragedies. 


Troylus and Creffida. 

The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 
Titus Andronicus. 

Romeo and Fuliet. 

Timon of Athens. 

The Tragedy of Fulins Cefar. 
The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
The Tragedy of Hamlet. 
The Tragedy of King Lear. 
The Moor of Venice. ` 
Anthony and Cleopatra. 

The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 
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THE 


AEM et Woe 





Atlus Primus. 








Scena Prima, 





A tempeftuous noife of Thunder and Lightning heard: Enter 
Ship-mafter and a Botefwain. 


C4 Otefwain. r 
XÇ  Boref. Here Mafter: What cheer? 

l Mafi. Good: Speak to th? Mariners: 
$ fall too’t, yarely, or we runour felves 
y a-ground, beftir, befir. Exit. 





Enter Mariners. 


_- Botef. Hey my hearts, cheerly my 
hearts: yare, yare: Take in the top-fail : tendto th’ Ma- 
fter’s whiftle:Blow till chou burft thy wind,if room enough. 

~ Enter Alonfo, Sebaftian, Anthonio, Ferdinando, — 

Gonzalo, and otbers. 

Alon. Good Botefwain have care: where's che Mafter ¢ 
Play the men. 

Botef. 1 pray now keep below. 

Antb. Where is the Mafter, Bofon ? 

Botef. Do you not hear him? You mar our labour : 
Keep your Cabins: you do affiftthe ftorm. 

Gonz. Nay, good be patient. C 

Botef: When the Sea is: hence: what cares thet Roa- 
rers for the Name of King? to Cabine: filence: trouble 
us not. 

Gonz. Good, yet remember whom thou haft aboard. 

Bosef. None that 1 more love than my felf. You area 
Counfellor, if you can command thefe Elements to fi- 
lence, and work the peace of the prefent, we will not hand 
a Rope more, ufe your Authority: if you cannot, give 


thanks you have liv'd fo long, and make your felf ready 


in your Cabine for the mifchance of the hour, if it fo hap. 
Cheerly good hearts : out of our way I fay. Exit. 

Gon. l have great comfort from this fellow: methinks 
he hath no drowning mark upon him; his complexion is 
perfect Gallows: ftand faft good Fate to his hanging; 
make the Rope of his deftiny our Cable, for our own 
doth little advantage: if hebe not born to be hangd, our 
cafe is miferable. Exit. 

Enter Botefwain. 

Bote; Down with the top-Maft: yate, lower, lower; 
bring her totry with Main-courfe. A plague— 

A cry within. Enter Sebaftian, Anthonio and Gonzalo, 
upon this howling : they arelouder than che weather. or 
our office : Yet again? What do you here? Shall we give 
ore and drown? Have you a mind to fink ? 

Sebaf. A pox o” your throat, you bawling, blafphemous, 
incharitable Dog. 

Boref, Work you then. 

Anth. Hang Cur, hang, you whorefon infolent Noife- 
maker; we are le(s afraid to be drown’d than thou arr. 

Genz Ple warrant him for drowning, though the Ship 
were no ftronger than a Nut-fhell, and asleaky as an un- 
ftanched wench: 

Botef. Lay her a hold, ahold; fet her two courfes off to 
Sea again, lay her off. 

Enter Mariners wet. 

Mar. Allloft, to prayers, to prayers, all loft. 

Botef. What muft our mouths be cold ? 

Gon. The King and Prince at prayers, lers affift them, 
for our cafe is as theirs. 

Sebef. I’m out of patience, 











An, We are meerly cheated of our lives by Drunkards, 
This wide-chopt rafcal, would chou might’ft lie drowning 
the wafhing of ten Tides. 

Gonz. He’l be hang’d yer, 

Though every drop of water fware againtt it, 

And gapeatwid’ftto gluchim. A confufed noife within. 
Mercy on us. i 

We fplit, we fplir: Farewell my wife and children, 
Farewell brother: we fplit, we fplit, we fplit. 

Anth. Let’sall fink with King. 

Seb. Lers takeleave of him. Exit 

Gonz. Now would I give a thoufand furlongs of Sea for 
an Acre of barren ground: Long heath, brown firs, any 
thing; the willsabove be done, but | would fain die a dry 
death. 





Scena Secunda, 


Enter Profpero and Miranda, 


Maira. 1f by your Art (my deareft father) you have 
Put the wild waters ìn this Rore, allay them : 
The sky it feems would pour down ftinking pitch, 
Buc that the Sea, mounting to the welkins cheek, 
Dafhes the fireout. Oh! | have fuffered 
With thofe thac! faw fuffer: A brave Veffel 
(Whohad, nodouht, fome noble creature in her) 
Dafh’d all to pieces: Oh! thecry did knock 
Againft my very heart: poor fouls, they perifh'd. 
Had I been any God of power, I would 
Have funk the Sea within the Earth, orere 
It fhould the good Ship fo have fwallow’d, and 
The fraughting Souls within her. 

Prof. Be collected : 
No more amazement: Tell your piteous hearr, 
There’s no harm done. 

Mira. O wo, the day. 

Prof. No harm. 
I have done nothing but in care of thee 
(Of thee my dear one, thee my Daughter) who 
Art ignorant of whatthouart, nought knowing 
Of whence lam; nor that Í am more better 
Than Profpero, Mafter of a full poor Cell, 
And thy no greater Father. 

Mira. More toknow 
Did never meddle with gry thoughts. 

Prof. ’Tis true : 

1 fhoufd inform thee farther: Lend thy hand 

And pluck my Magick garment from me: So, 
Lyechere my Art: wipe thou thineeyes, havecomfort, 
The direful fpectacle of the wrack, which touch'd 
The very virrne of compaffion in thee, 

| have with fuch compafiton in mine Art 

So fafely ordered, that there is no foul, 

No not fo much perdition as an hair 

Betide to any creature in the Vefiel 

Which thou heard’ft cry, which thou faw'ft fink : 
Sit down, for thou muft now know farther. 

Mira. You have often 
Begun to tell me whatl am, but ftopr, 

And left me to the boorlefs inquifition, 


‘1 Concluding, ftay : nor yet. 


Prof. The hour’s now come, 
A The 
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The very minute bids thee ope thine ear, 

Obey, and be attentive. Canit thou remember. 

A time before we came unto this Cell ? 

I donot think thou canft, for then thon was’t not 
Out three years old. 

Mira. Certainly, Str, I can. 

Prof. By what? by any other houfe, or perfon? 
Of any thing the Image, tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. "Vis far off ; 

And rather-like adréam than an affurance 
That my remembrance warrants: Had I not 
Four or five women once that tended me ? 

Prof. Thou hadft, and more, Miranda: But how is it 
That this lives in thy mind? What feeft chou elfe 
In the dark backward and Abyfme of ‘Time? 

If thou remembreftoughtere thou cam’ft here, 
How thon cam’ft' here thou may’ft. 

Mira.. But that Ido not. 

Prof. Twelve year fince ( Miranda) twelve year fince 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millain, and 
A Prince of Power, 

Mira. Sir, are.not you my Father ? 

Prof. Thy Mother was a piece of Virtue, and 
She faid thou waft my Daughter; and thy Father 
Was Duke of Millain, and his only heir : 

And PrincefS ; no worfe iffued. 

Mira. O the Heavens, 

What foul play had we that we came from thence? 
Or bleffed was’c we did ? , 

Prof Both, both my Girl: 

By foul play (asthon fayeft) were we heaved thence, 
But bleffedly holp hither. 

Mira, O my heart bleeds 
To chinko’ th’ teenethat I have turn’d you to, 
Which is from my remembrance: pleafe you, farther, 

Prof’ My Brother and thy Uncle, call'd Anthonio: 
[pray thee mark me, that a- brother fhould 
Be fo perfidious: he, whom next thy felf 
Of all the world [lov’d, and to him put 
The manage of my ftate, as at that time. 
Through ail the fignories it was the. firft, 

And Profpero the prime Duke, being fo reputed 
Indignity ; and forthe Liberal Arts, 

Without a parallel ; thofe being all my ftudy ; 
The Government ! caft upon my brother, 

| And to my ftace grew ftranger, being tranfported 
And rapt infecret ftudies,- thy falfe Uncle 

(Doft thou attend) ? 

Mira. Sir moft heedfully. | 

Prof. Being once perfected how to grant fitits, 
How to deny them : whomt’ advance, and whom 
To trath for over-topping; new created 
The creatures that were mine,! fay,ot chang’d’em, 
Or elfe new form’d’em ; having hoth the key 
Of Officer and Office, fer all hearts o’ th’ ftate 
‘Yo what tune pleas’d his Ear, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunk, 

And fuck’t my verdure out on’t: Thou actend’ftnot ? 

Mira. O good Sir. Ido. 

Prof. 1 pray thee mark me: 

I chus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To clofenefs, and the bectering of my mind 
With that which but by being retired 

Ore-priz d all popular rate:in my falfe brother 
Awak’d anevil Nature, and my truft, 

Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falfhood in its contrary, as great | 

As my truft was, which had indeed no limit, 

A confidence fans bonnd. He being thus Lorded 
Nor only with what my Revenue yielded, 

But what my power might elfe exact. Like one 
Who having into truth, by telling of it, 

Made fuch a finner of his Memory 


To credit his own lie, he did believe 
He wasindeed the Duke,, our o’ th’ Subftitution 
And executing th’ outward face of Royalty 
With all prerogative : hence his Ambition growing : 
Doft thou hear? 
Mira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deafnefs. 
Prof. To have no Screen between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for, he needs will be 
Abfolute Adillain.; Me (poor man) my Library 
Was Dukedom large enough: Of temporal Royalties 
He thinks me how incapable. Confederates 
(So dry he was for fway) with King of Naples 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage, 
Subject his Coronet to his Crown, and bend 
The Dukedom yet unbowed (alas poor Adillain!) 
To much ignoble ftooping, 
Prof. Math be heavens? 
Prof. Mark his condition, and th’ even 
If. this mighs be a brother, yy es 
Mira. | fhould fin 
To thihk but Nobly of my Grand-mother ; 
Good wombs have, born bad fons. 
Pro. Now.the condition: 
This King of Naples being an Enemy 


To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s fuit, 


Which was, That he in lieu o’ th’ premifes, 
Of honiage, and I know not how much tribute, 
Should prefently extirpate me and mine 
Outof the Dukedom, and confer fair Millain 
With all the honours, on my brother: Whereon 
A treacherous Army levied, one mid-night 
Fated to th’ purpolé, did Anthonio open 
The gates of Millain,and i’th’ dead of darkne&S 
The Minifters forth’ purpofe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying felf. 

Mir. Alack for pity: 
{ not remembring how I cry’d ont then 
Will cry it o’re again: itis a bine 
That wrings mine eyes to’t, 

Pro. Hear a litcle further, 

And then I’le bring thee to the prefent bufinefS 
VVhich now’s upon’s, withoucthe which this ftory 
VVere moft impertinent, 

Mir. VVherefore did they not 
That hour deftroy us ? 

Pro, VVell demanded, wench: 

My tale provokes that queftion: Dear, they durft not; 
So dear the love my peoplebore me: nor 4 

A mark fo bloody on the bufinefS; but 

VVith colours fairer painted their foul ends. 

In few, they hurried us aboard a Bark, 

Bore us fome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carca(s of a But, not rige’d, 

Nor tackle, nor fail, nor maft; the very Rats 
Inftinctively have quit it: There they hoift us 

To cry toth’ Sea that roar’d to us; to figh 

To th’ Winds, whofe pity fighing back again 

Did us bur loving wrong. 

Mir. Alack ! what trouble 
Was | then to you? 

Pro. O! aCherubim 
Thou was’e that did preferve me: Thou didft {mile; 
Infufed with a fortitude from heaven, 

When Ihave deck’t the Sea with drops full falt, 
Under my burthen groan’d, which rais’d in me 
An undergoing ftomach, to bear up 
Againit what fhould enfue, 
Mir. How came we afhore ? 
Pro. By providence divine; 
Some food we had, and fome frefh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan Gonzalo, 
Out of his Charity (who being then appointed 
Matter of this defign) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linnens, ftufts, and neceflaries a 
ic 
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Which fince have fteeded much, fo of his gentlenefs 
Knowing I lov’d my Books, he furnifh’d me: 
From mine own Library, with volumes, that 
Į prize above my Dukedon. 
Mir. Would 1 might 
But ever fee that man. 
Pro. Now I arife, 
Sit ftill,and hear che laft of onr Sea-forrow : 
Here in this ifland we arriv’d, and here 
Have 1, thy School-mafter, made thee more profit 
Than other Princef§ can, that have more time 
For vainer hours; and ‘Tutors, nor fo careful. 
Mir. Heavens thank you for’t.And now | pray you Sir, 
For ftill ‘tis beating in my mind: your reafon 
For raifing this Sea-ftorm ¢ 
. Pro. Know.thus far forch, 
By accident moft ftrange, bountiful Fortune 
(Now my dear Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this fhore: And by my prefcience. 
I findmy Zenith doth depend upon 
A moft aufpitious ftar, whofe influence 
if now! court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop: Here ceafe more quelftions, 
Thon art inclin'd co fleep: ’tis a good dulnefs, 
And give it way : 1 know thou canft not chufe ; 
Come away, Servant, come ; 1 am ready now, 
Approechmy Arrel. Come. Enter Ariel. 
Ari. All hail, great Mafter, grave Sir, hail | come 
To anfwer thy beft pleafure : be ir to fly; 
Tofwim, to dive into the fire: to ride 
Onthe curl’d clouds: to thy ftrong bidding, task 
Ariel, and all his Quality. 
Pro. Haft thou, Spirte. 
Perform’d to point, the Tempeft that I bad thee? 
` Ar. Toevery Article. 
T boarded the Kings fhip: now on the Beak, 
Now inthe Wafte, the deck, inevery Cabin, 
| flany’'d amazement, fometimes l’Id divide 
And burn inmany places ; onthe rop-maft, 
The Yardsand Bore-fprit, would I flame diftindtly, 
Then meet, and joyn. Fuves Lightning, the precurfers 
O’th dreadful Thunder claps more momentary 
And light out-running were not; the fireand cracks 
Of fulphurous roaring, the moft mighty Neptune 
Seem to befiege. and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, hisdead [{‘rident fhake. 
Pro. My brave Spirit. 
Who was fo firm, fo conftant, that this coy! 
Would not infect his reafon ? 
Ar. Not a foul 
But felt a Feaver of the mad, and plaid 
Some tricks of defperation : all but Mariners 
Plung’d in the foaming bryne, and quit the veffel : 
Then alla fire with me the Kings fon Ferdinand 
With hair up ftaring (then like reeds, not hair) 
Was the firlt man that leapt: cri d hell is empty, and 


| All the Devils are here. d 


Pro, Why that’s my fpirit: 
But was noc this nigh fhore ¢ 
Ar. Clofe by, my Matter. 
Pro. Bue are they ( Ariel) fafe ? 
Ar, Nota hair perifhed : 
On their fuftaining garments not a blemith, 
But frether than before: and as thou badit me, 
In troops | have dilpers’d them ’bouc the ifle: 


-The Kings fon have t landed by himfelf, 


Whom Left cooling of the Air with fighs, 
Inanodd Angle of the Iffe, and fitting, 
His arms in this fad knot. 
Pro. Of the Kings fhip, 
The Mariners, fay how chou haft difpos’d, 
And all the reft o'th Fleet? 
Ar. Safely in harbour. 
isthe Kings fhip, ın the deep Nook, where once 


Thou call’dft me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the ftill-vext Bermosthes, there fhee’s hid: 
The Mariners all under hatches ftowed, 
Who, with a Charm joyn’d to their fiffered labour 
| have lefe afleep: and for rhe reft o’ch’Fleet 
(which | difpers’d)they all have metagain; 
And are upon the Mediterranean Flote. 
Bound fadly home for Naples, 
Suppofing that they faw ke Kings fhip wrackt, 
And his great perfon perifh. 
Pro Ariel, thy charge 
Exactly is perform’d ; burt there’s more work: 
What Is the time o’th’ day ? 
Ar, Paft the mid feafon. 
Pro. At leaft two Glafles: the time ’ewixt fixand now 
Muft by us both be {pent moft precioufiv. 
Ar. \s there more toyl? Since thou doit give me pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis’d, 
Which is not yet perform’d me. 
Pro. How now ¢ moodie ? 
Which is't thou canft demand 2 
Ar. My Liberty. 
Pro. Before the time be out? nomore: 
Ar, | prethee 
Remember Ihave done thee worthy fervice, 
Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftakings, ferv’d 
Withoutor grudg, or grumblings ; thou didft promife 
To bate me a full year. 
Pro. Do’ft thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee ? Ar. No. 
Pro. Thou do’ft: and thinkeft ie much to tread the 
Ooze of the falt deep ; 
To run upon the fharp wind of the North, 
To do me bufinefs in the veins o’ th’ earth 
Whenit isbak’d with froft. 
Ar. Ido not Sir. 
Pro. Thou liet, malignant Thing : haft thou forgot 
The fowl Witch Syecrax, who with Age and envy 
Was grown intoa Hoop ? haft thou forgot her ? 
Ar. NoSir. 
Pro. Thou haft : where was fhe born ? fpeake: tell me. 
Ar. Sir, in Argier. 
Pro. Oh, was fhe fo: 1 muft 
Onceina month recount whet chou haft bin , 
Which thou forgerft.This danin’d Witch Sycorax 
For mifchiefs manifold, and forceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Arger 
Thou know’ft was banifh d : for one thing fhe did 
They would nortake her life : isnot thistrue ? Ar. I Sit. 
= Pro. This blew-ey’d hag, was hither brought with 
And here wasleft by ch’ Saylors ;rhouimy flave, (child, 
As thon report’ ft thy felf, was chen her fervant, 
And, for thou waft afpirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhor’d commands, 
Refufing her grand hefts, fhe did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent minifters, 
Andin her moft unmittigable rage, 
Into a cloven Pyne; within which rift 
{mprifon'd, thou did’ft painfully remain 
A dozen years: within which {pace fhe di'd, 
And left thee there: where thou didft vent thy groans 
As faftas Mill wheels {trike : then was this Iland 
(Save for the Sun chat he did litcour here. 
A frekel’d whelp, hag-born) not honour’d with 
A human fhape. 
Ar. Yes: Caliban her fon. 
Pro. Dull ching, | fay fo : he, that Caliban 
VVhom now I keep in fervice, chou beft know’ft 
VVhat corment | did find thee in ; thy groans 
Did make wolves how!.and penerrate the brefts 
Of evec-angry Bears; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn’d, wich Sycorax 
Could not again undo : it was mine art, 
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VVhen J arriv’d, and heard tbee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee out. 

Ar. | thank thee Matter. 

Pro. if thou-more marmur’ft, I will rend an Oak 
And peg thee in bis knorty entrails, till” 

‘Thou haft howl’d away twelve winters. 

Ar. Pardon, Mafter. 

I will be corefpondent to command 
And do my fpriting gently. 

Pro.: Do fo: and after two dayes 
| will difcharge thee. 

Ar. That’s my noble Mafter: 

‘VVhat thalll do? fay what ¢ what fhall ldo? 
Pro. Go make thy felf like toa Nymph o'th’ Sea. 
Be fubjett to no fight but thine, and mine: invifible 
To every eye-ball elf: gotake this fhape 
And hither come in’t: go: hence 
V Vith diligence. ON 

Pro. Awake, dear heart awake, thou haf flept well, 
‘Awake. 

Mer. The ftrangenefs of your fto1y, put 
Heavinefs tn me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 

VVe'll vifit Caliban, my flave, who never 
Yields us kind .anfwer. 

Mor. ?Tisa villain Sir, do not love co look on. 

Pro, But as ’tis 
V Ve cannot mif him : he do’s make our fire, 

Fetch in our wood, and ferves Offices 
That profit us: whathoa : flave: Caliban: 
Thou Earth thou: fpeak. 

Cal. within. There’s wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth | fay, there’s other bufinefs for thee: 
Come thou Tortoys, when ? -Enter Ariel like a Water- 
Fine apparition: my quaint Ariel, Nymph. 
Heark in thine ear. | 

Ar: My Lerd, it fhall be done. Exit 

Pro. Thou poifonous flave, got by the Devil himéelf 
Upon thy wicked Dam; come forth. Enter Caliban. 

(al. As wicked dew, as ere my Mother brufh'd 
V Vith Ravens feather from unwholfome Fen, 

Drop on you both: A South-welt blow on ye, 
And blifter you all o're. 

Pro. For this be fure, to night thou fhalt have cramps, 
Side-ftitches, that fhall pen thy breath up, Urchins 
Shall for chat vaft of night, that theymay work 
Allexercife on thee : thou fhalt be pinch’d 
As thick as hony-comb, each pinch more ftinging 
Than Bees that made’em. 

Cal. | muft eat my dinner : 

This Ifland’s mine by Sycorax my Motker, 

VVhich thon cak’it trom me: when thou cam’ft firft 
Thou ftroak’{t me,& made much of me: would ft give me 
VVater with berriesin’t: and teach me how 

To name the bigger Light,and how the lets, 

That burn by day and night: and then lloved thee, © 
And thewed thee all the qualitieso” the Ifle, _ 

The freth Springs, Brine-pits ; barren place and fertil, 
Curs’d be I that I did fo: All the Charms 

Of Sycorax : Toads, Beetles, Bats light on you: 

For {i am all the Subjects chat you have, 

‘VVhich firft was mine own King : and here you fty-me 
inthishard Rock, whiles youdo keepfrom me 

The reft of the Ifland. 

Pro. Thou moft lying flave, 

VVhom firipes may move,not kindnefs: I have usd thee 
(Filth as thou art ) with human Care, and lod g’d 
imine own Cell, till chon didft feek to violate 
The honour of my Child. Seite 
Cal. Oh ho, oh ho, would’ had been done : 
Thou didft preventme, 1 had peop!‘d elfe 
This fle with Calibans. 
Mir. Abhorred Slave, 
VVhichany print of goodnefs will not take, 
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Took pains tomake thee fpeak, raught rhee each hour 
One thing or other: when thou didft nor (Savage) 
Know thine own meaning ; but wouldft gabble, like 
A thing moft bruitith, | endow’d thy purpofes Í 
VVith words that madethem known: Butthy vild race 
(Tho thou didft learn) bad that intr, which good natures 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wa’ft thou 
Defervedly confin’d into. this Rock, who hadft 
Deferv’d more than a prifon. : 
Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit ori’c 
Is, [know how to curfe: the red-plague rid you 
For learning me yonr language. 
Pro. Hag-feed hence : 
Fetch us in Fewel, and be quick, thon arr beft 
To anfwer other bufinefs : fhrug’ft thou (Malice) 
If thou neglect ft, or doft unwillingly 
What I command, Ile rack thee with old cramps 
Fillall thy bones with Aches, make theerore. ” 
The beafts fhall tremble ac thy dyn. 
Cal. No,’pray thee. 
[ muft obey, his Arcis of fuch pow’r, 
It would control my Dam’s god Serebos, 
And make a vaflail of him. 
Pro. So flave, hence. 
Enter Ferdinand and Ariel invifible, playing © fingin 
Ariel’s Song. Come unto thefe liad. — 
and then take bands: 
Curt fied when you have, and kift 
the wild waves whift : 
Foot it featly bere and i and feet {prights bear 
the burthen. Burthen dif 
Hark, bark, bough-wawgh : the watch. Dogs cae te 
bough wawegh, 
Ar. Hark, hark, I beard the firain of ftrutting Chanticlere, 
cry cock adidlesdonve. 
Fer, Where fhould this Mufick be? I’th air, or th’earth? 


.| [t founds nomore: and fire it waits upon 


Some god ’oth’ Iland, fitting ona bank, 
VVeeping again the King my Fathers wrack. 
This Mufick crept by me upon the waters, 
Allaying both their fury, and my paffion 
With it’s fweet ayr: thence I have follow’d it 
(Or it harh drawn me rather ) but ’tis gone. 
No, it begins again. 
Ariel’s Song Full fadom five thy Father lies 
Of dis bones are Coral made : 
Thofe are pearls that were bis eyes, 
Nothing of bim that doth fade, 
But doth fuffer a Sea-change : 
Into {omething rich, and ftrange: 
Sea- Nymphs hourly ring bis knell. 
Burthen: ding dong. 
Hark now I hear them, ding-dong bell. _ 
Fer. The Ditty do’s remember my drown’d father, 
This ts no mortal bufinefS, nor no found 
That the earth ows : I hear it now above me. 
‘Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine eye advance, 
And fay what thou (ee’ft yond. 
Mira. Whatis’t a fpirit ? à 
Lord, how itlook’s about : Believe me fir, 
it carries a brave form. But ‘tis a fpirit. l 
Pro. No wench, it eats,and fleeps,and hath fitch fenfes 
As we have; fuch. This Gallant which chou feeft 
Was inthe wrack : and but he’s fomething ftain’d 
Wich grief (that’s beauties canker) thou might’ft call him 
A goodly perfon : he hath loft his fellows, 
And ftrayes about to find’em 
Mir. 1 might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing natural 
lever faw fo Noble. 
Pro. Itgoes on I fee 
As my foul prompts it: Spirit, fine fpirit, P'le free thee 
VVithin two days for this. 
Fer. Moft fure the goddef 
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On whom thefé ayres attend. Vouchfafe my pray’r 
May know, if you remain upon this Ifland, 
And that you will fome good inftruction give 
How I may bear me here: my prime requeft 
(Which 1 do laft pronounce) is (O you wonder, 
If you be made, or no? 
Mir. No wonder fir, 
But certainly a Maid. 
Fer. My Language? Heavens: 
1am the beftof them that fpeak this fpeech, 
Were I but where ’tis ipoken. 
Pro. How ? the beft? ` 
What wer’c thon if the King of Naples heard thee? 
Fer. A fingle thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear Thee fpeak of Naples : he do’s hear me, 
And that he do’s, | weep: my felf am Naples, 
Who, with mine eyes (never fince atebb) beheld 
The King ny Father wrack’e. 
Mir. Alack, for mercy. 
Fer. Yes faith, and allhis Lords, the Duke of Millain 
And his brave fon, being twain. 
Pro. The Duke of Millain 
And his more braver daughter could controll thee, 
If now’twere ficcodo’t: Atthe firft fight 
they. have chang’deyes: Delicate Ariel, 
Ile fet thee free for this. A word good Sir, 
| fear you have done your felf fome wrong: A word. 
Mir. Why {peaks my Father fo urgently ? This 
Isthe third man that ere | faw: che firft 
That ere I figh'd for: pity move my Father 
To be enclin’d my way. 
Fer. O, if a Virgin, 
And your affection not gone forth, lle make you 
The Queen of Naples. 
Pro. SoftSir, one word more. ` 
They are both ineithets pow’rs: But chis {wift bufinefs 
I] muft uneafie make, left too light winning 
Make the prize light. One word more: | charge thee 
That thou atcend me: Thon do’ft hereufurp 
The Name thou ow’ft not, and haft put chy felf 
Upon this Ifland, as a fpye, to win it 
From me, the Lord on’t. 
Fer. No, as} amaman. 
Mir. There’s nothing illcan dwell in fuch a Temple. 
If theill fpirie have fo fair an houfe, 
Good things will {trive to dwell with’e. 
Pro. Follow me. 
Prof. Speak not you for him: he’s a Traitor: come, 
Ple manacle thy neck and feet together: 
Sea-water fhale thou drink » thy food fhall be 
Che frefth-brook MufSles, wicher’d roots and husks 
Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow. 
Fer. No, 
[ willrefift fuch entertajnment, till 
Mine Enemy has more pow’r. 
He draws, andis charmed from moving. 
Mira. O dear Father ; 
Make not too rath atrial of him ; for 
He’s gentle, and not fearful. 
Prof. VVhat | fay, 
My foot my Tutor ? Put thy Sword up, Traitor, 
VVho makes a fhew, bur dar’ft not ftrike: thy confcience 
ls pofleft with guilt: Come from thy ward, 
For! can here difarm thee with this ftick, 
And make thy weapon drop. 
Mir. Befeech you Father. 
Pro. Hence: hang not onmy gatments. 
Mir. Sir, have pity, 
Ple be his furety. 
Pro. Silence: One word more ` 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee : VVhat, 
An advocate for an Impoftor? Hufh: 
Thou tbink’ft there is no more fuch fhapesas he, 
(Having feen but him and Caliban) : Foolifh wench, 


Toth’ molt of men chis isa Caliban, 
And they to him are Angels. 

Mir. My affections 
Are then moft humble : Ihave no ambition 
To fee a goodlier man. 

Pro. Comeon, obey: 
Thy Nervesare in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are: 
My fpirits, asin a dream, are all bound up: 
My Father’s lofs, the weaknefs which | fecl, 
The wrack of all my friends. nor this man’s threats, 
To whom | am fubdu’d, are but light tome, 
Might I but through my prifon once a day 
Pehold this Maid : all corners elfe o'th’ Earth 
Let liberty make ufe of: fpace enough 
Have tin fuch a Prifon. 

Pro. It works : Come on. 
Thou haft done well, fine Arie//: follow me. 
Hark what thou elfe fhalt do me. 

Mair. Beof comfort, 
My Facher’s of a becrer Nature (Sir) 
Than he appears by fpeech: this is unwonted 
VVhich now came from him. 

Pro. Thou fhalt be as free 
As mountain winds; but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

Ar. To th’ fytlable. 


Pro. Come follow: fpeak not for him. Exeunt. 





Ja 


Aflus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Alonfo, Sebaftian, Anthomio, Gonzalo, Adrian, Fran- 
cifco, and others. 


Gonz. Befeech you Sir, be merry: you have caufe, 
(Sohave weall) of joy ; for our efcape 
1s much beyond our lofs ; our hint of wo 
Is common, every day, fome Sailors VVife, 
The Matters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juft our Theam of woe: Buc for the miracle, 
(1 mean our prefervation) few in millions 
Can fpeak like us: then wifely (good Sir) weigh 
Our forrow with our comfort. 

Alonf. Prethee peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge. 

Ant. The Vificor will not give him g’re fo. 

Seb. Look, he’s winding up the VVatch of his VVit, 
By and by ic will ftrike. 

Gon. Sir. 

Seb. On: tell. 

Gon. VVhen every grief is entertain’d, 
That's offer’d comes to the entertainer. 

Seb. A Dollor. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have fpoken 
truer than you purpos’d. 

Seb. You have taken it wiflier than! meant you fhould 

Gen. Therefore my Lord. 

Ant. Fie, what a fpend-thniftis be of bis congue? 

Alon. \ prethee {pare. 

Gon. VVell, | havedone . But yee 

Seb. He will be talking. 

Art. VVhichof he, or Adrian, fora good VVager, 
Firft begins cocrow ? 

Seb. Theald Cock. 

Ans. The Cockrell. 

Seb.Done:the wager? 

Ans. A laughter. 

Seb. A match. 

Adr. Though this Ifland ftem to be defert. 

A 2 Seb. 
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Seb. Ha, ha, ha 

Ant. So: you'r paid. 

Adr. Uninhabicable, and almoft inacceffible. 

Seb, Yer. 

Adr. Yer. 

Ant. Yecould not mif’t. 

Adr. \t muft heeds be of fubtle. tender, and delicate 
temperance. 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. 1, and afubtle, ashe moft learnedly deliver'd. 

Adr, Theair breathes upon us here moft fweerly. 

Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as twere perfumed by a Fen. 

Gen. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. True, fave means to live. — 

Seb. Of that there’s none, or littie. 

Gen. How lufh and lufty the grafs looks ? 

How green ? 

Ant, The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. VVith an eyeof greenin’c. 

Ant. He miffes not much. 

Seb. No: he doth but miftake. the truth totally 

Gon. Butthe rarity of itis, which 1s indeed almoft be- 
yond credit. 

Seb As many voucht rarities are. 

Gon.. That our Garments being (as they were) drencht 
in the Sea,hold notwithftanding their frefhnefs and glofies, 

-being rather new dy d than ftain’d with falr water. 

Ant. If but one of his Pockets could fpeak, would it 
not fay he lies ? 

Seb. 1, or very-falfely pocket up his report. 

Gon. Methinks our garments are now as frefh as when 
we put them on firft in Affrick, at the marriage of the 
King’s fair Daughter Clar:bel, to the King of Tunz. 

Seb. "Twas a fweet marriage,.and we profper well in 
our return. 

Adri. Tunis was never grac’d before with fuch a Para- 
gon to their Queen. 

Gon. Not fince VVidow Dido’s time. 

Ant. VVidow ? a pox o’ that: how came that VVI- 
dowin? VVidow Dido - 

Seb. VVhat if he had faid VVidower enews too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it? 

Adri. VVidow Dido faid you? You make me ftudy of 
thar: fhe was of Carrhage, not of Tuxis. 

Gon. This Tunis, fir, was Carthage. 

Adri, Carthage? Gon. lallure you Carthage. 

Ant. His wordıs more than the miraculous Harp. 

Seb. He hath rais’d the wall, and houfes too. 

Ant. Whatimpoffible matter will he make eafie next ? 

Seb. 1 think he will carry this Ifland home in his pock- 
et, and give it his fon for an Apple. 

Ant. And fowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring 
forth more Iflands. 

Gon. l. Ant. Why in good time. 

Gon. Sir. we were talking, thac our garments feem 
now as frefh as when we were at Tunis at the marriage 
of your Daughter, whois now Queen. 

Ant. And.the rareft that e’re came there. 

Seb. Bate (Ibefeech you) Widow Dido. 

Ant. O VVidow Dido? 1, VVidow Dido. 

Gon. Is notmy Doublet, Sir, as frefh as the firft day 1 
wore it ? Imeanin a fort. 

Ant. That fort was well fifh’d for. 

Gen. VVhen 1 wore it at your Daughters Marriage. 

Alon. You cram thefe words into mine ears. againft 
The ftomach of my fenfe : VVould | had never 
Married my daughter there : For coming thence 
My fonis loft, and (in my rate) fhe too, 
VVho is fo far. from Italy removed, 
1 ne’re again fhall fee her: O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Millain, what ftrange hth 
Hath made his meal on thee ? 

Fran. Sir, he may live. 


I faw him beat the the furges under him, 

And ride upon their backs ; be trod the water 
VVhofe Enmity he flung afide ; and brefted 

The furge moft fwoln that met him : his bold head 
*Bove the Contentious waves he kept, and oared 
Himfelf with his good arms in lufty ftrokes 
Toth’ fhore;that o’re his wave-worn bafis bowed 
As ftoopingto relieve him : I not doubre 


-He came alive toLand. 


Alon. No, no, he’s gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank your felf for this great lofs 
That would not blefs our Exrope with your Daughter s 
But rather lofe her toan African ; i 
Where fhe, at leaft, isbanifh’d from your Eye 
VVho hath caufe to wet the grief on’t. : 

Alon. Prethee peace. 

Seb. You were kneel’d to, and importun’ i 
By all of us: and the fair foul ber (elf eT * 
pam ones onal and obedience, at 

ich end oth’ beam fhould bow: we hay 
I fear for ever: Millain and Naples have ae 
Mo VVidows in them of this bufinefs making 
Than we bring mentocomfort them: 
The faule’s your own. 
Alon. So is the deer’ft o'th lof. 
Gon. My Lord Sebaftian,, 
The truth you fpeak doth lack fome gentlenef 
And time to fpeak it in: you rub the fore 
VVhen you fhould bring the Plaifter. 
Seb. Very well. Ant, And moft Chirurgeonly. } 
Gon, It is foul weather in us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Fou] weather ? Ant. Very foul. 

Gon. Had I plantation of this Ifle, my Lord. 

Ant. He’d fow't with Nettle feed. 

Seb. Or Docks, or Mallows. 

Gon. And were the King on’s, what. would I do? 

Seb. Scape being drunk, for wantof Wine. ` 

Gon. Vth’? Commonwealth J would (by contraries) 
Execute all things: For.no kind of Traffick 
Woiild I admit : no name of Magiftrare : 

Letters fhould not be known: Riches, poverty, 
And ufe of fervice, none : Contract, Succeffion, 
Born, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none: 
No ufe of Metal; Corn, or VVine, or Oy]: 
No occupation, all men idle, all: 

And women too, but innocent and pure 

No Soveraignty. 

Seb. Yet he would be King on’t. 

Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the 
beginning. 

Gon. All things in common Nature fhould produce 
VVichout fweat or endeavour: Treafon, Felony, 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or need of any Engine 
Would] not have: but Nature fhould bring forth 
Of itsown kind, all foyzon, all abundance 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying ’mong his Subjects ? 

Ant. None (man) allidle; VVhores and Knaves. 

Gon. I would with fuch perfection govern, Sir: 


T’ excell the Golden Age. 


Seb Save his Majefty. Ant. Long live Gonzalo. 

Gon. And do you mark me, Sir ? 

Alon. Prethee no more: thou doft talk nothing to me. 

Gon. 1 do well believe your Highnefs, and did it to mi- 
nifter occafion to thefe Gentlemen, who are of fuch fen- 
fible and nimble Lungs, that they always ufe tolaugh at 
nothing. 

Ant. "Twas you we laugh’d at. 

Gon, VVho, in this kmd of merry fooling am nothing 
to you: fo you may continue, and laugh atnothing ftill. 

Ant. VVhat a’blow was there given? 

Seb. And it had not fal’n flat-long. 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of abrave metal: you would 

lift 
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lift the Moon out of her fphere, if fhe would continue (Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 








init five weeks without changing. 
Enter Ariell playing folemn Mufick. 
Seb. VVe would fo, and then go a Bat-fowling. 
Ant. Nay, good my Lordbe not angry. 


Gon. No I warrant you, I will not adventure my dif- 


cretion fo weakly: VVill you laugh.me afleep, for I am 
very heavy. 
Ant. Go fleep, and hear us. 
Alon. VVhat, all fo foon afleep? 1 wifh mine Eyes 
would (with themfelves) fhut up my thoughts, 
1 find they are inclin’d to do fo. 
Seb. Pleafé you Sir, 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 
it feldom vifits forrow ; when it doth, it isa Comforter, 
Ant. VVetwo, my Lord, will guard your perfon, 
VVhile you take your reft, and watch your fafety. 
Alon. Thank you: wondrous heavy. 
Seb. What a ftrange drowfinefs poffeffes them 2 
Ant. Itis the quality o'tb’ Climate. 
Seb. Why, 
Doth it not then our Eye-lids fink ? I find 
Not my felf difpos’d to fleep 
Ant Nor 1, my fpirits are nimble: 
They fell together all, as by confent 
They dropt, as bya Thunder-ftroke: what might, 
worthy Sebaftian? O, what might? no more 
And yet, methinks I fee ic in thy face, 
What thou fhould’ft be : the occafion fpeaks thee, and 
My ftrong imagination fees a Crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 
Seb. What, art thou waking ? 
Ant. Do you not hear me fpeak ? 
Seb. 1do, and furely 
[t is a fleepy Language, and chou fpeak’ft 
Our of thy fleep: Whatisit thou didft fay? 
This is a ftrange repofe, tobe afleep 
With Eyes wide open: ftanding, {peaking, moving ; 
And yet fo faft afleep. 
Ant., Noble Sebaftian, 
Thou lerit thy fortune fleep; die rather: wink'it 
Whiles thou art waking. 
Seb. Thou dof {nore diftinély ; 
There’s meaning in chy fnores. 
Ant. 1am more ferious than my cuftom : you 
Muft be fo too, if beed me : which to do, 
Trebbles thee o’re. 
Seb, Well: I am ftanding water. 
Ant. Vie teach you how to flow. 
Seb. Do fo: toebb, 
Hereditary floth inftructs me. 
Ant. O! 
If you but knew how you the purpofe cherifh 
Whiles thus you mock it: how in ftripping it 
You more inveft it : ebbing men, indeed 
(Moft often) do fonear the bottom run 
By their own fear or floth. 
Seb. Prethee fay on, 
The fetting of thine Eye and check proclaim 
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throws thee much to yield. 
Ant. Thus Sir : 
Although this Lord of weak remembrance ; this 
Who fhall be of as little memory | 
When heis eartb’d, hath here almoft perfwaded 
(For he’s a Spirit of perfwafion, only 
Profeffes to perfwade) the King his fon’s alive ; 
Tis asimpoffible chat he’s undrown'd, 
Ashe that fleeps here, fwims. 
Seb. Ihave no hope, 
That he’s undrown’d. 
Ant.O, out of thatno hope: 
Whar great hope have you? No hope that way: is 
Another way fo high an hope, that even 


But doubt difcovery there. Will you grant wit 
That Ferdinand is drown’d? a 

Seb. He’s gone. 

Ant. Then tell me who’s the next heir of Naples? 

Seb. Claribell. 

Ant. Shethatis Queen of Tun: the that dwells 
Ten Leagues beyond man’s Life: fhe that from Naples 
Can have no note, unlefs the Sun were poft : 

The Man?’ th’ Moon’s too flow, till new-born chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
We all were fea-fwallow’d, tho fome caft again, 
And by that deftiny to perform anatt, 

Whereof, whats paft in prologue; what to come 

In yours, and my difcharge. 

Seb. What ftuff is this? How fay you? 
"Tis true, my brother’s daughter's Green of Tins, 
Sots the heir of Naples, ’twixt which Regions 
There is fome fpace. 

Ant. Afpace whofe ev’ry cubit 
Seemis to cry out, how fhall that Claribell 
Meafure us back by Naples ? keep in Tums, 

And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this were death 

That now hath feiz’d them, why they were no worfe 
Than now they are : There be that can rule Naples. 
As well as he that fleeps: Lords that can prate 

As amply, and unneceffarily 

As this Gonzalo: \ my felf could make 

A Cough of as deep char : O that you bore 

The mind that! do; what a fleep were this 

For your advancement? Do you underftand me? 

Seb. Methinks I do. 

e/fnt. And how do's your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 

Seb. 1 remember 
You did fupplant your brother Profpero. 

eAnt True: - 

And look how well my Garments fit upon me, 
Much feater than before : My brother’s fervants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 

Seb. But for your Confcience. 

Ant. 1Sir: where lies that? If *twere a kybe 
*T would put meto my flipper: Buc [ feel not 
This Deity inmy bofome: Twenty Confciences 
That ftand ’twixe me and Afllam, candied be they, 
And meltere they moleft: Here lies you brother, 
No better chan the Earth he lies upon, 
if he were chat which now he’s like (that’s dead) 
Whom I with this obedient fteel (three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever: whiles yon doing thus, 

To the perpetual wink for ay might put 

This ancienctmorfel : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courfe: forall the reft 
They’l cake figgeftion, as a Cat laps milk, 
They’l tell the clock, to any bufinefs that 
We fay befits the hour. 

Seb. Thy cafe, dear Friend, 

Shall be my prefident: Asthou got’(t Millain, 
Vle come by Naples: Draw thy Sword, one ftroke 
















































-! Shall free thee from che tribute which thou paye®, 


And Ithe King fhal) love thee. 
e4nt. Draw together : 
And when I rear my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 
Seb. O, but one word. 
Enter Ariell with Mufick and Song. 
Ariel, My’ Mafter through his Art forefees the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and fends me forth 
(For elfe his project dies) to keep them living. 
Sings in Gonzalo’s Ear- 
While you here do {néaring lie, 
Open-ey d C onfpiracy 
His time doth take: 


$. 


If of Life you keep a care, 
ka s amie aa beware. 
Awake, awake. 
Ant. Then let us both be fudden- 
Gon. Now, good Angels preferve the King. 
Alo, Why how now ho ¢ awake ; why are you drawn ? 
Wherefore this ghaftly looking ° 
Gon. What’s the matter ¢ 
Seb.Whiles we ftood here fecuring your repofe, 
(Even now)we heard a hollow barit of bellowing 
‘| Like Bulls, or rather Lyons; did’t not wake you? 
It ftrook mine Ear moft terribly. 


. Alo. 1 heard nothing. 
Ant. O,’twasa dinto fright a Monfter’s Ear; . 


Í To make an Earthquake: fure it was the roar - 
Of a whole herd of Lyons. 
Alo. Heard you this, Goñžżalo? , 
Gon. Upon mine honour, fir, I heard a humming, 
(And thaca ftrange one too)which did awake me! 
I fhak’d you, fir, and cri’d: as mine eyes open’d, 
I faw their weapons drawn: there was a noife, 
That’s verily : ’tis beft we ftand upon our guard ; 
Or that we quit this place:let’s draw our weaponris. ` 
Alo. Lead off this ground, and let’s make further fearch 


For my poor fon. 
Gon. Heavens keep him from thefe Beafts : 


For heis fure ith’ Iland. 


Alo. Lead away. 
Ar. Profpero, my Lord, fhall know what I have done. 


So (King’) go fafely on to feek thy fon. | Exeunt. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of E ka noife 
of Thunder beard). 


Cal. Allche infections that the Sun fucks up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Profper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a difeafe: his Spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs muft curfe, But they’l not pinch, 
Fright me with Urchin fhews, pitch mei'th’ mire, 

Nor Jead me like a fire-brand, in the dark 

Out of my way, unlefs he bid ’em ; bue 

For every itriflle are chey fet upon me, 

Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 

And after bite me: then like Hedg-hogs, which 

Lie tumbling in my bare-foot-way, and mount 

Their pricks at my foot-fall : fometimeam 1 ` 

All wound with Adders,who with cloven tongues . 
Do hifs me into madnefs : Lo, now Lo, Enter. 
Here comes a Spiticof his, andto torment me, Trinculo, 
For bringing wood in lowly.: Fle fall flat, i 
Perchance he will not mind me. 

Tri. Here s neither bufh, nor fhrub to bear off any wea- 
ther at all; and another ftorm brewing ; 1 hear it fing 
ith’ wind : yond fame black cloud, yond huge one, looks 
like a foul bumbard chat would fhed his liquor: if it 
fhould thunder, as it did before, I know not where to 
hide my head : yond fame cloud cannot chufe but fall by 
pailfulls. What have we here, a man or a fifh ? dead or 
alive 2? A fifth ; he fmells like a fifh: a very ancient: and 
fifh-like fmell: a kind of, not of the neweft. Poor Fchn : a 
ftrange fith:were I in England now(as once I was),and had 


4 


but this fith painted,not an holy-day-fool there but would |. 


give a piece of filver:there would this monfter make a man: 
any f{trange beaft there makes a man : when they will not 
give a doit to relievea lame Beggar, they will lay out ten 
to fee a dead Indian: Leg’d likea man ; and his Fins like 
Arms; warmo’my troth: I donow Jetloofe my opinion, 
hold it no longer; this is no fith, bat an Iflander, that 
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—————— 
hath lately fuffered by a Thunderbolt: Alas! the ftorm 
is come again: my beft way is to creep under his Gaber- 
dine: there is no other fhelter hereabout: Mifety ac- 
quaints a man with ftrange bedfellows : 1 willhere fhrowd 
all the dregs of the ftorm be paft. 


Enter Stephano finging. 


Ste, I fhal no more to fea, to fea, here hall Id 
This is i {curvy tune to the a oe a 
Funeral: well, here’s my comfort. Drinks 
Sings, The Mafter, the Swabber, the Boat-fwain and I: 
The Gunner, and bis Mate, s 
Lov’d Mall, Meg, and Marrian and Margery, 
But none of us card for Kate ; 
For {he had a tongue with a tang, 
Would cry to a Sailor go hang : 
Shelov'd not the favour of Tar nor cf Pitch, 
Yet a Taylor might feratch her where ere fhe did itch. 
Then to fea boys, and let her go hang. 
That is a {curvy tune too : 
Buc here’s my comfort, 
Cal. Donottorment me: oh! 
Ste. What’s the matter? 
Have we Devils here ? 
Do you put tricks upon’s with Salvages, and men of Jn- 
de? ha? Ihave not {cap’d drowning to be afraid now of 
your four legs: for ic hath been faid as proper a man as 
ever went on four legs, cannot make him give ground: 
and it fhall be faid fo again, while Stephano breathes at 


Drinks. 


{ noftrils. 


Ca!. The Spirit torments me: oh! 
Ste. This is fome moniter of the Ifle, with four legs ; 


“ {who had got (as|take it) an Ague: where the Devil] 


fhould he learn our language? | will give him fome reliefi 
if it bebutforthat: if 1 can recover him, and keep him 
tame, and get to Naples with him, he’sa Prefént for any | 
Emperor that ever trod on Neats-Leather, 

Cal. Do nottormentme prethee: Ile bring my wood | 
home fafter. 

Ste He’sin his fit now; and do’s not talk after the wi- 
feft: he fhall rate of my Bottle: if he have neverdrunk 
Wine afore, it will go near to remove his Fit: if 1 can re- 
cover him, and keep him tame, ! will not take too much 
for him; he fhall pay for him that hath him, and that 
foundly. 

Cal. Thou doft me yet but little hure; thou wilt a- 
non, l know it by thy trembling : Now Profper works up- 
on thee. i 

Ste. Come on your ways: open your mouth ; here 
is that which will give language to you Cat; open your 
mouth , this will fhake your fhaking, 1 can tell yon, and 
thac foundly: you cannot tell who’s your friend; open 
your chaps again. 

Tri. | fhould know that voice : 

It fhould be, — 
But heis drown’d ; and thefe are Devils; O! defend me. 

Ste. Fourlegs, and two voices ; a moft delicate Mon- 
fter: his forward voice now is to fpeak of his friend ; his 

backward voice is to utter foul fpeeches, and to detract: 
if all the Wine in my Bottle will recover him, | will help 
his Ague: Come: Amen, | will pour fome in thy other 
mouth. 













Tri. Stephano. i 
Sre. Doth thy other mouth calf me? Mercy ! mercy! 
This isa Devil, and noMonfter: l will leave him; 1liave 
no long fpoon. 
Tri. Stephano: if thou beeft Srephano, touch me, and 
fpeak tome ; for lam Trinculo; be not afraid, thy good 
friend Trincelo. 

Ste. If thou beeft Trinculo, come forth; Tle pull thee 
by the leffer legs: if any be Zrixculo’s legs, thefe are they: 
Thou art very Trinculo indeed: how cam’ft thou to be-the 
fiegeof this Moonecalf? Can he vent Trincuio’s ! 

i aa: Iri 
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Trt. 1took bim to be kilPd with athunder-ftroke ; bur Nor ferapa trenchering, nor wafa difh, ` 
art thou not drown’d. Stephano : Ibope now thou art not Ban’ ban’, Cacalyban 
drown’d : isthe ftorm over-blown? | hid me under the Has anew Mafter, get a new Man, 
dead Moon-Calfs Gaberdine, for fear of the Storm : Freedome, high day, high-day freedome, freedome, high- 
And art thou living Stephano? O Stephano, two Neapolitans day freedome. 
(cap’d ? Ste. O brave Monfter, lead the way. Exeunt. 
7. ee doe not turn me about, my ftomack is not I a am 


Cal. Thefe be fine things, and if they be not fprights : Enter Ferdinand ( bearing a Log.) 
thar’sa brave god, and bears Celeftial liquor: | will kneel Fer. There be fome fports are painful , and their Jabour 
to him. . Delight in them fer off : Some kinds of bafenefS 

Ste. How did’ft thou (cape? Are nobly undergone ; and moft poor matters 
How cam'’ft thou hither ? 


— __ | Point to rich ends : this my mean Task 
Swear by this Bottle how thou cam ft hither : Tefcap'd | VVould be as heavy to me, as odious, but 


upona But of Sack, which the Saylors heaved o’reboard, | The Miftrefs which | ferve, quickens what's dead, 
by this Bortle which 1 made of the Bark of a Tree, with | And makes my labours pleafires : O the is 


mine own hands, fince | was caft afhore. Ten times more gentle, than her Father’s crabbed ; 
Cal. Ple {wear upon that Bottle, to be chy erue fubject, | and he’s compos'dof harfhnef, | muft remove 


for the liquor is not éarthly. Some thoufands of thefe Logs ; and pile rhem up, 
Ste. Here: fweat then how thou efcap’dft. Upon a fore injunction ; my fweer Miftrefs 


Tri. Swom afhore (man) likea Duck; 1 can fwim like | VVeeps when fhe fees me work, and fays, fuch bafenefs 
a Duck i’le be {worn. Had never like Executor: I forger: 
Ste, Here, kiffe the Book. 


r But thefe fweer thoughts, do even refreh my la 
Tho thou canft fwim like a Duck, thou aret made likea | Moft bufie leaft, n I doit. ee 
Goofe. ' Mir. Alas now pray you, and Profpero. 
Tri. O Stephano, has’t any more of this ? Work not fo hard: 1 would the lightning had 
Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rock by | Burnt up thofe Logs that thonart enjoyned to pile: 


th’ Sea fide, where my wineishid: Pray fec it down, and reft you: when this burns 
How now Moon-Calf, how do’s thine Ague? 


Cal, Has’t thou not dropt from heaven ¢ Twill weep for having wearied you: my Father 
Mh. : 


Is hard at ftudy, pray now reft your felf, 
Ste. Outo’th Moon I doe aflure thee. Iwas the Man} He’s fafe for thefe three hours. 


ith’ Moon when time was. Fer. O mof dear MiftreG, 

Cal. | have feen thee in her: and I do adore thee :| The Sun will fet before I thall difCharge 
My Miftreffe fhew’d me thee, and thy Dog,and thy Bufh. | What! mutt ftrive to do. 

Ste. Come fwear to that: kifle the Book, I will fur-} Mir. If you'l ficdown 


nih it anon with the new contents : Swear. Ple bear vour Logs the while. Pray eive m 

Tri. By this good light, tbis isa very fhallow Monfter :| Ple ma to Pe pile. y rasni 
Lafeard of him ? a very fhallow Monfter : Fer. No precioùs Creature, 
The Man itt’ Moon ? A {had rather crack my finews, break my back, 
A moft poor credulous Moniter : Than yon fhould fuch difhonor undergo, 
Well drawn Monfter, in good footh. 


While I fit lazy by. 
Cal. l'le thew the every fertil inch o’th’ Ifle. and! ta 


Cal Mir. It would become me. 
will kiffe thy foor : 1 prethee be my god. As well asit do's you; And I fhould doit 
Tri. By this light, a moft perfidious, and drunken | With much more eafe: for my good-will isto it, 


Monfter, when's god’s afleep he’ll rob his Bottle. _ And yours it is againtt. 
Cal. Ple kiffe thy foor. Ple fwear my felf thy Subject. | Pro. Poor worm, thou art infected, 
Ste. Come on then: down aid {wear. Tiis vima deere. 
Tri. I fhall laugh my felfto death at this puppy-bead- | ir. You look wėarily. 


ed Monfter: a moft (Curvie Monfter:Icould findin my | Fer. No, noble Miftrefs;tis frefh morning with me. 
heart to beat him. 


When you are byat niglit : 1do befeech you 
Ste. Come, kiffe. a. Chiefly, that I mightfer itinmy prayers, 
Tri. But that the poor Monfter’sin drink : What is yourname? 

An abominable Monfter. 


Mir. Miranda. Omy Father 
Cal. Y'le fhew thee the beft Springs: Ile pluck thee |} = broke your helt ‘nip À. : 


Berries: I’le fifh for thee ; and gee thee wood enough. | = Fey, Admir’d Miranda, 


A plague upon the Tyrant thar I ferve ; Indeed the top of Admiration, worth 
Ple bear him no more Sticks, but follow thee, thou won- | Whar’s deareft to the world : full many a Lady 


drous man. | have ey'd with beft regard, and many a time 
Tri. A moft ridiculous Monfer, to make a wonder of Th’ harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 


a poor drunkard. i Brought my tco diligent ear : for feveral virtucs 
Cal. 1 prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow ;| Have 1 lik’d feveral women, never any 

and I with my long nayls will dig thee pig-nuts; fhow | with fo full foul, but fome defect in her 

thee a Jay’s neft, and inftruct thee how to fnare the nim- | pid quarrel with the nobleft grace fhe ow’d, 

ble Marmazet: Ile bring thee rocluftring Philbirts, and | and pur it tothe foyle. But you, O you, 

fometimes Ple get thee young Scamels fiom the Rock: } sg perfect, and fo peerlefs, are created 


Wilt rhon go with me ? 4 Ofevery Creatures beft, 
Cal. | prethee now lead the way without any more Mir. | do not know 


talking. Trinculo, the King, and all our company elfe | Oncof my fex; no womans Face remember, 


being drownd, we will inherit here: Here , bear my { cave from my glafs, mine own: Nor have | feen 


Bottle : Fellow Trinculo ; we'll fill him by and by a- | More thar Imay call men, than you good friend, 
gain: 


Caliban fines drunken! And my dear Father: how er are abroad 

inet EAEE kille6 of; but my Mode 

Farewell Mafter : farewel, farewel. ae add eeedoome 2 = 
Tri. Ahowling Monfter : adrunken Montfter. 


Any companion in the world bur you ; 
Nor can imagination forma fhape, | : 
Befides your flf, to like of: but l prattle Something 


Cal. Nomore dams lle make for fih, 
\ Nor fetch in firing, at re quiring, 





xO 


Something too wildly, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget. 
Fer. Lam,in my condition 
A Prince (Miranda) tdo think a King 
(1 would nor fo) and would no more endure 
This woodden flavery , than to fuffer 
The fleth fie blow my mouth: hear my foul fpeak. 
The very inftant that I faw you, did 
My heart fly to your fervice, there refides 
To make me flave to ìt, and for your fake 
Am | this patient Log-man. 
Mir. Do you love me! 
Fer Oheaven ; O earth, bear witnef$ to this found, 
And crown what | profefs with kind event 
If } {peak true: if hollowly, invert 
VVhat beft is boaded me, to mifchief: |, 
Beyond all limit of what elfe ith’ world 
Do love, prize, honour you. 
Mir. Yam a fool 
To weep at what Iam glad of. 
Pro. Fair encounter 
Of two moft rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between ’em. 
Fer Wherefore weep you ? 
Mir At mine unworthinefs that dare not offer 
What | defire to give, and muchlefs take 
What | fhalldie to want: But this is trifling, 
And all the more it feekt tohide it felf, 
The bigger bulk it fhews. Hence bafhful cunning, 
And prompt me plain and holy innocence. 
I am your wife, if you will marry me; 
If not, Ple die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but İle be your fervant 
Whether you will or no. 
| Fer. My Miftrefs( deareft) 
And 1 thus humble ever. 
Mir. My Husband then? 
Fer, 1, with a heart fo willing 
As bondage ere of freedom: here’s my hand. 
Mir. And mine, with my heart in’t ; and now farewel 
Till half anhour hence. 


Fer. A thoufand, rhoufand. Exetnt. 
Ty . So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Who are furpriz’d with all ; but my rejoycing 
At nothing can be more: Ple to my book, 
For yetere fupper-time muft | perform 7 
Xit. 


Much bufinefs: appertaining. 





ie 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo. 


Ste. Tellnot me, when the But is out we will drink 
water, notadrop before ; therefore bear up, and boord 
‘em Servant Monfter, drink tome. 

Trin. Servant Monfter ? the folly of this Mand, they 
lay there's but five upon this Ifle; we are three of them, 
if ch other two be brain’d like us, the State totters. 

Ste. Drink fervant Monfter when | bid thee, thy eyes 
are almoft fec in thy heart. 

Trin. Where fhould they be fer elfe ? he were a brave 
Monfter indeed if they were fet in his tail. 

Sre. My man-Monfter hath drown’d his tongue in 
Sack : for my part the Sea cannot drown me, ] fwam ere 
| could recover the fhore, five and thirty Leagues, off 
and on, by this light thou fhale be my Lieutenant Mon- 
fter, or my Standard 

Trin. Your Lieutenant if you Jift, he’s no ftandard. 

Ste. Wee’l not run, Monfieur Monfter. 

Trin Nor goneither: but you'l lye like dogs, and yet | 
fay nothing neither, 


t 


| Ple beat him too. 





T be Tempeh. 


Ste. Moon-calf, fpeak once in hy life, if thou beeft a 
good Moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy thooe . 
Ple not ferve him, heis not valiant. 

Trin. Thou lieft moit ignorant Monfter, I am in cafe 
to juftle a Conftable: why, thou debofh'd Fifh, thou, was 
there ever man a Coward, that hath drunk fo much Sack 
as I today ? wilt thou tell me a monftrous lye,being but 
half a Fifhand half a Monfter ? ; 

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me, wilt thou let him my 
Lord ? 

Trin. Lord, quoth he ? that a Monfter fhould be fuch 
a Natural? 

Cal. Loe, loe again: bite him to death, I prethee. 

Sre. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head: if 
you prove a mutineer, the next Tree: the poor Moniter’s 
my fubject, and he thal! not fuffer indignity. 

Cal. 1 thank my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas’d 
once againto hearken tothe fuit 1 made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry willl: kneel and repeat it, 

I will ftand, and fo fhal! Trinculo. 


Enter Ariell invifible. 


Cal. As } told thee before, Iam fubject to a Tyrant, 
A Sorcerer that by his cunning bath cheated me 
Of the ifland. 

Arell. Thou lyen. | 

Cal. Thou lyeft, thou jefting Monkey thou : 
| would my valiant mafter would deftroy thee i 
I doe not Ive. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in’s tale, 
By this hand, | will fupplaint fome of your teeth. 

Trin. Why, l faid nothing. 

Ste. Mum then, and no more: proceed. 

Cal. \ fay by Sorcery he got this Ife, 
From Me, he gotit. If thy Greatnefs will 
Revenge iton him,( Fot I know thou dar'ft) 
But this thing dare Not. 

Ste. Thats moft certain. i 

Cal. "Thou fhalt be Lord of it, and Ple ferve thee. i 
Ste. How now fhall this be compaft ? 
Canft thou bring me to the party ? 

Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord, Ple yield him thee afleep, 
Where thou maift knock a nail into his his head. 

Ariell, Thou lieft, thou canft not. 

Cal. What a py’de Ninnie’s this ? Thou {curvy patch , 
Ido befeechthy Greatnef give him blows, 
And take his Bottlefrom him: When that’s gone, 
He fhal! drink nought but brine, for l'le not fhew him 
W here the quick Frefhes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger : 
Interrupt the Montter one word further, and by this 
hand, Vie turn my mercy out o’ doors, and makea Stock- 
fifth of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did 1? 1 did nothing : 
Ple go no further oft. 

Ste. Didit thou not fay he lyed : á 

Ariell. Thou lyer. 

Ste. Dolfo? Take you that, 
As you like this, give me the lye another time. 
` Tsm. å did not give thee the lyc; Out o’ your wits and 
hearing too ? 
A pox o’ your Bottle, this can Sack and drinking do: 
A murrain on your Monfter, and the Divil take your Í 
fingers. 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha. : 

Ste. Now forward with your Tale: prethee ftand 
furcher ott. 

Cal. Beat him enough: after alittle time 

Ith? 


Ste. Stand further : Come proceed. 
Cal. Why, as| told thee, ’tisa cuftom with him 
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P th’ afternoon to flcep : there thou maift brain him, 
Having firft feiz’d his Books: Or with a Log’ 
Baceer his skulJ, or paunch him with a Stake, 
Or cut his wezand with thy Knife. Remember 
Firft to poffefs his books ; for without them 
He’s but aSot, aslam; nor hath not 
One Spirit to command : they all do hate him 
As rootedly as I, Burn but his books; 

He has brave Urenfils (for fo he calls them) 
Which when he has an houfe, he’! deck withal 
And that moft deeply roconfider, is 

The beauty of his Daughter : he himfelf 
Calls her anon-pareil: | never faw a woman 
But only Sycorax my Dam, and the ; 

But fhe as far furpaflech Sycorax 

As great’{t do’s leaft. 

Sre. Isit fo bravea Lafs? 

Cal. I Lord ; fhe will become thy bed I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Ste. Monfter, Iwill kill this man: his Daughter and I 
will be King and Queen, fave our Graces; and Trinculo 
and thy felf fhall be Vice-Roys: 

Dof thou like the Plot, Trinculo? 

Trin. Excellent. 

Ste, Give me thy hand ; l am forry | beat thee: 

But while thou liv’t keepa good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this half hour will he be afleep 5 
VVilt thou deftroy him then? 

Ste. 1 on mine honour. 

Ariell, This will 1 tell my Mafter. mi 

Cal. Thou mak’ft me merry: Iam full of pleafire : 
Letus be jocond- Will you troul the Catch 
You taught me but whileare ? 

Ste. At thy Requeft, Monfter, I will do Reafon, 
And Reafon: Come onTrinculo, let us fing. 


. Sings. 

Flous em and cout em: — skowt em and flout em, 
ought w free. 

Cal. That’s not the tune. 


Ariell plays the tuneon a Tabor and Pipe. 
Ste. What is this fame ? 


Tris. This is the tune of our Catch plaid by the picture 
of No-body. | 
Sre. If thou beeft.a man, thewthy felf in thy likenefs : 
If thou beeft a devil. tak’t as thou lift. 
Trin. O forgive me my fin. 
Ste, He that dies pays all debts: J defie thee : 
Mercy upon us. 
Cal. Art thou afeard ? 
Ste. No Montter, not I. ) 
Cal. Be notafeard, the Hfle is full of noifes, 
Sounds, and {weerairs, that give delight and hurt not: 
Sometimes a thoufand twangling inftruments 
Will hum about mine Eats: and fometimes voices, 
That if I then had wak'd after long fleep, 
Wil] make me fleep again ; and thenindreaming 
The Clouds me thought would open, and thew Riches 
Ready to drop upon me, that when] wak’d 
l crid to dream again. 
Ste. This will prove a brave Kingdom to me, 
Where I fhall have my mufick for nothing. 
Cal. When Profpero is deltroyed. 
Ste. That fhall be by and by : 
I remember the ftory. 
Trin. The found is going away : 
Ler’s follow it, and after doour work. 
Sre. Lead Montter , 
Wel follow: I would I could fee his Taborer. 
He lays it on. 
Trin. Wilt come ? 


Ple follow S tephano. Pens, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enser Alonfo, Sebaftian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Francifco, Éc. 


Gon. By`r lakin, T can go no further, Sir, 
My old bones ake: here’s a maze trod indecd 
Through forth-rights and Meanders : by your patience, 
[needs muft réft me. 
«Alo. Old Lord, T cannot blame thee, 
Who am my felf attach’d with wearinefs 
Toth’ dulling of my (pirits: firdownand reft: 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterers: he is drown’d 
Whom thus we {tray co find,and the fea mocks 
Our fruftrate fearch on Land: well :let him go. 
Ant. Lam right glad that he s fo outof hope: 
Do not for one Repulfe forgo the purpofe 
That you refolv’d v effect. 
Seb. The next advantage will we take throughly. 
Ant. Lert it be to night; 
For now they are opprefs'd with travel, they 
Will nor, nor cannot ufe fuch vigilance 
As when they are frefh. 


Solemn and ftrange Mufick: and Profper on the top (invi. 
fible). Enter feveral flrange hapes, bringing in « 
Banquet; and dance abcut it with gentle attions of 
salutations, and inviting the King, &c. to 
eat, they depart. 

Seb, fay tonight: no more. 
ei. What harmony isthis? my good friends, hark! 
Gon. Marvellous fweet Mufick ! 
Alo, Give us kind keepers, heavens: what are thefe ? 
Seb. A living Drollery: now] will believe 
That there are Unicorns: that in Arabia 
There isone Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Phoenix 
At this hour reigning there. 
ent. Yle beleve both : 
And what do’s elfe want credit. come tome, 
And l'le be fworn tis true: Travellers nere did lic, 
Though fools at home condemn 'em. 
Gon. If in Naples 
{ fhould report this now, would they believe me ? 
If i ould fay 1 faw fuch Flanders: 
(For certes thefe are people of the Ifland) 
Who though they are of monftrous fhape, yee note 
Their manners are more gentle, kind than of 
Our humane generation you fhall find 
Many, nay, almoft any. 
Pro. Honcft Lord, 
Thou haft faid well: for fomeof you there prefent, 
Are worfe than Devils. 
Alo. i cannot too much mufe, 
Such fhapes, firch gefture, and fuch found expreffing 
(Although they want the ufe of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb dilcourfe. 
Pro. Praife in departing. 
Fra. They vanifhed ftrangely. 
Seb. No matter, fince 
They have left their Viands behind ; for we have ftomacks 
Wilt pleafe you calte of whatishere ? 
Alo. Noti r 
Gonz Faith Sir, you need not fear: when we were boys 
Who would believe thar there were Mountaineers, 
Dew-lapt, like Bulls, whofe throats had hanging at ‘em 
Wallets of flefh? ortharthere were fuch men 
Whofe heads ftood in their breaits? which now we find 
Each purter outof five for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 
Alo. \ will ftand to, and feed, 
Although my laft, no matter, fince I feel 


The 
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|The beft ispaft: brother, my Lord, the Duke, 


| Stand to, and do as we. i 
Thunder and Lightning, Enter Ariell (like a Harpy ) Actus Quart us. Scena Prima. 


claps bis wings upon the Table, and with a queint 
device the Banquet vanifhes. 





Ar. You are three men of fin, whom deftiny Enter Profpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 
That hath to inftruments this lower world, 
And whatisin’t: the never furfeited Sea, Pro. If I have too aufterely punithd you, 


Your compenfation makes amends; for J. 

Have given you here a third of mine own life, 

Or that for which I live: who once again 

I tender to thy hand: All thy vexations 

Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 

Haft ftrangely ftood the reft : here afore heaven 

I ratifie this my rich gift: O Ferdinand, 

Do not fmile at me that! boaft her off; 

For thou fhalt find fhe will out-ftrip all praife, 

And makeic hale behind her. 

Fer. I do believe it 

Againft an Oracle. 

Pro. Then, as my gueft, and thine own acquifition 

Worthily purchas’d, take my Daughter : 

If thou doft break her Virgin-knot before 

All fanctimonious Ceremonies may 

With full and holy right be miniftred, 

No {weet afperfions fhall the heavens let fall 

To make this Contract grow ; but barren hate, 

sower-ey’d difdain, and difcord thall beftrew 

The union of your bed with weeds fo loathly 

That you thall hateit both: Therefore take heed, 

AsHymens Lamps fhall light you. 

Fer. As ì hope 

For quiet days, fairiflue, and long life, 

With fuch love, as ’tisnow the murkieft den, 

The moft opportane place, the Rrong’ft fuggeftion, 

Our worfer Genius can, fhall never melt 

Mine honour into luft, to take away 

The edg of that days celebration, 

VVhen I fhall think, or Pheduns fteeds are founderd, 

Or night Kept chain'd below. 

Pro. Fairly fpoke ; 

Sit then, and talk with her, fie is thine own ; 

What Ariel ; my induftrious fervant Ariel. Enter Ariel. 
Ari, What would my potent mafter ? here Iam. 
Pro, ‘Thou, and thy meaner fellows, your laft fervice 

Did worthily perform : and I muft ufeyou 

In fuch another trick: go bring the rabble 

(O’re whom I give thee power) here, to this place : 

Incite trhem to quick motion, for } muft 

Beftow upon the eyes of this young couple 

Some vanity of mine Art: itis my promife, 

And they expectit for me. 

Ari. Prefently? 
Pro. 1: with a twink. 
Ari. Betore you can fay come, and go, 

And breathetwice ; and cry, fo, fo; 

Each oné tripping on his Toe, 

Will be here with mop, and mowe. 

Doe you love me Mafter? no? 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel: do not approach 

Til] thon do’ft hear me catt. 

Aril. Well: Iconceive. iiai 
Pro. Look thou be true : do not give dalliance 

Too much the rein : the ftrongeft oaths, are ftraw 

To th’fire ith’blood : be more abftemious, 

Or elfe good night your vow. 

Fer. | warrant you, Sir, 
‘The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
Abates the ardoursof my Liver, 

Pro. VVell. 

Now come my Ariel, bring a Corolary, ' 

Rather than wanta fpirit, appear, and pertly.Soft Mifick. 

Notongue: alleyes: be filent. Enter Iris. 
Ir. Ceres, molt bounteous Lady, the rich Leas 


a 


Harli caus’d to belch yon up ; and on this Ifland, ' 
Where. nan dothnot inhabit, you ’mongft men 
Being moft unfitto live: I have made you mad ; 
t And even with fuch like valour men hang and drown 
Their proper felves: You fools, land my fellows 
Are Miniftersof Fate ; the Elements 
| Of whom your fwords are tempér’d, may as well: 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 
Kill the ftill clofing waters, as diminifh 
!One dowle that’s in my plumb: My fellow-minifters 
| Are like-invulnerable: if you could hurt, 
Your fwords are now too maflie for your {trength, 
And will not be upelifted : but remember 
| (For that’s my bufinefs to yon) that you three 
From Millain did fupplant good Profpero ; 
Expos’d untothe Sea (which hath requit it) 
| Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The Powers delaying (not forgetting), have 
i Incens’d the Seas and Shores ; yea, all the Creatures 
| Againft your peace: Thee of thy Son, Alozfo, 
They have bereft, and do pronounce by me ~ 
Lingring perdition (worfe than any death 
Can be atonce) fhall ftep by ftep attend 
You and your ways, whofe wraths to guards you from, 
| Which here, in this moft defolate Ifle, elfe falls 
{Upon your heads, is nothing but hearts-forrow, 
And a clear life enfuing. 
| He vanifhes in Thunder: then (to foft Mufick). Enter 
the fhapes again, and dance (with mocks and 
F mowes) and carrying out the Table. 
Pro. Bravely the figureof this Harpy haft thou 
i Perform’d (my Ariell), a grace it had devouring: 
(Of my inftruction haft thou nothing bated 
In what thou had{t to fay: fo with good life 
And obfervation ftrange, my meaner Minifters 
| ‘Their feveral kindstrave done ; my high charms work, 
| And thefe (mine Enemies) are all knit up 
In their diftractions : they now arein my power; 
i And in thefe fits I leave them, while I vifit 
| Young Ferdinand (whom they füppofe is drown'd) 
| And his, and mine lov’d darting. 
Gon. P th’ itame of fomething, holy Sir, why ftand you 
in this ftrange ftare: 
| Alo, O, itis wonftrous: monftrous ! 
| Methought the billows fpoke, and told me of ir; 
The winds did fing it tome: and the Thunder 
i (That deep and dreadful Organ-pipe) pronounc’d 
The name of Profper : itdid bafe thy trefpafs ; 
Therefore my Soni? th’ Ooze is bedded ; and 
| Ple feek him deeper than ere plummer founded, 
And with him there lie mudded. i Exit. 
Seb. Butone fiend at a time, 
Vle fight their Legions o’re. 
Ant. Tle be thy fecond: — Exen. 
Gon. Alithree of them are defperate : their great guilt 
(Like povfon given to work a great time after) 
Now ‘gins to bite the fpirits: 1 do befeech you 
(That are of fuppler joynts) follow them {wiftly, 
And hinder them from what this Extafie 
May now provoke them to. 
Ad. Follow I pray yon, Exeunt omnes. 
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Of Wheat, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oats, and Peafe ; 
Thy Turphy Mountains, where live nibling Sheep, 
And flat Medes therch’d with Stover, them to keep: 
Thy banks with pioned, and twilled brims, 
VVhich fpungy April, at thy heft betrims; 
To make cold Nymphs chaft crowns; and thy broom 
VVhofe fhadow the difmiffed Batchelor loves, (groves 
Being lafs-lorn: thy pole-clipt vineyard - 
And thySea-marge fteril, and rocky-hard; 
VVhere thou thy felfdo ft air, che Queen o’th Skie, 
VVhofe watry Arch and meffenger, am I, 
Bids thee leave thefe, and with her foveraign grace, ‘fano 
Here on this grafs- plot, in this very place (defcends. 
To come, and fport: here Peacocks fly amain: 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. , Enter Ceres, 
Cer. Hail many coloured Meffenger, that ne‘re 
Do ft difobey the wife of Fupiter: 
VVho, with thy faffron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffufeft honv drops, refrething fhowers, 
And with each end of thy blew bowdo'ft crown 
My bosky acres, and my unfhrub'd down, 
Rich fcarph tomy proud earth: why hath chy Queen 
Suminon‘d me hither, to this fhore grafs’d Green ? 
Ir, A contract of true Love, to celebrate, 
And fome donation freely toeftate 
On the biefs d Lovers 
Cer Tellme heavenly Bow, 
lf Veuus or her Son, as thou dot know, 
Do now attend the Queen ? fince they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis, my daughter got : 
Her. and her blind Boysfcandal'd company, 
lhave forfworn. 
Ir. Of her fociety 
Be not affraid : | met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos: and her Son 
Dove-drawn with her: herethought they to have done 
Some wanton charm, uponthis manand maid, 
VVhofe vowsare, that no bed-right fhall be paid 
Till Aymens Torch be lighted: bit in vain 
Mars’s hot Minton ts return’d again ; 
Her wafpifh headed fon has broke his Arrows, 
Swears he will fhoor no more, but play with Sparrows, 
And bea boy right-out. 
_ Cer. Higheft Queen of State, 
Great ‘funo comes, | know her by her gate. 
| ‘Fu. How do’s my bounteous fifter? go with me 
To blefs this twain, that they may profperousbe, 
And honour’d in their Iffue. They fing. 
Fu Honour, riches, marriage, bleffing, 
Long continuance and encreafing, i 
Hourly joyes be flll upon youn; 
Juno fings her bleffings on you 
Earths increafe, and foyzon plenty, 
Barns and Garners never empty, 
Vines, with cl uftring bunches growing, 
Plants, with goodly burthen bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheft 
In the very end of Harveft : 
Scarcity and want fhall foun you, 
Ceres bleffing fois on yon. 
Fer. This isa moft majeftick vifion, and 
Harmonious charmingly : may I be bold 
Tothink thete fpirits ? 
Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
I have from afl their confines call’d to enact 
My prefent fancies 
Fer. Lec me live here ever ; 
So rare a Wondred Father, and a wile, 
Makes this place Paradife. 
Pro. Sweet now, filence : 
Funo and Ceres whifper ferioufly ; 
There’s fomething elfe to do : hufh; and be mute, 
Or elfe our fpell is marr’d. 
Juno and Ceres whifper, and fend Iris on Imployment. +: 





13 
Ir You Nymphs call'd Nayade; of the windring br 

With your fedg’d crowns, aed ever-harmlefs lochs, "Si 

Leave your crifp channels, and onthis preen-land 

Anfwer your fummons, Funo do's command : 

Come temperate Nymphr, and help to celcbrate 

A Contract of true Love: be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

You Sun-burn’d Sicklemen, of Ay uff weary, 

Come hither from the Furrow, and be merry ; 

Make holy-day : your Rye-ftraw hats put on, 

And thefe frefh Nymphs encounter every one 

In Country footing. 

Enter certain Reapers (properly habited): they jryn with the 
Nymphs in a per + dot: towards lec tas whereof 
Profpero flarts fuddenly, and {peaks; after which to a 
ftrange hollow and confufed nosfe they heavily vanih. 
Pro. I had forgot that foul Confpiracy 

Of the beaft Calsban, and his Confederates, 

Againft my life: the minute of their plot 

Isalmoftcome: Well done, avoid: no mote 
Fer. This is trange: your Fathet’s in fome paffion 

That works him ftrongly. 

Mir. Never all this day 

Saw I him touch d with anger, fo diftemper'd. 
Pro. You dô look (my Son) ina mov’d fort, 

As if you were difmard : be chearful Sir, 

Our Revels now are ended: Thefe our Actors 

(As l foretold yon) were all Spirits, and 

Are melted into air, into thinair, 

And like the bafelefs Fabrick of their Vifion, 

The Cloud capt Towers the gorgeous Palaces, 

The folemn Temples, the great Globe i felf; 

Yea, all which te inheric, thall diffolve, 

And like this infubftantial Pageant faded, 

Leave not a rack behind : we are fuch ftuff 

As dreams are made on: and our litle hfe 

Is rounded with a fleep: Sit, lam vext ; 

Bear with my weaknefs, my old brain is troubled : 

Be not difturb’d with my infirmity ; 

If you be pleas’d, retire into my Cell, 

And there repofe : a turn or two l'le walk 

To ftill my beating mind. 

Fer. Mir We with you peace. , Exit. 
Pro. Come with a thoughr : I thank thee Arsel/ : come. 
À l Enter Ariell. 
Ari. Thy thoughts Icleaveto ; what’s thy pleafure ? 
Pro. Spirit, we muft prepare to meet with Caliban. 
Ari. l, my Commander, when lprefented Ceres 

[thoughr tohave told thee of ir, buc | fear'd, 

Left I might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again, where didft thou leave thefe Varlots è 
Ar. I told you Sir, they were red hot with drinking; 

So full of Valour, that they fmote the air 

For breathing in their faces: beat the ground 

For kiffing of their feet , yet always bending 

Towards their project : then | beat my Tabor, 

Ac which, hke unbackt Colts, they prickt their Ears, 

Advanc’d their Eye-lids, lifted up their Nofes, 

As they fmelt mufick, fo I charm’d their Ears, 

That Calf-like, they my lowing follow’d through 

Tooth’d briars, fharp firzes, pricking gofs and thorns, 

Which entred their frail fhins: At lalt I left chem 

I’th’ filthy mantled pool beyond your Cell, 

There dancing up to th’ chins, that the foul Lake 

O’re- ftunk their feet. 

Pro. This was well done (my bird): 
Thy fhape inviftble retain thou fill: 
The trumpery in my houfe, go bring it bither 


For ftale to catch rhele thieves. 
Exi:. 


Arie, 1 go, 1 go. 
Pro. A Devil, aborn devil, onwhofe Nature 
Nurture can never ftick: on whom my pains 
Humaneély taken, all, all loft, quire loft, 
And, as withage, bis body ugher grows, in 
B 
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So his mind cankers: I will plague them all, 
Even to roaring ; Come, hang on them this line. 
Enter Ariell loaden with gliftering Apparel, &e. Enter 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, allover. 
Cal, Pray you tread foftly, that the blind Mole may not 
hear a foot fall: we now are near his Cell. (Fairy, 
Ste. Monfter, your Fairy, which you fay is a harmlefs 
Has done little better than plaid the Fack with us. 
Trin. Montter, I do {mell all Hor-pifs, at which 
My nofe ts in great indignation. 
__ Ste, Sois mine: Do you hear, Monfter ? If 1 fhould 
Take a difpleafure againft yon: Look you. 
Trin. Thou wert buta loft Monfter. 
Cal. Good my Lord, give me thy favour fill : 
Be patient ; for the prize Ple bring thee-to 
Shall hood-wink this mifchance : therefore fpeak fofily ; 
All’s hnfhe as midnight yer. 
Trin. 1, bucto lofe our Bottles in the Pool. 
Ste. There is not only difgrace, and difhonour in that 
(Monfter), but an infinite lof. — 
Trin. That’s more to me than my wetting : 
Yet this is your harmlefs Fairy, Monfter. 
Ste. Iwill fetch off my Bottle, 
Tho | be o’re Ears for my labour. 
Cal. Prethee (my King) be quiet: Seeft thou here 
This is the mouth 0’ th‘ Cell: no noife, and enter : 
Do that good mifchief which may make this Iland 
Thine own for ever, and I tby Caliban 
For aye'thy foot-licker. 
Ste. Give me thy hand ; 
I do begin to have bloody thoughts, 
Trin, O King Stephano! O Peer! O worthy Stephano! 
Look what a Wardrobe here is for thee. 
Cal, Let italone, thou fool, itis burtrafh. 
Tri, Oh, ho, Monfter : we know what belongs toa Frip- 
pery, O King Stephano, 
Ste, Put off that gown (Trinculo) by this hand I’le have 
that gown. 
Tri. Thy grace thall have it, 
Cal. The —_ drown this fool: what do you mean, 
Todoat thus onfuch Inggage? Let’salone, 
And do the Murder firft : if he awake, 
From toe to crown he’! fill our skins with pinches ; 
Make us trange ftuff. 
- Ste. Be you quiet (Monfter) Miftris Line, is not this my 
Jerkin? Nowis the Jerkin under the Line : Now Jerkin 
you are like to lofe your hair, and provea bald Jerkin. 
Trin. Do, do; we fteal by line and level, and’t like your 
Grace. 
Ste I thank thee for that Jeft: here’s a garment for’e : 
{Wit fhall not go untewarded while 1 am King of this 


Country: Steal by line and level, isan excellent pafs off 


pate: rhere’s another garment for’t. 
7ri. Monfter, come put tome Lime upon your fingers, 
and away with the reft. 
Cal. { will have none on’t : we fhall lofe our time, 
And all be turn’d to Barnacles, or to Apes, 
With foreheads villanous low 
Ste Monfter, lay to your fingers: help to bear this away; 
where my hogfhead of Wine is, or Ple turn you out of my 
Kingdom : go to, carry this. . 
Tri. And this. 
Sse. I and this. 
A noife of Hunters heard. Enter divers fpirits in fhape of 
Dogs, and Hounds hunting them about 5 Profper 
and Ariel fetting them on, 
Pro. Hey Mountain, hey. 
Ari. Silver: there it goes, Silver. 
Pro. Fury, Fury: there Tyrant, there: hark, hark : 
Go, charge my Goblins that they grind their joynts 
With dry Convulfions, fhorten up their finews 
Withaged Cramps, and more pinch-fpotted make them, 
Than Pard, or Cato’ Mountain. 
Ari, Hark, they roar. 

















T he T eipeft. 


Pro. Let them be hunted foundly : At this hour 
Lies at my mercy all mine Enemies : 
Shortly fhalf all my laboursend, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom: fora little 


Follow, and dome fervice. Exeunt. 





Atlus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Profpero (in bis Magick Robes) and Ariel. 


Pro. Now do's my Project gather to ahead: 
My Charms crack not: My Spirits obey, and time 
Goes upright with his carriage : ‘how’s the day ? 

Ar. On the fixth hour, at which time, my Lord, 
You faid our work fhould ceafe. 

Pro. {did fay fo 


4 When firft I rais’d the Tempeft: fay, my Spirit, 


How fares the King and’s followers ? 
Ar. Confin’d together 
In the fame fafhion as you gave in charge, 
Juft as you left them, all prifoners fir, 
Inthe Line-grove which weather-fends your Cell: 
They cannot budg till you releafe: The King, 
His Brother, and yours, abide all three diftraéted 5 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim-full of forrow and difmay : but chiefly 
Him that you termrd, Sir, the good.old Lord Gonzalo. 
His tears run down his beard hke Winter drops 
From Eaves of Reeds : your charm fo ftrongly works ’ém 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 
Pro. Do’ft thou think fo, {pirit ? 
Ar. Mine would, fir, were I humane. 
Pro. And mine fhall. 
Haft thou (which are but air) a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions, and fhall not my elf, 
One of their kind, that relifvall as fharply 
Paffion as they be kindlier mov’d than thou art ? 
Tho with their high wrongs I am ftruck to th’ quick, 
Yet, with my nobler Reafon, againit my Fury, ` 
Do I take part: the rarer actionis 
In Vertue than in Vengeance: they being penitent, 
The fole drift of my purpofe doth extend 
Nota frown further: Go releafe them Ariel] ; 
My. charms Ile break, their fenfes V’le reftore, 
And they fhall be themfelves. 
Ar. Vle fetch them, Sir. à Exit. 
Pro. Ye Elves of Hills, Brooks, {tanding-Lakes & Groves 
Andye thaton the Sands with printlefs foor 


,\Dochafe theebbing Neptune, and do fly him 


When he comes back: you demy-Pnppets that 

By Moon-fhine do the green fowre Ringlets make, 
Whereof the Ewe not bites : and you whofe paftime 
Is tomake midnight Mufhromes, that reyoyce 

To hear the folemn Curfew, by whofe aid 

(Weak Matters tho ye be) I have be-dimn’d 

The noon-tide Sun, call’d forch the mucinous winds, 
And ’twixt the green Sea and rhe azur’d Vault, 

Set roaring War: To the dread ratling Thunder 
Havel given fire, and rifted ‘fove’s ftout Oke 

With his own bolt: The ftrong bafs’d promontory 
Have I made fhake, and by the fpurs pluckt up 

The Pine and Cedar: Graves at my command 

Have wak’d their fleepers, op’d, and tet em forth 

By my fo potent Art: But this rough Magick 
There abjure: and when I have requir’d 

Some heavenly Mafick (which even now I do) 

To work mine end upon their fenfes, that 

This airy charm is for, Ple break my ftaff, 


Bury it certain fadoms in the Earth, í 
An 
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T be T empeft. 


And deeper than did ever Plummet found | 
le drown my Book. Solemn Mufick. 
Here enters Ariel before : then Alon{o with a -frantick ge- 
| fture, attended by Gonzalo. Sebaftian and Anthonio s7 
like manner attended by Adrian and Francifco. Theyal en: 
ter thecircle which Profpero had made, and there ftand 
charm’d: which Prolpero obferving, Speaks z 
1A folemn Air, and the beft comforter, 
To an unfetled fancy, cure thy brains 
(Now ufelefS) boil within chy skull: there ftand ; 
For you are {pell-ftopt. 
Holy Gonzalo, honourable man;. 
Mine eyes, even fociable to the fkew of thine, 
Fall fellowly drops: The charm diflolves apace, 
And asthe morning fteals upon the night 
(Melting the darknefs). {0 their rifing fenfes 
Beginto chafe the ignoraist fumes thac mantle 
Their clearer Reafon. O good Gonzalo, 
My true preferver, and a loyal Sir ; 
To him thou follow’ft ; I will pay thy graces 
‘Home both in word and deed: Moft cruelly 
Didft thou eZ/onfp, ufe me, and my daughter : 
Thy brother was a furtherer inthe act: 
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Let me embrace thine age, whofe honour cannot 
Be meafur’d, or confin’d. 

Gon, Whether this be, 

Or be nor, le nor fwear. 

Pro. You do yer rafte 

Some fybtiltieso ch’ Je, that will not ler you 
Believe things certain: Welcome, my friends all : 
But you, my brace of Lords, were | fo minded, 
There could pluck his Highnefs frown upon you, 
And juftifie you Traitors: at this time 
I will tell no tales. 

Seb. The Devil {peaks in him. 
Pro. No: 

For you (moft wicked Sir) whom to cal] brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankeft faults : all of chem: and require 
My Dukedom of thee, which perforce 1 know 
Thon mutt reftore. 

Alo. If chou beeft P rofpero, 

Give us particulars of thy prefervation, 

How thou haft met-us here, who tbree hours fince 

Were wracke upon this fhore? where I have loft 

(How fharp the point of this remembrance is) 


Thou art pinch’d for't new, Sebaftian. Fiefh and blood, |My dear Son Ferdinand. 


You; brother mine, that entertain’d Ambition, 
Expeil’d Remorfe and Nature, whom with Sebaftian 
(Whofe inward pinches therefore are moft ftrong) 
Would here have kill’d your King: Ido forgive thee, 
Unnatural though thou arc: their underftanding 
Beginsto fwell, and the approaching tide 
Will fhortly fill the reafonable fhore 
That now lies foul and muddy : not one of them 
That yet looks on me, or would know me: Arieli, 
Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell ; 
I will difcafe me, and my felf prefenc, 
As 1 was fometime Milain : quickly fpirit ; 
Thou fhalt ere long be free. 
Arieh fings, and helps to attire bjm. 

Where the Bee fucks, there fuck I; 

In a Conflips bell I lie: 

There I crewch when Owls do cry; 

On the Bat’s back I do fly i 

‘after Summer rar? | 
Merrily, merrily {hall I live now 
Under the Bloffom that bangs on the Bow. 
Pro. Why that’s my dainty Ariel? : 1 fhall mifs thee ; 

Butyetthou fhale have freedom: fo, fo, fo, 
To the King’s Ship, invifible as chou art, 
There fhale thou find the Mariners afleep 
Under the Hatches: the Mafter and the Boatfivam 
Being awake, enforce tiem to this place : 
And prefently I prethee. 

_ Ari. I drink the air before me; and return | 
Or ere your pulfe twice beac. Exit. 
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder and amazement 
Inhabits here: fome heavenly power guide us 

Out of this fearful Countrey. 

Pro. Behold Sir King, 
The wronged Duke of Millain, Profpero : 
For more affurance that a living Prince 
Do's now fpeak co thee, I! embrace thy body, 
Andto thee, and thy Company, Ibid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alo. Where thou bef he ot no, 
Or fome inchanted trifle to abufe me 
(As lare.l have been), Inot know : thy Pulfe 
Beats as of flefhand blood: and fince I faw thee, 
Tt’ affliction of my mind amends, with which 
I fear a madnefs held me: this muft crave 
(And if this be ac all) a moft frrange ftory : 
Thy Dukedom I refign, and do intreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : But how fhould Profero 
Be living, and be bere? 

Pro. Firft, noble friend, 


Pro. | am Wo for’r, Sir. 

Alo. Irreparable is the lofs, and Patience 
Says, itis paft her cure. 

Pro. I rather think 
You have not fought herhelp, of whofe foft grace 
For the like lofs, Ihave -her,foveraign aid, 

And reft my felf content. . z 

Alo. You the likelofs ¢ 

Pro. As great to me, as late, and infupportable 
To make the dear lofs, have I means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you; forl. 

Have loft my daughter. 

Alo. A daughter ? 

Oh heavens ! that they were living both in Naples 
The King and Queen there, that they were, I with 
My felf were mudded in that Oo-zy bed 
Where my Son lies: whendid you lofe your daughter : 

Pro. §n this laft Tempeft. I perceive chefe Lords 
Atthisencounter do fo much admire, 

Thatthey devour their Reafon, and f{carce think 
Their Eye do Offices of truth: their words 
Are natural breath : but bowfoever you have 
Been juftled from your fenfes, know for certain 
That lam Profpero, and that very Duke 
Which wasthruft forth of Millain, who moft ftrangely 
Upon this fhore (where you were wrackr) was landed 
Tobe the Lord on’t : no more yet of this; 
For ’tisa Chronicle of day by day, 
Nor a Relation for a breakfaft, nor 
Befitting this firt meeting: Welcome, Sir: 
This Cell’s my Court: here have ] few attendants, 
And Subjefts none abroad: pray you look in : 
My Dukedom fince you have given me again, 
| will require you wich as good a thing, 
At leaft, bring forth a wonder, to.content ye 
As muchas memy Dukedom. 
Here Profpero difcovers Ferdinand and Miranda 
playing at-Chefs. 

Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falfe. 

Fer. No, my deareft Love, 

I would nat for the world. (gle, 

Mir. Yes, fora fcore of Kingdoms you fhould wran- 
And I would call it fair play. 

Alo. If this prove 


| A vifion of the Ifland, one dear Son 


Shall I twice lote. 

Seb- A moft high Miracle. 

Fer. Though the Seas threaten, they are merciful : 
I have curs'd them without caufe. 


B 2 Bit. 
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Alo. Now ail the bleffings 
Of a glad farher compafs thee about: 
Arife, and fay how thou cam’ft here. 
Mir.-O wonder ! i 
low many goodly creatures are there here ? 
How beaureous mankind is! O brave new world 
That has fuch people in’t. ` 
Pro. °Tis new to thee. | 
Alo, What is this Maid with whom thou was’t at play ? 
Your eld’ft acquaintance cannot be three hours: 
Is fhe the goddefs that hath fever’d us, 
And brought us together ? 
Fer. Sir; fheis mortal ; 
But by immortal providence fhe’s mine ; 
[ chofe her when [ could not ask my Father 
For his advice; nor thoughe I had one: She 
fs Daughter ro this famous Duke of Adlaix, 
Of whom fo often I have heard renown, 
But never faw before: of whom I have 
Receiv’d a fecond Life ; and fecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me. 
Alo. 1am hers : 
But O, how odly will it found, that I 
Muf ask my child forgivenef ? 
Pro. There, Sir, Wop : 
Let us not burthen our remembrances with 
An heavinefs that’s gone. 
Gon. 1 have inly wept, 
Or fhould have fpoke ere this: look down you gods, 
And on this Couple drop a blefled Crown: 
For itis you that have chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither. 
Alo. Vay Amen, Gonzalo. 
Gon. Was Millain thruft from Adllain that his [fue 
Should become Kings of Naples? O rejoice 
Beyond a common joy, and fet it down 
With gold on lafting Pillars: {n one Voyage 
Did Claribell her Husband find at Tens, 
And Ferdinand, her Brother, founda Wife, >» 
Where he himfelf was loft: Profpero lis Dukedom 
Ina poor //le: and allof us, our felves, 
When no man was his own. 
Alo. Give me your hands: 
Let grief and forrow {till embrace hisheart 
Thar doth not wifh you Joy. 
Gon. Beit fo, Amen. 
Enter Ariel, with the Mafter and Boatfvain 
amazedly following. | 
Olook Sir, look, hereis moreof uns! 
| prophefi’d, if a Gallows were on Land 
This fellow could not drown: Now blafphemy, 
That fwear'tt grace ore-board, not an Oath on fhore, 
Haft thou no mouth by Land ? 
What is the news ? 
Boat. The beft news is, that we have fafe found 
Our King and Company: the next, our Ship, 
| Which bur three glafles fince we gave out fplit, 
Is tite, and yare, and bravely rig’d, as when 
We firit put our to Sea. 
j Ar. Sir, all this fervice 
Have | done fince | went. 
Pro. My trickfey fpirit. 
Alo. 'Thefeare not natura] Events ; they ftrengthen 
From ftrange to ftranger: fay, how came you hither ? 
Boat. \f 1 didthink, Sir, | were wellawake, 
lid ftrive totell you: we were dead of fleep, 
And (how we know not) allclapr under harchesy. 
Where, but even now, with ftrange and feveral noifes 
Of roaring, fhreeking, howling, gingling chains, ` 
And moe diverfity of founds, all horrible, 
We were awak’d: ftraight way at liberry ; 
Where we, in all ourtrim, frefhly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant Ship: our Mafter 
Capring to eye her: ona trice, fo pleafe you, 


Tbe Tempeft. 


Even inadream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 
Ar, Was’t well done ? 
Pro. Bravely (my diligence) : thou fhalebe free. 
Ar, This is as ftrange a Maze ase’re men trod, 
And there is in this bufinefs more than Nature 
Was ever conduct of: fome Oracle 
Mutt rectifie our knowledg. 
Pro, Sir, my Liege, 
Do not infect your mind with beating on 
The ftrangenefs of this bufinefs, at picke feizure 


_| (Which fhall be fhortly fingle) Mle refolve you 


(Which to you fhall feem probable) of every 
Thefe happen’d accidents: till when, be cheerful, 
And thinkof each rhing well: Come hither (piri, ` 
Set Caliban and his companions free: 
Untie the Speil : How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet mifling of your Company - 
Sorne few odd Lads that yon remember not. , 
Enter Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin- 
culo, i their feol’n Apparel. 
Ste, Every man fhift for all the reit, and let 
No mantake care for himfelf ; for allis 
But fortune: Coragio Bully-Monfter, Coragio. 
Tri. If thefe be true fpies which I wear in my head, 
Here’s a goodly fight. 
Cal OSetebus, thefe be brave Spirits indeed: 
How fine my Mafteris ? I am afraid 
He will chaftife me. 
Seb. Ha, ha : 
What things are thefe, my Lord Anthonio? 
Will money buy ’em ? 
Ant. Very like: one of them 
[sa plain Fifh, and no doubt marketable. 
Pro. Mark but thebadges of thefe men, my Lords, 
Then fay if they be true: This mifhapen knave, 
His Mother was a VVitch, and one {o ftrong 
That could controul the Moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command without her power: 
Thefe three have robb’d me, and this demy-devil, 
(For he’s a baftard one) had plorred with them 
To take my life: twoof theie Fellows you 
Muft known and own, this Thing of darknefs I 
Acknowledg mine. 
Cal. I fhall be pincht to death. 
Alo, Is not this Stephano, my drunken Butler? 
Seb. He is drunk now. 
VVhere had he VVine ? 
Alon. And Trinculo is reeling-ripe: where fhould they 
Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded ’¢m ? 
How cam’ft thou inthis pickle ? 
Tri. [have been in fucha pickle fince I faw you laft, 
That I fear me will never out of my bones: 
I fhall not fear fly-blowing: 
Seb. VVhy, how now Stephano? 
Ste. Otouchmenor; fam not Srepbano, but a Cramp, 
Pro. You'ld be King o” th’ J/fe, Sirrah ? À 
Ste. I fhould have been a fore one then. 
Alo. ’Tisa ftrange thing ase’re I Jook’d on. 
Pro. He is as difproportion’d in his manners 
As in his fhape : Go Sirrah, to my Cell, | 
Take with you your Companions: as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handfomly. 
Cal. 1, that ] will: and Ple be wife hereafter, 
And feek for grace: what a thrice double Afs 
VVas I to take this drunkard for a god ? 
And worfhip this dull fool ? 
Pro. Go to, away. i (it. 
Alo. Hence, and beftow your luggage where you found 
Seb. Or ftole it rather. ` 
Pro. Sir, Linvite your Highnefs and your train, 
To my poor Cell; where you fhalltake yourreft 
For this one night, which part of it Ve wafte 
VVith fuch difcourfe as I not doubt fhall make it 
Go 


—— AIA aaae 


Go quick away : The ftory of my life, 
And the particular accidents gone by 
Since I came to this Ifle: Andin the morn 


’le bring you to your Ship ; and fo to Naples: 


Where 1 have hope to fee the Nuptials 

Of chefe our dear-belov’d, folemnized ; 

And thence retire me tomy Millain, where 

Every third thought fhal! be my grave. 
Alo. llong 








— 


EPILOGUE 
{poken by Profper. 


> 


Ow now my Charms are all ore-thrown, 
N And what ftrength I hav’s mine own, 
Which x moft faint : now tes true 
I muft be bere confin'd by you, 

Or fent toNaples: Let me not 
Since I have my Dukedonz got, 
And pardon’ d the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare Iland by your fpell ; 
But releafe me from my bands 
With the help of your good Lands: 
Gentle breath A ‘yours, my Sails 
MuSt fill, or elfe my project fails, 
Which was to pleafe: Now I want 
Spirits toenforce: Arts to enchant : 
Aud my ending w defpair, 
Unlefs [be reliew’d by prayer ; 
Which pierces (0, that st affjaults 
Mercy it felf, and frees all faults. 
As you from crimes weuld pardon'd be, 
Let your indulgence fet me free. 
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To hear the ftory of your life. whi 
‘Take the Ear ftrangely. oo 


a a Ple deliver all, 

nd promife you calm feas, aufpicious pal 

And fail fo expeditious, that thall catch = 

Your Royal fleet far off: My Ariel! (Chick) 
‘That is thy charge: then to the Elements 

Be free, and fare thou well: pleafe you draw near. 


Exeunt omnes, 


_ The Scene, an uninhabited Ifland. 


Names of the Aéfors. 


Lonfo, King of Naples. 
Sebaftian, bis brother. 

Profpero, the right Duke of Millain. 
Anthonio, bis brother, the ufurping Duke of Millain. 
Ferdinand, Son tothe King of Naples. 
Gonzalo, an honoft old Councellor. 
Adrian and Francifco, Lords. 
Caliban, a Salvage and deformed Slave! 
Trinculo, a Fefter. 
Stephano, s drunken Butler. 
Mafter of a Ship. 
Boat fwain, 
Mariners. 
Miranda, Daughter to Profpero, 
Ariel, anairy Spirit. 
Iris. 
Ceres. 
Juno. Spirits, 
Nymphs 


Exit. | Reapers. 
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Two Gentlemen of Verona. 








Actus Primus. Scena Prima. 


ei E si O 





Lofing his verdure even in the prime, 


Valentine, Protheus, and Speed, And allthe fair effects of future hopes. 
But wherefore wafte I time to cotnfel thee 
Valentine. | That are a Votary tofond defire? 


Once more adieu: my Father at the Road 
WINIA Eafe to perfwade, my loving Prothezs ;| Expects my coming, there to fee me fhipp’d. 








AY  Home-keeping youth have ever} Pro. Andthither willl bring thee, Valentine. 
| Sy fy (homely wits;| Fal. Sweet Protheus, no: Now let ustake our leave: 
ICN << Wer’t not affeftion chains thy ten- {At Millain let me hear from thee by Letters 

BH INEZ (der days, [Of thy fuccefs inlove ; and what News elfe 

SA F/y To the {weet glances of thy ho-|Petideth here inabfence of thy Friend : 
| Say Sr Ae (nour'd Love, | And I likewife will vifit thee with mine. 


R 
N mew SÀ J rather would intreat thy company,| Pro. All happinofs bechance to thee in Adllcin. 
To fee the wonders of the world a-| Val. Asmuch to youat home: and {fo farewel, Exit. 


Than (living dully fluggardiz'd at home) {broad,{ ro. Heafrer Honour hunts, fafter Love; 
Wear out thy youth with fhapelefs idlenefs. He leaves his friends to dignifie them more ; 
Bur fince thou lov’ft, love ftill, and thrive therein, love my felf, my friends, and all for love: 
Even as | would when I to love begin. Thou ‘Fulia, thou haft matamorphos'd me: 
Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine adieu, Made me neglect my ftudies, lofe my time, 
Think on thy Prothews when thou (haply) feeft War with good counfel, fet the world at nought; 
Some rare Note-worthy Obiect in thy travel: Made wit with Mufing, weak ; hearc fick with thought. 
Wifh me partaker in thy happinefs * Sp. Sir Protheus: fave you: faw you my Matter ? 
When thou doft meet good hap; and in chy danger Pro. But now he parted hence to embark for Millain. 
(If ever danger do environ thee} T Twenty to one thenheis fhip’d already, 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers ; And Ihave plaid the fheep in lofing him. 
For | will be thy Bead’s-man, Valentine. Pro. indeed a fheep doth very often ftray, 
Val. And ona Love-book pray for thy firccefs. ‘And if the thepherd be a while away. 
Pro, Upon fome book} love le pray for thee. Sp. You conclude that my Mafter is a fhepherd then, 
Val. That's on fome fhallow ftory of deep love, and 1a fheep ? | 
How young Leander croft the Hellefpont. Pro. I do. 
Pro. That’s a deep ftory of a deeper love; ve. Why then my horns are his horns, whether | wake 
for he was more than over-fhooes in love. or fleep. 
Val ’Tis true; for youare over-boots in love, Pro. A filly anfwer, and fitting well a fheep. 
And yet you never fwom thé Hellefont. Sp. This proves me ftill a fheep. 
Pro. Over the boots? nay, give me not the boots. Pro, True; and thy Mafter a fhepherd. 
Val. No, Iwill not ; for it boots thee not. Sp. Nay, that] can deny by a circumftance, 
Pro. What ? Pro. Ie fhall go hard but J’le proveic by another. 


Val. Tobe inlove where fcore 1s bought with groans: Sp. The fhepherd feeks the fheep; and not the fheep 
Coy looks, with heart-fore fighs: one fading moments | the fhepherd ; but | feek my Mafter, and my Mafter feeks 


With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights: (mirth, | not me : therefore I am no fheep. 
If haply won, perhaps an haplefs gain :- Pro. The fheep for Fodder follow the fhepherd, the 


If loft, why then a grievous labour won! Shepherd for food follows not the fheep: thou for wages 
However, buta folly bought with wit, followeft thy Mafter, thy Mafter for wages follows not 
Or elfe a wit by folly vanqutfhed. : thee: therefore thou arra fheep. 

Fro. So, by your circumftance, you calf me fool. Sp. Such another proof will make me cry Baa. 

Val. So, by your circumftance, { fear you’l prove. Pro. Bue doft thou hear? gaveft chou my Letter to Fu- 

Pro. "Tis Love you cavil at ; Lam not Love. lia ? aa 

Val. Loveis your Mafter; for he Maflers you: Sp. Sir: I (aloft Mutton) gave your Letter to her (a 
And he thar is fo yoked by a fool, Jac’d-Mutron), and fhe (a lac’d-Mntton) gave me (a loft- 
Methinks fhonld not be Chronicled for wife. Mutton) nothing for my labour. 

Pro. Yet Writers fay , asin the {weeteft bud Pro. Here’s too fmalla Pafture for fuch ftore of Mut- 
The eating Canker dwells; fo eating Love tons. . 
[nhabits in the fineft wits of all. Sp. If the ground be over-chargd, you were beft ftick 

Val. And Writers fay; asthe moft forward bud her. 
Is eaten by the Canker ere it blow, Pro. Nay, in that you are aftray: "twere beft pound 
Even fo by Love the young and tender wic you. 


‘Is turn’d to folly, blafting un the bud, Sp. Nay, Sir, lefs than a pound fhall ferve me for car- 
rying your Letter. Pro, 
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Pro. You miftake: I meanthe Pound, a Pin-fold. ‘fu. And would’ft thou have me caft my love on him ? 
Sp. Froma pound toa pin? fold it over and over, Lu. Í, if you thought your love not caft away. 
Tis threefold toolitcle for carrying aLetter toyourLover.| ‘Fu. Why he, of all the reft, hath never mov’d me. 
Pro.. But what faid fhe? Lu. Yet he, of all the reft, I think beft loves ye. 
Sp. I. ‘fu. His little fpeaking fhews his love but fmall, 
Pro. Nod-1: why, that’s Noddy. Lu Firetharsclofeft kept burns moft of alj, 
Sp. You miftook, Sir, L faid fhe did nod: ‘Fu. They donot love that donot thew their love 
And you ask meif fhe did nod, and ( faid, I. Lu. 


Oh, they love leaft that let men know their} 
Pro. And that fet together, is noddy. ‘fue Iwould I knew his mind. RaR me. 


Sp. Now you have taken the pains tofet.it together,} Lu. Perufe this Paper, Madam. 
take it for your pains. ju. To Fulia: fay, from whom? 
Pro. No, no, you fhall have it for bearing the Letter. Lu. That the Contents will thew. 
Sp. Well, I perceive 1 muft be fain to bear with you. fu. Say, fay: who gave it thee? 
Pro. Why Sir, how do you bear with me? Lu. Sir Valentines Page ; and fent I think from Protheus. 
Sp- Marry fir, the Letter very orderly, He would have given it you, but being in the way, 
Having nothing bue the word noddy for my palns. Did inyour name receiveit: Pardon the fault! pray. 
Pro. Befhrew me, but yowhave a quick wit. Ju. Now (by my modefty) a goodly Broker : 
Sp. And yer it cannot overtake your flow purfe. _| Pare-you prefiune to harbour wanton lines ? 
Pro, Come, come, open the matter in brief; what faid 4 To whifper and confpire againftmy Youth ? 
fhe? Now truft me, ‘tis an Office of great worthy 
Sp. Open your purfe, that the money and the matter | And you an Officer fit for the place. 
may be both delivered. There : take the Paper: fee it be return’d, 
Pro. Well Sir, hereisfor your pains: what faidfhe ? | Or elfe return no more into my fight. 
Sp. Truly Sir, I think yowl hardly win her. | Lu. ‘To plead for Love deferves more Fee than hate. 
Pro. Why ? could’h thou perceive fo much from her? | ‘Fa. Will ye be gone? 
Sp. Sir, | could perceive nothing at all from her; Ls. 'That you may ruminate. 
No, not fo njuch as a Ducket for delivering your Letter, | ‘fF. And yet] would I had ore-look’d the Letter: 
And being fo hard tome that brought your mind, It were a fhameto call her back again, 
I fear fhe'l prove as hard to you in telling her mind. And pray her toa faule for which I chid her. 
Give her notoken buc ftones ; for fhe’sas hard as fteel. | What foolis fhe that knows I‘am‘a Maid, 
Pro. What faid fhe, nothing ? { And would not force the Letter tomy view? 
Sp. No, notfo much astake this forthy pains: _ (me:| Since Maidsin Modelty, fay No to that 
To teftifie your bounty, { thank you, you have Teftern’d | Which they would have the profferer conftrne, I. 
fn requital whereof, henceforth carry your Letter your |Fie, fle; how way-ward is thisfvolifh Love, 
felf: And fo, Sir, V’leconimend you to my Mafter. That (like a tefty babe) will {cratch the Nurfe, 
Pro. Go, go, be gone, to fave your Ship from wrack, | And prefently, afl humbled, kif the Rod? 
Which cannot perifh having thee aboard, How churlithly I chid Lucetta hence, 
Being deftin’d toa drier death on fhore : When willingly I would have had her here ? 
I muft go fend fome better Meflenger : How angerly I taught my brow to frown, 
I fear my Fulia would nor deign my lines, ` {When inward joy enfore’d my heart co {mile ? 
Receiving them from fuch a worthlefs poft. Exit. |My penance is, to call Lucerra back, 
And ask remiffion for my folly paft. 
What hoe: Lucetta. 
Lu. What would your Ladythip ? 
Fu. Ist near dinner-time ? 
Lu. I would it were, 
Thatyou might kill your ftomachon your meat, 
And not npon your Maid, 
Fu. What is’t that you 
Took up fo gingerly ? 
` Lu. Nothing. 
Fu. Why didit thou ftoop then ? 
Lu.To take a paper up that Iler fall. 
‘fu. And is that paper nothing ? 
Lu. Nothing concerning me. 
Fu. Then ler it lie for thofe that it concerns. 
Lu. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns, 
UnlefSie have a falfe Interpreter. 
Fu. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rime. 
Lu. That I might fing it (Madam) to a tune : 
Give a Note; your Lady thip can fer. 
Ju. As little by fuch toys as may be poffible: 
Beft fing it to che tune of Light O Lowe. 
Lu. itis too heavy for {o light a tune. 
‘fu. Heavy? belike !t hath fome burthen then. 
Lu. 1: and melodious were it, would you fing it. 
fu. And why not you? 
Lu. | cannot reach fo high. 
Fu. Lets fee your Song: 
How: now Minion ? 
Lu. Keep tune there Mill, fo you will fing it ont: 
And yet methinks I do not like this rune. 
Fu. You donor? 
Lu. No(Madam), ’tis too fharp. 
Fu. You (Minion) art too tawcy. Lu. Nayi 


















Exit. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Julia and Lucetta. 


Ful. Butfay Lucetta (now are we alone) 
Would’ft thou then counfèl me to fall inlove ? 
Luc. { Madam, fo you flumble not unheedfully- 
Ful. OF allrhe fair Refurt of Gentlemen, 
That every day with par’le encounter me, 
Inthy opinion which is worthieft love ? 
Luc. Pleafe you repeat their names, Ile fhew my mind, 
According to my fhallow fimple skill. 
Fu. What think’ft thou of che fair Sir Eg/amcer ? 
Luc. Asof a Knight well-{poken, neat and fine: 
But were I you, he never fhould be mine. 
Fu. Whatthink ft thou of the rich Afercatio ? 
Lu. Well of his wealth ; but of himfelf fo, fo. 
Fu. What think’ft thou of the gentle Prothens ? 
La. Lord, Lord! to fee what folly reigns in us. 
Fu. How now? what means this paffion arhis Name ¢ 
Lu. Pardon, dear Madam, tis a pafling fhame, 
That I (unworthy body as [am) 
Should cenfure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 
Fu. Why not on Prorheys; as of all the reft ? 
Lu. Then thus: of many good, I think him beft. 
ju. Your Reafon? 
Lu. Ihave no other buta womans Reafon: 
I think him fo, becaufé I think him fo. 
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Lu. Nay, now you are tco flat, 
And mar the concord with too harfh a defcant :, 
There wanteth but a Mean to fill your Song: 

“fu. The Mean is drown’d with your unruly Bafe. 

Lu.-Indeed I bid thee bafe for Prorheus. 

Fu. This babble fhall not henceforth trouble me: 
Here is a coile wich proteftation: . 

Go, get you gone ; and lec the Papers lie: 

You would be fingring them to anger me. 

‘Lu. She makesit ftrange, but fhe would be beft pleas’d 
To be fo angred with anotber Letter. Exit. 
. Fu. Nay, would I were foangred with the fame: 
Oh hateful hands, to tear fuch loving words ; 
[njurious Wafps, to feed on fuch fweet honey, 

And kill the Bees that yield it with your ftings: 
Ile kifS each feveral Paper for amends: 
Look, here is writ, kind Fulia: unkind Fulia, 
Asin revenge of thy ingratitude, 
I throw thy name againft the bruifing ftones, 
Trampling contemptuoufly on thy difdain. 
And here is writ, Love-wounded Protheus. 
Poor wounded name: my bofome, asa bed, 
Shall lodg thee till thy wound be throughly heal’d : 
And thus! fearchie with a foveraign kifs. 
‘But twice or thrice was Protheus written down : 
Be calm: (good wind), blow not a word away, 
Till [have foundeach letterinthe Letter, 
‘Except mine own Name: That fome whirl-wind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging Rock, 
And throw it thence into the raging Sea. 
Lo, here in one lineis his Name twice wnt: 
Poor forlorn Protheus, paffionate Protheus: 
To the fweet Fulia: that Ile tear away : 
And yeti willnor, fith fo prettily 
He couples it to his complaining Names: 
Thuswilll foldthem one upon another: 
Now kis, embrace, contend, do what you will. Enter. 
Lu. Madam: dinner is ready, and your father ftays. 
u. Well, letus go. 

k Whac fhall ete Papers lie, like tell-tales here ? 

Fu. If you refpet them, beft to take them up. 

Lu. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down: 

Yet here-they fhall not lie for catching cold. 
Fu. [fee you have a months: mind to them. 

Lu. 1 (Madam), you may fay what fights you fee. 

I fee things too, although you judg I wink. 


Fu. Come, come, wilt pleafe you go ¢ Excunt. 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Antonio, Panthion, and Protheus. 


Ant. Tellme Panthion, what fad talk was that 
| Wherewith my brother held you in the Cloyfter? 
Pan. *Twasof his Nephew Protbeus, your Son. 
Ant. VVhy, what of him ? 
Pan. He wondred that your Lordfhip 
VVould fuffer him to fpend his Youth at home, 
VVhile other men of flender Reputation - 
Put forth their Sons to feek Preferment out: 
Some to the VVars, totrv their fortune there ; 
Some co difcover Iflands far away , 
Some to the ftudious Univerfities. 
For any, or for all chefe Exercifes, 
He faid, that Prorheus, your Son was meet ; 
And did requeft meto importune you 
To let him fpend his time no more at home , 
VWVhich would be greatimpeachment to bis Age, 
In Having known no travel in his Youth. 
“Ant. Nor need’ft thou much importune me to that 
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VVhereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have confider’d well his lof of time ; 

And now he cannot bea perfect man, 

Not being tried, nor tutor’d in the world : 
Experience is by induftry atchieved, 

and perfected by the fwift courfe of time: 
Then tell me, whither were I beft to fend him? 

Pan. I think your Lordfhipis not ignorant 
How his‘Companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends the Emperor in his Royal Court. 

Ant. [know it well. (thither : 

‘Pan. ’Twere good, I think, your Lordthip fent him 
There fhall he practife Tilts and Turnaments; 

Hear fweet Difcourfe, converfe with Noblemen, 
And be ineye of every Exercife 
VVorthy his Youth and NoblenefS of Birth. 

Ant. like thy counfel : well haft thou advis’d 
And that thou maift perceive how well I like ic, 
The Execution of it fhall make known; 

Even with the fpeedieft expedition 
I will difpatch him to the Emperor's Court. l 

Pan. To morrow, may it pleafe you, Don Alphonfo, 
VVith other Gentlemen of good Efteem, 

Are journeying to falute the Emperor, 
And to commend their fervice tohis will. 

Ant. Good Company : with them fhall Protheus go: 
And in good time, now will we break with him ? Enter 

Pro. Sweet love, fweet lines, fweet life ; Pro. 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 

Here is her Oath for love, her honours pawn: 
O that our Fathers would applaud our Loves 
To feal our happinefs with their confents : 

Oh heavenly ‘fulia! 

Ant. How now? VVhat Letter are you reading there ? 

Pro, May’t pleafe your Lordfhip, *tis a word or two 
Of Commendation fent from Valentine ; 

Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the Letter: Let me fee what News. 

Pro. ‘There is no News (my Lord) but that he writes 
How happily helives, how well-belov'd, 

And daily graced by the Emperor; 

VVifking me with him, partner of his Fortune. 
Ant. And how ftand you affected to his with ? 
Pro. As one relying on your Lordthip’s will, 

And not depending on his friendly with. 

Ant. My willisfomething forred with his wifh: 
Mute notthat! thus fuddenly proceed ; 

For what I will, I will; and there’s anend: 

I am refolv’d that thou fhale fpend fome time 

VVith Valentino in the Emperor's Court: 

What maintenance he from his friends receives, 

Like exhibition thou fhalt Have from me: 

‘To morrow be in readine(s to go: 

Excufeit not ; for] am peremptory. 

Pro. My Lord, I cannot be fo foon provided ; 
Pleafe you deliberate a day or two. 

e-Ant. Look what thou want’ft fhall be fence after thee: 
No more of ftay ; to morrow thou muft go: 

Come on Panthion; you fhallbe imploy’d 
To haften on his expedition. 

Pro. Thus have | fhunn’d the fire for fear of burning, 

And drench’d me in the Sea, where | am drown’d: 
[ fear’d to fhew my father Fulia’s Letter, 
Leaft he fhould take exceptions to my Love, 
And with the vantageof mine own Excofe 
Hath heexcepted moft againft my Love. 

Oh, how this fpring of love refembleth 

The uncertain glory of an April-day, 

Which now thews all the beauty of che Sun, 

And by and by aclond takes all away. 

Pan, Sir Protheus,. your father calls for you ; 
He isin hafte, therefore ] pray you go. 

Pro. Why this it is: my heart accords’ thereto, 
And yeta thoufand times it anfwers no. Exeunt. Fins, 

l Attus 
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Enter 
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ae when you chid at Sir Protheus for going angar- 
ter’d. 


Val. VVhat fhould I fee then ? 


Sp. Your own prefent folly, and her pafling deformi- 
ty: for he, being in Love, could not fee to garter his 
oer ; and you, being in Love, cannot {ee to put on your 

ofe. 


Val. Belike (boy) then you arcin Love ; for laft morning 
You could not fee to wipe my fhooes. 

Sp. True fir, 1 was in love with my bed, I thank you, 
you fwing’d me for my Love, which makes me the bolder 
to chide you for yours. 

Val. Inconclufion | ftand affected to her. 


z ! would you were fet, fo your Affection would 
ceafe, 


Val. Laft night the enjoyn’d me 
To write fome lines toone fhe loves. | 
A And have you? 
al. Ihave. 
z Are they not lamely writ ? 
al. No (boy), butas well ast ċan do them : 
Peace, here fhe conies. 


Sp. Oh excellent Motion ! Oh exceeding Puppet ! 
Now will he interpret to her. 
Val. Madamand Miftris, a thoufand good morrows. 
Sp. Oh ! ’give ye-good-ev’n: here’s a million of man- 
ners. , 
Sil. Sit Valentine, and fervant, to you two thoufand. 
Sp. He fhouid give her Incereft ; and the givesit him. 
Val. As you injoyn'd me, | have writ your Letter 
Unto the fecret, namelefs friend af yours: 
Which I was much unwilling co proceed in, 
But my duty to vour Lady hip. 
Si. Ithank you (gentle fervant), ’tis very Clerkly done. 
Val. Now truft me (Madam), it came hardly off: 
For. being ignorant to whom it goes, 
| writ at randem very doubtfully. 
Sil. Perchance you think too much of fo much pains ? 
Val. No(Madam), fo ic fteed yoo, I will wrire 
(Pleafé you command) a choufand times as much: 
And yet- 
Sil. A pretty period: well: I guefs che fequel ; 
And yet I will not name it: and yee J care not: 
And yet takethisagain: and yetI thankyou: . 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 
Sp. And yet you will: and yer, another yet. 
Val. What means your Ladyfhip ? 
Do you not like it? 
Sil. Yes, yes: che linesare very quaintly writ; 
But (fince unwillingly) take them again : 
Nay, take them. 
Val. Madam, they are for you. 
Sil. 1, 1: you writ enem, Sir, at iny requeft ; 
But i willnoneof them: they are for you : 
I would havehad chem writ more movingly. 
Val. Pleafe you, Ile write your Ladyfhip another. 
Sil. And when it’s writ, for my fake read it over, 
Andif it pleafe you, fo: if not, why fo. 
Val. If ic pleafe me (Madam)? what then? 
Sil. Why if it pleafe you, take it for your labour: 
And fo good morrow fervant. Exit. 
Sp. Oh Jeft unfeen , infcrutible, invifible, 
As a Nofe on a man’s Face,or a Weatherceck ona Steeple: 
Niy Mafter fues to her: and fae hath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupi!, to become ker Tutor : i 
Oh excellent device! was there ever heard a better ? 
That my Malter being Scribe, 
To himfelf fhould write the Letier ? 
Va!. How now fir ? 
What are you reafoning with your felf? 
Sp. Nay, I was riming : ’ns you that bave the Reafon. 
Val, Todowhat ¢ 
Sp. To bea {pokes-man from Madam Siasa. 
val. Towhom ? 































Attus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Valentine, Speed, Silvia. 


Speed, Sit, your Glove. 
alen. Not mine : my Gloves are on. 

Sp. VVhy then this may be yours; for this is but one. 

ow Ha? Let me fee: I, give it me, it’s mine: 
Sweet Ornament that decks aching Divine, 

Ah Silvia, Silvis. 

Speed, Madam Silvia: Madam Silvia. 

Val. How now Sirrah ? 

Sp. She is not within hearing, Sir. 

Val. VVhy Sir, who bad you call her ? 

Sp. Your VVosthip Sir, or elfe I miftook. 

Val. VVell: you'l ftill be too forward. 

Sp. And yet I was laft chidden for being too flow. 

Val. Go to Sir, tell me: do you know Madam Silvia ? 

Sp. She that your VVorfhip loves ? 

Val. VVhy, how know you that I am in love ? 

Sp. Marry by thefe fpecial marks: firft, you have 
learn'd (like Sir Prerbeus ) to wreath your arms like a 
Maleecontent : co relifh a Love-Song like a Rebia-red- 
brea: towalk alone like one that bad the Peftilence : to 
figh like aSchool-boy that had loft his 4. B.C. to weep 
like a young VVench that had loft her Grandam : to faft 
like one that rakes diet: to watch like one that fears rob- 
bing : tofpeak puling like a Beggar at Hollowma/s: You 
were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cock : when 
you walked to walk likeone of the Lions: when you fa- 
fted it was prefently after dinner: when you look’d fadly 
it was for want of mioney: and now you are metamor- 
phos’d with a Miftrefs, that when I look on you, | can hard- 
ly think you my Matter. 

Val. Are all thefe things perceiv’d inme ? 

Sp. They are al] perceiv’d without ye. 

Val. Without me? they cannot. 

Sp. Without you? nay, that’s certain ; for without you 
were fo fimple, none elfe would: but you are fo without 
thefe follies, that thefe follies are within you, and fhine 
through you like the water in an Urinal : that notan Eye 
that fees you, but isa Phyfician toComment on your Ma- 
lady. 

Val. But tell me : doft thou know my Lady Silvia ? 

Sp. She that you gaze on fo as fhe fits at fupper ? 

Val. Haft thou obferv’d that? even fhe I mean. 

Sp. Why fir, | know ker not. 

Val. Doft thou know her by gazing on her, aad yer 
know’ft her not ? 

Sp. 1s the not hard-favour’d fir ? 

Val. Not fo fair (boy) as well favour’d. 

te Sir, I know that well enough. 

Val, What doft thou know ? 

Sp. That fhe is not fo fair as (of you) well favour'd. 

Val. 1 mean that her beauty is exquifite, 

Bur her favour infinite. 

Sp. That’s becaufe the one is painted, and the other 
out of all count. 

Val. How painted ? and how out of count? 

, Sp. Marry fir, fo painted to make her fair, that no man 
counts of her beauty. 
Val. How efteem’ft thou me? laccount of her beauty. 
Sp. You never faw her fince fhe was deform’d. 
Val. How long hath fhe been deform’d ? 
Sp. Ever fince you lov d her. 
Val. | have lov’dher ever fince I faw her, 
And ftil] 1 fee her beautiful. 
F- If you love her you cannot fee her. 
al. VVhy ? | i 
Sp. Becaufe Love isblind: O that you had mine Eyes, 
or your own Eyes had the Lights they were wont to 




































Se. To 


D a 





22 


Sp. To your felf: why, fhe woes you by a figure, 

Val.. What figure? ` 

Sp. By a Letrer,! fhould fay. 

Val. Why, fhe hath not writ to me? 

Sp. What need fhe, 
When fhe hath made you write to your felf? 
Why, doyou not perceive the Jeft ¢ 

Val. No; believe me. 

Sp. No believing you indecd Sir : 
But did you petceive her Earneft ¢ 

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word. 

Sp. Why, the hath given you a Letter. 

Val. That’s the Lecter I writ fo her friend. 

Sp And thar Letter hath fhe deliver’d;and there’s an end. 

Val. Ywouldit were no worfe. 

Sp. Ple warrant you ’tis as well : 
For often have you writto her ; and fhe.in modefty, 
Orelfe for want of idle time, could not again reply ; 
Or fearing elfe fome meffenger chat might her mind dif- 

cover, 
Her felf hath taughcher Love himnfelf to write unto her 
All this 1 fpeak in Print ; for in Print 1 found it. 
Why mufte you fit? °tis dinner-time. 

Val. Ihave din’d. 

Sp. 1, but hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can 
feed on the air, I am one that am nourifh’d by my victu. 
als; and would fain have meat : Oh be not like your Mi- 


ftre(s ; be moved, be moved. 
A A E E 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter Protheus, Julia, Panthion. 


Pro. Have patience gentle fulia. 
Ful. I muft where isno Remedy. 
Pro. When poffibly I can, 1] will return. 
Ful, If you turn not, you will return the fooner : 
Keep this Remembrance for thy Fulia’s fake. 
Pro. Why then we’l make exchange ; 
Here, take you this. 
Ful. And feal this bargain with a holy kifs. 
Pro. Here is my hand for my true conftancy : 
And when that hour ore-flips me in the days 
Wherein I figh not (fula) for thy fake, 
The nextenfuing hour fome foul mifchance 
Torment me for my Loves forgetfulnefs : 
My father ftays my coming: anfwer not: . 
The Tide is now ; nay, not thy tide of tears ; 
That tide will ftay me longer than | fhould ; 
Fuliafarewel: what, gone without a word? 
I, fo true love fhould do: it cannot {peak ; 
For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it. 
Pan. Sir Protheus, you are ftaid for. 
Pro. Go: I come, | come: 
Alas! this parting ftrikes poor Lovers dumb. 


ii rape ee mene 
Scena Tertia. 


Enter Launce, Panthion. 


Launce, Nay, twill be this hour ere | have done weep- 
ing: allthekind of thee Launces have this very fault: I 
have receiv’d my proportion, like the prodigious fon, and 
am going with Sir Prothexs to the Imperial’s Court: I think 
Crab my Dog be the fowreft Natured Dog that lives: My 


A, 


(Lover. 


Exeunt. 


Exeunt. 
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Mother weeping: my Father wailing : my Sj ing: 
our Maid howling : our Cat wiinght rine dal 
our houfe in a great perplexity, yet did not this cruel- 
hearted Cur fhed one tear: He is a ftone, a very pibble- 
ftone, and hasno more pity in him than a Dog: A Few 
would have wept to have feen our parting : Why, my 
Grandam, having no Eyes, look you, wept her felf 
blind at my parting: Nay, V’lefhow you the manner of 
it: This fhooe is my Father : no, this left ‘thoce is m 
Father : no, no, this left fhone is my Mother: nay shag 
cannot be fo neither: yes, itis fo, itis fo; it hath the 
worfer fole : this fhooe with the hole in it is my Mother : 
and this my Father: a veng’ance on’t, there ‘tis: Now 
fir, -this ftaff is my Sifter: for look you, fhe is as white 
asa lilly, and as {mall asa wand: this hat is Nan. our 
Maid : | am the Dog : no; the Dog ishimfelf. and f -am 
the Dog: Oh, the Dogis me, and | am my felf: I fo 
lo: Now comel to my Father; Father, your bleffing : 
Now fhould not the fhooe fpeak a word for weepin 
Now fhould 1 kifšs my Father: well, he weeps on: Mod: 
come Ito my Mother: Oh that the could fpeak now likea 
would-woman : well, 1 kifs her: why there ’tis: here’s 
my Mothers breath up and down: Now come I to my Si- 
fter: mark what moan fhe makes: Now the Dog all this 
while fheds not a tear, nor fpeaks a word: but fee how] 
lay the duft with my tears. 

Panth. Launce, away, away : aboard, thy Mafter is 
fhip’d, and thou art to poft after with Oars: what’s the 
matter? why weep’ft chou, man? away afs, you’l lofe the 
Tide if you tarry any longer. 

Laun. Itis no matter if the Tide wer ; foriti 
unkindeft Tide that ever any man til aoa 

Panth. Whats the unkindeft Tide? 

Laun. Why, he that’s tide here, Crab my Dog. 

Pan. Tutman : I mean, thou’lt lofe the flood, and in 
lofing the flood, lofe.thy Voyage, and in lofing thy Voy- 
age, lofe thy Mafter, and in lofing thy Mafter, lofe thy 
Service, and in lofing thy Service, —W hy doft thou {top 
my mouth? 

Laun. For fear thou fhould’ft lofe thy tongue. 

Panth. Where fhould I lofe my tongue? 

Laun. In thy Tale. 

Panth. Inthy Tail. 

Laun. Lofe the Tide, and the Voyage, and the Mafter, 
and the Service, and the Tide: why man, ifthe River were 
dry, lam ableto fillitwith my tears: if the Wind were 
down, I could drive the Boat with my fighs. 

Mi Come: come away man; | was fent to call 
thee. 

Lau. Sir, callme what thou dar’ft. 

Pan. VVilt thou go ? 


Lau. Well, I will go. Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, Speed, Duke, 
Protheus. 


Sil. Servant. 

Val. Miftris. 

Sp. Mafter, Sir Thurio frownson you.. 

Val. | boy, it’s for love. 

Sp. Not of you. 

Val. Of my Mittrifs then. 

Sp. "Twere good you knockt him. 

Sil. Servant, you are fad. 

Val. Indeed, Madam, I feem fo. 

Thu. Seem you that you are not? 

Val. Hap’ly 1 do. 

Thu. So do Counterfeits. 

Val. So do you. 
Thu. 
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Thu. What feem I that I am not ? Upon fome other pawn for fealty. 









Val. Wie, Val. Nay fure, I think fhe holds them prifoners fill. 
Tov. What inftance of the contrary ? Sil. Nay, then he fhauld be blind, and being blind, 
Val. Your folly. How could he fee his way to feek out you ? 

Thu. And how quote you my folly ? 


Val. Why Lady, Love hath twenty pairof Eyes. 
Thu. They fay that Love hath not an Eye ar all, 
Val. Tofee fuch Lovers, Thurio, as your felf: 

Upon ahomely Object Love can wink. Enter, 
Sil, Have done, have done : here comes the gentleman. 
Val. Welcome dear Protheus :. Miftrifs. I befeech you 

Confirm this welcome with fome fpecial favour. 


Val. Yquote it in your Jerkin. 

Thu. My Jerkin is a doublet. 

Val. Well then, lle double your folly. 

Thu. How ? 

Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio? do you change colour ? 
Val. Give him leave, Madam ; heisa kind of Camelion, 
Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood, than 


live in your air. 
Val. You have faid fir. 
Thu. 1 fir, and done too for this time. 


Val. 1knowit well fir; you always end ere you begin. 
ly 


Sil. A fine Volly of words, Gentlemen, and quic 
fhot off. 

Val. *Tisindeed, Madam, we thank the giver. 

Sil. Who is that Servant ? 

Val. Your felf (fweet Lady) ; for you gave the fire: 
Sir Tourio borrows his wit from your Lady fhips looks, 
And fpends whac he borrows kindly in your company. 


Thu. Sit, if you fpend word for word with me, I fhall 


make your wit bankrupt. 


Val. 1 know it well fir, you have an Exchequer of words, 


And Ithink noother treaftire to give your foliowefs : 
For it appears by their bare Liveries; 
That they live by your bare words. 
Sil. Nomore, gentlemen, no nore: 
Here comes my father. 

Duke, Now daughter Silvia, you are hard befet : 
Sir Valentine, your father is in good health: 

What fay you toa Letter from your friends 
Of much good News ? 

Val. My Lord, I will be thankful 
To any meffenger, from thence. 

Duke, Know you Don eAntonio, your Countryman ? 

Val. 1, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy eftimation, 

And not without defert fo well reputed. 

Duke, Hath he nota Son? 

Val. I my good Lord, a Son that well deferves 
The honour and regard of fuch a Father. 

Duke, You know him well ? 

Val. Lknew him as my felf; for from our Infancy 
We have converft, and fpent our hours together : 
And tho my felf have been an idle Trewanr, 
Omitting the fweer benefit of rime 
To clothe.mine Age with Angel-like perfection 5 
Yet hach Sir Prorheus (for that’s his Name) 

Made ufeand fair adyantage of his days: 

His Years but young, but his Experience old: 
His head unmellowed, but his judgment ripe: 
And ina word (for far behind his worth 
Comes all the praifes that I now beftow), 

He is compleat in feature and in mind, 

With al] good grace to grace a Gentleman. 

Duk. Bethrew me fir, but if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for an Emprefs Love, 

As meet to be an Emperor’s Counfellor : 
Well fir: this gentleman is come to me, 
With Commendation from great Potentates ; 
And here he means to fpend his time a while; 
I think ’tis no welcome News to you. 

Val. Should 1 have wifh’d.a thing, ithad been he. 

Duk. Welcome him then according to his worth : 
Silvia, 1 {peak to you, and yot Sir Thurio; 

For Valentine, I need not ciie him to it: 
I will fend him hither.to yon prefèntly. 

Val. Thisisthe gentleman { cold your Lady Ihip 
Had come along with me, but that his Mittrifs 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chriftal looks. 

Sil. Belike that now fhe hath enfranchis’d them 


Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 
If this be he you oft have wifh’d to hear from. 
Val, Miltris, at is: fweer Lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-fervant to your Lady hip. 
Sil, Too low a Miftris for fo high a fervant. 
Pro. Not fo, fweet Lady ; but too mean a fervant 
To have a Look of ftrch a worthy Miftrifs. 
Val, Leave off difcourfe of difability : 
Sweet Lady entertain him for your fervant. 
Fro. My duty will I boaft of, nothing elf. 
Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed: 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthlefs Miftrifs, 
Pro. le die on him that fays fo but your felf. 
Sil. That you are welcome ? 
Pro. That you are worthlefs. (you. 
Thur. Madam, my Jord, your father,would fpeak with 
Sil. I wait upon his pleafure : Come Sir Thurso, 
Gowith me ; Once more newfervant welcome: 
Pleleave you toconfer of. home affairs ; 
When you have done, we look tohear from you. 
Pro. Wel both attend upon your Lady thip. 
Val. Now tell me how doall from whence you came ? 
Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much com- 
Val. And how do yours ? (mended. 
Pro. } left them all in health. 
ValHow does your Lady? and how thrives your Love? 
Pro. My tales of Love were wont to weary you ; 
] know you joy not ina Love-difcourfe. 
Val. 1 Prothews, buethat Life is alter’d now ; 
I have done penance for contemning Love, 
Whofe highimperious thonghts have punifh’d me 
With bitter fafts, with penitential groans, 
With nightly tears and daily heart-fore fighs : 
For in revenge of my contempt of Love, 
Love hath chac’d fleep from my enthralled Eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine own hearts forrow : 
O gentle Protheus, Love’s a mighty Lord, 
And hath fo humbled me as I confefs 
There is no wo to his correction ; 
Nor to his fervice, no fuch joy onearth: 
Now no difcourfe, exceptit be of Love : 
Now can] break my faft, dine, fap and fleep 
Upon the very naked Name of Love. 
Pro. Enough: I read your fortune in yoor Eye: 
Was this the Idol that you worfhip fo? 
Val. Even fhe: and is the nota heavenly faint ? 
Pro. No: but fhe isan earthly Paragon. 
Val. Call her divine. 
Pro. I will not flatter her. 
Val. O flatter me ; for Love delights in praife. 
Pro. When] was fick, you gave me bitter pills, 
And I muft minifter the like to you. 
Val. Then fpeak the truth by ber, if not divine, 
Yet let her be a principality, 
Soveraign to all the Creatures on che Earth. 
Pro. Except my Miftrifs. 
Vai. Sweet: Exceptnotany, 
Except thou wilt except againft my Love. 
Pro: Have I not Reafon to prefer mine own? 
Val. And Iwill help thee to prefer her too: 
She fhall be dignified with this high honour, 
To bear my Ladies Train, left the bafe Earth. 
Should from her Vefture chance to fteala kif; 
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And of fo great a favour growing proud, 
IDifdain to root the Summer-fwelling flower, 
And make rough winter everlaftingly. 
Pro. Why Valentine, what Bragadifin is this ? 
Val. Pardon me (Protheus); all [canis nothing ; 
Toher, whofe worth makes other worthies nothing : 
She is alone. 
Pro. Then let her alone. 
Val. Not for the World : why man, fhe is mine own, 
And Lasrich in having fucha Jewel, 
As twenty Seas, if ali their fand were pearl, 
The water Neđtar and the Rock pure gold: 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Becaufe thou feeft me doat upon my Love: 
My foolifh Rival that her Father likes 
(Only for his poffeffions are fo huge), 
Is gone with her.along and [ muft after ; 
For Love (thou know’ft) is full of jealoufte. 
Pro, But fhe loves you? (hour, 
Val, 1,and we are betrothed: nay, more,our marriage- 
VVith all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin’d off: how I muft climb her VVindow ; 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted and ’greed on for my happinefs : 
Good Protheus go with me to my Chamber, 
In thefe affairs to aid me with thy counfel. 
Pro. Go on before : I fhall enquire you forth: 
[muft unto the Road to dif-embarque 
Some Neceflaries that I needs muft ufe, 
And then Vie prefently attend you. 
Val. VVill you make hafte ° 
Pro, Iwill: 
Even as one heat another heat expels, 
Or asone nail by ftrength drives out another ; 
So the remembrance of my former Love 
Is by anew Object quite forgotten: 
Isit mine then, or Valentineans praife ? 
Her true perfection, or my falfe tranreffion, 
That makes me reafonlefs, to reafon thus ? 
Sheis fair; and fo is Fulia that 1 love 
(ThatI did love; for now my Love is thaw’°d, 
VVhich like a waxen Image ’gainfta fire, 
Bears no impreffion of the thing it was) : 
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold, 
And that { love him not as I was wont: 
O ! but I love his Lady too-too much ; 
And that's the Reafon I love him fo little: 
How fhall I doat on her with more advice, 
That thus withont advice begin to love her ? 
Tis but her picture I have yet beheld, 
And that hath dazel’d fomy Reafon’s Light: 
But when I look on her perfections, 
There is no Reafon but I fhall be blind: 
If 1 can check my erring Love, I will: 


If not, to compafs her Ple ufé my skill. . 
Exit. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Speed and Launce. 


Speed, Launce, by mine honefty welcome to Padua. 

Laun. Forfwear not thy felf, fweet Youth; for I am 
not welcome: Ireckon this always, that a man is never 
undone till he be hang’d, nor never welcome to a place, 
till fome certain fhor be paid, and the Hoflefs fay wel- 
come. 

Speed, Come on you mad cap: Pleto the Ale-houfe 
with you prefently; where, for one thot of five pence, 
thou fhalt have five thoufand welcomes: But firrah, how 
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did thy Mafter part with Madam Fulia? 
Lau, Marry after they cloas’d in earneft, they parted 
very fairly in jeft. 
Sp. But fhall fhe marry him? 
Lau. No. 
Sp. How then ? fhallhe marry her? 
Lau. No, neither. : 
Sp. VVhat, are they broken ? 
Lau, No : they are both as whole as a fith. 
Sp. Why then, how ftands the matter with them? 
Lau. Marry thus ; when it ftands well with him, it fands 
well with her. 
Sp» VVhatan-Afs art thou ? I underftand thee not, 
Lau. What a block art thou, that thon canft not ? 
My ftaff underftands me. 
Sp. What thou fay’ft? 
Lau. 1, and what I dotoo: Look thee, Ile bur lean, and 
my ftaff underftands me. 
Sp. It ftands under thee indeed. 
Lau. Why, ftand-under, and underftand isalJ one, 
Sp. But tell me true; will’s be a match ¢ 
Lau. Askmy Dog: if be fay 1, it will: if he fay no, it 
will: if he fhake his tail, and {ay nothing, ir will. 
Sp. The conclufion is then, that it will. , 
Lau, Thou fhale never get fuch a fecret from me, but 
by a parable. 
Sp. ‘Tis well that J getitfo: But Launce, how fay’ft 
thou, that my Mafter is becomea notable Lover? 
Lau. Inever knew him otherwife. 
Sp. Than how ? 
j Lau. A notable Lubber ; as thon reporteft him to} 
e. 
Sp.Why, thou whorefon Afs, thou miftak’ft me. 
Lau. Why Fool, I meant not thee, 1 meant not thy 
Matter. 
Sp. I tell thee, my Mafter is become a hot Lover. 
Lau. VVhy, I tell thee, [care not tho he burn himfelf in 
Love: If thou wilt go with me to the Alehoufe, fo; if not, 
thou artan Hebrew, a Few, and nor worth the Nameof a 
Chriftian, 
Sp. VVhy ? . 
Lau. Becaufe thou haft not fo much charity in thee as to 
go tothe Ale witha Chriftian: VViltthon go? 
Sp. At thy fervice. 
‘Exeunt. 








Scena Sexta. 


Enter Protheus folus. 


Pro. To leave my Fulia; fhall 1 be forfworn ¢ 
To love fair Silvia ; fhall I be forfworn? 
To wrong my friend, | fhall be much forfworn: 
And ev’n that Power which gave me firft my Oath, 
Provokes me to this threefold Perjury : 
Love bad me fwear, and Love bids me forfwear ; 
O fweeet fuggefting Love, if thou haft finn’d, 
Teach me (thy tempted fubject)to excufe it: - 
At firt Idid adore a twinkling Star, 
But now I worfhip a celeftial Sun : 
Unheedful Vows may heedfully be broken ; 
And he wants wit that wants refolved will, 
To learn his wit ¢? exchange the bad for better: 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue, to call her bad, 
VVhofe foveraignty fo oft thou haft prefer’d, 
VVith twenty thoufand foul-confirming Oaths: 
I cannot leave to love, and yet! do: 
Bur there I leave to love where 1I fhould love; 
Fulia Uofe, and Valentine liofe: 
If Ikeep them, I needs muft lofe my felf: 

If 
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If [lof them, thus find! buc their lofs, 
For Valentine, my felf; for ‘fulia, Silvia: 

I to my felf am dearer thana friend ; 

For Love is ftill moft precious init felf, 

And Silvia (witnefs heaven that made her fair) 
Shews fulia but a fwarthy Erhbiope: 

I will forget chat Fuliaisalive, — 
Remembring that my love coher ts dead : 

And Valentine Ple hold an Enemy, 

Aiming at Si/via asa {weeter Friend : 

I cannot now prove conitanr to my felf, 
VVithout fome treachery us’d to Valentine : 
This nighc he meanech with a corded-ladder, 
To climb celeftial Si/via’s chamber window, 
My felf in council his competitor : 

Now prefencly I’le give her Father notice 

Of their difguifing and pretended flighc ; 
VVho (all inrag’d) will banith Valentine : 

For Thurio he intends fhall wed his daughter ; 
But Valentine being gone, I’le quickly crofs, 

By fome fly trick, blunt Tdurio’s dull proceeding: 
Love lend me wings, to make my purpofe (wife, 
As thou haft lent me wit to plot his drift. 


Exit. 





Scena Septima. 


Enter Julia and Lucetta. 


Fu. Counfel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, afit me, 
Andeven in kind Love 1 dò conjure thee, 
VVho artthe Table wherein all my thoughts 
Are vifibly Character’d and Engrav’d, 
To leffon me, and tell mefome good mean, 
How with my honour! may undertake 
A journey to my loving Prothens. 
Luc. Alas, the way is wearifome and long. 
‘fu. A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary 
Tq meafure Kingdoms wich his feeble fteps, 
Much lefs fhall fhe chathath Love’s wings to fly ; 
And when the flight is made to one fo dear, 
Of fuch divine perfection as Sir Protheus. 
Lu, Better forbear rill Protheus make return. 
Fu. Oh, know’t thou not, hislooks are my foul’s food ? 
Pity the Dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that food fo long atime: 
Did’ft thou but know the inchly touch of Love, 
Thou would’ft as foon go kindle fire with fnow 
As feek to quench the fire of Love with words 
Lu, 1 donot feek to quench your Love s hot fire, 
But qualifie che fire’s extream rage, 
Left ic fhould burn above the bounds of Reafon. 
‘fa. The more thou dany’ft icup, the more it burns: 
The Current that wich gentle murmur glides 
(Thou know’{t) being ftop’d, impatiently doth rage 
But when his fair courfe is not hindered, 
He makes fweet mufick with th’ enamel’d ftones, 
Giving a gentle kifS co every fedg 
He overtaketh in his Pilgrimage: 
And fo by many winding nooks he ftrays, 
VVith willing fpore to che wild Ocean: 
Then let me go and hinder not my courfe : 
Vle be as patient as a gentle ftream, 
And make a paftime of each weary ftep, 
Till che laft ftep have brought me co my Love; 
And there I’le reft as after much turmoil - 
A bleifed foul doth in Elizium. 
Lue. But in what habice will you go along ? 
‘fu. Norlike awoman, for J would prevent 
The loofe encounters of fafeivious men : 
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Gentle Lucetta, fitme with fuch weeds 
As may befeem fome well-reputed Page. 
Lu. Why then your Ladifhip muft cut your hair. 
Ju. No, girl: Ve knit ic up in filken ftrings, 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots: 
To be fantaftick, may become a Youth 
Of greater timethan I fhall fhow to be. 
Lu.What fafhion (Madam) fhall I make your breeches ? 
Fu. That fits as well, as cel] me (good my Lord), 
What compafs will you wear your Farthingale ? 
Why, even what fathion thou beft likes (Lucette). 
Ly, You mult needs have them with a cod-piece( Ma- 
Fu.Out,out(Lucerra),chat will be ill-favour'd. (dam). 
Lu. A round hofe (Madam ) now’s not wortha pin, 
Unlefs you have a cod-piece to ftick pins on. 
Ju. Lucetta, as thou lov’ft me, let me bave 
What thou think’ft meer, and is moft mannerly : 
But tell me (Wench), how will the World rëpute me 
For undertaking fo unftaid a journey? 
I fear me it will make me {candaliz’d. 
Lu. If you think fo, then ftay at home, and go not. 
fu. Nay, that I will not. 
Lu. ‘Then never dream on Infamy, but go: 
If Protheus like your journey when you come, 
No matter who’s difpleas’d when you are gone: 
I fear me he will fcarce be pleas’d with all. 
Ju. That isthe leat (Lucetta) of my fear: 
A thoufand Oaths, an Ocean of his tears, 
And Inftances as infinite of Love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Protheus. 
Lu. All thefe are fervants to deceitful men. 
Ju. Bafe men that ufe them to fo bafe effect : 
But truer ftars did govern Protheus birth : 
His Words are Bonds, his Oaths are Oracles, 
His love fincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
His tears pure Meffengers fent from his heart, 
His heart as far from fraud as Heaven from Earth. 
Lu. Pray Heaven he prove fo when you come to him. 
J. Now as thou lov’ftme, do him not that wrong 
To bear ahard- opinion of his cruth: 
Only deferve my love by loving him, 
And prefently go wich me to my chamber, 
To take a Note of what I ftandin need of, 
To furnifh me upon my longing journey : 
Allthae is mine f leave at thy difpok, 
My Goods, my Lands, my Reputation, 
Only in lieu thereof difpatch me hence : 
Come, anfwer not ; but to it prefently : 
lamimpatient of my tarriance. 





















Exeunt. 





Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Thurio, Protheus, Valentine, 
Launce, Speed. 


Du. Sir Tkurio, give us leave (I pray) a while ; 
We have fome fecrets to confer about: 
Now tell me, Pretheus, what’s your will with me? 

Pro. My gracious Lord, that which I would difcover 
The Law of Friendfhip bids me to conceal ; 
But when I call to mind your gracious favours 
Done to me (undeferving as lam), 
My duty pricks me on to utter that 
Which elfe no worldly good fhould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to ftealaway your daughter > 
My felt ıs one made privy to the Plot: 
I know you have determin’d to beftow her 
On Tburio, whom your gentle daughter hates : 

c And 
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And fhould the thus be ftol’n away from you, 

Ir would be much vexation to your age: 

Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe 

To crofs my friend in his intended drift, 

Than (by concealing it) heap on your head 

A pack of forrows, which would prefs you down 
(Being unprepared) to your timelefs grave. 

Du, Protbeus, | thank thee for thine honeft care ; 
Which to requite, command me while I live: 
This love of theirs my felf have often feen, 
Haply when they have judg’d me faft afleep, 
And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 
Sir Valentine her Company, and my Court: 

| Bur fearing left my jealous aim mighterr, 
And fo (unworthily difgrace the man, 
A rafhnefs that I ever yet have fhunn’d) 
I gave him gentle looks, thereby to find 
That which thy felf haft nowdifclos’d to me: 
And thou maift perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is foon fuggefted, 
I nightly lodg her inan upper Tower. 
The key whereof my felf have ever kept : 
And thence fhe cannot be convey’d away. 

Pros Know (noble Lord) they have devis’d a mean 
How he her Chamber-Window will afcend, 
And with a Corded Ladder fetch her down: 
For which the youthful Lover now is gone, 

And this way comes he with it prefently : 

Where (if it pleafe you) you may intercept him : 
But (good my Lord) do it fo cunningly, 

That my difcovery be not aimed at: - 

For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publifher of this pretence. 

Du. Upon mine honour, he fhall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 

Pro.Adieu,my Lord ; Sir Valentine is coming. 

Du. Sir Valentine, whether away fo faft? 

Va. Pleafe ityour Grace, there isa Meflenger 
That ftays tobear my Letters to my Friends, 
And I am going to deliver them. 

Du. Bethey of much import? 

Va. The tenure of them doth but fignifie 
My health, and happy being at your Court. 

Du. Nay, then no matter : ftay withmea while ; 
{am to break with thee of fome affairs 
That touch me near ; wherein thou muft be fecret; 
Tis not unknown to thee, that I have fought 
To match my friend, Sir Thurio, to my daughter. 

Va. Iknow it well (my Lord), and fure the Match 
VVere rich and honourable: Befides, the gentleman 
Is full of Virtue, Bounty, VVorth, and Qualities, 
Befeeming fucha VVife as your fair daughter: 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him ? 

Du No, truft me, the is peevith, fullen, froward, 
Proud, difobedient, ftubborn, lacking duty, 

Neither regarding that fheis my child, 

Nor fearing me, as if I were her father : 

-And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers 

(Upon advice) hath drawn my lovefrom her; 
And where I thought the remnant of mine Age 
Should have been cherifh’d by her Child-like duty, 
I now am full refolv’d to take a VVife, 

And turn her out to who will take her in: 

Then let her Beauty be her VVedding-Dowre ; 
For me and my pofleffions fhe efteems not. 


Va. VVhat would your Grace have me to do inthis ? 


Du. There isa Lady in Verona here 
VVhom I-affect: But fhe is nice and coy, 
And nought efteemsmy aged Eloquence: 
Now therefore would I have theé to my Tutor 
(For long agone I have forgot to court : 
Befides, the fafhion of the time is chang’d), 
How, and which way I may beftow my felf, 
To be regarded in her Sun-bright Eye. 


7 be tro Gentlemen of Verona: 


Enter. 


etn aa 
Va. VVin her with gifts, if the refpeéts not words : 
Dumb Jewels often in their filent kind 
More than quick words, do move a womans mind. 
Du. But the did fcorna prefent that I fent her. 


Va. A woman fometimes {corns what beft contents her: 


Send her another: never give hero’re; 
For fcorn at firft makes after-love the nore: 
If the do frown, ’tis not in hate of you, 
But rather to beget more love in you: 
If fhe do chide, ’tis not to have you gone: 
For why, the fools are mad if left alone: 
Take no repulfe, whatever the doth fay ; 
For, get you gone, fhe doth not mean away : 
Flatter, and praife, commend, .extoll their graces: 
Tho ne’re foblack, fay they have Angels faces : 
‘That man that hath a tongue, I fay, is no man, 
If with histongue he cannot win a woman. 
Du. But fhe I mean, is promis’d by her Friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 
And kept feverely from refort of men, 
That no man hathaccefs by day to her. 
Va. VVhy then I would refortto her by night. 
Du. 1, butthe doors be lockt, and keys kept fafe, 
That no man hath recourfe to her by night. 
Va. VVhat lets but one may enter ather VVindow 3 
Du. Her Chamber is aloft far from the ground, 
‘And built fo thelving, that one cannot climb it 
VVithout apparent hazzard of his life. 
Val. VVhy thena Ladder quaintly made of Cords, 
Tocaftup, witha pair of anchoring hocks, 
VVould ferve to fcale another Hero’s Tower, 
So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Du. Now as thou arta gentleman of blood, 
Advife me where I may have fuch a Ladder. 
Va. VVhen would you uf it? pray fir, rell methat. 
Du. This very night ; for Loveislike a Child 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Va. By feven a Clock I le get you fuch a Ladder. 
Du. But hark thee: I will go toher alone ; 
How fhall I beft convey the Ladder thither? 
= Va. it will be light (my Lord) that you may bear it 
Under a Cloak that is of any length. 
Du. A Cloak as long as thine will ferve the turn ? 
Va. 1, my good Lord. ~ 
Du. Then let me fee thy Cloak; 
I’le get me one of fuch another length. 
Va. VVhy any Cloak will ferve the turn (my Lord) 
Du, How fhall I fafhion me to wear a Cloak ? 
I pray thee lec me feel thy Cloak upon me: 
VVhat Letter is this fame? what's here ? to Silva? 
And here an Engine fit for my proceeding ? 
Tle be {0 bold to break the Seal for once : 


My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 

And flaves they are to me that fend them flying: 

Ob, could their Master come, and go as lightly, 
Himfelf svould lodg where ( fenfele{s) they are lying : 
My. Herald Thoughts in thy pure bofome reft them, 
Woile I (their King) that thither them importune, 

Do curfe the grace that with {uch grace bath bleft them, 
Becaufe my felf do want my fervants fortune: 

I curfe my felf, for they are fent by me, 

That they fhould harbour where their Lord would be. 


VVhat’s here ? Silvia? this night will I infranchife thee: 
Tis fo; and here’sthe Ladder for the purpofe: 
VVhy Pheetan (for thou art Aderop’s fon), l 
VVilt thou afpire to guide the heavenly Cat? 
And with thy daring folly burn the V Vorld ? 
VVilt thou reach ftars becaufe they fhine on thee ? 
Gobafe Intruder, over-weening Slave, 

Beftow thy fawning fmiles on equal mates, 

And think my patience (more thanthy defert) 

Is priviledg for thy departure hence: 


Thank 
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Thank me for this, more than for a!! the favours 
Which (all-too much)I have beftowed on thee- 
Bur if thou linger in my Territories 

Longer than {wifteft expedition 

Will give thee time.to leave our Royal Court, 
By heaven, my wrath fhall far exceed the love 
lever bore my Daughter, or thy felf: 

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain Excufe, 


But as thou lov’ft chy life, make fpeed from hence. Exit. 
Val. And why not death rather than living torment ? 


To die, is to be banith’d from my feif, 
And Silvia is my felf: banifh’d from her ` 
is felf from felf: A’deadJy banifhmentr: , 
What light is light, if Silvia be not feen? 
What joy is joy, if Sidvia be not by ? 
Unlefs it be to think that fhe ts by, 

And feed upon the fhadow of perfection : 
Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

| There isno mufick in the Nightingale : 
Unlef I look on Silvia in the day, 
There is no day for me to look upon: 

She ismy Effence, and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence 

Fofter’d, illumin’d, cherifh’d, kept alive: 
I fiy not Death to fly his deadly doom ; 
Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But fly I hence, I fly away from Life. 


Lau, Soa-hough, Soa-hough 

Pro. What feeft thou ? 

Lau. Him we go to find: 
There’s not an hair on’shead but’tis a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine? 

Va. No. 

Pro, Who then? his Spirit? 

Va. Neither. 

Pro. What then? 

Va. Nothing. 

Lay. Can nothing fpeak ? Matter, thall 1 ftrike ? 

Pro. Whom would’ft thou ftrike ? 

Lau. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, torbear, 

Lau. Why, Str, lle ftrike nothing: I pray you. 





Pro. Sitrah, I fay, forbear : Friend Valentine, a word. 


Va, My Ears are ftopt, and cannot hear good news, 
somuch of bad already hath poffeft them. 

Pro. Then in dumb filence will I bury mine ; 
For they are harfh, untuneable, and bad. 

Va. Is Silvia dead 2 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Va. No Valentine indeed for facred Silvia : 
Hath fhe forfworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Va. No Valentine, if Silviahave forfworn me: 
What is your news ? 


Lau. Sit, there is a Proclamation that you are vanifhed: 


Pro. That thou art banifh’d: oh that’s the news, 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 
Va. Oh, [have fed upon this wo already: 
And now excefs of it wifl make me furfeic: 
Doth Silvia know thac lam bamfh’d ? 
Pro. I, I: and fhe hath offered co the doom 
(Which unreverft ftands in effectual force) 
A Sea of melting Pearl, which fome call tears : 
Thofe at her Father’s churlifh feet fhe tendred, 
With them upon her knees, her humble felf, 


Wringing her hands, whofe whitenefs fo became them, 


Asif bucnow chey waxed pale for wo: 

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad fighs, deep groans, nor filver-fhedding tears 
Could penetrate her uncompaflionate fire : 

But Valentine, if he be ea’ne, muftdie: 

Befides, her interceffion chafd him fo, 

When fhe for thy repeal was fuppliant; 


Enter Pra. and 
Pro. Run (boy), run, run, and feek him our, Launce. 
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That to clofe Prifon he commanded her, 
With many bitter threats of biding there. 
Va. No more, unlefs che next word that chou {peak 'ft 
Have fome malignant power upon my life: 
If fo, I pray thee breathe ic in mine Ear, 
As ending Antheme of my endlef dolour. 
Pro. Ceafe to lament for that thou canft not help, 
And ftudy help for that which thon lament’: 
Timeis the Nurfe and Breeder of al] good : 
Here if thou ftay, thou canft not fee chy Love: 
Befides, thy ftaying will abridge thy life: 
Hope is a Lover's ftaff, walk hence with that, 
And manage it againft defpairing thoughts: 
Thy Letters may be here, tho thon art bence, 
VVhich, being writ tome, fhalt be deliver’d 
Even in the milk-white bofome of thy love: 
The time now ferves-not to expoftulate, 
Come, I’le convey thee through the City-gate, 
And e’re | part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concern thy Love-affairs : 
As thou lov'ft Silvia (tho not for thy felf) 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 
Va. Ipray thee Launce, andif thou feeft my boy, 
Bid him make hafte, and mcet me at the North-gate. 
Pro. Go firrah, find him out: Come Valentine. 
Va. Oh my dear Silvia, haplefs Valentine. Exeunt. 
_Launce, I am but a fool, look you, and yer I hare the 
witto think my Matter is a kind of aknave : but thar’sall 
one, if he be bnt one knave: He lives not now thart knows 
me to bein love, yet lam in love ; but a Teem of horfe 
fhall not pluck that from me ; nor who ’tisI love: and yet 
’tisa Woman; but what woman, I will noc tell my felf: 
and yet’tis a Milkmaid : yet ‘tis not a maid ; for fhe hath 
had Goffips: yet ’tisa maid; for theis her Mafter’s. maid, 
and ferves for wages : She hath more qualities chana VVa- 
ter-Spaniel, which.is much in a, bare Chriftian : Here is the 
Cate-log of her Conditions : Imprimis, the can fetchand 
carry: why, a horfecandono more: nay, a horfe cannot 
fetch, butonly carry; therefore is fhe better thana Jadc. 
Item, fhe can milk, look you, a fweet virtue in a maid with 
clean hands. Enter Speed. 
Speed, How now Signior Launce ? what news with your 
Maiterfhip ? 
Le. VVith my Mafterfhip? why, it is at Sea. 
Sp. VVell, your old vice ftill: miftake the word : what 
news thenm your paper? 
La. The black’ft news that ever thou heard’ft. 
Sp. VVhy man, how black e 
La. VVhy, as black as Ink. 
Sp. Let me read them. 
La. Fie on thee Jolthead, thou canft not read. 
Sp. Thou lieft : I can. | 
La. Twill try thee: tell me this: who begot thee ? 
Sp. Marry, the fon of my Grand-father. 
Sp. Oh illiterate loyterer, it was the fon of thy 
Grand-mother: this proves that thou canftnot read. 
Sp. Come fool, come: try me in thy paper. 
La. There: and S. Nicholas be thy {peed. 
Sp. Imprimis, fhe can milk. 
La. 1, that fhe can. 
Sp. Item, fhe brews good Ale. 
La. And therefore comes the Proverb (Bleffing of your 
heart, you brew geod Ale). 
Sp. Item, fhe can fowe. 
La. That’s as muchas to fay (Can fhe fo)? 
Sp. Item, fhe can knit. 
La. VVhat need a mancare fora ftock with a wench, 
VVhen fhe can knit bim a ftock ? 
Sp. Item, She can wath and {cour. 
La. A fpecial vertue: for then fhe need not to be wath’d 
and fcour’d. 
Sp. Item, fhe can {pin. 
Ls. Then may I fer the world on wheels, when fhe can 
{pin for her living. 
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Sp. Item, fhe bath many namelefs Vertues 


Tb. Since his Exile fhe haih difpis'd me mott, 


La. Thats as much as to fay, Baflard-Vertues; that | Forfworn my company; and rall’d ar me, 


indeed know not their Fathers, and therefore bave no 


Names. 
Sp. Here follows her Vices. 
La. Clofe at the heels of her Vertues. 


Sp. Irem, the ts notro be fafting inrefpect of her breath. 
La. Well: that fault may be mended with a breakfaft : 


Read on. 
Sp. Item, fhe hath a fweet mouth. 
La. That makes amends for her fowr breath. 
Sp- Irem, the doth talk in her fleep 


a. It's no matter for that ; fo fhe flecp nor in her ralk. 


Sp. Item, fhe is flow in words. 
La. Oh villain! that fet down among her Vices ! 
To be flow in words isa womans only Vertue : 


I pray thee out with’t, and place it for her chief Vertue, 


Sp. Itent, fhe is proud 

La. Out with chat too. 
It was Eves Legacy, and cannot be ta’ne from her. 

Sp Item, the hati no teeth. 

La. Icare not for that neither, becaufe | love crufts. 

Sp. Item, fhe ts curft. 

La. Well : the beftis, fle hath no teeth to bite 

Sp: Item, the will often praife her liquor. 

La. ìf her liquor be good, fhe fhall: if fhe will nor, 
| will ; for good things fhould be praifed. 

Sp. Item, fhe is too liberal. 


La. Of her congue fhe cannot ; for that’s writ down, fhe 
| is flow of : of her purfe fhe thall nort , for that Ile keep fhut : 
Now of another thing fhe may, and that cannot! help : 


Well, proceed. 


Sp. Item, fhe hath more hairs than wit, and more faults 


| than hairs, and more wealth than faults. 


La. Stop there: Ple have her: fhe was mine, and not 
mine twice or thrice inthat Article: Rehearfe that once 


more. l 
Sp. Item, fhe hath more hair than wit. 


La More hair than wit: it may be Ple prove it: The 
cover of the falt, hides the falt; and therefore it is more 
than the fale; the hair that covers the wit, ts more 
than the wit: forthe greater hides the lef: What’s 


next ? 
Sp. And more faults than hairs. 
Ls. That’s monftrous : Oh that that were out. 
‘Sp. And more wealth than faults. 
La. Why that word makes the faulis gracious : 


Well: Ple have her: and if itbe a match, as nothing is 


impoffible. 
Sp. What then? 


La. Why then willl teil thee, that thy Matter ftaies for 


thee atthe North gate 
Sp. For me? 


La. For thee ? I: who art thot? he hath ftaid for a bet- 


ter man chan thee. 
Sp. And muft I goto him j 


La. Thou muft run to him. for thou haft ftaid fo long, 


that going will fcarce ferve the turn. 


Sp Why did’ft not tell me fooner? *pox on your Love- 


Letters. . 
La. Now willhe be fwing’d for reading my Letter: 


Anunmannerly flave, that will chruft himfelf inco fecrets : 
Exeunt. 


l'le after to rejoice in the boy’s correction. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Duke, Thurio, Protheus. 


Du. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that fhe will love you 
Now Valentine is banifh’d from her fight, 





That [ am defperate of obtaining her. 

Du. ‘This weak imprefs of Love, is as a figure 
Trenched inice, which with an hours heat 
Diffolves to water, and doth lofe his form: 

A litle time will mele her frozen thoughts 

And worthlefs Valentire fhall be forgor: , 
How now, Sir Protheus, is your Countrey man 
(According to our Proclamation) gane? 

Pro. Gone, my good Lord. 

Du. My Daughter takes his going heavily. 

Pro. A little time (my Lord) will kill chat grief 

Du. Sol believe: but Zéurio thinks not fo: 
Protheus: The good conceit | hold of thee 
(For thou haft thown fome fign of good defert), 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your Grace, 
Let me nor live to look upon your Grace. 

Du. Thou know’ft how willingly | would effect 
The match between fir Thurio and my Daughter ? 

Pro. ido my Lord. 

[u Andalfol do think thou art not ignorant 
How fhe oppofes her againft my will? 

Pr. She did, my Lord, when Valentine was here. 

Du. 1, and perverfly fhe perfeveres fo: 

What might we doto make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love fir Thurio? 

Pro. The beft way is toflander Valentine 
With falfhood, cowardife, and poor defcent: 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 

Du. l, bur fhe’l think thatir is fpoken in hate. 

Pro. I, if his enemy deliver it: 

Therefore it muft with circumftance be fpoken 
By one whom fhe efteems as his friend. 

Da. Then you muft undertake to flander him. 

Pro. And that (my Lord) I fhall be lcath to do : 
Tisan ìll office fora Gentleman, 

Efpecially againft his very friend. 

Du. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
Your flander never can endamage him ; 
Therefore thie office is indifferent, 

Being intreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. You have prevail’d (my Lord): if I can doit 
By ought that I can fpeak in his difpraife, 
She fhall not long continue love to him : 

But fay, this weed her love from Valentine, 
It follows not that fhe will love fir Thurio. 

7h. Therefore as you unwind her love from him, 
Left it fhould ravel, and be good to none, 
You muft provide to bottom it on me: 
Which muft be done by praifing me as much 
As you in worth diipraife fir Valentine. 

Du. And Protheus, we dare truft you in this kind, 
Becaufe we know (on Valentine’s Report) 

You are already Love’s firm votary, 

And cannot foon revolt and change your mind: 

Upon this Warrant fhall you haveaccefs, 

Where you with Ss/via may confer at large: 

For fhe is lumpifh, heavy, melancholly, 

And (for your friend’s fake) will be glad of you, 

Where you may temper her, by your perfwafion, 

To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 
Pro. As muchas I cando, I will effect : 

But you, fir T4urio, are not fharp enough: 

You muft lay Lime, to tangle her defires 

By wailful Sonnets, whofe compofed Rimes 

Should be full fraught with ferviceable Vows. 

Du. 1, much ts the force of Heaven-bred Poefie. 
Pro, Say, that upon the Altar of her Beauty 
You facrifice your tears, your fighs, your heart : 
Write till your ink be dry, and with your tears 

Moift it again, and frame fome feeling line 
That may difcover fuch integrity : 


For 
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For Orpheus Lute was ftrung with Poets frnews, 
Whofe golden touch could {often fteel and ftones ; 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathanr 
Forfake unfounded deeps, and dance on fands: 
After your dire-lamenting Elegies, _ 
| Vifit by night your Ladies Chamber window 
{With fome fweet confort : To their Inftruments 
Tune a deploring dump: the nights dead filence 
{Will well hecome fuch {weer complaining grievance : 
This, or clfe nothing, will inherit her. 
Du. This Difcipline fhews thou haft beenin Love. 
Th. And thy advice this night le purin practi : 
Therefore {weet Prorhexs, my direction-giver, 
Let us into the City prefently 
To fort fome Gentlemen well skill’d in Mufick: 
I have a Sonner that will ferve the turn 
To give the onfet to thy good advice. 
Du. Aboutit Gentlemen.. 
Pro. We’l wait upon your Grace till after fupper, 
And afterwards determine our proceedings. 
Du. Even now about it, | will pardon you. 
Exeunt. 


~~ 
r 


— 


T 





Afus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Valentine, Speed, and certain Out-laws. 


1. Out-l. Fellows, itand faft : I feea paffenger. 
2.Out. If there be ten, fhrink nor, but down with’em. 
3. Out. Stand fir, and throw us that you have about ye: 
If not, we’l make you fir, and rifle you. 
Sp. Sir, we are nndone ; thefe are the Villains 
Thatall the Travellers do fear fo much. 
Val. My Friends. 
1.Out. That’s not fo, fir: we are your Enemies. 
2. Ont. Peace: we'l hear him. 
3.Out. I by my beard will we ; forhe is a proper man. 
Val. Then know that I have little to lofe : 
A man I am, crofs‘d with adverficy : 
My Richesare thefe poor habiliments ; 
Of which, if you fhould here disfurnifh me, 
You take the fum and fubftance that Ihave. 
2. Out. VVhither travel you? 
Val. To Verona, 
1. Out. VVhence came you? 
Val, From Millain. m 
3: Our. Have you long fojourn’d there ? i 
Val. Some fixteen months, and longer might have ftaid, 
‘| If crooked Fortune had not thwarted me. 
1 Out. VVhat, were you banifh’d thence ? 
Val. | was. 
2. Out. For what Offence ? 
Val. For that which now torments me to rehear(e : 
[ kill’d a man, whole death 1 much repent ; 
But yet! flew him manfully in fight, 
VVithout falfe vantage, or bafe treachery. 
1. Ont. VVhy ne’re repent ir, if ic were done fo : 
But were you banifh’d for fo fmall a fault ¢ 
Val. 1 was, and held me glad of fuch a doom. 
2 Out. Have you the tongues ? 
Val. My youthful trave! therein made me happy, 
Or elfe often had been miferable. 
3. Out. By the bare (calp of Robin heed's fat Friar, 
This fellow-werea King for our wild faction. 
1. Our. VVe'lhave him. Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Malter, be one of them: 
It’s an honourable kind of thievery. 
Val. Peace Villain. 
2. Ont. Tellus this: have you any things to take to? 
Val, Nothing but my fortune. 
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3. Out. Know then, that fome of us are Gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of ungovern’d Youth > 
Tbruft from the company of awful men: 
My felf was from Verona banithed, 
For practifing to fteal away a Lady, 
An Heir, and Neece alii’d unto the Duke. 
2. Out. Audi from Mantua, fora Gentleman, 
Who, tn my mood,1 ftabb’d unto the heart. 
3. Ont. And | for fuch like perty crimes as thefe: 
But tothe purpofe ; for we citcour faults, 
That they may hold excus’d our Jawle§G lives - 
And partly feeing you are beautifi'd 
With goodly fhape ; and by your own reporr, 
A Linguift, anda manof {uch perfection 
As we doin our quality much want. 
2.Out. Indeed becaufe you are a banith'd man, 
There, above the ret, we parley to ycu: 
Are you content to be our General ? 
To make a Vertue of Neceflity, 
And live as we do in the WildernefS ? 
3- Our, What fai'ft thou ? wilt thou be of our confort ? 
say, I, and be the Captain of us all: 
We'l do thee homage, and be rul'd by thee, 
Love thee as our Commander and our King. 
I. Out. Butif thou {Corn our courtefie, thou dieft. 
2.Out.Thou fhalt not live to brag what we have offer’d 
Val. | cake your offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no out-rayes 
On filly Women, or poor paffengers. 
3. Out, No, we deteft fuch vile bafe practis : 
Conie, go with us, we’l bring thee ro ont Crews, 
And fhew thee all the treafure we have gor; 


Which with our felves, all reft at thy difpofe. = Exeuxr 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Protheus, Thurio, Julia, Hof, Mufician, — 
Silvia. 


Pro. Already have I been falfe to Valentine, 
And now I muft be as unjuft to Thurio, ; 
Under the colour of commending him, 
[have accefs my own love to prefer : 
But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 
To be corrupted with my worthlefs gifts : 
When I proteft true loyalty ro her, 
She'twits me'with my falfhood tomy friend : 
When to her beauty I commend my Vows, 
She bids me think how I have been forfworn 
In breaking Faith with fulia, whom I lov’°d: 
And notwithftanding all her fudden quips, 
The leaft whereof would quella Lover’s hope, 
Yee (Spaniel-like) the more fhe fpurns my love, 
The more it grows, fawneth on her ftill: 
Buc here comes Thurio : now muft we to her Window, 
And- give fome Evening Mufick to her Ear. 
Thu, How now, Sir Prothens, are you crept before us ? 
Pro. 1, gentle Taurio : for you know that Jove 
VVill creep in fervice where it cannot go. 
Thx. 1, but Lhope, Sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, butI do; or elfe I would be hence. 
Thu. VVhom, Silvia ? 
Pro. 1, Silvia, for your fake. 
Thu. 1 thank you for your own: Now Gentlemen 
Lee’s curn, and to ic luftily a while. 
Ho. Now my young gueft ; methinks you’r allycholly : 
Ipray whatis it ¢ 
Fu. Marry (mine Hos#), becaufe I cannot be merry. 
Hc. Come, we'l have you merry: I’le bring you where 
you fhall hear Mufick, and fee che Gentleman that you 
ask’d for. Cg j” 
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Fu. Butt fhall hear him (peak. 
Ho. 1, rhat you fhall. 
Fu That will be Mufick. 
Ho. Hark, hark. 
Fu. Ishe among thefe ? 
Ho. 1: but peace, let’s hear ’em. 


Song. Who is Silvia ? what s fhe? 
That al our Swaims commend her ? 
Holy, fair, and wife is fhe, 

The Heaven fuch Grace did lend her, 

Thdt fhe might admired be. 

Is fhe kindas fheis fair? 

For beauty, lives with kindnefs: 
Love doth to her Eyes repairs 
To help hii of his blindnefs: 

And being help’d inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us fing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull Earth dwelling : 
To her let us Garlands bring. 


Ho. How now? are you fadder than you were before ? 
How do you, man? the Mufick likes you not. 
Fu. You miftake: the Mofictan likes me not, 
Ho. Why, my pretty Youth ¢ 
Fu. He plays falfe (father ). 
Ho. How, our of tune onthe ftrings 2 
“Fu. Not fo: butyet 
So falfe, that he grieves my very heart-ftrings. 
Ho. You havea quick Ear. 
Fu. MI would I were deaf: it makes me have a flow heart. 
Ho. | perceive you delight notin Mufick. 
fu. Not a whit, when ic jars {fo 
Ho. Hark what fine change isin the Mufick. 
Fu. I: that change is the fpight. 
Ho. You would have them play always but one thing. 
Fu. 1 would always have one play but one thing. . 
But Hoft, doth this Sir Prothews that we talk on, 
Often reforr unto this Gentlewoman ¢ 
Ho. Itell you what Launce, his man told me, 
He lov’d her out of all nick. | 
Fu. Whereis Launce ¢ 
Ho. Gone to feek his Dog, which to morrow, by his 
Mafter’s command, he muit carry fora Prefent to his 
Lady. 
Ye Peace : ftand afide : the Company parts. 
Pro, Sir Thurio, fear not: I will fo plead, 
That yon fhall fay, my cunning drift excels. 
Thu. \Where meet we? - 
Pro. At Saint Gregories-Well. - 
Thu. Farewel. 
Pro. Madam: Good Ev’n to your Lady fhlp. 
Sil. 1 thank you for you Mufick (Gentlemen) : 
Whois that that fpake? 
Pro. One (Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
You would quickly learn to know him by his voice. 
Sil, Sir Prorheus ¢ 
Pro. Sir Protheus (gentle Lady) and your fervant. 
Sil, What's your will? 
Pro. That | may compafs yours. 
Sil. You have your wifh: my willis ever this, 
Thar prefently you hie you home to bed: 
Thou fubtil, perjur'd, falfe, difloyal man, 
Think’ft chou ] am fo fhallow, fo conceitlefs, 
To be feduced by thy flattery, 
That haft deceiv’d fo many with thy Vows ¢ 
Return, return, and make thy Love amends: 
Forme (by this pale Queen of Night { {wear) 
lam fo far from granting thy Requeit, 
That] defpife thee for thy wrongful fuit ; 
And by and by intend to chide my felf, 
Even for this time I fpend intalking to thee. 
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Pro. | grant ({weet Love) that I did love a Lady, 
But fheis dead. 

Fu. > Twere falfe if 1 thould fpeak it ; 
For I am fùre fhe is not buried. 

Sil. Say that fhe be; yet Valentine, thy friend, 
Survives ; to whom (thy felf art witnefS) 
lam betroth’d ; and artthou notafham’d 
To wrong him with thy importunacy ? 

Pro. | likewife hear that Valentine is dead. 

Sil, And fo fuppofe am, for in bis grave 
Affure thy felf, my Love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet Lady, let me rake it from the Earth. 

Sil. Go to thy Ladies grave, and call her thence, 
Or at the leaft, in hers fepulchre thine. 

Fu. He heard not that. 

Pro. Madam: if your heart be fo obdurate, 
Vouchfate me yet your Picture for my love, 
The Picture thatis hanging in your Chamber: 
To that ’lefpeak, to that I'le figh and weep : 


| For fincethe fubftance of your perfect felf 


Is elfe devoted, lam but a fhadow; 
And to your fhadow will I-make true Love. 
‘Ful. \f *ewere a fubftance you would fure deceive it, 
And make it but a fhadow, as lam. 
Sil. Tam very loath to be your Idol, Sir ; 
But fince your falfehood thal] become you well 
To worfhip fhadows, and adore falfe fhapes, 
Send co mein the morning, and Ple fend it: 
And fo good reft. 
Pro. As wretches have o’re night 
That wait for Execution in the morn. 
Ful. Hoft, willyou go ? 
Ho. By my Hallidom, I was faft afleep. 
‘Ful, Pray you where lies Sir Protheus¢ 
Ho. Marry, at my houfe : 
Truft me, I think ’tis almoft day. 
Ful. Not fo: but it hath been the longeft night 
That e’re ] watch’d, and the moft heavieft. 


Excunt, 


Exeunt.- 








Scena Tertia. 


| 

Enter Eglamore, Silvia. | 
Eg. Thisis the hour that Madam Silvia 
Entreated me to cafl, and know her mind: 
That’s fome great matter fhe’ld employ me in: 
Madam, Madam. 

Sil. Who calls ? 

Fg. Your fervant and your friend ; 
One that attends your Ladifhips command. 

Si. Sir Eglamore, a thoufand times good morrow. 

Eg. As many (worthy Lady) to your felf: 
According to your Lady thips impofe, 
[am thus early come to know what fervice 
Iris your pleafure tocommand me in. 

Sil. Ot Eglamore, thou art a Gentleman: 
Think notl flatter (for I fwear I do not): 
Valiant, wife, remorfe-full, well accomplith’d: 
Thon art notignorant what dear goed will 
| bare unto the banifh’d Valentine ; 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio (whom my very foul abhorr’d): 
Thy felf haft lov’d, and I have heard thee fay, 
No grief did come fonear thy heart, , 
Aswhenthy Lady, and thy true love di’de; 
Upon whofe Grave thou vow’dft pure chaftity: 
Sit Eglamore, | would to Valentine 
To Mantua, Wherel hear he makes abode: 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pafs, 
Ido defire thy worthy company ; 
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Upon whofe Faith and Honour | repofe: 
Urgenormy Father’s anger (Eglamore) ; 
But think upon my grief (a Ladies grief), 
And on the Juftice of my flying lience, 
To keep me from a moft unholy match, 
Which heaven and fortune fill rewards with plagues: 
I do defire thee even from a heart 

As full of forrows as as the Sea of fands, 

To bear me company, and go withme: 

If not, tohide what I have faid to thee, 

Thar I may venture to depart alone. 

Eg. Madam, Ipity much your grievances ; 
Which, fince! know they vertuoufly are plac’d. 
I give confent to goalong with you, 

Wreaking as little what betideth me, 
As much, I wifh all good beforcune you : 
When will you go? 

Sil. This Evening coming. 

Eg. Where fhall I meet you ? 

Sil. At Frier Patrich’s Cell; 
Where | intend holy Confeffion. 

Eg. Iwill not fail your Ladyfhip: 

[Good morrow (gentle Lady ). 
Sil. Good morrow kind Sir Eglamore 








Scena Quarta. 


Enter Launce, Protheus, Julia, Silvia. 


Lax. When a man’s fervant fhall play the Cut with 
him (look you), ic goes hard: one that! brought up of 


a Puppy: one that I fav’d from drowning, ‘when three f. 


or four of his blind brothers and fifters wenttoit: I have 
taught him(even,as one would fay, precifely ; thus I would 
teach a Dog): | was fent to deliver him as a Prefent to 
Miftrifs Si/via, from my Mafter ; andl came no fooner 
into the Dining-Chamber, bur he fteps me to her Tren- 
cher, and fteals her Capon’s-leg: O, ’tis a foul thing, 
when a Cur cannot keep himfelf in afl Companies: I 
would have (as one fhould fay) one that takes uponhim 
to be a Dog indeed , to be, as it were, a Dog at all 
things. If I had not had morte wit than he, take a fault 
upon me that he did, I think verily he had been hang’d 
fore : fure as I live he had fuffer’d for’t: you fhall judg : 
He thrufts me himfelf into the company of three or four 
gentleman-like-dogs, under the Dukes table: he had not 
been there (blefs the mark) a pifling while, but all the 
Chamber {melt him: out with the Dog (fays one): what 
Cur is that (fays another) ? whip him out (fays the 
third): hang bim up (fays the Duke): I having been ac- 
quainted with the fmell before, knew it was Crab ; and 
goes me to the fellow chat whipsthe dogs: Friend (quoth 
I), you mean to whip the Dog: I marry dol (quoth 
he): You do him the more wrong (quoth 1); *twasI did 
the thing you wot of : he makes ‘me no more ado, but 
whips me out-of the Chamber: How many Mafters 
would do rhis for his fervant? Nay, l'le be fworn I have 
fat in the Stocks for Puddings he hath ftol’n ; otherwife 
he had been executed : I have ftood on the Pillory for 
Geefe he hath kilPd; otherwife he had fuffer’d for’: 
Thou think’ft not of this now: Nay, I remember the 
trick you ferv’d me when I took my leave of Madam Sii- 
via : did nor I bid thee fti'l mark me, and do as I do? 
when did ft thou fee me heave up my leg, and make water 
againft a Genclewomans Farthingale ? Did’ft chou ever fee 
me do fucha trick ? 

Pro. Sebaftian is thy name: I like thee well, 
And will imploy chee in fome fervice prefently. 

Fu. In whar you pleafe ; l'le do, Sir, what T can. 
` Pro. I hope thou wilr. 





How now you whore-fon pezant, 
Where have you been thefe two days loytering > 
in. Marry Sir, I carried Miftris Si/via the Dog you bad 
me. 
Pro. And what fays the to my little Feel ? 
La., Marry, fhe fays, your Dag was a Cur, and tells you, 
currifh thanks is good enough for fuch a prefent. 
Pro. Bur fhe receiv’d my Dog ? 
La. No indeed the did not : 
Here have I broughe him back again. 
Pro. What did ft chou offer her this from me ? 
La. Sir: the other Squirril was ftol’n from me 
By the Hangman's boy inthe Market-place; 
And then I offer’d her mine own, who isa Dog 
Asbig as ten of yours, and therefore the gift che greater. 
Pro. Go get thee hence, and find my Dog again, 
Or ne’re returnagain into my fight : 
Away, I-fay: ftayeft chou tovex me here ? 
A flave, that ftill anend turns me to fhame. 
Sebalian, | have entertained thee, 
Partly that Ihave need of fuch a Youth, 
That can with forme difcretion do my bufines : 
For ’tis no trufting ta yond foolith Lowr: 


Exeunt.| But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour, 


Which (if.my Augury deccive me not) 
Witnefs good bringing up, fortune and truth- 
Therefore know thou, for this I] entertain thee: 
Go prefently, and take this Ring with thec , 
Deliver it co Madam Silvia : 
She lov’d me well, deliver’d it to me. 
‘Ful. It feems you lov’d not her, toleave her Token : 
She is dead belike. 
` Pro. Notfo: I think fhe lives. 
‘Ful. Alas! 
Pro. Why do’ft chou cry alas ? 
Ful. TL cannot choofe but pity her. 
Pro. Wherefore fhould’ft thou pity her ? 
_ Ful. Becaufe methinks chat fhe lov’d you as well 
As you do love your Lady Silvia: 
She dreams on him that has forgor her Love ; 
You doat on her that cares not for your Love: 
*Tis pity Love fhould be fo contrary : 
And thinking on it makes me cry alas. 
Pro. VVell: give her chat Ring, and therewirhal 
This Letter : that’sher Chamber: Tell my Lady, 
I claim the promife for her heavenly Picture : 
Your meffage done, hye home unto my Chamber, 
VVhere thou fhale find me fad and folirary. Exit. 
Fal. How many women would do fuch a meflage ? 
Alas poor Protheus, thou hak entertain’d 
A Fox to be the Shepherd of thy Lambs : 
Alas, poor fool, why dol pity him 
That with his very:heare defpifeth me ? 
Becaufe he loves her, he defpifeth me ; 
Becaufe 1 love him, I muft pity him: 
This Ring I gave him when he parted from me, 
To bind him roremember my good will : 
And now I am (unhappy Meffenger) 
To plead for that which I would not obtain; 
To carry that which I would have refus'd ; 
To praife his faith which I would have difprais'd : 
Iam my Mafter’s true confirmed Lore, 
But cannot be true Servant to my Matter, 
Unlefs I prove falfe traitor to my felf : 
Yet willl wooe for him, but yet fo coldly, Enter 
As (heaven it knows)! would nothave him fpeed. Sivee. 
Gentlewoman, good day : I pray you be my mean 
To bring me where to {peak with Madam Sula. 
Sil. VVhat would you with her, if that [be fhe ? 
Ful. If you be the, [doentreat your patience 
To hear me {peak the Meflage Iam fenton. 
Sil. From whom ¢ 
Ful. Frommy Matter, Sir Prorbews, Madam. 
Sil, Oh: he fends you for a Picture ? 
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fu. 1, Madam. 

Sil. Urfula, bring my Picture there : 
Go, give your Mafter this: tcll him from nie, 
One ‘fuliz, that his changing thoughts forgot, 
VVould better tit his Chamber than this fhadow. 

Fu. Madam, pleafe you peruf this Letter: 
Pardon me (Madam), I have unadvis’d 
Delivei‘J you a paper that I fhould not: 
this is che Lecter co your Ladythip. 

Si!, pray thee let me look on that again. 

‘fu. It may not be: good Madam, pardon me. 

Sil. There, hold: 

t will not look upon:yout Mafter’s lines: 

[ know they are ftaft with Proteftations, 

And fullof new-found Oaths, which hewill break 
As eafie as { do tear this paper. 

fu. Madam: he fends your Ladythip this Ring. 

‘Sj, The more fhame for him that he fends it me; 
For T have heard him fay a thoufand times, 

His ‘fulia gave it him at his departure : 
Tho his falfe finger hath prophan’d the Ring, 
Mine fhall not do his fulia fo much wrong. 

Fu. She thanks you, 

S: VVhat fai’ ft thou ? 

fu. L thank you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poor Gentlewoman, my Mafter wrongs her much. 

Si. Do’ft thou know her ? 

“fu. Almoft as well as 1 doknow my felf: 

To think upon her woes, I do proteft, 
‘That 1 have wept an hundred feveral times. 

Si. Belike fhe thinks that Protbeus hath forfook her. 

Fu. Uthink fhe doth: and that’s her caufe of forrow. 

Sı. Is fhe not pafling fair ? 

“fu. She hath been fairer (Madam) than fhe is, 
VVhen fhe did-think my Mafter lov’d her well : 
She, in my judgment, was as fair as‘you: 

Bur fince the did neglect her Looking-glafs, 
And threw her Sun expelling Mafque away, 
The air hath ftarv’d the Rofesin her cheeks, 
And pinch’d the Jilly-tincture of her face. 
That now fhe is become as black as 1. 

Si. How tall was fhe? 

Fu. About my ftature: for at Pentecof, 

VVhen all our Pageants of delizht were plaid, 
Our Youth got me to play the VVomans part, 
And | was erim’d in Madam “fulia’s gown, 
VVhich ferved me as fit, by all mens judgments, 
Asif the garment had been made for me: 
Therefore. I know the is about my height : 
And atrhactime I made her weep agood;; 
For! did olay a lamentable part: 

(Madans) *cwas Ariadne paffioning 

For Thefeus perjury, and unjuft flight ; 

VVhich I fo lively acted with my tears, 

That my poor Miftris moved therewithal, 
VVept bitterly: and would I might be dead, 
If lin thought felt not her very forrow. 

Si. She is beholding to thee (gentle Youth): 

Alas (poor Lady) ! defolate and left ; 

l weep my felf to think upon thy words: 

Here Youth: thereis a Purfe: I give thee this 
For thy fweet Miftris fake, becaufe thou lov’fther : 


Farewell. 


A vertuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful: 
I hope my Mafter’s furit will be but cold, 
Since the refpects my Miftris love fo much: 
Alas! how Love cantrifle with ic felf: 

Here is her Picture: let me fee: I think 

If Ihadfuch a Tyre, this face of mine 

VVere full as lovely as is this of hers : 

And yet the Painter flatter’d her a little, 
Unlefs | flaccer with my felf toomuch: 

Her hair is Aburne, mine is perfect Yellow: 
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| That us’d me fo; or elfe by Fove I vow, 


See where fhe comes: Lady, a happy Evening. 


Exit. 
Fu. And fhe fhall thank you for’t, if ere you know her: 





If that be all the difference in his Love, 

Ple ger me fuch a colour'd Periwig : 

Her Eyes are grey as grafs, and fo are mine: 

Í, but her Fore-head’s low, and mine’sas high: 
VVhat fhould it be thar herefpeéts in her, 

But I can make refpective in my felf, 


If this fond Love were not a blinded god? 


Come fhadow, come, and take this fhadow vu p; 
For ’tisthy Rival: O thon fenfelefs form, 
Thou fthalt be worfhip’d, kifs'd, lov’d and ador’d: 
And were there fenfe in this Idolatry, 

My fubftance fhould be ftatue in thy ftead : 

Ple ufe thee kindly for thy Miftris fake, 





I fhould have fcratch’d out your unfeing Eyes, 


To make my Matter out of Love with thee. Exit. 





ET ete 





Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia, 


Eg. TheSun begins to guild the Weferx sky, 
And now it is about the very hour 
That Silvia, at Frier Patrick’s Cell fhould meet me: 
She will not fail; for Lovers break not hours, 
Unlefs it be to come before their time ; 
So much they fpur their expedition : 


Sil. Amen, Amen: goon (good Eglamore) 
Outat the Poftern by the Abby-wall ; 
I fear ] am attended by fome Spies. 
Eg. Fear not: the Foreft is not three Leagues off; 
If we recover that, we are {ure enough. Exeunt. 
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Scena Secunda, 
Enter Thurio, Protheus, Julia, Duke. 


Thu. Sit Protheus: what fays Silvia to my {wit ? 
Pro. Ohfir, I find her milder than the was, 
And yet fhe takes.exceptions at your perfon. 
Thu. VVhat, that my Leg is too long? 
Pro No: thatit is too litte. 
Tbu. Ple wear a Boot to make it fomewhat rounder, 
Pro. But Love will not be fpurr’d to what it loaths. 
Thu. VVhat fays fhe tomy face? 
Pro, She fays it is a fair one. 
Tbe. Nay, then the wanton lies: my face is black. 
Pro. But Pearls are fair ; and theold faying is, 
Black men are Pearlsin beauteous Ladies Eyes. 
Thu. Tis true, fuch Pearls as put out Ladies Eyes : 
For lhad rather wink than look on them, 
Thu. How likes fhe my difcourfe? 
Pro. IH, when they talk of VVar, 
But well when I difcourfe of Love and Peace. 
“Ful. But better indeed when you hold your peace. 
Thu. VVhat fays fhe to my Valour ? 
Pro. Oh fir, fhe makes no doubt of that. 
Ful. She needs not, when fhe knows it Cowardife. 
Thu. VVhat fays fhe to my Birth ? 
Pro. That you are well deriv’d. 
Ful. True: froma Gentleman toa Fool. 
Tou. Confiders fhe my poffeffions? 
Pro, Oh, I, and pities them. 
Thu. VVherefore? 
‘ful. That fuch an Afs fhould owe them. 
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Pro. That they are out by Leafe. 

Fu. Here comes the Duke. 

Du. How now Sir Protheus? how now Thurio? 
Which of you faw Sir Eg/amcre of late ? 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Not I. 

Du. Saw you my Danghter ? 

Pro, Neither. 

Du. VVhy then 
She’s fled unto the pezant Valentine ; 
And Eglamore is in het company : 
Tis true; for Frier Lawrence met them both 
As he, in penance, wandred through the Foretft: 
Him he knew well; and gueft char it was fhe ; 
But being mask’d, he was not fure of it: 
Befides, fhe didintend Confeffion 
ArPatrick’s Cell this Even, and there fhe was not: 
Thefe likelihoods confirm her flight from hence ; 
Therefore I pray you ftand norto difcourfe, 
| But mount you prefently, and meet wich me 
Upon the rifing of the Mountain foot 
That leads toward Maytua, whither they are fled: 
Difpateh (fweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 

Tou. VVhy this itis to bea peevifh Girl, 
That flies her Fortune where it follows her: 
I’le after, more to be reveng’d on Eglamore,’ 
Than for the love of reck-lefS Silviz. 

‘Pro. And I will follow, more for S:/via’s love, 
Than hate of Eglamore that goes with her. 

u And Iwill follow, more to crofs that love, 


Than hate for Silvis, thatis gone for love. Exeunt. 








Scena Tertia. 


Enter Silvia, Out-laws. 


| 1. Oxt. Come, come be patient: 
VVe mutt bring you to our Caprain. 
Sil. Achoufand more mifchances than this one 
Have learn’d me how ro brook this patiently. 
2. Out. Come, bring her away. 
1. Out. VVhere is the Gentleman that was with her ? 
3. Out. Being nimble footed, he hath our-run us: 
But Moyfes anid Valerius follow him: 
Go thou thither to the Wek end of the VVood, 
There is our Captain : we’l follow him that’s fled; 
The Thicket is befet, he cannot {cape. 
t. Out. Come, I muft bring you to our Captain’s Cave: 
Fear not; he bears an honourable mind, 
And will not ufea woman lawlefly. 
Sil, O Valentine ! this I endure for thee. 
Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, Protheus, Silvia, Julia, Duke, 
Thurio, Out-laws. 


Val, How ufe doth breed a habit in aman! 

This fhadowy Defart, unfrequented VVoods, 
| { better brook than flourithing peopled Towns: 

Here can | fit alone, unfeenof any. 
And to the Nighringale’s complaining Notes, 
Tune my diftreffes, andrecord my woes: 
O thou that doft inhabit in my breaft, 
Leave not the Manfion fo long Tenantlefß, 
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Left growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was ; 

Repair me with thy prefence, Silvia: 

Thou gentle Nymph, cherith thy forlorn Swain: 
VVhat hollowing, and what ftir is this to day ? 

‘Thefe are my mates, that make their VVillstheir Law, 
Have fome unhappy paffenger in chafe: 

They love me well, yecI have much todo 

‘Tokeep them from uncivil outrages. 

V.Vithdraw thee Valentine: who’sthis comes here ? 

Pro. Madam, this fervice have | done for you 
(Tho you refpećt not ought your fervant doth), 

To hazard life, and refcuc you from him 

That would have forc'd your honour and your lové: 
Vouchfafe me for my meed but one fair look 

(A fmaller boon than this I cannot beg, 

And lefs than this I am fure you cannot give). 

Val. How tke adieam is this ? I fee and hear: 
Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. 

Sil, O miferable unhappy that Iam! 

Pro. Unhappy were you (Madam) e’re I came: 
But by my coming Ihave made you happy. 

Sil, By thy approach thou mak’ft me moft unhappy. 

ju. And me when he approacheth to your prefence. 

Sil, Had I been feized by a hungry Lion, 

I would have beenva breakfaft ro rhe Beat, 
Rather than have falfe Protheus re(cue me: 
Ol: heaven be judg how I love Valentine, 
Whofe life’s as render to ma as my foul; 
And full as much (for more there cannot be) 
| do deteft falfe perjur’d Prothess : 
Therefore be gone, folicite me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, {tood it next to death, 
Would I not undergo for one calm loook ? 

Oh, 'tis the curfe in Love, and ftill approv’d, 
When women cannot love where they're belov’d. 

Sil, When Pretheus cannot love where he’s belov‘d : 
Read over Fulia’s heart (thy firft beft Love), 
For whofe dear fake thon did'ft then rend thy faith 
Into a thoufand Oarhs ; and all thofe Oaths 
Defcended into Perjury to deceive me : 
Thou haft no faith left now, unlefS thou’dft two, 
And thats far worfe than none: better have none 
Than plural faith, whichis too much by one: 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend. 

Pro. In Love, 
Who refpects friend ? 

Sil, Allmen but Proshens. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle fpiricof moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 

Ple move you like a Soldier, at arms end, 
And love yon ’gainft the Nature of Love: force ye. 

Ss! .Oh heaven! 

Pro. Ple force thee yeild to my defire. 

Val. Rufhan, let gochat rude uncivil touch, 

Thou friend of anill fathion. 

Pro. Valentine: 

Val. Thou common friend, that’s without faith or love: 
For fuch is a friend now: Tho treacherous man, 
Thou haft beguil’d my hopes, nought bute mine Eye 
Could have perfwaded me: now I dare not fay 
I have one friend alive ; thou would’ft difprove me: 
Who fhould be trufted now, when ones right hand 
Is perjured to the bofome ? Prorbeus, 

[ am forry I muft never truft thee more, 
Buccount the Worlda ftranger for thy fake: 
The private wound is deepeft: Oh time, moft accurlt: 
Mongft all foes, that a friend fhould be the worft ! 
Pro. My fhame and guilt confounds me : 
Forgive me Valentme: if hearty forrow 
Be a fufficient Ranfome for Offence, 
I render there: Idoas cruly fuffer 
Ase’re I did commic. 

Val. Thenam I paid: 

And 
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And once again | do receive thee honeft : 
VVho by Repentance is not fatisfied, 
is nor cf Heaven nor Earth ; forthefe are pleas'd: 
By Penitence th’ Erernal’s wrath’s appeas’d : 
And that my love may appear plain and free, 
All that was mine in Seza, I give thee. 

Fv. Ome unhappy? 

Pro, Look to the boy. 

Val. VVhy, boy? 


VVhy wag, low now ? what's the matter ? look up: peak. 
Fu. O good Sir, my Mafter charg’d me to deliver a Ring 
to Madam Silvia, which (oucof my neglect) was Pe 
one. 


` Pro. VVhere is that Ring, boy ? 
Fu. Here’tis : this is ite 
Pros How? let me fee: 
VVhy thisis the Ring I gave to Fulia. 
Fu. Oh cry you mercy, fir, I have miftook : 
This is the Ring you fent to Silvia. 
Pr. But how cam’ft thou by this Ring ? at my depart 
tI gave this unto Fulia. : 
Fu. And Fuliaher felf did give it me. 
And Fulia her felf hath brought it hither. 
Pro. How, Sulia ? 
Fu. Behold her that gaveaim toal] thy Oaths, 
And entertain’d ’em deeply in her heart: 
How oft haft thou with Perjury cleft the Root ? 
Oh Protheus lecthis Habit make thee blufh: 
Be thou afham’ d that I have took upon me 
Such an immodeft Rayment, if fhame live 
Ina difguife of love: 
Icisthe leffer b'ot modefty finds, 
Women to change their fhapes than men their minds. 
Pro. Than men their minds? ’tis true, oli heaven, were 
Man but conftant, he were perfect; that one error 
Fills him with faults: makeshim run through all th’ fins : 
Inconftancy falls off e’re it begins: 
What isin Silvia’s face, but I may {py 
More freth in Fulia’s with a conftant eye ? 
‘Val, Come, come: ahand from either : 
Let me be bleft to make this happy clofe : 
*T were pity two fich friends fhould be long foes. 
Pro. Bear witnefs (heaven), I have my with for ever. 
Ful. AndI mine. 
Ount-l. A prize, a prize, a prize. 
Val. Forbear, forbear, Lfay: itismy Lord the Duke: 
Your Grace ıs welcome to aman difgrac’d, 
Banithed Valentine. 
Duke, Sit Valentine? . 
Thu. Yonder is Silvia : and Silvia’s mine. 








The Names 


Duke, Father to Silvia. 
Valentine, è The two Gentlemen. 
Protheus, 

Anthonio, Father to Protheus. 

Thurio, @ foolifh Rival to Valentine. 
Eglamore, Agent for Silvia'in ber efcape. 
Holt, where Julia lodges. 





The twoGentlemen of 


Come not within the meafure of my wrath: 








Verona, 
Val. Thurio, give back ; or elfe embrace thy death: 


Do not name Silvia thine : if once again, 
Verona fhall not hold thee : hcre fhe ftands, 
Take but poffefiion of her with a touch: 
I dare thee but to breathe upon my Love. 

_ Thu. Sit Valentine, I care nat for her, |: 
I hold him but a fool that will endanger 
His body for a Girl that loves him not : 
I claim her not ; and therefore fhe is thine. 

Duke, The more degenerate and bafe art thov, 

To make fuch means for her as thou haft done, 
And leave her on fuch flight conditions : 
Now, by the honour of my Anceftry, . 
I do applaud thy Spirit, Valentine, 
And think thee worthy of an Empref love : 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 
Cancel allgrndge, repeal thee home again, 
Plead a new ftate in thy arrival’d merit, 
Towhich I thus fubfcribe : Sir Valentine, 


| Thou arta Gentleman, and well deriv’d, 


Take thou thy Silvia, for thou haft deferv'd her. | 

Val. I thank your grace, the gift hath made me happy : 
I now befeech yon (for your Daughter’s fake) 

To grant one Boonthat | fhallask of you. 

Duke, I grant it for thine own, what e’re it be. 

Val. Thefe banifh’d men that I have kept withal, | 
Are menendu’d with worthy qualities : i 
Forgive them what they have committed here, 

And let them be recall’d from their Exile: 
They are reform’d, civil, full of good, 
And fit for great imployment (worthy Lord). 

Duke, thou haft prevail’d, I pardon them and thee: 
Difpofe of them as thou know'ft their deferts : 
Come, let us go, we will include all jars | 
With triumphs, mirth, and afl folemnity. 

Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our difcourfe to make your grace to fmile: 

What think youof this Page (my Lord)? 

Duke, | think the boy hath grace in him, he blufhes. 

Val. I warrant you (my Lord) more grace than boy. 

Duke, What mean you by that faying ? 

Val. Pleafe you, l'le tell you as we pafs along, 

That you will. wonder what hath fortuned : 

Come Protheus, ’tis your penance but to hear 

The ftory of your Loves difcovered : 

That done, ourday of Marriage fhall be yours, 

One feaft, one houfe, one mutual happinefé. 
Exeunt. 








of the Actors, 


Out-laws with Valentine. 

Speed, A cleawnifh Servant to Valentine. 
Launce, the like to Protheus. 

Panthion, Servant to Antonio, 

Julia, beloved of Protkeus. 

Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 

Lucetta, Waiting-woman to Julia, 
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THE 


Merry Wives of Windfor. 





A 





Afus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Enter Fuftice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Maffer 
Page, Falftaffe, Bardolph, Nym, Piftoll, Ann 
Page, Miffris Ford, Miftris Page, Simple. 


~~ 


` Shallow. 


MAWE IR Hugh, perfwade me not: I will 
x A make a Star-Chamber matter of it : 
Ts ee if he were twenty Sir Fobn Falfaffes, 
m>> he fhallnos abufe Robert Shallow Ef 

gg quire. 

D  Slen. In the County of Glocefter, 
< Jufticeof Peace and Coram. 

Shal. 1 (Coufin Slender), and Cuf- 
alorum. 

I, and Rato-lorum too; and a Gentleman born (Ma- 
fter Parfon), who writes himfelf Armigero, in any Bill, 
VVarrant, Quittance, or Obligation, Armigero. 

Shal. I that I do, and have done any time thefe three 
hundred years. 

Slen. All his Succeffors (gone before him) have don't: 
and allhis Anceftors (that come after him) may: ¢hey 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat. 

Shal. It ts an old Coat. 
| Evans, The dozen white Lowfes do become an old Coat 
well: it agrees well: paffant: it isa familiar beaft to man, 
‘and fignifies Love. à 
i Shal. The Luceis the frefh-fifh, the falt-fifh is an old 
Coat. 

Slen. I may quarter (Coz). 

Séal, Yonmay, by marrying. 

Evans, Itis marrying indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Nota whit. 

Evans, Yes per-lady: if he has a quarter of your 
Coat, there is but three skirts for your felf, in my fim- 
ple Conjectures: bur that is all one: if Sir Jobn Fal- 
| ffaffe have committed Difparagements unto you, Iam 
}of the Church, and will be glad to do my Benevo- 
lence, to make Atonements and Compremifes between 
you. 

Shel. ‘The Council fhall hear it : itis a Riot. 

Evans, It isnot meet the Council hear of a Riot: there 
is no fear of Got in a Riot: The Council (look you) fhall 
defire to hear the fear of Got, andnottohear a Rior; take 
you viza-ments in that. 

Shal. Ha; œ my life, if I were young again, the fword 
fhould end it. S 

Evans, Itis petter that friends isthe fword, andend it: 
and there is alfo another device in my prain, which perad- 
| venture prings good difcretions with it: There is Æ» Page, 
which is daughter to Mafter Thomas Page, which is pretty 

Virginity. i 
Slen. Miftris Ann Page ? fhe has brown hair, and {peaks 
| like a woman. 
Evans, It isthat ferry perfonfor all the orld, as juft as 
you will defire, and feven hundred pounds of monies, 
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and gold, and filver, is her Grand-fire upon his deaths-bed 
(Got deliver to a joyful Refurrections) give, when fhe is 
able to overtake feventeen years old: Ic were a good mo- 
tion, if we leave our pribbies and prabbles, and defire a 
marriage between Mafter Abraham, and Miftris Ann 
Page. 

Sles. Did her Grand-fire leave her feven hundred 
pound ? 

Evans, I, andher Father is make her a petter penny. 

— I know the young Gentiewoman; fhe has good 
gifts. 
en Seven hundred pounds, and poffibility is goot 
ifts, 

Shal. Well: let us fee honeft Mr. Page : is Faltaffe 
there? 
Evan, ShaliI tell you alie? I dodefpifea liar as I do 
defpife one tharisfalfe, or as] defpife one that is not true: 
the Knight, Sir Fobnisthere, and befeech you be ruled 
by your well willers: I will peac the door for Mafter Page : 
What hoa? Got blefs your houfe here. 
Mr. Page, Who’s there ? 
Evans, Here is got’s plefling, and your friend, and Ju- 
ftice Shallow; andhere’s young Mafter Slender ; that per- 
adventures fhall tell you another tale, if matters grow to. 
your likings. 
Mr. Page, 1 am glad to fee your Worfhips well: I tbank 
you for my Venifon, Mafter Sbaliow. 
Shal. Matter Page, Iam glad to fee you: much good 
do it your good heart: Iwifh’d your Venifon berter ; it 
was ill kifl'd: how dcth good Miftris Page ¢ and 1 thank 
you always with my heart, la: with my heart. 

Mr. Page, Sit, I thank you. \ 
Sbal. Sir, I thank you: by yea and noIdo. 
M. Page, Iam gladto fee you, good Matter Slender. 
Slen. How do’s ycur fallow Greyhound, Sir? I heard 
fay, he was out-run on Cotfale. 
M.Pa Itcould not be judg’d, fir. | 
Slen. You'l not confe, you'l not confefs. 
Shal. Thathe will not, ‘tis your faule, ’tts your fault : 
’'tis a good Dog. 
M. Page, A Cur, fir. 
Sbal. Sir, he’s a good Dog, and a fair Dog : can there 
be more faid? He is good and fair: Is Sir Febn Falstaff: 
here ? 

M. Page, Sir, he is within ; and I would I could doa 
ood office between you. 

Evan. It is fpoke asa Chriftians ought to {peak. 

Shal. Hehath wrong’d me (Matter Page). 

M. Page, Sir, he doth in fome fort confefs1t. 

Skal. if.it be confeffed, it is not redreffed: isnot that fo 
(M Page)? he hath wrong’d me, indeed he hath, at a war d 
he hath, believe me, Robert Shallew', Efquire, faith, he ts 
wrong'd. 

Mr. Pa. Here comes Sit Febr. 

Fal. Now, Matter Shailex, you’l complain of me to 
the King? 

Shal.Knight, you have beaten my men, kild my no 
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ee ee 
and broke open my Lodg. 

Fal. But not kifs’d your Keeper’s daughter. 

Sbal Tut. apin: this fhall be anfwer’d. 

Fal. 1 will anfwer it ftraight : Ihave done all this: 
That is now anfwer’d. 

Shal. The Council fhall know this. 

Fal. ’Twere better for you if it were known incouncel: 
you'l be langh’d at. 

Evan. Pauca verba (Sit Fobn) good worts. 

Fal. Good worts? good Cabbadg: slender, 1 broke your 
head: whar matter have you againft me? be 

Slen. Marry Sir, I have matter in my.head againft you, 
and againft your Cony-catching Rafcals, Bardolph, Nym 
and Piffoll. 

Bar. You Banbury Cheefe. 

Slen: 1, tt is no matter. 

Pif. How now, Mephoftophilus ? 

Slen. 1, itis no matter. 

Nym, Slice, I fay, pauca, pauca: Slice, that’s my hu- 


mor. 
. Slen. Where’s Simple, my mau? can you tell, Cou- 
fin ? 

Evan. Peace! pray you: Now let us underftand ; there 
is three Umpires in this matter, as I underftand ; that Is, 
Matter Page (fidelicet, Mafter Page), and there is my felf 
(fidelicer, my felf), and the three party is (laftly, and fi- 
nally) ‘mine Hoft of the Gater. 


M. Pa. Wethree to hear it, andend it bétween them. 


Evan. Ferty goot: 1 will make a prief of itin my Note- 
book, and we will afterwards orke upon the Caufe with as 
great difcreetly as we can, 

Fal, Piftoll. 

Pif. He hears with ears. 

Evan. The Tevil and his Tam ; what phrafe is this, 
he hears with car ? why, it is affectations. 

Fal. Piftol: did you pick M. Slender’s purfe? 

Slen. 1, by thefe gloves did he; or 1 would I might ne- 
ver come in mine own great Chamber again elfe, of feven 
groats in Mill-fixpences, and two Edward Shovelboards, 
that coft me two fhilling and two pence a peice, of Yead 
Miller: by thefe gloves. 

Fal. Is this true, Pifol? 

Evan. No: it is falfe, if it is a pick-purfe. 

Pift. Ha, thou Mountain Forreigner: Sir ‘fobn, and 
Mafler mine, I Combate challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 
word of denial in thy /abras here; word of denial ; froth 
and {cum thou lieft. 

Slen. By thefe gloves, then “twas he. 

Nym. Ee advis’d, fir, and pafS good humours: I will fay 
marry trap with you, if yourunthe nut-hooks humour 
onme; thar is the very noteof it, | 

-Slen, By this hat, then he in the red facehadit: for tho 
I cannot remember whatI did when you made me drunk; 

‘yet lam not altogether an Af. 

Fal. What fay you, Scarlet and Fobn ? 

Bar. Why, fir (for my part) I fay, the Gentleman had 
drunk himfelf out of his five fentences, 

Evan. It is his five fenfes: fie, what the ignorance is ! 

Bar. And being fap, fir, was (as they fay) cafheer’d : 
-and fo conclufions paft the Car-eires. | 

Slen. 1; you fpake in Latia thentoo: but *tisnomatter: 
Pe ne’re be drunk whil’ft I liveagain, bucin honeft, civil, 
godly company for tbis trick: If I be drunk, Plebe drunk 
with thofe that have the fear of God, and not with drunk- 
en knaves. 

Evan. Sogot udg me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. You hear allrhefe matters deni’d, Gentlemen, you 
hear if. 

M. Page. Nay, daughter, carry the Wine in; we’l drink 
within. 

Slen. Oh heaven ! this is Miftris Ann Page. 

M. Page. How now Miftris Ford ¢ 

Fal. Miftris Ford, by my truth you are very well met: 
by vourleave, good Miftris. 








T be merry Wives of W indfor. 





M. Page, Wite, bid thefe Gentlemen welcome: come 5 
we have a hot Venifon Pafty to dinner: Come gentlemen 
I hope we fhail drink down all unkindnefs. 

Slen. I had rather than Forty fhillings { had my book 
of Songs and Sonnets here :. How now Simple, where have 
you been ? Imuft wait on my felf, mut I? Youhave not 
the book of Riddles about you, have you? 

Sim. Book of Riddles ! why, did yon not lenditto Alice 
Short-cake upon Albollowmas Jatt, a fortnight afore Aicha- 
elmas $ 

Shal. Come Coz, come Coz ; we ftay for you: aword 
mi m an this, “sg : there is, as *twere, a ten- 

er, a kind of tender, made a far off by Si ; 

porie underftand me ? y rlro 
en. 1Sir, you fhall find me reafonable: if ; 

fhalldo that is Reafon. cafnabic: i ithe 

Skal. Nay, but underftand me. 

Slen. So Ido Sir., 

Evan. Give ear to his motions (M Slender): Iwill de- 
(criptionthe matter to you. if you be capacity of it. 

Shen, Nay, 1 will do as my Coufin Shallow fays: 1 pray 


you pardon me; he’sa Juflice of Peace in his Countrey ; 
fimple tho I ftand here. 

Evan. But that is not the 
cerning your marriage. 

Shal. 1, there’s the point Sir, 

n Evan. Marry isit: the very point of it, tò M. eAan 
ages 

Sle”. Why, if it be fo, 
funable demands. 

Eva, But can yon affection the ’o-man ? let us com- 
mand to know that of your mouth, or of yourlips: for 
divers Philofophers hold, that the lips is parcel of the 
mouth: therefore precifely, can you marry your good will 
tothe maid ? 

Shal. Coufin Abraham Slendcr, can you love her? 

Stem Ehope fir: 1 will doas it fhall become one that 
would do Reafon. 

Evan. Nay, got’s Lords and his Ladies, you muft fpeak 
os if you can carre-her your defires towards 

er. 

Shal, That you muft: 

Will you (upon good dowry) marry her? 

Sle». I willdo a greater thing than that upon your rc- 
queft (Coufin), inany Reafon. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me ( fweet Coz ), 
what I do is to pleafure you (Coz): can you love the 
Maid ? 

Slen. I will marry her (fir) at your requeft: but ifthere 
be no great love in the beginning, yet heaven may de- 
creafe it upon better acquaintance when we are married, 
and have more occafion to know one another: 1 hope up- 
on familiarity will grow more content: but if you fay» 
marry her, 1 will marry her, that I am freély diffolved; 
and diffolutely. 

Evan. Itis a ferry difcretion anfwer : fave the fall is in 
th’ord diffolutely : the ortis (according to our meaning) 
refolutely : his meaning is good. 

Sh. 1, I think my Coufin meant well. ! 

SI. 1; orelfe 1] would {might be hang’ (la). 

Sh. Here comes fair Miftris zn: Would I were 
Young for your fake. Miftris Azz. 

An. The Dinner is on the ‘Table; my Father defires 
your Worfhip’s company. 

Shs Iwill wait on him (fair Miftris Anz). 

Evan. Od’s plefled will: I will nét be abfence at the 
Grace. 

An. Wilt pleafe your Worfhip to come in, Sir? 

Sl. No, I thank you forfooth heartily ; Lam very well. 

An. The Dinner attends you, fir. 

S}. fam nota-hungry, I thank you forfooth: Go firrah, 


queftion : the queftion is con- 


Í will marry her upon any rea- 


for all you are my man, go wait upon my Coufin Shallow: 
a Juftice of Peace fometime may be beholding tohis{ 
friend for aman: I keep but three men anda boy yet; till 


my 





my Mother be dead : but what though, yet I live a poor | 
Gentleman born. l 

An. 1 may not go in without your Worfhip; they j 
will not fic cill you come. 

SI. Yfaith, Ple earnothing: Ithank you as much as} 
though I did. 

An. \ pray you fir walk in. 

Si. 1 had rather walk here (J thank you ) I bruis’d 
my thin th’other day, with playing at Sword and Dagger 
with a Mafter of Fence ( three veneys for a difh of ftew’d 
Prunes ) and by my troth,! cannot abide the {mell of 
hot meat fince. Why do your dogs bark fo? be there 
Bearsi'th’ Town? 

An. 1 think there are, Sir, I heard themtalk’d of. 

Sl, [love the fport well, bit | fhall as foon quarrel at 
itasany manin England: you are afraid if you fee the 
Bear loofe, are you not ? 

An. | indeed Sir. 

SL Thats meat and drink to me now: I have feen 
Sackerfon loofe twenty times, and have taken him by the 
Chain: but (I warrant you) the women have fo cri'dand 
fhreekt at it, that it palt: But women indeed cannot a- | 
bide em, they are very ill-favoured rough things. | 

M.Pa Come gentle M. Slender, come : we ftay for you. | 

SI; Vle eat nothing, | thank you Sir. | 

M. Pa. By Cock and Pye you fhall not chufe Sir: 
come, come. 

SI. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

M. Pa. Come ondit. 

SI. MiftrefS Anne, your felf thall go firft. 

An. Not I Sir, pray you keep on 

Sh. Truly I will not go firit : truly-la : I will not do 
you that wrong. 

An. I pray you Sir. 

SI. Ple rather be unmannerly than troublefome ; you 
do your felf wrong indeed la. Exeunt, 


 * 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter Evans and Simple. 

Evan. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius houfe 
which is the way ; and there dwells one Miltrefs Quickly, 
which is in the manner of his Nurfe ; or his dry-Nurfe, or 
his Cook; orhis Laundry ; his Wafher, and hus Ringer. 

Sim, Well Sir. 

Evan. Nay, it is petter yet: give her this letter ; for 
itis a ’oman that altogethers acquaintance with Miftrefs 
Page ; and the Letter is to defire, and require her to {o- 
licite your Matters defires to Miftre(s Anne Page: 1 pray 
you be gone ; I will make an end of my dinner ; there's 
Pippins and Cheefe to come. Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falfaffe, Hoft, Bardclfe, Nym. Diftoll. Page. 


Fal. Mine Hoft of the Garter. 

Ho. What fays my Bully Rook ¢ fpeak Schollary, and 
wifely. 

Fal. Truly mine Hoft, I muft turn away fome of my 
followers. 

Ho. Difcard, (Bully Hercules )cafheer ; let them wag; 
rot, trot, 

Fal. I fic at ten pounds a week. 

Ho. Tnou’rtan Emperor (Cefar, Keifar and Phae- 


The merry Wives of W indfor. 


37. 


zur} 1 willenterrain Bardolf: he will draw, he will cap, 


i faid I well (Bully H fer %) 


_ Fa. Do fo (goad mine Hoff. ) 

Ho. | have fpoke, let him .follow: lec me fee thee 
froth and live: 1am at a word: follow 

Fal, Bardolfe follow him,a Tapfler is a good trade; 


|an old Cloak makes a new Jerkin; a wither d Serving- 


man, a freth Tapfer, go, adieu. 

Ba. Icis a life that J have defired : I will thrive. 

Pifl.O bafe Hungarian wight:wilt thou the Spigot weild. 

N:.He was gorten in drink:is not the humor conceited. 

Ba. 1am glad lam fo acquit of this Tinderbox: his 
Thefts Were too open ; his filching was like an unskilful 
Singer, he kept not time. 

Ni. The good humor is to fteal ata minntes reft. 

Pif. Convey, the wife it call: Steal ? foh: a fico for 
the phrafe. 

Fa. Well firs, lam almoft out at heels. 

Pift. Why then let Kibes enfue. s 

Fal. There is no remedy : 1 muft conicatch, I muft hift. 

Pif. Young Ravens mutt have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this Town ? 

Pif. | ken the wight, he isof fubftance good. —. 

Fal. My honeft Lads, | will tell you what Iam about. 

Pift. Two yards and mere. 

Fal. No quips now Pifol: (Indeed tam in the Wate 
two yards about: but 1 am now about no wafte, | am 
about chrife : ) briefly, | do mean to make love to Fords 
Wife : I fpie entertainment in her: the difcourfes: fhe 
carves : fhe gives the leere of invitation: | can conftrue 
che actionof her familiar ftile, and che hardeft voice of 
her behaviour (to be engliflrd right ) is, J em Sir Jobn 
Falftaffes. 

Pı. He hath ftudied her will; and tranflated her 
will: out of honefty into Englith. 

Ni. The Anchor is deep: ill that humor pafs ? 

Fal Now, the report goes, fhe has ali the rule of her 
Husbands Purfe : he hatha legend of Angeis. 

P.ft. Asmany devilsentertain: afd to her Boy fay l. 

Ni. The humrorrifes:it is good : humor me the Angels. 

Fal, | have writ me here a Letter co her ; and here 
another to Pages wife, who eyen now gave me good eyes 
too; examined my parts with moit judicious illiads : 
(ometimes the beam of her view, guided my fcot : lome- 
umes my portly belly. 

Pift. Then did the Sunon Dung-hill fhine. 

Ni. I cthank thee for that humor 

Fal. O fhe did fo courfe o’re my exteriors with fuch 
a greedy intention, rhat the appetite of her eye did 
feem to fcorch me up like a burning-glats : here’s another 
Letter toher: She bears the purfe too : She is a Region 
in Guiana: all gold and bounty, I will be cheaters to 
them both, and they fhall be Exchequers to me: they 
fhall be my Eaft and Welt Indies, and I will trade to them 
both: Go bear thom this Letter to MiftrefS Page; and 
thou this to MiftrefS Ford : we will chrive (Lads) we 
will thrive. 

Fift. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 

And by my fide wear Steel? then Lwcife? take all. 

Ni. 1 will-run no bafe humor : here take the humour- 
Letter, 1 willkeep the haviourof reputation. 

Fal. Hold Sirrah, bear you thefe Letters rightly, 
Sail like my Pinnace to thele golden fhores. 

Rogues, hence, avaunt, vanith like hail-ftones , go, 
Trudg ; plod away oth’ hoof, feek fhelter, pack : 
Falftaffe will learn the honour of the age, 

French thrift, you Rogues, my felf. and skirted Page. 

Pı. Let Vultures gripe thy guts: for gourd, and 
Fullam holds:and high and low beguiles tbe rich and poor, 
Tefter l'le have în Pouch when thou fhalt lack, 
Bafe Phrygian Turk. 

Ni. I have operations, 

Which be humours of revenge. 

Psf. Wile thou revenge ? 
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Ni. By Welkin and her Star. 

Pif, With wit, or fteel ? 

N:. With both the humors, I: 
{ will difcufs the humor of this Love to Ford: 

Pift. And I to Page thall eke unfold 
How Falstaffe ( Varletvile ) 

His Dove will prove : his gold willhold, 
And his foft Couch defile. 

Ni. My humor fhall not cool: I will incenfe Ford to 
deal with poyfon : I will poflefs Him with yellownefs, 
for the revolt of mine is dangerous: thatis my true hu- 
nor. 

P:ft, Thou art the Mars of Mole-contents : 1 fecond 
thee: troopon. Timani 








Scena Quarta. 


Enter Mistrefs Quickly, Simple, Fobn Rugby, Doctor 


Cains, Fenton. 


Qu. What, Fohn Rugby, I pray thee go to the cafement, 
and fee if you canfee my Mafter, Mafter Dottor Cains 


coming: if he do (faith ) and find any body in the 


houfe, here will be arnold abufiag of Gods patience, and 
the Kings Englith. 

Ru. Plego watch. 

Qu. Go, and we'll have a poffet for’ foon at night, 
(ìn faith ) atthe latcer end of a fea-coal fire: Anhoneft, 
willing, kind fellow, as ever fervane fhall come in honfe 
withal: and | warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed 


| bate : his worft faultis that he is given to prayer ; he is 


fomething peevifh that way: but no body, but has his 
fault : but let that pafs. Perer Simple you fay your name 


is. 

Si. I, for fault of a better. 

Qu. And Mafter Slender’s your Mafter ? 

Si. Iforfooth. 

Qu. Do’s he not wear a great round Beard, like a 
Glovers pairing-knife ? | 

Si. No forfooth : he hath but a little wee-face; with a 
little yellow Beard : a Cain-coloured Beard. 

Qu. A foftly-{priced man, is he not ? 

Si. I forfooth : but he is as tafl aman of his hands, as 
any is between this and his head ; he hath fought witha 
Warrener. 

Qu. How fay you: oh, I fhould remember him: doe’s. 
he not hold uphis head (as it were? Jand ftrutin his gate ? 

Si, Yes indeed doe’s he. 

Du. Well, heaven fend Anue Page no worfe fortune. 
Tell Mafter Paron Evans, I will do whatI can for your 
Matter: Anne is a good girl, and] wif 

Rez. Out alas: here comes my Mafter. 

Qu. We fhallall be fhent : Ran inhere, good young 
man: go into thisClofec: he will not ftay long: what 
Fohn Rugly ? Jobn : what Fohn I fay ? go Fehn, go en- 





quire for my Mafter, I doubt he be not well, that he comes’ 


not home : ( and down, down, adown'a, Ge: ) 

Ca, Vat is you fing? I do not like ‘des, toys: pray 
you go and vetch in my Clofec, unboyteen‘verd ; a Box, 
a greena Box: do intend vat I fpeak? a green-a. 
Box. 

Qu. I forfoothi'le fetch it you: 

[ amglad he went not in him(elf: if he had found the 
young man, he would have been horn mad. 

Ca. Fe, fe, fe, fe, moi foi, il fast for ehando, Ie manvo ia 
'e. Court la grand affaires. 

Qu. Is it this Sir? 

Ca. Ouy, mette le au mon pocket, de-pecch quickly : 

Vere is dat knave Rugby ? 
2u. What Fobn Rugby, Jobn? 


=. 
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Ru. Here Sir. 

Ca. You are Jobn Rugby, and you are Jack Rugby : 
Come, take-a your Rapier, and come after my heel to the 
the Court. 

Ru. "Tis ready fir, here in che Porch. 

Ca. By my trot Í tarry too long: od’s-me: gue ayje 
oublie: dere is fome Simples in my Clofet Ma 
for che varld I fhal a 

a. Ay-me,he’ll find the young man there, 

Ca. O Diable, Diable : a is it my Clofet ms A 
Villanie, La-roon: Rugby, my Ra pier. 

2u. Good Mafter be content. 

(a. Wherefore fhould I be content a ? 

Qu. The young manis an honeft man. 

_ Ca, What thall de honeft man doin my Clofet: dere 
is no honeft man dat fhallcome in my Clofet. 

Qu. I befeech you be not fo flegmatick : hear the 
truth of it. Hecameof an errand to me from Parfon 
Hugh. 

Ca. Vell. 

Si. I forfooth, to defire her to— 

Qu. Peace, I pray you. 

Ca, Peace-a-your-tongue, fpeak-a your Tale. 

Si. ‘To defire this honeft Gentlewoman ( your Maid) 
to fpeak a good word to Miftrefs Anne Page for my Ma- 
fter in the way of marriage. 

Qu. This isallindeed-la : but ile ne’re put my finger 
inthe fireand need not. 

Ca. Sit Hugh fend-a-you ? Rugby, ballow me fome Pa- 
per: tarry you a litcell-a-while. 

Qui. I am glad he is fo quiet : if he had been through- 
ly moved,you fhould have heard him fo loud,and fo me- 
lancholly : but notwithftanding man, I’le do for your ma- 
fter what good I can:and the very yea, and the no is, the 
French Doctor my Mafter, (I may call him my Malter, 
look you, for I keep his houfe; and I wath, ring, brew, 
bake, fcour, drefs meat and drink,make the beds, and do 
all my felf. ) 
| e: "Tis a great charge tocome under one bodies 
yand. 

Qui: Ate you a-vis'd o’that ? you fhall findit a great 
charge : and to be up early, and down late: but notwith- 
ftanding, (to tell youin your ear, [would have no words 
of it) my Mafter himfelf isin love with MiftrefS Anne 
Page : but notwithftanding that [know Annes mind,that’s 
neither here nor there. 

Cai. You, Jack’Nape: givie’a this Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by gar irisa fhallenge : -Iwill cut his troat in de Parke, 
and i will teach a {curvy Jack-a-nape Prieft to meddle or 
make: — you may begone: it isnot good vou tarry 
here; by garT will cut all his two ftones: by gar, he 
fhall not have a ftone to trow at his dog: 

Qui, Alas: he fpeaks but'for his friend: 

Cai. It is no matter’a ver dat: do not yon tell-a-me 
dat Ifhall have Anne Page for my felf? by gar, Ivill kill 
de Jack Prieft : and J have appointed mine Hoft of de 
Garterto meafure our weapon: by gar Iwill my felf 
have Ann Page. 

Qui. Sir, the maid loves you, and all fhall be well: We 
mutt give folks leave to prate: what the good-jer. 

Cai. Rugby, come to the Court with me: by gar, if J 
have not Arye Page, I fhall turn your head out of my 
door: follow my heels, Rugby. 

Qui. You fhall have Anne-fools head of your own, 
No, 7 know Anns mind for that: that never a woman in 
Windfor knows more of Anns mind than J do, nor can do 
more than I do with her, J thank Heaven. 

Fenton. Who’s within there, hoa ? 

Qui: Who’s there, J troa ? Come near the houfe Ipray: 

ou. 
Fen. How now ( good woman ) how doft thou? 

Qui. The better thar it pleafes your good Worfhip to 
ask. 


Fen; What news? how does pretty Miftrefs Anne ? 
Qui. In 
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Qui. Intruth Sir, and the ts precty, and honeft, and gen- 
icle, and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by the 
way, I praife heaven for it. 

Fen.Shall I do any good think’ft chou? fhall I not lofe my 

fuit? 
Dui. Troth Sir, all is in his hands above : but notwith- 
| tanding (Malter Fenton), 1'lebe {worn on a book fhe 
loves you: Have not your Worfhip a Wart above your 

Eye? 

Fan. Yes marry have I : what of that ? 

Qui. Well, thereby hangsa tale: good faith, it is fuch 
another Nan, but (I dereft) an honeft maid as ever broke 
i bread: we had an housstalk of that Wart: I fhall never 
laugh but in that maids company : but (indeed) fhe is gi- 
/ventoomuch to Allicholly and mufing, but for you 
Well go to 

Fen. Well: I fhall fee her to day: hold, there’s money for 
thee: Let me have thy voice in my behalf: if thou feeft her 
| before me, commend me 
| Qui. Will]? [faich chat we will: And I will tell your 

Worfhip more of the VVart, the next time we have confi- 
dence, and of other VVooers. 

Fen.-VVell: farewell: Iam in great hafte now. 

Qui. Farewell to your VVorhhip: truly an honeft Gentle 
iman : but Zyn loves him not: for | know Anns mind as well 
fasanother does: out upon’c: what have I forgot ? 
Exit. 

















Scena Prima. 


Afus Secundus. 


| Enter Miftris Page, Miftris Ford, Mafter Page, Mafter 
Ford, Piftol, Nym, Quickly, Hoft, Shallow. 


| Mif. Page. VVtiat, have I {cap’d Love-Letters in the 
| holyday-time of my beauty, and am Inow a fibyect for 
| them ? let me fee: 


‘Ask meno Reafonwhy I love you; for tho Love ufe Reafon 
for his Precsfian, he admitshim nos for his Cotmfellor : you are 
not young, no moream I: go tothen, theres [fympatby : youure 

i merry, JoamI: ha,la, then there’s more fympathy: .you love 
| Sack, fo do I: would you defire better fymparhy ? Let it fuffice 
| thee ( Miltris Page) at the laft if the Love of « Souldier can 
fuffice, that I love thee ; 1 will not fay pity mes ’tis not a Soul- 
dier-like phrafe, but I fay, love me: 

By me, thine own true Knight,by day or night: 

Or any kind of light, with ali bis might, 

For thee to fight. John Falftaffe. 


What a Herod of Fury isthis? O wicked, wicked world: 
| One that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, 

To fhow himfelf a young Gallanc ?- what unwayed 
Behaviour hath this Flemifh drunkard picket 

(Tth? devils name) out of my converfation, that dares in 
this manner aflay me? V Vhy,he hath not been thrice in my 
Company : what fhould I fay to him? I wasthen frugal of 
my mirth (heaven forgiveme): VVhy, le exiibir a Bill in 
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Mif, Page. What’s the matter, woman ? 

Mif. Ford. O woman! if it werenot for one trifling re- 
fi pml gould ca to fach honour. 

ij. Fage, Hang tbe trifle (woman), take t ; 
what is it? difpenfe with trifles : sre: it? g 

Mif. Ford. If 1 would but goto hell for an eternal mo- 
ment, or fo ; I] could be knighted. 

My. Page.What,thou lieft! Sir Alice Ferd! thefe Knights 
will hack, and fo thou fhould’ft nor alter the article of thy 
Gentry. 

Mi. Ford, We burnday-light, here, read, read: oer. 
ceive how! might be Knighted: I hall chink ~ worfe 
of fat men as long as I have an Eyeto make difference of 
mens liking ; and yer he would not fwear: praife Wo- 
mens modefty : and gave fuch orderly and well-behaved 
Reproof to all uncomelinefs, that I would have {worn 
his Difpofitioh would have gone to the cruch of his 
Words : but they do no more adhere, and keep place to- 
gether, thanthe Hundred Pfalms ro the Tune of Green- 
fleeves: What tempeft ( | trua) threw this Whale (with fo 
many Tunsof Oyl in his belly) a’ thore at Windfor ? How 
fhall Ibe revenged on him ? I think che beft Way were to 
entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of Luft have 
van him in his own greafe : Did you ever hear the 
ike 

Mif. Page, Letter for Letter; but.that the name of Page 
and Ford differs : to thy great comfort in this myftery’ of 
ll Opinions, here’s-the twin-brother of thy Letter: but 
let thine inherit firft ; for 1 proteft mine never fhall : [ war- 
rant he hath a choufand of thefe Letters, writ with blank. 
{pace for different names (fae more): and thefe are of the 
Second Edition : he will print chem out of doubr; for he 
cares not what he putsinto the Prefs, when he would put 
us two: I had rather be a Giantefs, and lie under Adount- 
Pelion: Well :1 will find youtwenry lafcivious Turtles e’re 
one chafte man. 

Mif. Forde Why, this is the very fame: the very hand : 
the very words: What doth he think of us ? 

Mif Page Nay, I know not: it makes me almoft rea- 
dy to wrangle with minesown Honelty : l'le entertain 
my felf like one that I am not acquainted withal : for 
fure unlefs he knew fome Strain in me, that I know 
not my felf, he would never have boorded me in this 
tury. 

Mif. Ford. Boording, call it you? l'le befure to keep 
him abovė deck. 

Mif.Page. So will I: if he come under my hatches, l'le ne- 
ver to Sea again: Let’s be reveng’d on him; let’s appoint 
him a meeting : give him a fhow of comfort in his fuit; and 
lead him on with a fine baited delay, tillhe hath pawn’d 
his horfes3o mine Hoft of the Garter. 

Mif-Ford. Nay, I will confent to actany Villany againft 
him that may not fully thecharinefs of our honefty : Oh 
that my husband {aw this Letter:it would give eternal food 
to his yealoufie. 

Mi. Page. VVhy, look where he comes: and my good 
man too: he’s as far from jealoufie as I am) from gi- 
ving lum caufe, and that (I hope) isan unmeafurable di- 
ftance. 

Mif: Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mif: Page. Lets confilt together againft this greafie 


‘the Parliament for the puctingdownof men: how fhall | Knight : Come hither. 


I be reveng’d onhim? for reveng’d I will be, as fure as his 
guts are made of puddings. 


Ford. VVell: I hope it be not fo. 
Pit. Hope isa curtal-dog in fome afiairs. 


Mif. Ford. Miftris Page, truft me, | was going to your | Sir ‘feb attects thy Wife. 


houfe. 
| Mif. Page. And truft me, I was coming toyon: you look 
| very ill. 
| Mij: Ferd. Nay, lle ne’re believe that 
to the contrary. 
Mif. Page. ’Faith bur you do, in my mind, 


Ford. VVhy fir, thy Wife isnot young. _ 
Pift. He wooes both high and low, both rich and poor, 
both young and old, and one with another (Ferd) be loves 


; IT have to fhew | thy Gally-mawfry ( Ford) perpend. 


Ford. Love my Wife? 
Pift. V Vith liver burning hot: prevent, 


Mf: Ford. VVell: | dothen: yet 1 fay, Lcould fhew |Or gothou likeSir Aeon, with = 
you to the contrary: O Miftris Page, give me foe coun- | Ring-wood at chy heets: O, odious is the name 


fel. 


Ford. VV hat name, Sir ? 


Pif 


= 
qo 
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Pift. The horn, I fav: Farewell: 
Take heed, have open Eye; for thieves do foot by night. 
Take heed e’re fummer comes, or Cuckoo-birds do fing. 
Away fir Corporal Nim. 
Believe it (Page), he fpeaks fence. f 

Ford. I will be patient : I will find out this. ' 

Nim. And thisistrue: Ilike not the humor of lying: 
he hath wrong’d me in fome humours: I fhould have born 
the humour’d Letter to her: but! have a fword, and it fha Il 
bite upon my necefficy : he loves your Wife; There’s the 
{hort and the long : My name is Corporal Nim : I {peak it, 
and J avouch, ‘tis true: my nameis Nim: and Faltaffe 
| loves your Wife: adieu :Tlove not the humour of bread 
| and checfe: adieu. 
| Page. The humour of ic (quoth’a) ? here’s a fellow 
| frighes Englifh out of his Wits. - 

Ford. Twill feek out Falfaffe. 

Page. t never heard fuch a drawling affecting Rogue. 

Ford. If Ido find it: Well. 

Page. I will not believe fuch a Cataian, tho the Prieft 
o’ tk’ Town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. >Twas a good fenfible fellow: Well. 

Page. Hownow Meg? 

Mij» Page. VVhither go you (George)? hark you. 

Mif. Ford. How now ({weet Frank), why art thou me- 
lancholly ? 

Ford. Imelanchofly ! 1am not melancholly : 
Get you home, go. 

Mif. Ford. Faith, thou haft fome crotchets in thy head. 
Now: will you go, Miftris Page ? 
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Sbal. Will you go with us to behold it? 
hath had the meafiring of their Weapons 
hath appointed them contrary places : 
hear the Parfon is no Jefter: Hark, I will 
fport fhall be. 

Hof, Haft thou no fuit againft my Kni | - 
5 Oe - g y Knight, my gueft 

Shal None;I proteft; but I’le give you a pottle ofburn'd 
Sack to give me recourfe to him, and tell him my name is 
Broom: only fora Jeft. | 

Hof. My hand (Bully): thou fhalt have egrefs and re- 
grefs (faid I well)? and thy name thall be aa It ed 
merry Knight: will you go an-heirs? 

Shal. Have with you, mine Hott, 

Page, Ihave heard che Frexch-man hath 
Rapier. 

_ Shal. Tut, fir: I could have told you more: In thefe 
times you ftand on diftance: your Pafles, Stoccado’s 
and I know not what: "tis che heart (Mafter Page): cis 
here, tis here: 1 have feen the time, with m long- 
Son 1 would have made you four tall fellows skip like 

ats. 

Hoft. Here boys, here: thal] we wa g? 

/ Soga; Have with you: Ihad rather hear them {cold than 

ghe. 
_ Ford. Tho Page bea fecure fool, and ftand fo firmly on 
his Wives frailty ; yet I cannot put off my opinion fo eafi- 
ly : fhe was in his company at Page’s houfé: and what they 
made there, I know not. Well: [ will look further into ti 
and [ have adifguife to found Falfaffe : if | find her honeft, 


My merry Hoft 
; and (I think) 
for (believe me) | 
tell you what our 


good skillin his 


Mif.Page. Have with you: you’l come to dinner, George?}1 lofe not my labour: if fhe be otherwife, ’tis labour wel] 
Look who comes yonder : fhe fhall be our Meflenger to| beftowed. 


this paltry Knight. 

Mif, Ford. Truftme, I thought onher : fhe’le fit it. 

Mif. Page. You are come to fee my daughter Ann ? 

Qui. I forfooth: and I pray how do’s good Miftris 
Ann? 

Mif, Page. Goin with us and fee : we have an hours talk 
with you. 

Page. How now, Mafter Ford. 

Ford, You heard what this Knave teld me, did you not ? 

Page. Yes: and you heard what the other told me? 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Pace. Hang ’em flaves : Ido not think the Knight would 
offer it: but thefe thacaccufe himin ‘his intent towards our 
Wives, are a Yoke of his difcarded men: very Rogues now 
they be out of fervice. 

Ford. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. 1 likeit never che better for that. 

Do’s he lie at the Garter? 

Page. Imarry do’s he : if he fhould intend this Voyage 
toward my Wife, I would turn her loofe to him; and what 
he gets more of her than fharp words, let it lie on my 
head. 
© Ferd: 1 donot mifdoubt my Wife : but I would be loath 
to turn them together: a man may be too confident: |! 
would have nothing lie on my head: I cannot be thus fa- 
tisfied. À 

Page. Look where my ranting-Hoft of the Garter 
comes: there is either liquor in his pate, or money in 
his purfe, when he looks fo merrily: How now mine 
Hoft ? 

Hoft. How now Bully-Rooke: thou’rta Gentleman Ca- 
valerio-Juftice, | fay. 

Shal. 1 follow (mine Hoft), I follow: Good even, and 
twenty (good Matter Page). Mafter Page, will you go with 
us? Wehave fport in hand. 

Host. Tell him, Cavalerio-Juftice: tell him Bully- 
Rook. 2 

Shal. Sir. there is a fray to be fought between Sir Hugh, 
the Welch-Prieft, and Caius, the French-Doctor. 

Ford. Good mine Hoft o’ th’ Garter, a word with you. 

Hoff. What fai’ft thou, my Bully-Rook ? 


Exeunt. 








Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falftafte, Piftol, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 
Ford. 


Fal. Twill not lend thee a penny. 
Pift. Why then the World’s mine Oyfter, whichI, with | 
fword will open. 

Fal. Not a penny : I have been content (Sir) you fhould 
lay my countenance to pawn: I have grated upon my 
good friends for three Reprieves for you, and vour Coach- 
fellow, Nem; or elfe you had look’d through the grate, 
like a Gemeny of Baboons : I am damn’d in hell for fwear- 
ing to Gentlemen, my friends, you were good Soldiers, |. 
and tall fellows. And when Miftris Briget loft the han- 
dle of her Fan, 1 took’t upon mine honour thou hadft it 


not. 

Pif. Did’ thou not fhare? had’ft thou not fifteen 
pence? 

Fal. Reafon, you Rogue, Reafon: think’ft thou Ple 
endanger my foul, grates? Ataword: hang no more about 
me; I am no Gibbet for you: go, a fhort knife. and a 
throng, to your Mannor of Pickt-batcht : go, yow’l not 
bear a Letter forme, you Rogue : you ftand upon your 
honour: Why (thou unconfinable bafenefs), itis as much 
as Icando tokeepthe term of my honour precife: I, 1: 1| 
my felf fometimes, leaving the fear of heaven onthe left 
hand, and hiding mine honour in my neceffity, am fain 
to fhuffle, to hedg, and to lurch; and yet, you Rogue, 
will enfconfe your Rags, your Cat-a-Mountain-looks,your 
Red Lattice Phrafes, and your bold-beating-Oaths, under | 
the fhelter of yourhonour: you willnot doit, you. | 

Piff. 1 do relent: What would thou more of man ? 

Rol. Sir, here’s a Woman would {peak with you. 

Fal, Let her approach. 

Quiz, Give your Worfhip good morrow. 
Fal. 
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Fal. Good morrow, good wife. 

9 ui. Not fo, and’t pleafe your Worfhip. 

Fal Good maid then. 

2u. Ple be fworn, 

As my mother was the firft hour [ was born. 

Fal. Ido believe the fwearer: what with me ? 

Qui. Shall | vouchfafe your VVorfhip a word or two? 

Fal. Twothoufand (fair woman), and l'le vouchfafe 
thee the hearing. 

Qui. There is one Miftris Ford (Sir): I pray come a 
little nearer this ways: I my felf dwell with M. Doctor 
Caius. 

Fal. Well, on: Miftris Ford, you fay. 

Du. Your Worfhip fays very true: 1 pray your Worfhip 
come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant tbee no body hears: mine own people, 
mine own people. 

Dus, Are they fo? Heaven blefs them, and make them 
his fervants. 

Fal. Well. Miltris Ford ; what of her? 

Qi. Why, Sir, fhe’s a gocd creature: lord, lord, your 
Worthip’s a wanton: well: heaven forgive you, and all of 
fa ipray—— 

_ Fal. Miftris Ford: come, Miftris Ford. 

Qui, Marry, thisis the fhort and the long of ic: you 
have brought her into fuch a Canaries, as ‘tis: wonderfill : 
the beft Courtier of them all (when the Court lay at 
Windfor) could never have brought her to fich a Cana- 
ry: yet there has been Knights, and Lords and Gentle- 
men, with their Coaches:[ warrant vou Coach after Coach, 
letter after letter, gift after gift, {melling fo fweetly ; all 
musk ;. and fo rufhling, I warrant you, in filk and gold, 
and in fuch alligant terms, and infuch wine and fugar of 
the beft, and the faireft, that would have won any womans 
heart: and I warrant you they could never get an Eye- 
wink of her: I had my felf twenty Angels given me this 
morning; but Idefie all Angels (in any fuch fort as they 
fay) but in the way of honefty: and | warrant you they 
could never get her.fo much as fip on a Cup with the 
proudeft of themall ; and yet there has been Earls ; nay 
(which is more), Penttoners, but | warrant youall is one 
with her. 

Fal. But what fays fheto me? be brief my good fhe- 
Mercury. 

Qui. Marry, the hath receiv’d your Letter ; for the 
which fhe thanks youa thonfand times , and fhe gives you 
to notifie, that her husband will be abfence from his houfe 
between ten and eleven. 

Fal. Tenand eleven. 

Qui. 1, forfooth : and then you may come and fee the 
picture (fhe fays) that you wot of: Mafter Ford, her huf- 
band, will be from home: Alas! the {weet woman leads an 
ill life with him: he’s a very jealoufie-man, fhe leads a very 
frampold life with him (good heart). 

Fal. ‘Ten and eleven: 

Woman, commend me to kerz l will not fail her. 

Qui. Why, you fay well: But Ihave another meflenger 
to your Worfhip: Miftris Page has her hearty commen- 
dations to you too: and !et me tell youin your ear, fhe’s 
as fartuous a civil modeft Wifc, andone (I tell you) that 
will not mifS you morning,;nor evening prayer, asany isin 
Windfor, who e’re be the other: and fhe bad me tell your 
Worfhip, that her husband is feldom from home ; but fhe 
hopes there will come a time. never knew a woman fo doat 
uponaman; furely I think you have Charms, la: yes in 
truth. 

Fal. NotI, laffure thec ; fetting the attraction of my 
good parts afide, I have no other Charms. 

Qui, Blefling on your heart for’t. 

Fal. ButI pray thee tell me this : has Ford’s Wife, and 
Page's Wife acquainted each other how they love me ? 

ui. That were a jet indeed: they have not fo little 
grace l hope , that were a trickindeed : But Miftris Page 
would defire you to fend her your little Page, of all loves: 
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her husband hasa marvellous infeclion to the little Page: 
and truly Mafter Page isan honeft man: never a Wife in 
Windfor leads a better life than the do’s: do what the will 

fay what the will, take all, pay all, go to bed when fhe lilt, 
rife when fhe lift; all is as the will. and truly the deferves 
it; for if there bea kind woman in Wmdfir, fhe is one : vou 
muft fend her your Page ; no Remedy. . 

Fal. Why, Twill. 

Quite Nay, but do © then, and, look you, he may come 
and go between you both: andinany cafe, have a nay- 
word, that you may know one anothers mind, and the 
boy never need to underftand any thing ; for ’tis not good 
that children fhould know any wickednef: old folks, 
you know, have difcretion, as they fay, and know the 
World. 

Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them both : there’ 
my purfe , !amyet thy debtor: Boy, go along with this 
woman: this news diftracts me. 

Pif. This Punk isone of Cupid's Carriers : 

Clap on more fails, purfue; up with your fights : 
Give fire: fhe is my prize ; or Ocean whelm them all. 

Fal. Saift chou fo (old Fack )? Go thy ways: Ple 
make more of thy old body than I have done : will tiey- 
yet look after thee? Wilt thou afier the expence of fo 
much money, be now a gainer? good body, I thank thee : 
let them fay, ’tis grofly done, fo it be fairly done, no mat- 
ter. 

Bar. Sir Fohn, there's one Mafter Broom below would 
fain fpeak with you, and be acquainted with you, and hath 
fent your Worfhipa mornings dranght of Sack. 

Fal. Broom ishis name ? 

Baft. 1 Sir. 

Fal. Callhimin: fuch Brooms are welcome to me. that 
o’reflows firch liquor :ah, ah, Miftris Ford and Miftris Page, 
have | cncompaffed you ? go to, via. 

Ford, Blefs you, fir. 

Fal. And you, fir : would you {peak with me ? 

Ford. I make bold co prefs with {ò little preparation up- 
on you. 

Fal. Your welcome: what’s your will? Give us leave, 
Drawer. 

Ford. Sir, lam a Gentleman that have fpent much ; my 
name is Broom. 

Fal. Good Mafter Broom, [ defire more acquaintance 
of yon. 

Ford. Good Sir Fobn, I fue for yours: notto charge 
you ; for | muft let you underttaud. I chink my felf in 
becrer plight for a Lender, than you are: the which 
hath fomething emboldned me to this nnfeafon'd intrun- 
on: for they fay,if money go before, all ways do lie o- 

en. 
s Fal. Money is a good Soldier (fir), and will on. 

Ferd. Troth and I have a bagof money here tronbles 
me ; if you will help to bear it (Sir Fehr), take all, or half, 
for cafing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, l know not how I may deferve to be your Por- 
ter. 
Ford. I willtell you, Sir, if you will give me the kear- 


ng. 
Sal. Speak (good Matter Broom): I fhall be glad to be 
your fervant. 

Ford. Sir, | hear you are a Scholar (1 wall be brief with 
you) and you have been a nian long known to me, tho | 
had never fo good means as delire, to make my felf ac- 
quainted with you. I thall difcover a thing to you where- 
m l muft very much lay open minc own imperfection: but 
(good Sir Fobx ) asyou have one eye upon my follies. as 
you hear them unfolded, turn another inso the Regifter 
of your own, that I may pats with a Reproof the cati- 
er, fith you your felf know how cafie it ts ro be fuch an 
Offender, 

Fal. Very well, fir, proceed. 

Ford. There is aGentlewoman in this Town, her hut 
band’s name is Ferd. 
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Fal. Well, fir. 
Ford. Lhavelongilov’d her and I proteft to you, beftow- 


ed much on her; followed her with a doating obfervance: 
ingrofs'd opportunities to meet her: fee’d every flight oc- 
ealon that could but niggardly give me fight of her: not 
only bought many prefents to give her, but have given 
largely to many, to know what fhe would have given: 
Briefiy,| have purfu’d her as Love hath purfiied me, which 
hath been on the wing of all occafions: but whatfoever T 
have merited, either in my minä, or in my means, meed I 
am {tire I have received none, unlefs experience be a Jewel 
that I have purchafed at an infinite rate, and that hath 
taught me to fay this : 


t Loue likea fhadow flies, when fubftance Love purfues ; 
“& Purfuing that that flies, and flying what purfues. 


Fal Have you recciv’d no promife of fatisfaction at her 
hands ¢ 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have vou importun’d her to fuch a purpofe ? 

For. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your Jove then? 

Ford. Like a fair houfe built on anotherman’s ground ; 
fo chat | have loft my -Edifice , by miftaking the place 
where [ erected it. aa 

Fal. To what purpofe have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you all: 
Some fay, that tho fhe appear honeft to me, yet in other 
places fhe enlargeth her mirth fo far, that there is hrewd 
Conttruétion made of her. Now (Sir ‘fobn) here is the 
lieart of my purpofe: Youare a Gentleman of excellent 
Breeding, admirable Difcourfe, of great admittance, Aut: 
thentick in your Place and Perfon, generally allow’d for 
your many War-like, Court-like, and Learned Preparati- 
ons. 

Fal. OSir! | : 

Ford. Believe it ; for you know it : there is money ; fpend 
it, fpend it, fpend moré : fpend all I have ; only give me fo 
much of your time in exchange of it, as to lay anamiable 
fiege to the honelty of this Ford’s Wife: ufe your Art of 
wooing; Winher ro confent ro you: if any man may, you 
may as foon as any. 

Fal -Would it apply well to the vehemence of your 
Affection , that I fhould win what you would en 
joy ? Methinks you preferibeto your felf very prepofte 

fly. 
Ford. O, underftand my drift: fhe dwells fo fecurely on 
the Excellency of herhonour, thatthe folly of my foul 
dares not prelent it feif; as fhe is too bright to be look’d a 
gaint. Now could I come to her with any detection in 
my hand ; my defires had inftance and argument to com- 
mend themfelves ; 1 could drive her then from the ward of 
her Purity, her Reputation, her Matriage-Vow, and a 
thoufand other her defences, which now are t00-t00 
ftrongly embattailed againft me: what fay‘you to’t,: Sir 
Le i 
A Matter Breom, Iwill firit make bold with your.mo- 
ney ; next, give me your hand ; and laft; aslam a Gentle- 
man, you fhall,if you will, enjoy Ford’s Wile. 

Ford. O good ie 

al. l fay, you thali. 

w Wari no money ( Sir ‘fobs ): you fhall want 
ae Want no Adstris Ford (Mafter Broom): you fhall 
waut none: fhall be wich her (I may tell you) by her own 
appointment : even as you came into me, her affiftant, or 
go-berweens parted from me’: Ifay,1 fhall be with her be- 
tween ten ard eleven: for at that time the jealous-rafcal- 
lv-knave, her husband, will be forth : come you to me at. 
night, you fhall know I fpeed. 
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yet! wrong him, w call him poor: they fay, the jealou¢ 
wittolly-knave hath mafles of money ; for the which his 
Wife feems to me Well-favour’d. I will ufe her-as the key 
of the Cuckold-Rogués Coffer; and there’s my Harveft- 
home. l 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, fir, that you might avoid 
bim, if you faw hin. S 

Fal, Hang him, mechanical-falt-butter Rogue; I will 
ftare him ont of -his Wits: I willawe him with-my Cud- 
gel: it fhall hang like a Meteor o’re the Cuckold’s ‘horns: 
Mafter Broom, thou fhale know I will predominate over 
the Pezant, and thou fhale lie with his Wife. Cometome 
foon at night: Ford’s a Knave, and ! will aggravate his fille: 
thou (Måfter Broom) fhalt know him for Knave aid Cuc- 
kold : Come to me foon at night. | eae 

Ford. What a damn’d Epicurean Rafcal is this? my 
heart is ready to crack wich impatience: Who (ays this is 
improvident jealoufie? my Wife hath fentto him, the hour 
is fixt, the match is made: would any man have thought 
this ? fee the hell of having a falfe woman: my Bed thall be 
abus’d, my Coffers ranfack’d, my Reputation gnawn ar, 
and I fhall not only receive this villainous wrong, but ftand 
under the adoption of abominable terms, and by him that 
does me this wrong Terms, Names: Amaimon founds well: 
Lusifer well:Barbafon well-yet they are Devils additions,the 
riames of fiends: But Cuckold, VVittol, Cuckold: the Devil 
himfelf hath not fuch a Name.Page isan Afs,a fecure Afs 
he will truft his VVifeshe will not be jealous : I will rather 
truft a Fleming with my Butter, Parlon Hugh, the Welch- 
man, with my Cheefe, an Irifh-man with my Aaua-vire bot- 
tle, ora thief to walk my ambling gelding, thanmy VVife 
with her felf: Then fhe plors, then fhe rominates, then fhe 
devifes: and what they think in their hearts they may ef- 
fect, they will break their hearts but they will effect. Hea- 
ven be prais’d for my jealoufie : Eleven o’ clock the hour: 
[ will prevent this, detectmy VVife, be reveng’d on Fal- 
Staffe, and laugh at Page: I willabonrit ; better three hours 
too foo than a minute too late: fie, fie, fie: Cuckold, Cuc: 
kold, Cuckold. Exit. 








Scena Tertia. 


Enter Caius, Rugby, Shallow, Slender, 
Page, Hoft. 


Caius. fack Rugby. 

Rug. Sir. 

Cai. Vat is de clock, Fack? 

Rug. ’Tis paft the hour (Sir) that Sir Hugh promis’d to 
meet, 

Ca. By gar, he has fave his foul, dat he is no come: he 
has pray his Pible well, dathe isnocome: by gar (Fack 
Rugby) he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. He is wile, fir :he knew your VVorfhip would kill 
him, ifthe came. 

Cai. By gar, de herring is nodead fo as I vill kif] him: 
take your Rapier (Fack ), t vill tell you how I vill kill 
him. 


Rug. Alas, fir, I cannot fence. 

Cai. Villany, take your Rapier. 

Rug. Forbear :here’s company. 

Hoft. Blefs thee, bully- Doctor. 

Shal, ‘Save you, Mr. Doctor Caius. 

Page. Now, good Mr. Doétor. 

Sten. ’Give you good morrow, fir. 

Cai. Vat beall you; one, two, trees, four, come for ? 
Aft. To fee thee fight, to fee the foigne, to fee thee 


Ford. 1am bleft in your acquaintance: Do you know traverfe, to fee thee here, to fee thee there, to fee thee 


Ford, Sir? 


pafs thy Puncto, thy Stock, thy Reverfé, thy Diftance, 


Fal. Hang him (poor Cuckoldly knave) 1 knowhim not./thy Montant: Ishe dead, my Erbiopian? is he dead, my 


Fran- 
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Francifco? ha, Bully ? VVhatfays my E/culapias? my Gal- 
ten? my heartof Elder? ha? Is he dead. bully-Srale ? Is 
he dead? 


Cai, By gar; heis de Coward- Fack-Prieft of de vorld : | 


he is not fhow his face. 

Hoft. Thou arta Caftalion-king-Urinal: Hector of Greece 
(my boy) 

Cai, | pray you bear witnefs, that mec have flay fix or 
feven, twotree hours for him, and he is no-come. 

Shal. Heis the wifer man.(Mr. Doétor): he is a curer of 
fouls, and youa curer of bodies: if you fhould fight, you 
go againft the hair of your proteffions: is it not true, Ma- 
fter Page? | 

Page. Mafter Shallew, you have your felf beena great 
fighter, tho now aman of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho I now be oid, and of 
peace, if Ifee a fword out, my finger itches to makeone ; 
tho we are Juftices, and Doctors, and Church-men (Mr. 
Page), we have fome faltof our Youth in us; we are the 
Sons of Women (Mr. Page). 

Page. Tis true, Mr. Shallow, 

Shal. Ie will be found fo (Mr. Page) Mr. Doctor Caius, 
{am come to fetch you home: lam fworn of the Peace : 
you have fhew’d your felf a wife Phyfician, and fir Hugh 
hath fhown himfelf a wife and patient Church-man: you 
muft go with me, Mr. Doctor. | 

Heft. Pardon, Gueft-Juftice ;a Mounfieur Mock-water. 

Cat. Mock-water ? vatis dat? ; 

Heft. Mock-waier, in our-Exglifh Tongue, is Valour 

Bully}. 
i A By gar, then Ihave as much Mock-water as de Ew- 
glifh-man : {curvy-Jack-dog Prieft: by gar, me vill cut his 
Ears. 

Hoft. He wili clapper-claw thee tightly (Bully). 

Cai. Clapper de-claw ? vat isdat ? 

Hoff. hac is, he will make thee amends. 

Cai. By gar, me do look he fhall clapper-de-claw me ; 
forby gar, me vill have it. 

Hoft. And I will provoke him to’t, or let him wag. 

Cai. Me tanck you for dat. 

Hoff. And moreover (Bully): but firft, Mr. Guef, and 
Mr. Page, and eek CavalerioSlendr, goyou through the 
Town to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Hoff. Heis.there: fee whathumour he isin: and I will 
bring the Doctor about the Fields: Will it do well ? 

Shal. We will do it. 

All. Adieu, good Mr. Dottor. 

(ai. By gar, me vill kill de Prieft ; for he {peak for a Jack- 
an Ape to nn Page. 

Hoff. Lethim die: theath thy impatience : throw cold 
Water on thy Choller: go about the Fields with-me 
through Frogmore, L will bring thee where Miftris Aun 
Page is, ata Farm-houfe a feafting ; and thou fhalt woo her: 
Cride-game, faid I well? 

Cai.: By gar, me dank you vordat: by gar I love you: 
and I fhall procure’a you de good Gueft: de Earl, de 
Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my. patients. 

Hoff. For the which, I will be thy adverfary toward Aun» 
Page: faid I welt? 

Cai. By gar, ‘tis good : vell faid. 

Hoff. Let us wag then. 

Come at my heels Fack Rugby. 








Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoft, Caius 
Rugby. a 


Evan. I pray you now, good Matter Slender’s ferving- 


Exeunt. . 


ne ea ma a by your name; which way have 
ou look’ iméelf Deé 
a ok’d for Matter Cains, chat callehimée!f Deéler of Foy- 

Sim. Marry fir, the Pitty-swary, thé Park-ward ; over 
nt : old Windfir way, and every way but tke Town 
way. 

Evan. 1 moft fehemently defire you, youwill alfo look 
that way. - 

im. I will, fir. 

Evan..’Plefé my foul: how full of Chotlars Iam, and 
trempling of mind: I hall be glad if he havedeceived me. | 
how melanchollies lam? | wil] Knog his Urina's a! out his 
Knaves Coftard, when I have good rprortunities for tke 
orke : *Plefs my foul: Jo fralliay Kivers to whofe falls, mele- 
dicus Birds fings Madrigalls : there will we make cur Peds of 
Rofes, and a thoufard fragrant prfies : To Shall : °Mercy on 
me, Ihavea great difpofitionto cry. Adelodious birds firg 
Madrigal When as I fat in Pabilon sand a ihculand va- 
gram Pofies. To fhallov, Ge. 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way; Sir Hugh. 

Ev. He’s welcome : To foallew Rivers, zc whife falls. 
Heaven profper the right: Wha Weapons is hie ? 

Sim. No Weapons, fir: there comes my Mafter, Mr. 
Shallow, and another Gentleman, from Frogmore, over tbe 
ftile, this way. ; 

Ev. Pray you giye me my Gown, orele keepit in your 
arms. Enter All. 

Shal. How now, Mafter Parfon? Good morrow good 
Sir Hugh: keep a Gamefter from the dice, and a good Stu 
dent from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah {weet Ann Page 

Page, save you, good Sir Hugh. 

Ev. ’Plefs you froin his'mercy- fake, all of you. 

Shal. What? the Sword and the Word ? 
Do you ftudy them both, Mr. Parjon? 

Page. And youthful till, in your doublet and hofe, this 
raw-ramatick day ? 

Ev. There ts Reafons and Caufes for it 

Page. We are come to you, to doa good Office, Mr. Par- 
673 » 
Ev. Fery well: What isit ? 

Page. Yonder is a moft Reverend Gentleman, who (te- 
like) having received Wrong by fome perfon, is at moft 
odds with hisown Gravity and Patience, that evcr you 
faw. 

Sbal. Ihave lived fourfcore years, and upward : I never 
heard aman of his Place, Gravity and Learning, fo wide 
of his own Refpect. 

Ev. Whatis he? 

Page. I think you know him; Mr. Doctor Caius, the re. 
nowned French Phyfician 

Ev. Gots Will, and his Paffionof my heart: I had as 
lief you fhould tefl me of a mefé of Porredg. 

Page. Why ? 

Ex. He has no more knowledg in Hisecrates and Galen, 
and he is a Knave befides; a cowardly, Knave as you would 
defire to be acquainted withal. 

Page. | warrant you, -le’s the man fhould fight with 
him. 

Slen. O {weet Ann Page. Enter Caius. 

Shal.It appears fo by his Weapons: keep them afunder : 
-here comes Doétor Caius. 

Page. Nay, good Mr. Parfon, keep in your Weapon. 

Sbal. Sodo you, good Mr. Doctor. 

He/?. Difarm them, and let them queftion : let them keep 
their Limbs whole, and hack our Englifh. 

Cai. I pray you let a.me fpeaka word with your Ear ; 
Wherefore vill you not meet-a me? 

Ev. Pray you ufe your Patience in good time. 

Cai. By gar, you are de Coward : de Feck Dog: Febs 





Pe Pray you let us not be laughing-ftocks to other mens 
humours: I defire you in friendthip, and will one way or 
other make you amends :-1 will knog your your Urinal a- 
bout your knaves Cogs-comb. Cai. 
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Cai. Diable Fack Rugby, mine Hoft de“Farteer, have I not 

ftay for him, to killhim? have 1 not at de place I did ap- 
oint? 

i Ev. AsI am a Chriftians-foul, now look you ; this is the 
p'ace appointed; Ple be judgment by mine Hof of the 
Garter. 

Hoeft. Peaces Ifay, Gallia and Ganl, French and Welch, 
Soul Curer and Body-Curer. 

Cai. [dat is very good, excellant. 

Hof. Peace, I fay : hear mine Hoft of the Garter : 
Am I polititk ? am Ifubtle? amla Machivel 2 | 
Shall I lof my Doctor? No: he gives me the Potions:.and 
the Motions. Shall Tlofe my Parfon? my Prieft? my Sir 
Hugh? No: he gives me the Proverbs and the No-verbs. 
Give me thy hand (Celeftial) fo : Boys of Art, I have decei- 
ved you boti: Ihave directed ‘you to wrong places: your 
hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let burnd- 
Sack bethe iflue : come, lay their fwords to pawn: Follow. 
me, Lad of peace; follow, follow, follow. 

Shal. Truftme, a mad Hof : follow, Gentlemen, fol- 
low. 

Slen. O fweet Ann Page. 
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and our revolted Wives fhare damnation together, Well: 
Iwill take him, then torture my Wife, pluck tne borrow- 
ed Vail of modefty from the fo feeming Mift. Page, di- 
vulge Page. himfelf for a fecure and wilful e4 feo, lind 
to thefe violent proceedingsiall my neighbours fhall cry 
aim. TheClock givesmemy Qu, and mv affurance bids 
me fearch; there I fhatl find Falfaffe: 1 fhall be rather 
praifed for this than mocked; for it is as pofitive as the 
Earth is firm, that Falfaffc isthere: 1 will go. 

Shal. Page, @c. Well met, Mr. Ford. . 

Ford. Truft me, a good knot : Ihave good cheer at home 
and | pray yon all go with me. 

Shal. I muftexcufe my felf, Mr. Ford. 

Slen. And fo muft I, Sir; Á 
We have appointed todine with Miftris Anr, 

And I would not break with her for more money 
Than lle fpeak of. 

Shal. VVehave linger’d about a match between Ann 
Page and my Coufin Slender, and this day we fhall have 
our anfwer. 

Slen. hope Ihave your good Will, father Page. 

Page. You have, Mr. Slender, 1 ftand wholly for you, 


Cai. Ha’ dol perceive dat? Have you make a-de-fot of |butmy V Vife (Mafter Doctor) is for you alrogether. 


us, ha,ha? A 

Evan. This is well, he has made us his vlowting-ftog :4 
defire you that we may be friends: and let us knog our 
prains together, to be revenge on this fame {call fcurvy- 
cogging-companion, the Hoft of the Garter. 

Cai. By gar, with all my heart: he promife to bring me 
where is Ann Page ; by gar, he deceive me too. 

Evan. Well, | will fmite his noddles: pray you fol- 


low. 





Scena Secunda, 


Mif. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Slender, 
Hoft, Evans, Caius. 


Mift. Page, Nay, keep your way Clittle Gallant): you 
were wont to bea Follower; bit now you are a Leader : 
whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your Ma- 
fter’s heels? 

Reb. Thad rather (forfooth) go before you like aman, 
than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mi. Pa. Oyou are a flattering boy ; now] fee you'lbea 
Courtier. 

Ford. Well met, Miftris Page > whether go you?. 

M. Pa. Truly Sir, to fee your Wife: is fhe at home ? 


Ford.1, and as idle as fhe may hang together for want of 


company : I thinkif your husbands were dead, you two 
would marry. 

M. Pa. Be fure of tbat, two other husbands. 

Ford. Wherehad you this pretty Weather-cock ? 

M. Pa. ï cannot tell what (the dickens) his name is my 
husband had him of:What do you call your Knight’s name, 
firrah ? 

Rob. Sit Fobn Falftaffe. 

M. Pa. He he $I can never hit onhis name ; there is fuch 
a league between my good man and he: Is your Wife at 
home indeed ? 

Ford, Indeed fhe is. 

M. Pa. By your leave, fir ; I am fick till I fee her. 

Ford. Has Page any brains? Hath he any eyes? Hath 
he any thinking ? Sure they fleep ; he hath no ufe of them: 
why, this boy will carry a Letter twenty mile, as eafie as a 
Cannon will fhoot point-blank twelve fcore : he pieces out 
his Wives inclination : he gives her folly motion and advan- 
tage ; and now fhe’s gomg tomy Wife, and Falfaffe’s boy 
with her: Aman may hear this fhower fing in the wind ; 
and Falftaffe’s boy with her : good plois; they are laid, 


Cai, 1, be gar.and de Maid is love-a-me: my nurth-a- 
Quickly tell j fo mufh. TNA 

Hof. VV hat fay vou to young M. Fenton ? He capers, 

he dances; he has Eyesof Youtli: he writes Verfes, he 
{peaks Holyday, hefmells April and May, he will carry’t, 
he will carry’e, ‘tisin his buttons, he will carry’r. 
_ Page. Not by iny confent! promife you : The Gentleman 
is of no having, he kept company wich the wild Prince 
and Poinz,: heisof too high a Region, he knows too much: 
no, he fhall not knic a knotin his Fortunes, with the finger 
of my fubftance: if he take her, let him cakeher fim ply : rhe 
VVealth I have waits on my confént, and my confent goes 
not that way. 

Ford Tbefeech you heartily, fome of you go home with 
me to dinner: befides your cheer you fhall have fport; J will 
fhew you a Monfter: Mr. Doctor, you fhall go, fo thall you 
Mr. Page, and you Sir Hugh. 

Shal. V Vell, fare you well : 

VVe fhall have the freer wooing at Mr. Page’s. 

Cai. Go home ‘fobu Rugby, 1 come anon 

Hoft. Farewell my hearts: Iwill to my honet Knight, 
Falftaffe, and drink Canary with him. 

_ Ford: 1 think | fhall drink in Pipe-VVine firft with him : 
Ple make him dance. VVillyou go, Gentles ? 


AH. Have with you to fee this Monfter, Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Miftris Ford, Miftris Page, Servants, Robin, 
Falftaffe, Ford, Page, Caius, Evans. 


Mif. Ford. VVhat ‘fobn? what Robert 2 

Mf. Page, Quickly, quickly ? Is che Buck. basket 

Mf. Ford. I warrant. VVhat Robin I fay. 

Mi. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mif: Ford. Here, fet it down. 

w Page. Give your men the charge; we muft be 
brief. 

M. Ford. Marry, asI told you before (Fehn and Robert), 
be ready here hard-by in the Brew-houfe, and when | fud- 
denly call you, come forth, and (without any paufe or 
ftaggering ) take this basket on your fhonlders: thac done, 
trudg with it in all hafte, and carry it among the VVhitfters 
in Dutchet-Mead, and there empty it in the muddy ditch, 
clofe by the Thames fide. 

M. Page. You will do it ? (direétion. 

M. Ford. ha’ told them over and over ; they lack no 

Re 
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Be gone, and come when you are call'd. 
Mif. Page. Here comes little Robin. 
Mif-Ford. How now, my Eyas-Musket, what news with 


you? 
f Rob. My M. Sir Fobn, is come in at your back door (Mif 
Ford), and requefts your company- , 

Mif. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been true 
to us? | 

Rob. I, Ple be fworn: my Mafter knows not of your be- 
ing here: and hath threatned to put me into everlafting 
Liberty, if I tell you of ic: for he fwears he’l turn me a- 
way. 

Mil Page. Thow’rta good boy : this fecrefie of thine 
fhallbe a Zaylor to thee, and fhall make thee anew doublet 
and hofe. Ile go hide me. 

Mif. Ford. Do fo: go tell thy Mafter Iam alone: Miftris 
Page, remember you your Qu. me 

eMif. Page. I warrant thee: if I do not aê it, hifs 
me. 

Mif. Ford. Go to then: we’l ufe this unwholefome hu- 
midity, this grof watry Pumpion; we’! teach him to know 
Turtles from Jays. ; Enter Fal. 

Fal. Have Icaughtthee, my heavenly Jewel? Why, 
now let me die; for I have liv’d long enough: ‘This isthe 
period:of my ambition, O this bleffed hour. 

Mif. Ford. O tweet Sir ‘Fobn. 

Fal. Miftris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate (Miftris 
Ford): now thall] finin my with ; I would chy Husband 
were dead, I’le {peak it before the beft Lord, 1 would make 
thee my Lady. 

Mif Ford. 1 your Lady, Sir Fobn ? Alas, I fhould bea 
pitiful Lady. 

Fal, Let the Court of France fhew me fuch another: I 
fee how thine Eye would emulate the Diamond: Thou 
haft the right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes the 
Ship-Tire, the Tire-Valiant, or any Tire of Venetian ad. 
mittance. 

Mi. Ford. A plain Kerchiffe, Sir Fobn: 

My brows become nothing elfe, nor that well neicher. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo: thou would’ft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the firm fixure of thy foot 
would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a femicir- 
cled Farchingale. 1 fee what thou wert, if Fortune thy 
k were not, Nature thy friend: Come, thou canft not 

ide it. 

Mif: Ford. Believe me, there’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee ? Let that perfwade thee. 
There’s fomething extraordinary in thee: Come, I cannot 
cog, and fay, thou art this and that. likea many of thefe 
lifping Haw-thorn buds, that come like women in mens 
apparel, and fmelllike Bucklers-berry in fimpling-time: 1 
-e but l love thee, none burt thee ; and thou defer- 
veft it. 

p Mif. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir ; | fear you love Mrs. 
age. 

Fal. Thou might’ft as well fay, Ilove to walk by thie 
Connter-Gate, which is as hateful to meas the reek of a 
Lime-kill. 

Mf. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love you, and you 
fhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keepin that mind : le deferve it. 

Mif. Ford. Nay, 1 muft tell you, fo you do ; or elfe I 
could not be in that mind. VV thin. 

Rob. Miftris Ford, Miftris Ford, here’s Miftris Page at the 
door, fwearing, and blowing, and looking wildly, and 
would needs {peak with you prefently. 

À Fal. She fhall not fee me ; Iwill eníconce me behind the 
rras. 

M. Ford. Pray you do fo; the’sa very tatling woman. 
What’s the macter? how now ? Enter Mi. Page. 

Mif Page. O Miftris Ford, what have you done ? 
Yourafham’d, y'are overthrown, y’are undone for ever. 

Mif: Ford. What’s the matter, good Miftris Page? 

Mif: Page, © well-a-day, Mittris Ford, having an ho- 
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en man to your husband, to give him fuch canfe of fut. 
ition. 

Mif. Ford. What caufe of fufpition ? 

Mif. Page. What caufe of fufpition? Out upon you: 
How am I miftook inyou? 

Mi. Ford. Why (alas)! what’s the matter ? 

Mif. Page. Your husband’s coming hither (woman) 
with all the Officers in VVindfor, to fearch for a Gentle- 
man that he fays is herenow inthe houfe ; by your con- 


ne, to take an ill advantage of his abfence: you are un- 
one. 


Mif: Ford. *Tisnot fo, I hope. 

Mi. Page. Pray heaven it be not fo, that you have fuch 
a man here : but’tis moft certain your husband’s coming 
with half VVindfor at his heels, to fearch for fuch a one, I 
come before to tell you: If you know your felf clear, why, 
[am glad of it: butif you have a friend here, convey, con- 
vey himout. Be not amaz'd, call all your fenfes to you, 
defend your Reputation, or bid farewell to your good life 
for ever. 

Mf. Ford. What thall 1 do ? There is a Gentleman, my 
dear friend: and] fear not my own fhame fo much as his 
peril. Ihad rather thana thoufand pound he were out of 
the houfe. 

Mif. Page. For fhame, never ftand (you had rather, and 
you had racher) ; your husband’s here at hand, bethink 
you of fome conveyance: in the houfe you cannot hide him. 
Oh, how have you deceiv’d me? Look, here is a basker, if 
he be of any reafonable ftature, he may creep in here, and 
throw foul linnen upon him, as if it were going to bucking : 
Or it 1s whiting time, fend him by your two men to Datch- 
et-Mead. 

i na Ford. Hè’s too big to go in there: What fhall I 
O 
Fal, Let me fee’t, let me fee’t, O let me fee’r : 

Ple in, Plein: Follow your friends counfel ; Ve in. 

Myf. Page. What, Sir Fobn Falffaffe, are thefe your Let- 
ters, Knight ? 


Fal. love thee, help me away ; let me creep inhere: l'le 
never 

Mif. Page. Help to cover your Mafter (boy): Call your 
men (Miltris Ford): You diffembling Knight. 

Mi. Ford. VVhat, Fobn, Robert, Faby, go take up tlefe 
cloathes here, quickly : VVhere’s the Cowl-itaff ? Look 
how you drumble: Carry themto the Landrefsin Darch- 
et-Mead: quickly, cóme. 

Ford. “Pray you come near: if I fufpect withour caufe, 
VVhy then make fpore at me, tben let me be your jeft, 
Ideferve it. How now? VVhether bear you this? 

Ser. To the Landrefs, forfooth. 

Mai. Ford. VVhy, what have you to do whether they 
bearit? You were beft meddle with Buck-wafhing. 

Ford. Buck ? I would Icould wath my felf of the Buck: 
Buck, Buck, Buck, I Buck : I warrant you Buck, and of the 
feafon too, it fhall appear. 

Gentlemen, I have dream’d to night; Ile rell you 
my dream: here, here, here be my Keys; afcend my 
Chambers, fearch, feek, findout: Ple warrant we’l un- 
kennel the Fox. Let me ftop this way firft: So, now un- 





cape. 

Page. Good Matter Ford, be contented: 
You wrong your felf too much, 

Ford. True (Matter Page): Up Gentlemen: you fhall fec 
{port anon: follow me, Gentlemen. 

Evans. This is ferry fantaftical humours and jealou- 
fies. 

Cai. By gar, ’tis nothe fafhion of France ; it is not jea- 
lous in France Exeuni. 

Page, Nay, follow him (Gentlemen), fee the iffue of bis 
fearch. 

Mif. Page. Is there nota double excellency in this ? 

Mif- Ford. 1 know not whicn pleafes me better, chat my 
Husband ts deceived, or Sir Fehr. 
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Mif Page. V Vhata taking was lie in When your husband 

45) who was in the.basket ? 

My: Ford. 1am half afra'd he will have need of wafh- 
ing: fo throwing him into the Water will do him a be- 
nefit. 

Mf, Page. Hang him, difhoneft Rafcal: 1 would all of 
the fame {train were in the fame diftrefs. ) 

Mif.Ford.\ think my husband hath fome fpecial fù (pition 
of Fal/taffe’s being here! I never faw him fo grof in his jea- 
loufie till now. 

-Mif. Page, 1 wili lay a plot to try that, and we will yet 
have more tricks with Falfaffe: his diflolute Difeafe will 
(carce obey this Medicine: 


Mf. Ford. Shall we fend that foolifh Carrion, Mif{ 


Quickly to him, and excufe his throwing into the Water, 
and give him another hope, to betray him to another pu- 
nifhment ? 
Mil. Page. We'l doit : let him be fent for to morrow by 
| Eight a clock, to have amends. Enter Al. 
Ford. Icannot findhim: may be the Knave bragg’d of 
chat he could not compagfs. 
| Mif- Page. Heard you that ? 
Mif- Ford. You ufe me well, Maft. Ford: do vou? 
Ford. 1, 1, I do fo. ) 
My. Page. Heaven make you better than your thoughts. 
Ford. Amen. 
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Fen. VVhy, thou mutt be thy felf. 

Sai pee I an too great of birth, 
nd that my ftate being gall’d with my ex 

i feek to Hea it only E his Wealth. eae 
Befides thefe, other bars he lays before me, 
My Riats paft, my wild Societies ; 
And tells me, ’tisa thing impoffible 
| fhould love thee, but as a property. 

a ea be he tells you true. 

en» No, heaven fo {peed me in my tin 

Albeit! will confefs, thy Father's Wealth ‘oh ea 
VVas the firft motive that I woo'd thee (Ann): 
Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more valne 
Than ftamps in Gold, or fums in fealed Bags : 
And ’tis the very Riches of thy felf 
That now I aim at. 

An. Gentle M. Fenton, 
Yet feek my Father’s love, ftill {eek it, fir : 
If opportunity and humbleft fuit 
Cannot attain it, why.then hark you hither. 

Shal. Break their talk, Miftris Quickly ; 
My Kinfman fhall fpeak for himéeelf: 

Slen. Ple make a thaft or a bolt on't: ’d’slid ‘tis but ven- 
turing. 

Shal. Be not difmaid. 

Slen. No, fhe fhall not difmay me: 


eMif. Page. You do your felf mighty wrong (Mr. | I care not for that, but I am affeard. 


Ford). 
Ford. 1,1: Imuft bear it. 
Ev. If there be any pody in the houfe, and in the cham- 
! bers, and in the coffers, and in the preffes : heaven forgive 
my fins 
Cai. By gar, nor I too : there is no bodies. | 
Page. Fie, fie, M. Ford, are you not afham’d? What 
Spirit, what Devil fuggefts this imagination ? I would not 
ha your Diftemper in this kind, for the Wealth of VVindfor- 
Caftle. 
Ford Tis my fault (M. Page): I fuffer forit. 
| Evy. You fuffer for a pad confcience : your Wife isas ho- 
nefta o’mans, as I will defires among five tHoufand, and 
| five hundred too. 
Cai. By gar, I fee ’tis an honeft Woman. 


Ford. VVell: I promis’d you a Dinner : come, come, | / 


| walk in the Park: Ipray you pardonme: I will hereafter 
make known to you why I have doné this. Come Wife, 
[come Mi. Page, I pray you pardon me: Pray heartily par- 
Idon me. =n 

Pace’Let’s goin, Gentlemen ; but (truft me) we’l mock 
him: Idoinvite you to morrow morning to my houfe to 
Breakfaft: after wel a birding together; I have a fine 
Hawk for the buth. Shiall it be fo? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Evan. If there is one, I fhall make two inthe Compa- 
ny. 
E If there be one or two, I fhall make-a the turd. 

Ford. Pray you go, M. Page. 

Evan. 1 pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowfie Knave, mine Hoft. s 
heart. 


Cai, Dat is good by gar, with all my l 
Evan. A lowfie Knave, to have his gibes, and his mocke- 
ries, Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Fenton, Ann Page, Shallow, Slender, Quickly, 
Page, Mif. Page. 


Fen. I fee I cannot get thy Father’s love ; 
Therefore no more turn mè to bhim (fweet Naz ). 
An. Alas! how then? 









Qui. Bark ye: M. Slender would {peak a word with 
you. 
u. Icome tohim. ‘This ismy Father's choice. 
O, what a World of vilde ill-favour'd faults 
Looks handfome in three hundred pounds a year? 
Qui. And how do’s good Mafter Fenton ? 
Pray you a word with you, 
Shal. Shes coming : to her Coz. 
O boy, theu had’ft a Father. 

' Slen. Thad a Father (M. 42s): my Uncle can tell you 
good jeftsof him: Pray yon, Uncle, tell M. Ann the jeft, 
my Father ftole two Geefe out of a Pen, good Un- 
cle. 

Shai. Mifitis Ann, my Coufin loves you. 
- om I, that Ido, aswell as I loveany Womanin Gloce- 
FEYIN EG 
Shal: He will maintain you like a Gentlewoman. 
Slen. 1, that ] will: come cutand long-tail, underthede— 
gree of a Squire. 
Séal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds Join- 
ture. 
i np. Good Mafter Shallow, let him wooe for him- 
elf. 
hal. Marry, I thank you forit: 1 thank you for that : 
good comfort : fhe cails you (Coz): I’le leave you, 
An. Now Mafter Slender. 
Slen. Now good Miftris Aun. 
An. VVhat is your Will? 
Slen, My Will ? Od’s-heart-lings, that’s a pretty jeft in- 


deed: I ne’re made my Will yet (I thank heaven) : Iam not | 


fuch a fickly creature, I give heaven praife. 

Gian 1 mean (M. Sender), what would you with 
me: i 

Slen. Truly for mine own part, I would little‘or nothing | 
with you: your Father and my Uncle have made motions: 
ifit be my luck, fo: if not, happy man be hisdole: they 
can tell you howthings go better than] can: you may ask 
your Father : here he comes. 

Page. Now Mafter Slender : Love him daughter nm. 
VVhy how now ? VVhat do’s Mafter Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, Sir, thus ftill to haunt my houe : 
I told you, Sir, my daughter is difpos’d of. 

Fen, Nay, Mafier Page, be not impatient. 

Mif: Page. Good Mafter Fenton, come not to my child. 

Page. She isno match for you. 

Fen. Sir, will you hear me ? 

Page. No, good Mafter Fenton: ` 

Come 
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Come Matter Shallow: Come Son Slender, in; 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Mafter Fenton. 

Qui, Speak to Miftrefs Page. 
| Fen. Good Miftrefs Page, for that Ilove your daughter 
In fuch a righteous fafhion as I do, 
! Perforce, againft all checks, rebukes, and manners, 
‘I muft advance the colours of my love, 
# And not retire. Let me have yout good will. 

e4nne. Good Mother, donot marry me toyon fool. 

Mif. Page. 1 mean it not, I feek you a better huf- 
band. 

Sui. That’s my Mafter, Mafter Doétor. 

Anne, AlasThad rather be fer quick tth earth, 

And bowl’d to death with Turnips. 

| Mi. Page. Come, trouble not your felf good Mafler 
| Fenton, I will not be your friend, nur enemy : 
|My daughter will, I queftion how fhe loves yon, 
lAndasl find her, foam I affected : 
| Till then, farewell Sir fhe muft needsgoin, 
{Her Father will be angry. 

Fen. Farewell gentle Miftrefs: farewell Naw. 
1 Qui, Thisis my doing now ; Nay faid I, wiil you caft 
away your child ona Fool, and a Phyfician ? 
| Look on Mafter Fenn, this is my doing. 
| Fen. Ithank thee : and I pray thee once to night, 
iGive my fweet Naz this Ring : ther’s for thy pains. Exit. 
Qui. Now heaven fend thee good fortune, a kind heare 
ihe hath: a woman would run through fire and water for 
fuch a kind heart. Butyet,I would my mafter had Miftris 
Anne, or | would Mafter Slender had her: or (in footh ) I 
would Mafter Fenton had her, I will do what I can for 
them all three, for fo I have promis’d and Ile be as good 
asmy word, but fpecioufly for Matter Fenton. Well, I 
i{muft of another errand to Sir fobs Falftaffe from my two 
Í Miftreffes; whata beaftam I toflack ir. Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falftaffe, Bardolfe, Quickly, Ford , 


Fal. Bardolfe I fay. 
Bar. Here Sir. 
Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sack, put a toft in't 
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Fal Miftrefs Ford? \have had Ford -cnough: I was 
thrown into the Ford; I have my belly full of Ford. 

Qui Alas the day (good heart) rhat was nort ber faule: 
the do’s fo take on with her men ; they miftook their c- 
rection, ( promife. 

Fal. Sodid] mine, to build upon a foolifh Womans 

Qui, Well,the laments fir for ir,chac it would yern your 
heart to fee it: her husband goes this morning a birding: 
fhe defires you once more to come toher, between eight 
and nine : I muft carry her word quickly, fheil make 
you amends I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will vifit her, tell her fo ; and bid her think 
what a man is: Let her confider his frailty, and then 
judg of my merit. 

Oui. Twill cell her. 

Fal. Dofo Between nine and ten faift thou? 

Qui, Eight and nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone : I will not mi6 her. 

Qui. Peace be withyou Sir. 

Fal. I marvel f hear.not of Mafter Broom : he fent 
word to ftay within : I like his money well. 
Oh here he comes. 

Ford. Ble.s you fir. 

Fal. Now Mafter Broom, you come to know what hath 
paft between meand Fords wife. 

Ford. That indeed ( Sir Fehn ) is my bufineg., 

Fal Mifter Broom] will not lie ro you, 

I wasat her houfe the hour fhe appointed me. 

Ford. And {ped you Sir? 

Fa! very ill-favour'dly, Mafter Broom. 

Ford How Sir, did fhe change her determination ? 

Fal. No (M. Broom) but the peaking Cornato her huf- 


me 


Enter Ford. 


‘band ( M. Broom ) dwelling in a continual larum of jea- 


louñe comesin the inftant of our encounter after we had 
embrac’d,kis’d protefted,&(asit were){poke the prologue 
of our Comedy: and athis heels, a rabble of his compe- 
hions, thither provoked and inftigated by his. diftemper, 
and (forfooth ) tofearch his houfe for his wives iove, 

Ford, What? While you were there ? 

Fal, While I was there. 

Ford. And did he fearch for you & could not find you ? 

Fal You fhall hear.As good luck would have it comes 
in one Miftris Page, gives intelligence of Fords approach : 
and in her invention, arid Fords wives diftraction, they 
conveyed me into a Buck-basket. 

Ford. A Buck basket? 

Fal, Yea: a Buck-basket : ram’d me in with foul Shirts 


Havel liv’d co be carried in a Basket like a barrow of| and Smocks, Socks, foul Stockings, greafie Napkins, rhat 
butchers Offal ; and to be thrownin the Thames? Well.|( Mafter Broom ) there was the rankelt compound of 


if 1 be ferved fuch another trick, | le have my brains 
tane out and butrer’d, and give them to a dog fora 
New-years gift. The rogues flighted me info the river 
with as little remorfe, as they would have drown’d a 
blind bitches Puppies, fifteen Yth litter: and you may 
| know by my fize, thar I have a kind of alacrity io fink- 
ing: if the bottom were as deep as hell, 1 hould down. 
Ihad been drown’d,. but thac the fhore was thelvy aud 
fhallow: a death chat | abhor: for. rhe water {wells a 
man; and whata thing fhould have been when [had 
| been fwell’d? I fhould have been a Mountain of Mum.-. 
| mv. 
ar. Here’s Miftrefs Quickly Sir to fpeak with you. 
Fal. Come, let me pour in fone Sack ro the Thames 
| water : for my belly’sas cold as if I had {wallowed fnow- 
balls for pills tocoolche reins. Call her in 

Bar. Come in woman. Enter Quickly, 

Qui. By your leave: 1 cry your mercy ? 
Give your worthip good morrow. 

Fal. Take away thefe Chullices : 

Go, brew mea pottle of Sack finely. ` 

Bard. With Eggs Sir ? 

Fal. Simple of it felf? Pie no Pullet-Sperm in my 
brewage. How now ? 

Qur. Marry Sir, ] come to your worfhip from Mi. Ford 


villanous fmell chat ever offended noftril. 

Ford. And how long lay you there? : 

Fal Nay you fhall hear( Mafter Broom) what I 
have fuffered, co bring this woman to evil, for your 
good: Being thus cram’d in the basket, a couple of Fords 
Knaves, his hinds were call’d forth by their Miftris, to 
carry me inthe name of foul Cloaths to Dw:cbet-lane , 
they took me on their fhoulders; met the jealous Knave 
their Mafter in the door ; who ask’d them once or twice 
what they had in their Basket? Iquak’d for fear, left 
the Lunatick Knave would have fearch’d ir : but Fare 
(ordaining he fhould be a Cuckold) held his hand: well, 
on went he for.a fearch, and away went! for fon] 
Cloaths : Bue markthe fequell (Mafter Brooms ) | fuffe- 
red the pangs of three feveral deaths : firft, an incollera- 
ble fright, to be decefted with a jealous rotten Bell wea 
ther : neat robe compafs’d likea good Bilbo in the cir- 
cumferënce of a peck, hilt to'point, heel to bead. And 
rhen tó be ftopt in hike a ftrong diftillarion with ftink- 
ing Cloaths, that fretted in their own greafe: think of 


} that, amanof my Kidney ; think of that, that am as fub- 


jectto heat as Butter: a man of continual diflolution, 
and thaw : it was a miracie to {cape fulfocation. And in 
the height of this Bath ( when f was more than half 


tew’din greafe ) like a Dutch-difh: robe thrown ap 
tke 
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the Thames, and cool’d glowing hor, in thar ferge like a 
Horfhoe ; think of that :h fling hot, think of that ( Ma- 
fier Breom. ) 

Ford. In good fadnefs Sir, ain forry, that for my fake 
vou fuflered allthis. My fuit then is defperate : You'll 
undertake her no more ¢ 

Fal. Matter Broom: 1 will be thrcewn into Erna, as ] 
have been into Thames, ere] will leave her thus; her 
husband ıs this morning gone a birding: I have received 
from her amother ambaffie of meeting: ’twixt eight and 
nineis the hour ( Mafter Broem. ) 

Ford. *Tispaft eight already Sir. 

Fal -Jsit? ] will chenacddrefs me to my. appointment. 
Come to meat your convenient leifure, and you fhall 
know how I {peed : and the conclufion fhall be crowned 
with your enjoying her: adieu, you fhall have her 
( Mafter Broom ) Mafter Broom, you fhafl cuckold 
Ford. Exit. 

Ford. Hum: ha? is this a vifion? is thisa dream? 
dol fleep ? Mafter Ford awake, awake Mafter Ford; 
there’s a hole made in your beft coat (Mafter Ford:) this 
cis to be married ; this *tis to have Linnen, and Buck- 
baskets: Well, Iwill proclaim my felf what I am: I 
will now take the Leacher: heis at at my houfe: he cannot 
{cape me: ’tis impoffible he fhould : he cannot creep into 
a half penny purfe, nor into a Pepper-box : Butleft the 
Devil that guides him, fhould aid him, I will fearch im- 
poflible places : tho what lant, ] cannot avoid; yet to 
be what I would not, fhall not make me tame: If I have 
horns, to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, Ple 
be horn-mad. 

| Exeunt, 








Alus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Miftrefs Page, Quickly, William, Evans. 


Aif: Page. Ishe atM. Fords already think’ft thou ? 

Qui. Sureheis by this ; or will be prefently ; burt tru- 
ly he is very couragious mad, about his throwing into 
thewarer. Miftrefs Ford defires you tocome fiddenly. 

Mif. Page. Tle be with her by and by : Ple but Dring 
my young man. here to School ; Jook where his Mafter 

dcomes, “tisa playing-day I fee: how now Sir Hugh, no 

School to day ? 

Eva. No: Mafter Slender is let the boys leave to play. 

Qui *Blefling of his learc 

Mif. Page. Sir Hugh, my Husband fays my Son pro- 
fts nothing in the world at his Book: I pray you ask 
him fome queftions in his Accidence. 

Eva. Come hither William: shold up your head;come. 

Mif. Pase. Come firraly; hold up your head; anfwer 
your Mafter, be not afraid. 

Evan. William, how many Numbers is irt Nouns? 

Will. Two. d 

Qm. Truly, I thought there had been one Number 
more, becaufe thev fay, od’s: Nowns. 

Evan. Peace,your tatlings. What is ( Fair ) William ? 

Will Pulcher. 

Qui. Poulcats ? there are fairer things than Poulcats, 
mre. 

Evan. Yonare a very fimplicitv o'man: I pray you 
peace. Whatis ( Lapis) William? ` 

Will. A frone. 

Evan. And whatis aStone ( William ? ) 

Wili. & Peeble. 


The merry Wives of Wind\lor. 


Will. Articles are borrowed of the Picrein: ercle 
thus declined, Simgulariser neminativo bic, bec, hec. 

Evan. Nominate o hog, boo. bog; pray you murk: 
Genitivo hujus: Well. what is your Acerfative cafe. 

Will. Accufative hine. 

Evan. | pray you have your remembrance (child) c- 
cufativo, hing, hang, hog. 

Qui. Hang hog is Latire for Bacon. J warrant you. 

Eva. Leave you prabbles ( oman ) What is the Foca- 
rive cafe ( William?) 

Will. O,Vocativa, O. 

Evan. Remember William. Focative, is corecti 

Qui. And that’s a good root. 

Evan. Oman, forbear. 

Mif. Page. Peace. 

Evan. What is your Genitive cafe plural ( William?) 

Will, Genitive cafe? l 

Evan. 

Will. Genitive horum, harum, borum. 

Qui. ‘Vengeance of Ginyes cafe; fie on her: never 
name her ( child) if fhe be a whore. 

Eva. For fhame o’man. 

Qui. You do ill to teach tke child fuch words: he 
teaches him to hic, andto hac; which they'll do faft e- 
nough of themfelves, andto call borum.; fie upon you 

Evan. O'man, artthon Lunaties ? haft thou no un- 
derftandings for thy Cafes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
ders? Thou art as foolifh Chriftian creaturesas! would 
defires. 

Mif. Page. Prethee hold thy peace. 

Evan, shew me now ( Willicm ) fome declenfions of 
your Pronouns. 

Will, Forfooth, (have forgot. 

Eva. ItiSQui, que, quod ; if you forget your Quies,| 
your Ques, and vour Quods, you muft be preeches : Go 
your ways, and play, go. 

M., Pa. He is a better Scholar then I thought he was. 

Eva. He ts a good fprag memory : Farewell 47, P,. 

Mif. Page. Adieu good Sir Hugh. 


Get you home boy, Come we flay too long. Exeunt 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falflaffe, Mif- Ford, Mif. Page, Servarts, Ford, 
Page, Caius, Evans, Shallow. 


Fal. Adiftre{s Ford, your forrow hath eaten up my fuf- 


ferance; I fee you are obfequious in yourlove. and | pro- 


fefs requital toa hairs breadth, notonly Miftrefs Ford, in 
the fimple office of. love, but in afl the accouftrement, 
complenient, and ceremony of it: but are you fure of 
your husband now ? 

Mf. Ford. He’sa birding ( {weet fir Fobn. ) 

Mf Page. What hoa, goffip Ford : what hoa. 

Mf. Ford. Step into th’chamber, Sir Yohn. Enter. 

Mif: Page. Hownow (fweet heart ) who's at home 
befides your felf? ' 

Mif. Ford. Why none but mine own people. 

Mif: Page. Indeed? 

Mif Ford. No certainly : fpeak louder. 

Mif. Page. Truly, Lam fo glad you have no body here. 

Mif- Ford. Why ? 

eMif. Page. Why woman, your husband is in his old. 
linesagain: he fotakes on yonder with my husband, fo 
rails againit. all marr.éd mankind; fo curfes all Ewes 


Evan. No ; itis Laps: | pray yourememberin your | daughters, of what complexion foever; and fo buffets 


prain- 
Will, Lagrs. i 
Fvan. Thatis a good William: what is he( Willkam 
that does lend Art cles. 


himfelf on rhe fore-head : crying peer-out, peer-out, 
that any madnefs I ever yet beheld, feem’d but tamenef, 
civility, and patience to this’ his diftemper he is in now. 


I am glad the far Knight is not here: 


Mif: Ford, 


[be merry Wives of W indfor. 


Mif. Ford. Why do's he talk of him? 

Mif. Page. Of none but him, and fwears he was car- 
ried out the laftrime he fearch’d for him, in a Basket: 
Protefts to my husband he is now here, and hath drawn 
him and the reft of their company from their fport, to 
make another experiment of his fufpition: Buc I am glad 
the knight is not here; now he fhall fee his own foole- 


ry. 
Mil Ford. How near is he,Miftris Page ? 

Mif- Page. Hard by, at {treets end,he will be here anon. 

Mif. Ford.1 am undone, the Knight is here. s 

Mif. Page. Why then you are utterly fham’d, and he’s 
buta dead man. Whata woman are you? away with 
him, away with him: Beerer fhame than murther. 

Mif. Ford. Which way thould he go? How fhould! 
beftow hima? Shall J puc him into the basket again ? 

Fal. No, Ple come no more Pth Basket : Enter. 
May Inot go our ere he come ? 

Mif. Paze. Alas: three of Mafter Fords brothers watch 
the door with Piftolls, thae none thall ifue out : otherwife 
you might flip away ere he came: But what make you 
here? l 4 

Fal. What thall Ido? I’le creep up into the chimney. 

Mi. Ford. There they always ufe to difCharge their 
Birding-pieces: creep into the Kill-hole. 

Fal. Where is it? 

Maf. Ford. He willfeek there on my word: Neither 
Prefs, Coffer, Cheft; Trunk, Well, Vault, but he hath 
an abftract for theremembrance offich places, and goes 
to them by his Note: There is no hiding you in the 
houte. 

Fal. Ple go out then. 

Mif Ford. If you go outin your own femblance, you 
die Sir Fohun, unlefs you go out difguis’d. How might we 
difguife hin? 

Mif: Page, Alaß-the-day I. know not, there is no wo 
mans Gown big enough for him: otherwife he might put 
ona Hat, a Muffler, a Kirchiff, and fo efcape. 

Fal. Good hearts devife fomething: any extremity, 
rather than mifchief. 


Mif. Ford My Maids Aunt, the fat woman of Brain- 


ford, has a Gown above. 

Mif: Page. On my word it will ferve him: fhe’s as 
- | big ashe is: and there's her thrumb Hat, and her Muffler 
too: runup Sir Sohn. 

Mi: Ford Go, go, fweet Sir Fohn: Miftris Page and 
I will look fome linnen for your head. 

Mif. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come drefS you ftraight: 
puc onthe Gown the while. Exit. 

Mif: Ford. 1 would my husband would meet him in this 
fhape: he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford: he 
{wears fhe’s a Witch, forbad her my houfèe, and hath 
threatned to beat her. 

Mif: Page. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cudgell : 
and the Devil guide his cudgell afterwards. 

Mif, Ford. Butis my husband coming ? 

Mif. Page. Lingood fadnefs is he, and talks of the Baf- 
ket too, howfoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mif. Ford. Well try that; for Ple appoint my men 
tocarry the basket again, to meet him at the door with 
it, as they did laft time. 

Mif: Page. Nay, but he'll be here prefently: lets go 
drefs him like che Witch of Branford. 

Mif. Ford. Ple firt diret my men, what they fhall 
do with the Basket: Go np, l'le bring linnen for him 
ftraighe. 

Mif: Page. Hang him difhoneft Varler, 

We cannot mifufe him enough : 
We'll leave a proof by that which we will do, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeft too: 
We do nor act, chat often jeft and laugh, 
"Tis old, but true, ftill Swine eats.all the draugh. 
ef. Ford. Gofirs, take the Baskec again on your 


fhoulders: your Mafter is hard at doos: if he bid you fer } { rhink you have kill d the poor woman. 
E 
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it down, obey him: qliicklý, difparch. Enter Ser. 

1 Ser. Come, come, take it up. 3 

2 Ser. Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight again 

1 Ser. 1 hope not, I liad as lief bear fo much Lead. 

Ford. 1 but ifit prove true (Mafter Page) have you any 
way then to unfool meagain ? Set down the Basket villain: 
fomebody call my wife: Youth ina Basket: Oh you Pan- 
derly Rafcals, there’sa knot: aging. a pack.a confpira- 
cy againft me: Now fhall the Devil be tham’d. Whar, 
Wife I fay : Come, ‘come forth: behold what honctt 
clothes you fend for to bleaching 

Page. Why, this pafles Mr. Ford: vou are not to go 
loofe any longer, you muft be pinnion’d. 

: Evans. Why, thisis Lunaticks : this is mad as a mad 
og. 

Shal. Indeed M. Ford, this is not well iddeed. 

Ford. So fay I too fir,come hither Miftris Ford, Miftris 
Ford, the honeft woman, the modeft wife, the vertuous 
creature, that hath the jealous fool to her husband: | 
fufpect without caufe (Miltris) dol ? 

Mif. Ford., Heaven be my witne& you do,if you fufoegt 
me in any difhonetty. 

Ford. Well faid brazen-face, hold ic out: Come forth 
ficralf. i 

Page. This paffes. 

Mif. Ford. Are you notafham’d, lét the cloathesalone. 

Ford. l fhall find you anon. 

Evans.’ Tis unreafonable ; will you take up your wives 
cloathes ? Come, away. 

Ford. Empty the Basket I fay. 

Mif. Ford. Why man, why 2 

Ford. Mafter Page, as ama man, there was one cor- 
vey’d out of my boufe yefterday in the Basker: why may 
not he be there again? in my houfe lam fire he is: my 
intelligence is tre, my jealoufieis reafonable, pluck ne 
out ail the linnen. 

Mif. Ford. If you finda man there, he thall die a Fleas 
death. 

Page. Here`s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Mr. Ford: This 
wrongs you. 

Evan. M. Ford. you muft pray,and not follow the ima- 
ginations of your awn heart: this is yealoufies. 

Ford. Well, he’s not here I feek for. 

Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to fearch my honfe this one time: if find 
not what! feek, fhew nocoloar of my extremity: Let 
me forever be your Table-fporr: Let them fay of me as 
jealous as Ford, that fearched a hollow Wall-nut for his 
Wives Lemman. Satisfieme once more, once more fearcl: 


‘With me. 


Mif: Ford. What hoa (Miftris Page) come you and 
the old woman down: my Husband will come into the 
Chamber. 

Ford. Old woman? what old woman's that ? 

Mi: Ford. VVhy itismy Maids Aunt of Bra:nford. 

Ford. A VVitch, a Quean, an old cozening Quean: 
Have [ not forbid her my houfe? She comes of errands 
do’s fhe? VVe are ftmple men, we do not know what’s 
brought to pafs under the profeflion of Forrune telling. 
She works by Charms, by Spells, by th Figure, and fuch 
dawbry as thisis, beyond our Element: we know no 
thing. Come down you VVitch, you Hag you, come 
down I fay. 

Mif: Ford. Nay, good fweet husband, good Genrle- 
men, let him not firike the old woman. Enter Fal. 

Mif. Page. Come Mother Prat, Come give me your 
hand. 

Ford. Vle Prat her: Out of my door you VVitch, yor 
Hag, you Baggage,you Poulcat, you Runnion,our, ouiT'le 
conjure you, l'le Fortune tell yon. 

Exar Fal. 

Mif. Page. Are you not afhamd ? 


Atif. Ferd. 





A 


Mif. Ford. Nay he willdo it, *tis a goodly credit for 


you. i 
Ford. Hang her Witch. 


Tbe merry Wives of W indfor. 


Page. "Tis well, *tis well, no more : 
Be not extream in fubmiffion, as in offence, 
But lec our plot go forward: Let our Wives 


Evans. By yea, and no, I think the o’man is a Witch | Yet once again (to make us publick fport) 
indeed: I like not when a o’man has a great peard; {pie } Appoint a meeting with.this old fat fellow, 


at peard under his Muffler. 

' Sard. Will you follow Gentlemen, I befeech you fol- 
low: fee but the iflue of my jealoufie: If Icry ourthus 
upon no ttyal, never truft me when I open again. 

- Page. Let’s obey his humour alittle further : 
Come Gentlemen. rm 

Mi. Page. Truft me he beat him moft pitifully. 

eMil. Ford. Nay by th’Mafsthat hedid not: he beat 
hin) moft unpitifully, me thought . 

. Mif. Page. Vie have.the cudgel hallow’d , and hung 
o’re the Altar, ic hath doné meritorious fervice. 

Mi. Ford, What think you? May we with the warrant 
of Woman-hood, and the witnefs of a good conicience, 
purfue him with any further revenge? 7 

Mif. Page. The {pirit of wantonnefs is fire fcar’d out 
of him; if the Devilhave him notin fee-fimple, with fine 
and recovery, he will never, I'think, in the way of wafte, 
attempt ls again. | 

Mif: Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have 
ferved him? a 

Mif. Page- Yes, by all means: ifit be but to {crape the 
figures out of your husbands brain: if they can find in 
their hearts, the poor unvertuous fat Knighr fhall be any 
further afflited, we two will fill be the minifters 

Mf Ford. Vie warrant they’l have him publickly fham’d, 
and methinks there would be no period to the jeft,fhould 
he not be publickly fham’d. = 

Atif, Page. Come to the Forge with it, then fhape ir: 
I would not have things cool, Exeunt. 


Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Hoft and Bardolffe. 


Bar, Sir, the German defires to have three of your 
horfes: the Duke himfelf will be to morrow at Court,and 
they are going to meet him. 

Host, What Duke fhould that be comes fo fecretly 2 
I hear not of him in the Court: let me fpeak with the 
Gentlemen, they {peak Exglifh. 

Bar. Sir? Tle call them to you. 

Host. They fhall have my horfes, but l'le make them 
pay : I’le fawce them, they have had my houfes a week at 
command: l have tutn’d away my other guefts, they muft 
come off, Ple fawce them, come. Exeunt. 


ge en E paa 
Scena Quarta, 


Erter Page, Ford, Miftris Page, Miftris Ford, 
and Evans, 


Evans: Tis one of the beft difcretions of a o’man as 
ever I did look upon. 
Page. And did he fend you both thefe Letters atan in- 
ftant ? 
Mif. Page Within a quarter of an hour. 
Ford Pardonme (wife) henceforth do what thou wilt: 
I rather will fufpect the Sun with gold, 
Then chee with wantonnefS; Now doth thy honor ftand 
(In him that was oflate an -Heretick ) 
As firm of faith. 


í 


| Where we may take him, and difgrace bhim for it. 

Ford. Thereisno better way than that they {poke of. 

Page. How ¢ to fend him word they'll meet him in the 
Park at midmght? Fie, fie, he’ll never come. 

Evan. Yon fay he hath been thrown into the River: 
and has been grievoufly peaten » aSanold o’man: me 
thinks there fhould be terrours in him,tharhe fhould not 
come: Methinks his flefii is punifh’d, he thall have no 
defires 

Page. So think Itoo. 

M. Ford. Devife but how you'llufe him when he comes. 
And let us two devile to bring him thither. 

M. Page. There is an. old tale goes, thar Herne the 
Hunter (fometime a Keeper in Wind/ar Forreft) | 
Doth all the Winter timeat ftill of midnight 
Walk round abour an Oak, with great ragg’d horns 
And there he blafts the tree, and takes the Cartel, i 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and fhakes a chain 
Ina moft hideous and dreadful manner. 
You have heard of fitch a fpirit, and well you know 
The fuperftitious idle-headed-E/d 
Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age 
This tale of Herne the Hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why yer there want not many that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Hernes Oak : 

But what of this ? 

Mif Ford. Marry this is our device, 

That Fa/faffe at that Oak fhall meet with us. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted bnt he’! come, 

And in this fhape when you have brought him thither, 
What fhall be done with him ? What is your plot ? 

M Page. That likewife have we thought upon,and thus: 

Nan Page (my daughter) and my little Son. 
And three or four more of their growth we’! dréß 
Like Urchins, Ouphes and Fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 
And Rattles in therr hands; upon a fudden, 
As Falflaffe, the, and 1, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a Saw-pit ruth at once 
With fome diffufed fong: Upon their fight 
We two, in great amazednefS will flie: 
Then Jet them all encircle him about, 
And Fairy-like to pinch the unclean Knight ; 
And ask him why that hour of Fairy Revel, 
In their fo facred paths, he dares ro tread 
In fhape prophane. 
Ford.: And tillhe tell the truth, 
Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him found, 
And burn him with their Tapers.. 

M. Page. ‘The truth being known, 

We'll all prefent our felves ; difhorn the fpirit, 
And mock him home to Windfor. 

Ford. The Children muft 
Be practis’d well to this, or they7ll ne’r do't. 

Evan. I will teach the children their behaviours: and 
I will be likea Jack-a-napes alfo, to burn the Knight with 
my Taber. 

Ford. 'That will be excellent, 
le go buy them vizards. 

Mif. Page. My Nan fhall be the Queen ofall the Fairies, 
finely attired in a robe of white. 

Page. That filk would I go buy, and in that time 
Shall’ M. Slender fteal my Naz away, 

And marry her at Eaton: go, fend to Falffaffe feraight. 

Ford. Nay, lle tobim again in name of Broom, 

He’ll tell me all his purpofe: fure he’l come. i 

Mif. Page. Fear not you that: Go get us properties 
And tricking for your Fairies. 

Evans. Let usabout it, i 

t 


— a : 


| The merry Wives of W indfor. 


It is admirable pleafures, and ferry honeft knaverics. 
Mi. Page. Go Mif. Ford, — 

Send quickly to Sir Fohr, to know his mind: 

ifle tothe Doctor, he hath my good will, 

And none but he to marry with Nan Page : 

That Slender (though well landed) is anIdeot: 

And:he, my Husband beft of all affects: 

The Doétor is well money’d, and his friends 

Potent at.Court: he, none but he fhall have her,. 

Though twenty thoufand worthier come to crave her. 

Exit. 








Scena Quinta. 


Enter Holt, Simple. Falftaffe, Bardolfe, Evans, 
Cajus, Quickly. 


Hoff. What would’ft thon have ? (Boor) what ? (thick- 
skin) fpeak, breathe, difculs : brief, fhorr, quick, fiap. 
| Sim. Marry fir, I come to fpeak with Sir Fobn Fgl- 

ftaffe from M. Slender. 

Hoff. There’s his Chamber, his Honfe, his Caftle, his 
standing-bed and Truckle-bed: ’tis painted about with 
the ftory of the Prodigal, frefhand new: go, knock and 
call: he'll fpeak like an Anthropophaginian unto thee: 
Knock I fay. 

Sim, There’s anold woman, a fat woman gone up in- 


to his Chamber: I le be fo bold. as ftay, fir, till fhe come | 


down : I come tofpeak with her indeed 

Hoff. Ha? a fat woman? The Knight may be robb’d: 
Ile call, Bully-Knight, Bully-Sir ‘fohn: {peak from thy 
Lungs Military: Art thou there ? It ischine Hoft, thine 
Ephefian calls, . 
` Fal. How now, mine Hof? 

Hoft. Heres a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman: Let her defcend (Bully) let 
her defcend: my Chambersare honourable: Fie, priva- 
cy ? Fie. 

Fal. There was (mine Hoft) an old fat woman even 
now with me, but fhe’s gone. 


Sim. Pray you fir; wast not the wife woman of 


Brainford ? 


Fal. 1 marry was it (Muffel-fhell) what would you 
with her ? 


Sinz. My Matter (Sir) my Mafter Slender fent to her, 
feeing her go throngh the ftreets, to know (Sir) whether 


one Nim (Sit) that beguiled him of a chain, had the 
chain, or no. 

Eal, | {pake with the old woman about it. 

Sim. And what fays fhe, I pray Sir? 


Fal. Marry fhe fays, thac the very fame man that 
bepuild Mafter Slender of his Chain, cozen’d him of 


it. 

Sim. | would I could have fpoken with the woman 
her felf, Thad other-things ro have fpoken with her too, 
from him. J 

Fal. What are they ? let us know. 

Hooft. l. cọme: quick. 

Fal. 1 may not conceal them (fir) 

Hof. Conceal them, or thou di’ft. 


Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miftris 
Anne Page, to know if it were my Matters fortune to have 


her or no. 
Ful.’ Tis, ’tis his fortune. 
Sim. What Sir. 


(a, i 
Sim. May Ibe bold to fay fo, fir ? 
Fal. I fir: like who more bold. 


was there a wife woman with thee? 


Fal. To have her, or no: go; fay the woman told me 


5I 


Sim, itbank your worfhip: I fhalti make my matter 


(Sir Febu) 


Fal. 1, that there was (mine Hof) one that hath 
faught me more wit, than ever Ilearn’d before in my life: 


and I paid nothing for it- neither, but was paid for my 
learning. 


glad with thefe tidings. 


Hof. Thou art clarkly :' thou are clarkly 


Enter Bardolph. 
Bar. Out alas (fir) cozenage: meer cozenage. 
| Hoff. Where be my horfes? {peak well of them, var- 
etto, 

Bar. Run away with the cozeners: for fo foon ast 
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind 
one of them in a flow of myre; and fec fpurs, and 
away; like three German-Devils; three Dotor Ean-, 


fruffes. 


Host. They are gone but to meet the Duke (villain ) 

do not fay they be fled: Germanes are honek men. 
Enter Evans. 

Evan, Where is mine Hest ? 

Host. What is the matter fir ? 

_Evan. Havea care of your entertainments: there is a 
friend of mine come ta town, tells me there is three Co- 
zen Jermans that has cozen’d all the Hoft:of Reading., of 
Maidenhead , of Cole- Brook, of horfes and moncy : | tell 
you for good will (look you) you are wife, and full of 
gibes, and viouting-ftocks: and ’tis not convenient you 
fhould be cozened. Fare you well. Exit. 

Entier Cajus. 

Cai. Veris mine Heft de Farteer? 

Host. Here (Mafter Doctor) in perplexity and doubtful 
delemma. 
Cat. I cannot tell vatis dat : burit is tell-a-me, datyou 
make a grand preparation fora Dude de‘famany: by my 
trot: der is no Duke datthe Court is know, to come: [ 
tell you for good will: adieu: 


Exit. 
Hof. Huy and cry (villane) go: affit me Knighr, | 


‘am undone: flye, run: hu and cry (villane) I am undone. 


Exit. 

Fal. I would all the world might be cozen’d, for I have 
been cozened and beaten too: ifit fhould come to the ear 
of the Court, how] have been transformed ; and how my 
transformation hatn been wath’d and cudgel’d. they 
would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor 
Fifhermens boots with me: I warrant they would whip 
me with their fine wits, till { were as creft-faln as adni’d 
Pear: I never profper’d, fince I forfwore my felfiat Prszze- 
ro: well, if my wind were but long enough, I would re- 


pent: Now ? whence come you ? 


Enter Quickly. 

Qu: From the two parties forfooth. 

Fal. The Devil take one party, and his Dam the other: 
and fo they fhall be both beftow’d ; I have fuffer’d more 
for their fakes , more than the villanous inconftency of 
mans difpofition is able to bear. 

Qui. And have not they fuffer’d? Yes, T warrant, 
fpecioufly one ofthem ; Miftris Ferd good heart) is bearen 


black and blew,that you cannot {ce a white {por about her 


Fal. What cell’ft thou me of black and blew? I was 
beaten my felfinto all the colours of the Rain bow : and 
I was like co be apprehended for the Witch of Bratnferd, 
but that my admirable dexterity of wit,my counterfeiting 
the action of an old Woman dcliver’d me, the Knave 
Conftable had fee me ith’ Stocks, ith’ common Stocks for 


Ja Witch. 


- Qui, Sir, let me fpeak wich you in your Chamber, you 
fhall hear how things go,and/} warrant) to yourcontent : 
here is a letter will fay fomewhart: (good hearts) whara- 
do here is to bring you together? Sure one of you do’s 
not ferve heayen well, that youare fo crofs'd. 

Fal, Come upinto my Chamber. Exenn:. 


E2 Sees 
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Scena Sexta. 
Enter Fenton, Hoft. 


Host. Matter Fenton, talk nottome, my mind is hea- 
į vy: Iwill give over all. 
| Fen. Yet hear me fpeak : affift me in my purpofe, 
And (aslam a Gentleman) Yle give thee 
| A hundred pound in gold, more than your lofs: 
Hoft. 1 willhear you (Mafter Fenton) and I will (at the 
leaft) keep your counfel: 
Fen. From time to time, I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page, 
Who, mutually, hath anfwer’d my affection, 
(So far forth, as her felf might be her chufer) 
Evento my wifh; I have a letter from her 
Of uch contents, as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter, 
That neither fingly can be manifefted 
Withoutthe fhew ofboth: fat Sir Fobn Falfaffe 
Hatha great Scene; the image of the jeft 
lle fhew you here at large (hark good mine Host:) 
Tonightat Hernes Oak, juft ’twixt twelve and one, 
Muftiriy fweet Nan prefent the Fairie Queen: 
The purpofe why, ishere? in which difguife 
While other jefts are fomething rank on foot, 
Her father hath commanded her to flip. 
Away with Slender, aad with him at Eaton 
Immediately to marry : She hath confented : Now Sir, 
Her mother, (even {trong againft that match, 
And firm for Doctor Cais) hath appointed 
That he thall likewife fhuffle her away, 
While other {ports are tasking of their minds, 
And atthe Deanry, where a Prieft artends 
Straight marry her: to thisher mothers plot 
She (feemingly obedient) likewife hath 
Made promife to the Doctor: Now thuis, it refts, 
Her father means fhe fhall be all in white; 
And inthat habit, when Slender fees his time 
To takeher by the hand, and bid her go, 
) She fhallgo with him: her Mother hath intended 
(The better to devote her to the Dottor ; 
For they muftall be mask’d and vizarded) 
That quaint in green, the.fhall be loofe enrob’d, 
With Ribands-pendant, flaring bout her head ; 
And when the Doétor {pies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given confént to go with him. 
d Host. Which means fhe to deceive? Father, or Mo-’ 
ther ? . 
| Fen. Both (my good Hoit) to go along with me, 
And here it refts, that you'l procure the Vicar 
To ftay for me at Church, *twixe twelve and one, 
| And inthe lawful name of marrying, ~ 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 
. Ho§t. Well, busband your device ; l'le to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid, you fhall not lack a Prieft. 
Fen. So fhall I evermore be bonnd to thee; 


Befide, l'le make a prefent recompence. Exeunt. 








Alus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Falftaffe, Quickly, and Ford. 
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third time: [hope good luck lies in odd numbers, Away» 
go, they fay there is Divinity in odd numbers, either in 
nativity, chance, or death: away. 

Qui. Tle provide you a chain, and Ple do what I canto 
get you a pair of horns. 

Fal. Away! fay, time wears, hold up your head and | 
mince. How now M. Broom? Mafter Broom, the matter 
will be known to night, or never. Be you in the Park 
— midnight, at Hernes-Oak, and you fhall fee won- 

ers. ; 

Ford. Went you not to her yefterday (Sir) as you told 
me you had appointed ? 

Fal. | went to her (Mafter Broom) as you fee, likea 
poor-old-man;-But I'came from her (Mafter Broom) like 
a poor-old-woman; that fame Knave (Ford her husband) 
hath the fineft mad.Devil of jealoufie in him (Mafter 
Broom) that ever govern'd Frenzie. Iwilltell you, he beat 
me grievoufly, inthe fhape of a woman : (for in the fhape 
of a man (Mafter Broom) I fear not Goliah with a Wea- 
vers beam, (becaufeI know alfo, life is a Shuttle) I am 
in hafte, goalong with me,!’le tell you all(Mafter Braom:) 
fince I pluckt Geefe, played trewant, and whipt top, I 
knew not what ‘twas to be beaten, till lately. Follow me 
Vle tell you ftrangethings of this Knave Ford, on whom 
to night £ will be revenged, and I will deliver his wife 
into your hand. Follow, ftrange things in hand (Matter 
Broom) follow. Exeunt. 


mene 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Page, Shallow, Slender. 


Page. Come, come : we'll couch ith Caftlé-ditch , 
till we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember fon Slender, 
my daughter. 

Slen. Tforfooth, Ihave {poke with her, and we have a 
nay-word howto know one another. I come to her in 
white, andcry Mum; fhe cryes Budget, and by that we 
know one another. 

Shal, That’s good too: but what needs either your 
Mum, or her-Budget? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ftruck tena’clock. Da 

Page. 'The night is dark, Light and Spirits will become 
it well: Heaven profper our {port. No man means evil 
but the Devil, and we fhall know him by his horns. Lers 
away: followme. Exeunt. 








Scena Tertia. 


Enter Mift. Page, Mift. Ford, Caius. 


Mf. Page. Mr. Doctor, my daughter is in green, when 
you fee your time, take herby the hand, away with her 
to the. Deanry, and difpatch it quickly: go before into 
the Park: we two muft go together. 

Cai. | know vat I have to do, adieu. i Exit. 

Mif. Page. Fare you well (fir) my husband will not re- 
joyce fo much at the abufe of Falftaffe, as he will chafe at 
the Doctors marrying my danghrer: But ’tis no matter ; 
better alittle chiding, than a great deal of heart-break. 

Mif. Ford. Where is Nan now? and het troop of Fai- 
ries? and the Welch Devil Herze ¢ 

Mif. Page: They are afl couch’d in a pit hard by Hernes 
Oak, with obfcur’d Lights; which at the very inftant of 


4l, Prethee no more pratling: go, P’le hold, thisis the Falftaffes and our meeting, they will at once difplay to hg 
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Mif. Ford. 'That cånnot choofe but amaze him. , 

Mf. Page. If be be not amaz’d lie will be mock’d: If 
he be amaz’d, he will be mock'd. i 

Mif. Ford. We'll betray him;fine’y. A 

Mi, Page. Againft fuch Lewditers, and thëir Fechery, 
Thofe that betray them do no treachery. 

Mif.Ford. The hour draws on: to the Oak, to the 
Oak. Exeunt. 




































Pif. Elves, lit yoyr names: Silence you ary toys. 
Cricket, to Windfor Chimneys fhalethou leap: 
Where firesthou find't unrak’d, and Heatths urifwept, 
There pinch the Maids as blueas Bilbery, 
Our radiance Queen hates Sluts and Sluttery. 
Fal. They are Fairies, he that {peaks rothem fhall die. 
le wink and couch: Nomantheir works mutt cyc. 
Ev. Where's Bede? Go you,and where you find a Maid 
Thac ere the fleep lias thrice her prayers faid, 
Raife up the Organs of her fantafic, 
Sleep fhe as found as carelefS infancy, 
But thofe that fleep and think not on rhcir fins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, thoulders, fides and thins. 
Qui. About, about: 
Search Windfor Caftle (Elves) within, and our. 
Strew good luck (Ouplics) on every tacred room, 
‘That it may ftand til} the perpetual doom, 
In ftate as wholefom, asin ftate ’tis fir, 
Worthy thé Owner, and the Owner ir. 
The feveral Chairs of Order, look you fcowr, 
With yuyce of Balm ; and every precious flowr; 
Each fair Inftalment, Coat and fevral Crett, 
With loyal Blazon evermore te blef. 
And nightly-medow-Fairies, look you fing 
Like-to the Garter-Compafs in a Ring, 
Th'expreffure that it bears: Green ler it be, 
More fertile frefh then all che field to fee : 
And, H.ay Seit Qui Mal-y-Panfe, write 
In Emrold-tuffs Flowers, purple, blue, and white, 
Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroiderie, 
Buckled below fair Knight-hoods bending knee ; 
Fairies ufe Flowers for their Characterie, 
Away, difperfe: But cill tis one aclock, 
Our dance of cuftom round about the Oak 
Of Herne the Hunter, let us not forget. 
Ev.Pray you lock hand in hand, your felves in order fet: 
And twenty Glow-worms fhall our Lant-horns be 
To guide our Meafure round about the tree. 
Buc ftay, | fell a manof middle carch. 
_ Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch Fairie, 
Left he transform me to a piece of Cheefe. 
Pift. Vild worm, thou walt ore-look’d even in thy 
birth. 
Qui. With eryal fire touch me his finger end: 
Ifhe be chafte, the flame will back defcend 
And turn him to no pain: buc if he stare, 
Ic isthe fleth of'a corrupted heart. 
Piff. A tryal, come. 
Evans. Come, will this wood take fre? 
Eal. Oh, oh, oh. 
Qui.Corrnpt, corrupt, and tainted in defire, 
About him (Fairtes) fing a {cornful Rime, 
And as you trip, ftil] pinch him to your time. 








Scena Quarta. 
Enter Evans and Fairies. 


Evans. ‘Trib, trib, Fairies: Come,and remember your 
parts: be pold (I pray you) follow me intothe pir, and 
when I give the watch- ords : do as I bid you: come,come; 

trib, trib. Exeunt. 





Scena Quinta. 


Enter Falftaffe, Miftris Page, Miftris Ford, Evans, 
Anne Page, Fairies, Page, Ford, Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton, Caius, Piftoll. 


| Fal. The Windfor Bell hath ftruck cwelve: the Minute 
draws on: Now'the hot bloodied-god aflift me: Remem- 
ber Fove, thou waft a Bull for thy Europa, Love fet on 
thy horns. O powerful Love, that in fome refpects 
makes a Beafta Man: in fome other a Man, a Beaft. Your 
were alfo (Jupiter) a Swan, for the love of Leda: O omni- 
patent Love, how near the God drew to the complexion 
of aGoofe: a fault done firft in the form of a Beaft, (O 
Pove, a bealtly fanlt:) and then another fault, in the 
femblance of a Fowl, think on’r ( Fove) a foul-fanlr. 
When gods have hot backs, what fhall poor men do ? 
For me, l'am here a Windfor Stag, and the fatteft (I 
think) ?chthe Forreft. Send me a coolrut-time (Fove) 
or who can blame me to pif my Tallaw? Who comes 
here? my Doe? 

M. Ford. Sir Fobn? Arcthou there (my Deer?) 

My male-Deer ? 

Fal. My Doe with the black Scut? Let the skie rain Po- 
tatoes: let it thunder, to the tune of Green. fleeves, hail- 
kifing Comfits, and fnow Eringoes: Let there come a 
tempeft of provocation, I will fhelrer me here. 

M. Ford. Miftris Page iscome with me (fweet heart.) 

Fal. Divide me like a Brib’d-Buck, each a Haunch: | 
will keep my fides to my felf, my fhoulders for the fellow 
of this walk; and my horns I bequeath your husbands 
Am Ia Woodman, ha? Speak I like Herne the Hunter ? 
Why, now is Cupid a child of Confcience, he makes refti- 
tution. Aslam a true fpirit, welcome. 

M. Page. Alas, what noife ? 

M. Ford. Heaven forgive our fins. 

Fal. Whar fhould this be? 

M. Ford, M. Page. Away, away. 

Fal. I think the Divil will not have me damn’d, 

Leaft the Oyl thavsin me fhould fet hell on fire ; 
He would never elfe crofs me thus. 


The Song. 
Fie on finful phantafie: Freon Lust and Luxurie: 
Luft is but a bloody fire, kindled with unchaft dejire. 
` Fed in beart whofe flames afpire, 
As thoughts do blow them bigher and higher: 
Pinch bim (Fairies) mutually: pinch bim for bit Villamte. 
Pinch bim, and burn bim, and turn bim about, 
Till Candles, and Star-light, and Moen-fbine be ent. 


Page. Nay donot flye, I think I have watcht you 
now : Will none but Herne the Humer ferve your 
turn? 

M. Page. I pray you come, hold up the jeft no higher. 
Now (good Sir Jobn) how like you Windfor Wives? 
See you thefe husbands? Do not thefe fair Oaks 
Become the Forrelt better then the Towne 

Ford. Now Sir, who’s a Cuckold now? 

Mr. Broem, Falftaff's a Knave, a Cuckoldly Knave, 

Here are bishorns Mafter Broom: 

And Matter Breom, he hath enjoved nothing of Ferd, 
E3 ; Bur 


Enter Fairies. 


Qui Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
You Moon-fhine Revellers, aud fhades of night, 
You Orphan heirs of fixed deftiny, 
jAttend your office, and your quality. 

tier Hob-goblia, make the Fairy O yes. 
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but his buck-basket, his Cudge], and twenty pounds of 
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Page. Son ? How now? Hownow fon, 


money, which maft be paid ro Mr. Broom, his horfés are | Have you difparch’d ? 


arrefted for ir, M. Broom. 

M. Ford. Sir Fobn, we have hadill luck : we could ne- 
ver meet: I will never rake you for my Love again, bnt 
I will always count you my Deer. 

Fal. I do beginto perceive that Iam made an Afs. 

Ford. 1, and an Oxto: both the proofs are extant. 

Fal. And thefe are not Fairies : 

I was three or four times in the thought they were not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltinefS of my mind, the fnddain 
furprize of my powers, drove the grofsnefs of the fop- 
pery into a receiv’d belief, in defpight of the teeth of all 
rime and reafon, thatthey were Fairies. See now how 
wit may be medea Jack-a-Lenr, when ’tis upon ill im- 
ployment. 

Evan. Sir fobn Falftaffe, ferve Got, and leave your 
defires, and Fairies will noc pinfé you. 

Ford, Well faid Fairy Hagh. 

Evan. And leave you your jealouzies too, I pray you. 

Ford. I will never miftruft my wifeagain, till thou art 
able to wone her in good Englifh. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the Sun and dried it, 
that it wants matter to prevent fo grofs ore-reaching as 
this? Am Iridden witha Welch Goat too? Shall] have 
a Coxcombe of Frize? °Tis time I were choak’d with a 
piece of toafted Cheefe. 

Evans. Seefe is not good to give putter ; your pelly is 
all putter. 

Fal. Seefe and Putter? Have I liv’d to ftand at the 
taunt of one that makes Frittersof Exglifh? This ise- 
nough to bethe decay of Luft and late-walking through 
the Realm. 

Mif: Page. Why Sir Johu, do you think, though we 
would have thruft vertue out of our hearts by the head 

| and fhoulders, arid have givenour felves without fceruple 
to hell, that ever the Devil could have made you our de- 
light. 

Ford. What, a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax? 

Mif. Page. A puft man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford, And one thatis as flanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as ‘Fob. 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

Evan. And given to Fornications, and to Taverns, and 
Sack, and Wine, and Metheglin, and to drinkings, and 
(wearings, and ftaring ? Pribbles and prabbles 2 

Fal. Well, Iam your Theame: you have the ftart of 
me, I am dejected: | am not able to anfwer the Welch 
Flannel, Ignorance it felf is a Plummet ore me, ufe me as 
you will. 

Ford. Marry fir, wee’! bring you to Windfor toa one 
Mr. Broome, that you have cozen’d of money, to whom 
you: fhould have been a Pander: over and above that you 
have fuffer’d, I think, to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting affliction. 

Page. Yet be cheerful Knight, thou fhalt eat a Poflec 
to night at my houfe, where I will defire thee to laugh at 
my wife, that now laughs at thee: Tell her Mr. Slender 
hath married her daughter. 

Mifi Page. Dattors doubt that ; 

If Anne Page be my daughter, fhe ts (by this) Doctor 
Cas’ s wife. 
Enter Slender: 
Slen. Whoa hoe, hoe, Father Page, 


Slen. Difpatch'’d ? Ple make the beft in Glofter {hire know | 
on’t: would I were hang’d Ja, elfe. | 
‘Page. Of what, fon? i 
Slen. Icame yonder at Eaton to marry Miftris Anne | 
Page, and fhee’s a great lubberly Boy. Ifit had not been 
ith’ Church, I would have fwing’d him, or he fhould have 
fwing’d me. Ifl did not think ict had been Anne Pave, | 

would I might never ftir, and ‘tis a Poft-mafters Boy. z 
Page. Upon my life then, you took the wrong. 

Slen. What need you rell me that? I chink fo, when 
I took a Boy for a Girl: IfI had been married to him, 
at he wasin womans apparel) I would not have had 

im. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly,, i 
Did not I tell you how you fhould know my daughter 
By her garments ? 

Slen, went to herin green, and cry’d Mum, and fhe 
cry d Budget, as Anneand I had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne, buta Poft-mafters Boy. 

Mft. Page. Good George be nor angry, I knew of your 
purpofe: rurn’d my daughter into white, and indeed fhe 
is now with the Doctor arthe Deanry, and there married. 

Enter Cajus. 

Cafe Ver is Miftris Page: by gar lam cozoned, I ha 
married one Garfoon, a Boe; oon Pefant, by gar. A Boy; 
itis not An Page, by. gar, lam cozoned. 

M. Pages Why? did you take her in white? 

f Caj- Ibe gar, and ’tis a Boy : be gar, Ile raife af] Wind- 

or. 
Ford. This is ftrange : Whohath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart mifgives me, here comes M. “Fenton. | 

How now M. Fenton ? 

An. Pardon good father, good my mother pardon. 

Page. Now Miftris: 

How chance you went not with M. S/nder 2 ) 
Mif. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, Maid ? 
Fen. You do amaze her: hear the truth of it, 

You would have married her moft fhamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in love : 

The truth is, fhe and I (long fince contracted) 

Are now fo fure that nothing can diffolve us : 

Th’ offence isholy that fhe hath committed, 

And this deceit lofés the name of craft, 

Of difobedience, or unduteous title, 

Since therein fhe doth evitate and fhun 

A thoufand irreligious curfed hours 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon her!” 
Ford, Stand not amaz’d, heré is no remedy : | 

In Love, the heavens themfelves do guide the ftate, 

Money buys Lands, and wives are fold by fate. | 
Fal. 1am glad, though you have tane a fpecial ftand 

to {trike at me, that your Arrow hath glance’d. og 

Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee joy, | 
what cannot be efChew’d, muft be embrac’d. 

Fal. When night-dogs run, all forts of Deer are chac’d. 

Mi. Pa. Well, Iwill mufe no further: M. Fenton, 
Heaven give you many, many merry days : 

Good husband, let us every one go home, 

And laugh this fport ore by a countrey fire, ` 

Sir Fehn and all. 

Ford. Letit be fo (Sir Fobn: ) 

To Mafter Broom, you.yet fhallhold your word. 


For he, tonight fhall lye with Miftris Ford. Exeunt. 
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Alus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Enter Duke, Efcalus, Lsrds. 
Duke. 
N A) Scalus. 
Efta, My Lord. (ties to unfold 
Duke. Of government, the proper- 
$ Would feemin me taffect fpeech and 
2 difcourfe. 
5} Sincelam put to know, that your 










P L i) (own Science 
AANA Exceeds (in that)the lifts of all advice 
My ftrength can give you: Then no more remains. 


But that, to your fufficiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them work: The nature of our people, 
Our Cities inftitutions,and the Terms 
For Common Juftice, y’are as pregnant in 
As Art, and pra¢tife hath enriched any 
That we remember: There is our Commiffion, 
From which, we would not have you warp; call hither, 
I fay, bid come before us Angelo: 
What figure of us think you, he will bear. 
For you muft know, we have with {pecial foul 
Elected him our abfence to fupply ; 
Lent him our terror, dreft him with our love, 
And given his Deputation all the Organs 
Of our own power: what think you of it? 

Efe. lfany in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo fuch ample grace and honour, 
Itis Lord Angelo. 


Enter Angelo. 


Duke. Look where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your Graces will, 
[come to know your Graces pleafure. 

Duke. Angelo: 
There is a kind of Character in thy life, 
That to th’obferver, doth thy hiftory 
Fully unfold: Thy felf and thy belongings. 
Are not thine own fo proper, as to waite | 
Thy felf upon thy vertues; they onthee: - 
Heaven doth with us, as we with Torches do, 
Not light them for themfelves: For if our vertues 
Did not go forth of us, ’cwere all alike 
Asif we had them not; Spirits are not finely couch’d, 
Butto fine iffes: nor Nature. never lends 
The fmalleft {Cruple of her excellence, 
But like a thrifty goddefs, fhe determines 
Her felf the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks and ufe; but Ido bend my fpeech 
Toone that can my part in him advertife ; 
Hold therefore Angelo : 
In our remove, be thou at full, our felf: 
Mortality and Mercy in Vienna 
Live inthy tongue and hearr: Old Efea/us 
Though firft in queftion, is thy fecondary. 
Take thy Commiffion. 

Ang. Now good my Lord 
Ler there be fome more teft made of my mettle, 
Before fo noble and fo great a figure 


Be ftampt upon it. 
Duk. No more evafion: 
We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice 


| Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours : 


Our hafte from hence is of fo quick condition, 
That it prefersic felf, and leaves unqueftion’d 
Matters of needful value : We fhall write to you 
As time, and our concernings fhall importune, 
How it goes with us, and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So fare you well: 
To th’hopeful execution dol leave you, 
Of your Commiffion. 
Ang. Yet give leave’ (my Lord,) 
That we may bring you fomething on the way. 
Duk.. My hafte may not admicit, 
Nor need you (on mine honour) have todo 
With any fcruple: your fcope is as mine own, 
So toinforce, or qualifie the Laws, 
As to your foul feems good: Give me your hand, 
Ple privily away : love the people, 
Butdo not like to ftage me to their eyes: 
Though it do well, Ido not relifh wett 


, Lheir loud applaufe, and aves vehement : 
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Nor do I think the man of fafe difcretion 
That do’s affect it. Once more fare you well. 

Ang. ‘The heavens give fafety co your purpofes. 

Efe. Lead forth and bring you back in happine&S. 

Duke. I thank you, ‘fare you well. 

Efe. Ifhall defire you, Sir, co give meleave 
To have free fpeech with you ; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place: 

A power I have, but of what ftrength and nature, 
[ am not yet inftructed. 

Ang. ’Tis fo withme: Let us with-draw together, 
And we may foon our fatisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Ejc. Ile wait upon your honour. 


Exit. 


Exeun?. 





Scena Secunda, 
Enter Lucio, and two ether Gentlemen. 


Luc. if the Duke, with theorther Dukes, come not to 
compofition with che King of Hmmgaryz, why thenall the 
Dukes fall upon the King. 

1 Gent. Heaven grant usitspeace, but not the King of 
Hungaries. 

2 Gent. Amen. 

Luc. Thou could’ft like the Sanftimonious Pyrat, that 
went to Sea with the ten Commandments, but fcrap’d one 
out of che Table. 

2 Gent. Thou fhalt not fteal? 

Luc. 1, thathera2'd. 

1. Gent. Why? *twas a Commandment to command 
the Captain and all the reft from their functions: they 
put forth to fteal: There's nota Souldier of us all, na in 

e 
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The thankfgiving before meat, do rellifh the petition well 
that prays for peace. : 

2 Genr. I never heard any Souldier diflike it. 

Luc. tbelieve thee: forI think thou never was’t where 
Grace was faid. 

2 Gent. No? adozentimes at leaft. 

1 Gent. What? in meeter? 

Luc. In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gent. | think, or in any Religion. 

Luc. 1, why not? Grace, isGrace, defpight of all con- 
trover fie: as for example; Thou thy felf are a wicked 
villain, defpight of all Grace. 

1 Gent. Well: there went but a pair of fheers between 
us. 

Luc. I grant: as there may between the Lifts andthe 
Velvet. Thon are the Lift. 

1 Gent. Andthou the Velvet; thouart good Velvelt ; 
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Clow. All houfes in the Suburbs of 
pluck’d down. 

Baw. And what fhall become of thofe in the Cirle? 

Clow. They fhall ftand for feed: they fad gone down 
too, but thata wifé Burger put in for them. 

Baw, But fhall all our honfes of refort in the Suburbs 
be pulPd down ? : 

Clown. To theground Miftris. 

Baw.’ Why here’s:a change indeed in the Common- 
wealth : what fhall become of me ? 

Clow. Come: fear not yon : good Counfellors Jack no 
Clients : though you change vour place, you need not 
change your Trade: I'lebe yonr Taptter till ; courage 
there will be pity taken on you; yon that have worn 
your eyes almoft out in the fervice, -you will be confi- 
dered. 

Baw. What’s to do 


Vienna muft be 


here, Thomas Tapfer? lets with- 


ithou’rea three pil’d-piece I warrant thee: Ithad as lief| draw, 


beaLiftof an Englifh Kerfey, as be pil’d, as thou art pil’d, 
fora French Velvet. Do I {peak feelingly now ? 

Luc. I think thou doft : and indeed wich moft painful 
feeling of thy {peech: I will, out of thine own confeffion, 
learn to begin thy health; but whilft I hive, for get ro 
drink after thee. 

1 Gent. I think ]have done my felf wrong, have I not? 

2 Gent. Yes, that thon haft ; whether thou are tainted, 
or free. Enter Bawd. 

Luc. Behold, behold, wherc Madam Mitigation comes. 
| have purchas’d as many difeafes under her Roof, 

As come to 

2. Gent. To what I pray? 

Luc. Judge. 

2 Gent. To three thoufand Dollours a year. 

1 Gent. I, and more. 

Luc. A French Crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring difeafes in me; but 
thou are full of error, Iam found. 

Luc. Nay, not (as one would fay) healthy: but fo 
found, as things that are hollow; tby -bones are hollow ; 
impiety has made a feaft of thee. 

1 Gent. How now, which of your hips has the moft 

| profound Sciatica ¢ 

Bawd. Well, well: There’s one yonder arrefted, and 

i carried to prifon, was worth five thoufand of you all. 

‘2 Gent. Who’s that] prethee ? 

Bawd. Marry fir, that’s Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

z Gest. Claudio to prifon ? *tis not fo. 

Bawd. Nay, but I know ’tis œ: I faw him arrefed : 
faw him carried away: and which is more, within thefe 
three days his head to be chopt off. 

Luc, But, after al] this fooling, I would not have it fo: 
Art thou fine of this? 

Bawd. Jamtoo fure of it: and itis for getting Madam 
Julietta with child. 

Luc. Believe me this may be: he promifed to meet 
me two hours fince, and he was ever precife in promife- 

i keeping , 

2 Gent. Befides you know, it draws fomething near to 
the fpeechwe had to fucha purpofe. 

1 Gent. But moft ofall agreeing with the Proclamation. 

Luc. Away, let's go learn the truth of tt. Exeunt. 

Bawd. Tbus, what with the war; what with the fwear, 
what with ihe gallows, and what with poverty, ] am ct- 
tom-fhrunk. How now? whar’s the news with you ? 

Exter clown. 

Clow. Yonder man ts carried to prifon. 

Pawd. Well: what has he done? 

Clow. A waman. 

Baw. But what’s his offence ? l 

Clow. Groping for “Trowts ina peculiar River. 

Baw. What? istherea Maid with child by him ? 

Clow. No: bur there’s a woman with Maid by him: 
you have nor heard of the Proclamation, have you ? 

Baw. What Proclamation, man? 





Clow. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Provoft 
to prifon: and there’s Madam Fulier. Eaeunt. | 








Scena tertia. 


Enter Provoft, Claudia, Juliet, Officers, Lucio, 
and two Gentlemen. 


Cla. Fellow, why doft thou fhow me thusto th’world ?| 
Bear me to prifon, where 1am conunitted, 

Pro. 1 dait not in evil difpofirion, 
But from Axgelo by fpecial charge. 

Clau. Thuscan the demy-god (Authority) 
Make us pay down, for our offence, by weight 
The wordsof heaven; on whom it will, it will, 
On whom it will not (fo) yer Mill tis jut. 

Luc. Why how now Claudio ? whence comes this reftraint. | 

Clau. From too-much liberty, (my Lucio) liberty, 
As furfeit is the father of much faft, 

So every {cope by the immederate ufe 
Turns to reftraint : our Natures do purfue 
Like Rats that ravin down their proper Bane, 
A thirfty evil, and when we drink, we die. 

Luc. If I could {peak fo wifely, under an arreft, | 
would fend for certain of my Creditors: and yet, tofay 
the truth, I had as hief have the foppery of trecdome, 
as the mortality of imprifonment: what’s thy offence, 
Claudio? 

Cla. What (but to {peak of) would oftend again, 

Luc. What is’t murder ? 

Cla. No. 

Luc. Letchery ? 

Cla. Call it fo. 

Pro Away, fir, you muft go. 

Cla. One word, good friend: 

Lucio, a word with you. 

Lue. A hundred: 

[fthey’Ido you any good: Is Letchery fo look’d after? 

Cla. Thus ftands it withme: upona crue contract 
| got pofleffion of ‘Fulsetta’s bed, 

You know the Lady, fhe is faft my wife, 

Save that we do the denunciation lack 

Of outward Order. This we came not to, 

Only for propagation of a Dowre 

Remaining inthe Coffer of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love 
Till] Time had made them for us. But it chances 
The ftealth of our mof mutual entertainment 
With Character too grofs, is writin Fulser. 

Lı c. With Child, perhaps? 

Cla. Unhappily, even fo. 

And the new Deputy, now for the Duke, 
Whetker 
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Whether it be the faulc and glimpfe of newnefs, 
Or whether that the body publick be 

A horfe whereon the Governor doth ride, 

Who newly inthe feat, that it may know 

He can command , lets it ftrait feel the {pur 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 

Or in hiseminence that fills ie up 

I ftagger in: But this new Governour 

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 

Which have (like unfcowr’d Armor ) hung by ch’wall 
So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round, 
And none of them beenworn; and for a name 
Now puts the drowfie and neglected Act 

Frefhly on me: ’tis furely for 2 name. 

Luc. I warrant it is: and thy head ftands fo tickle on 
thy fhoulders, that a Milk-maid, if fhe be in love, may 
figh itoff : Send after the Duke, and appeal to him. 

Cla. I have done fo, but he’s not to be found. 

I prethee ( Lecio ) do me this kind fervice : 
This day, my fifter fhould the Cloyfter enter, 
And there receive her approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate, 
Implore her inmy voice, that fhe make friends 
To the ftrict Deputy : bidher felf affay him, 

I have great hope inthat: for in her youth 
Thereis a proneand fpeechlefs Dialect, 

Such as move men ! befide flte hath profperous Are 
When fhe will play with reafon, and difcourfe, 
And well fhe can perfwade. 

Luc. I pray fhe may; as well for the encouragement 
of the like, which elfe would ftand upon grievous impo- 
fition: as for the enjoying of thy life, whol would be for- 
ry fhould be thus foolifhly loft, ata game of Tick-tack : 
Ile to her 

Cle. Ithank you good friend Lucio. 

Luc. Within two hours. 


Cla. Come Officer, away. Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Duke, and Frier Thomas. 


Duke. No: holy Father, throw away that thought, 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a compleat bofom: why, I defire thee 
To give me fecret harbour hath a purpofe 
More grave and wrinkled than theaims and ends 
Of burning youth. 
Fri. May your Grace fpeakof it. 
Duke. My holy fir, none better knows than you 
How] have ever loved the life remov'd 
And heid in idle price to haunt affemblies 
Whiere youth and coft, and witlefs bravery keeps. 
I have delivered to Lord Angelo 
CA man of ftriCture and firm abftinence ) 
My abfolute power, and placein Vienna, 
And he fippofes me travail’dto Poland, 
(For fo I have ftrew'd it in the common ear ) 
And fo it is receiv’d : Now ( pious fir ) 
You will demand of me, why | do this. 
Fri. Gladly, My Lord. 
Duke. We have ftrict Statutes, and moft biting Laws, 
( The needful bits and curbs for head-ftrong weeds ) 
Which for this fourteen years, we have lex flip, 
Even like an ore-grown Lyonina Cave 
That goes noroutto prey : Now,as fond Fathers, 
Having bound up the threatning twigs of Birch, 
Only to ftick ic in theit childrens fight; 
For error, not to ule : in time the rod 
More mock’d than fear’d: fo our Decrees, 
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Dead to infliction, to themfelves are dead, 
And liberty plucks juftice by the nofe ; 
The Baby beats the Nurfe,and quite ahwart 
Goes all decorum. 
Fri. It refted in your Grace 

To unloofé this tied-up Juftice, when yor pleas’d : 
And itin you more dreadful would have feem'd 
Than in Lord Angelo. 
a ae Ido R too dreadful : 

ith twas my fault to give the people fco 
’Twould be my tyranny to trike - gall thems 
For what I bid them do: For we bid this be done 
When evil deeds have their permiflive pafs, 
And not the punifhment: therefore indeed ( my father ) 
Ihave on Angelo impos’d the office, 
Who may inth’ambuth of my name ftrike home, 
And yet, my nature never in the fight 
To do in flander: And to behold his fway 
I will, as twere a brother of your Order 
Vifit both Prince and people : Therefore I prethee 
Supply me with the habit, and inftruét me 
How I may formally in perfon bear 
Like a true Frier: Moe reafons for this action 
At your more leifure, fhall | render you; 
Only thisone: Lord Angelo is precife, 
Stands at a guard with envy : fcarce confeffes 
Phat his blood flows : or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than ftone : hence fhall we fee 
If power change purpofe: what our Seemers be. Exeknt, 





Scena Quinta. 


Enter Ifabell, and Francifea a Nun, 


Ifa. And have you Nuns no farther priviledces ? 
Nan, Are not thefe large enough? 
Ifa. Yes truly; I {peak not as defiring more, 
But rather wifhing a more ftrict reftraint 
Upon the Sifterhood, the Vorarilts of Saint Clare, 
Lucio within. 
Luc. Hoa ? peace be in this place. 
Ifae Who’s that which calls ? 
Nan. Iltisa mans voice, gentle I/atelia, 
Turn you the key, and know his bufine of him; 
You may, [may nor: you are yet unfworn : 
When you have vow’d, you muft not fpeak with men, 
But inthe prefence of the Prioreffe ; 
Then if you fpeak, you muft not fhew your face ; 
Or if you fhewyoar face, you muft not {peak : 
He calls again : I pray you anfwer him. 
Ifa. Peace and profperity : who is’t that calls ? 
Lue. Hail Virgin, (if yoube) as thofe cheek Rofes 
Proclaim you are nolefs: can you fofteedme, 


.As bring méto the fight of I/abella, 


A novice of this place, and the fair Sifter 
To hér unhappy brother Clawdéo ? 

Ifa. Why her unhappy brother ? Letmeask, 
The rather, for I now muft make you know 
lam that J/abella, and his Sifter. 

Luc. Gentle and fair: your brother kindly greets you , 
Not to be weary with you ; he’s in prifon. 

Ifa. Wome, for what ? 

Luc. For that, which if my felf might be bis Judge, 
He fhould receive his punifhment in thanks > 
He hath got his friend with Child. 

Ifa. Sir, make me not your ftory. 

Lue. "Tis true ; I would not, tho’tis my famifiar fin, 
With Maids to feem the Lapwing, and to jeft 
Tongue, far from heart : play with all Virgins fo : 


| hold you as & chingen-skied and fainted, . 
Yy 
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By your renouncementan immortal fpirit, 
And to be talk’d with in fincerity, 
As with a Saint. 
Ifa. -You do blafpheme the good in mocking me. 
Luc. Donot believe it: fewnefs, and truth; "tis thus, 
Your brother and his lover have imbrac’d ; 
As thofe that feed grow-full : as blofloming ‘Time 
That from the feednefs, the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyfon : even fo her plenteous womb 
Expreffeth his full Tilth and Husbandry. 
Ifa. Some one with child by him? my Cofen Juliet ? 
Lue. Isfhe your Cofen ? 
Ifa. Adoptedly, as {Chool-maids change their names 
By vain, tho apt affection. 
Luc. She itis. 
Ifa. Lec him marry her. 
Luc. This is the point. | 
The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence 5 
Bore many Gentlemen (my felf being onc ) 
In hand, and hope of action: bur we do learn, , 
By thofe that know the very Netves of Srate, 
His giving-our, were of an infinite diftance 
From his true meant defign : upon his place, 
( And with full line of his authority ) 
Governs Lord Angelo; A man whofe blood 
| Is very fnow-broth : one, who never feels 
‘Lhe wanton ftings and motions of the fenfe; 
But doth rebate, and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind : Study, and faft. 
He ( to give fear to ufe, and liberty, 
Which have for long run-by the hideous Law, 
As Mice by Lyons ) hath pickt out anact, 
Under who’ heavy fenfe, your brothers life 
Falls into forfeic: he arrefts him on it, 
And follows clofe therigorof the Statute 
To make him anexample : all hope is gone, 
UnlefS you have the grace, by your fair prayer 
To foften Angelo: And that’s my pith of bufinefs 
-T'wixt you, and your poor brother. 
Ifa.. Doth he fo, 
Seek his life ? 
Luc. Has cenfured him already, 
And as I hear, the Provoft hath a warrant 
For’s Execution. 
Ifa Alas: what poor 
Abilities in me, to do him good ? 
Luc. Affay the power you have. 
Ifa. My power? alas, I doubt 
Luc, Our doubts are traytors 
And makes us lofe the good we oft might win, 
By fearing toattempt: GotoLord Angelo, 
And lethim learn to know, when Maidens fue 
Men givelikegods: but when they weep and kneel; 
All their petitions, are as truly theirs 
4s they themfelves would owe them. 
Ifa. Ne fee what I can do. 
Luc. But fpeedily. 
Ifa. 1 will about it firaie ; 
No longer ftaying, but to give the Mother 
Notice of my affair: 1 humbly thank you: 
Commend me to my brother: foonat night 
Ile fend him certain-word of my fuccefs. 
Luc. I take my leave of you. 
Ifa. Good fir, adieu. 


Meafure 


Exeunt. 
TS 
Aus Secundus: Scena Prima, 


Enter Angelo, Efcalus, and fervants, Fuftice. 


Ang. We mult not make a fcar-crow of the Law, 
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Setting.i¢ upto fear the Birds of prey, 

And lec it keep one fhape, till cuftome make it 
Their Pearch, and nor their terror. 

_ Efe. I, but yer 

pes ue be kanc iag rather cuta little, 

an fali, and brnife to death: alas, thj 
Whom I would fave, had a moft niea Hamag 
Let buc your honour know : 

(Whom I believe to be moft ftrait in vertue ) 

That inthe working of your own affections 

Had time co-heard with Place, or place with within 

f as the refolute acting of our blood, $ 
ould have attain’d ch’effect of your o 

Pe ge had fomertime in Bout life ar 
rr’din this point, which now you ce i 

And an the Law upon roe Ae 

“ing. *Tis one thing to be tempt 

Another thing co fall” I not eo akih) 

The Jury paffing on the prifoners life 

ea in s pe have a thief, or two 

utltter chan him they cry ; what’s open m i 

That Juftice feizes ; What knows ie Le «Oy 
| That thieves do pafs on thieves? ’Tis very pregnant 

Tne Jewel thac we find, we ftoop and take’r 

Becaufe we fèe it ; but what we do not fee, 

We tread upon, and never chink of it. 

You may not fo extenuate his offence, 

For I have had fuch faults ; but rather tell me 
| When I, that cenfure him, do fo offend, 

Let mine own Judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muft die. 

Enter Provoft. 

Efe. Be it as your wifdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Proveft? 

Pro. Here if ic like your Honour. 

Ang. See that Clandio 
Beexeeuted by nine to morrow morning, 

Bring him his Confeffor, let him be prepar’d, 
For that’s the utmoit of his Pilgrimage. 

Efe. Well: heaven forgive him ; and forgive us all ; 
Some rife by fin, and fome by vertue fall : 
Some run from brakes of Ice, and anfwer none, 

And fome condemned for a fault alone. 
Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers. 

Elb. Come, bring themaway : if thee be good people 
in a Common-weale, that do nothing but ufe their a_ 
bufes in common houfes, I know no law: bring them a. 

way. 
Ang. How now fir, what’s your name? And what’s 
the matter? 

Elb. Jf ic pleafe your honour, Iam the poor Dukes 
Conftable, and my name is Elbow ; 1 do lean upon Juftice, 
fir, and do bringinhere before your good honour, two 
notorious Benefactors. 

Ang. Benefactors? Well: What Benefactors are they? 
Are they not Malefactors ? 

Elb. Wf it pleafe your Honour I know not well what 
they are: But precife villans they are, that I am fure of, 
and void of al] prophanation in the world, that good 
Chriftians ought to have. 

Eft. This comes off well: here’s a wife Officer. 

| Ang. Go to: What quality are they of? E/beaw is 
i your name? 
Why do’ft thou not fpeak Elbow ¢ 

Clo. Hecannot fir: he’s our at Elbow. 

Ang, What are you fir? 

Elb, He fir, a Tapfter fir: parcel Bawd : one that 
ferves a bad woman: whofe houfe fir was ( as they fay ) 

Juckt down in the Suburbs: and now fhe proteflesa 
| hot-houfe ; which, think is a very ill houf too. 

Efc. How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife Sir, whom I deteft before heaven and 


| your honour. 
Efe. How 
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Efe. How? thy wife. 

Els. 1 Sir: whom] thank heavenis an honeft woman. 

Efca. Do’ft thou dereit her therefore ? 

Elb. Vay fir, I will deteft my felf alfo, as well as fhe 
thar this houfe, if ic be not a Bawds houfe, it is piry ofher 
life, for itis a naughty honfe. 

Efca. How do’ft thou know that, Conftable ? 

Elb. Marry fir, by my wife, who, if fhe had beena wo- 
man cardinally given, might have been accufed in forni- 
cation, adultery, and all uncleannefs there. 

Efe. By the womans means ? 

E/b. Vir, by Miftris Over-dons means : but as the {pir 
in his face, fo fhe defi'd him. 

Clo. Sir, if ic pleafe your honour, this is nat fo. 

Ell. Prove it before thefe Varlets here, thou honoura- 
ble man, prove it. 

Efe. Do you hear howhe mifplaces ? 

Clo. Sir, fhe came tn great with child; and longing 
(faving your honours reverence ) for ftew’d Prewns; 
we had buctwo inthe houfe, which at that very inftanc 
time ftood, as it werein a fruit difh, (a dith of fome three 
pence ; your honours having feen fuch difhes ) they are 
not China-difhes, but very good difhes. 

Efe. Go too, gotoo: nomatter for the difh fir. 

Clo. No indeed fir not of a pin: you are therein in the 
right : but to the point : as I fay, this Miftris Elbow, being 
(as Ifay) with child, and being great bellied, and longing 
(as I faid ) for prewns : and having no morein the difh 
(as I faid) Matter Frorh here, this very man, having eaten 
thereft (as! faid ) and (as I fay ) paying for them very 
honeftly: for, asyou know Mafter Froth, I could nor 
give you three pence again. 

Fro. No indeed. 

Clo. Very well: you being then(if you be remembred) 
cracking the ftones of the forefaid Prewns. 

Fro. { fo! did indeed. 

Clo. Why, very well: I telling you then (if yon be 
remembred ) that fuch aone, and fuch a one, were paft 
cure of the thing you wor of, unlefs they kept very good 
dyet, as I cold you. Fro. All this is true, 

Clo, Why very well then. 

Efc. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the purpofe , 
what was done to Elbows wife, that he hath caufe to com- 
plain of? Come me to what was done to her. 

Clo. Sit, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Efe. No fir, nor I mean it not. 

Clo. Sir,-but you fhall come toit, by your Honours 
leave: And befeech you, look into Mafter Frorh here 
fir, a man of four-fcore pound a year; whofe Father 
died atHaflowmas:Was’t not at Hallowmas MafterFroth ? 

Fro. All-hallond-Eve. 

Clo. Why very well: I hope here be truths: he fir, fit- 
ting ( as Ifay )in a lower Chair, Sir, ’twas in the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you haveadelighe to fit, have 
you not ? r 

Fro. Ihave fo, becaufe it is an open room, and good 
for Wintere 

Clo. Why very well then: I hope here be truths. 

Ang. This will laft our a night in Ruffia, 

When nights are longeft there: Ile take my leave, 
And leave you tothe hearing of the caufe, 
Hoping you’l find good caufe to whip themafl. Exit. 

Efe. 1 think no les: good morrowto your Lord fbip. 
‘Now fir, comeon: Whatwas done to Elbows wife, once 
more ¢ 

Clo. Once fir? there was nothing done to her once. 

E/b. I befeech you fir, ask him what this man did to 
my wife. 

Clo. Ibefeech your honour, ask me. 

Efe. Wellfir, what did this Gentleman to her ? 

Clo. 1 befeech you fir, look in this Gentlemans face, 
good Mafter Froth look upon his honour ; *tis for a good 
purpofe ; dotii your honour mark his face ? 

Efe. (fir, very well. 
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Clo. Nay, I beféech yon mark it well. 

Efe. Well, Ido (0. 

Clo. Doth your honour fee any harm tn'his face ? 

Eft. Why no. 

Clo. lle be fuppos’d upona book, his face is the wos} 
thing about him: good then: if his face be the worft 
thing about him, how could Mafter Frerh do the Confta- 
bles wife any harm? 1 would know thae of your ho- 
nour. 

. op He’s in the right ( Conftable ) what fay you to 
it ? 

Elb. Firft, and it like you, the houfe is a refpetted 
houfe ; next, this is a refpected fellow; andhis Miftris is 
a refpected woman. 

Clo. By this hand fir, his wife is a more re(pected per- 
fon chan any of us all. 

Elb. Varlet, thou lieft; thou lieft wicked Varlet : the 
time is yet to come, that fhe was ever refpected with man, 
woman, or child. 

Clo Sir, fhe was refpected with him before he married 
with her. 

Efe. Which is the wiferhere ; ‘fuftice, or Insquity? Is 
this true? 

Elb. O thon Caitiff: O thou Varler : O thou wicked 
Hannibal ;\refpected with her, before I was married toher? 
If ever I was refpected with her, or fhe with me, let not 
your Worfhip think me the poor Dukes Officer : prove 
this, thou wicked Hanmbal, or I’le have mine action ot 
battery on thee. 

Efe. If he took you a box‘oth’ear, you might have 
youraction of flander too 

Elb. Marry (thank your good Worfhip for it: what 
is’t your Worfhips pleafure | hall do with this wicked 
Caitiff ? 

Eft. Truly Officer, becanfe he hath fome offences in 
him, thart chou would’ft difcover, if thou couldit, let him 
continue in his courfes, till thou knowl what they are. 

Elb. Marry I thank your Worfhip for it: Thou feeft 
thou wicked Varlet now, what’s come upon thee. Thou 
art Co Continue. 

Eft. Where were you born, friend ? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

‘Efe. Are you of fourfcore Poundsa year ? 

Froth. Yes, and’t pleafe yon fir. 

Efc. So: what trade are ye of, fir? 

Clo. A Tapfter, a poor Widows Tapfter. 

Efe. Your Miftris name ? 

Clo. Miftris Over-den. 

Efc. Hath fhe had any more than one husband ? 

Clo. Nine, fir: Over-don by the laft 

Efe. Nine? Come hithertome, Mafter Froth ; Mafter 
Froth, 1 would not have you acquainted with Tapfters ; 
they will draw you Mafter Frorh,and you will hang then: 
get you gone, and let me hear no more of you. 

Fro. Ithank your Worfhip: for mine own part, I ne- 
ver come intoany room in a Taphoufe, but lam drawn 


in. 

Efe. Well: no more of ic Mafter Fresh: farewell : 
Come you hither to me, M, Tapfter : what's your name 
M Tapfter ? 

Clo. Pompey. 

Eft. What elfe? 

Clo. Bum, Sir. 

Eft. Troth, and your Bum is the greateft thing about 
you, fo that in the beaftlieft fenfe, you are Pompey the 
great ; Pompey, youare partly a Bawd, Pesspey ; how'ce- 
ver, you colour ic being a Tapfter, are you nos ? come,tell 
me true, it fhall be the better for yon. 

Clo. Truly fir, Lam a poor fellow thar would hve. 

Efe. How would you live Pompey ? by being a Bawd? 
what do you toink of the Trade Pempey ? isita lawful 
Trade? 

(lo. If the Law would allow it, fir. 

Efe. But che Law will nor allow it Pempey, nor it fhall 
not be allowed in Pierna. Cle. Do's 
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Clo. Do’s your Worfhip mean to geld and fplay all the 
Youth in the City ? 

Efc. No. Pompsy. m y 

lo. Truly Sir, in my poor opinion, they will to’t then: 
if your Worfhip will take order for the Drabs and Knaves, 
you need rot to fear the Bawds. i 

Efe. There are pretty Orders beginning, Icantell you: 
le is but heading and hanging, 

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that way but 
for ten year together, you'l be glad to give out a Com- 
miffion for more heads: If this Law hold in Vienna ten 
years I’le rentthe faireft houfe inic after three pence a 
Bay :It you live tofee this come to pafs, fay, Pompey told 

ou fo. 

‘ Efe. Thank. you, good Pompey ; and in requital of your 
Prophefie, hark yon: I advife you let me not find you be- 
fore me again upon any complaint whatfoever: no, not 
for dwelling where you do : 1f 1 do, Pompey, I fhall beat 
you toyour Tent, and prove a fhrewd Ceæfar to you : in 
plain dealing, I fhall have you whipt: So for this time, 
Pompey, fare you well. : 

Clo. I thank your Worfhip for your good counfel; but 
I fhall follaw it as the flefhand fortune fhall better deter- 
mine. Whipme? no, no: let Carman whip his Jade, 
The valiant heart’s not whipt outof his Trade. Exit. 


Eft. Come hither to me, Mafter Elbow: come hither, | 


Matter Conftable : how long have you been in this place of 
Conftable? 

Elb. Seven year and a half, fir. 

Eft, I thought by the readinefs in the Office, you had 
continued in it fome time: youlay, feven years toge- 
ther. 

Elb. And a half, fir- 

Eft. Alas! it hatlı been great pains to you : tbey do you 
wrong to put you fooft upon’t : Are there not men in your 
Ward fufficient to ferve it ? 

Elb. Faith fir, few of any Wit in fuch matters: as they 
are chofen, they are glad to choofe me for them : I doit for 
fome piece of money, and go through with all. 

Efc. Look yon bring me in the Namesof fome fix or fe- 
ven, the moft fufficient of your Parith. 

Elb. To your Worfhip’s houfe, fir ? 

Eft. Tomy houfe: fare you well: what’s a clock, think 

ou ? 
A Fuft. Eleven, fir. 

Efe. 1 pray you go home to dinner with me. 

Fuft. 1 humbly thank yon. 

Efe. It grieves me for the death of Claudio: 

But there’s no Remedy. 

Fut. Lord Angelo is fevere, 

Eft. It is but needful : 

Mercy is notit felf, that oft looks fo: 
Pardon is ftil] che Nurfe of fecond wo: 
But yet, poor Claudio, there is no Remedy. 


Come fir. Exeunt. 








Scena Secunda. 


Enter Provoft, Servant. 

Ser. He’s hearing of a Canfe: he will come ftraight: $ 

Ple tell him of you. : 
Pro. Pray you do: Ple know 

Bis pleafure : may behe will relent : alas! 

He hath but asoffendedin a dream : 

All Seéts, all Ages {mack of this vice, and he 

Todie for't! i 


Enter Angelo. | 
Ang. Now, what's the matter, Provoft ¢ 


a Meafure for Meafure. 


F E t your Will Claudio fhall dieto morrow? 
ng. Did not [tell thee yea? hadft tho rder? 
Why do'ft thou ask again 7 om 
Pro. Left I might be too rafh: 
Under your good correction, I have feen 
When after Execution, Judgment hath 
Repented o’re his doom. 
fs Anz. Goto: a that bemine: 
o you your Office, or give up your Place 
And you fhall well be ard. -i = 
Pro. I crave your Honour’s pardon : 
What fhall be done, fir, with the groaning Fsliet ? 
She’s very near her hour. 
Ang. Difpofe of her 
To fome more fitter place, and that with fpeed. 
Ser. Here isthe fifter of the man condemn d, 
Defires accefs to you. 
“ing. Hath he a fifter ? 
Pro. 1, my good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
And to be fhortly of aSifter-hood, 
If not already. 
Ang. Well: let her be admitted : 
See you the Fornicatrefs be remov’d : 
Let her have needful, but not lavifh means: 
There fhafl be order for’t. 


Enter Lucio and lf{abella. 


Pro. Save your Honour. 
“fe Stay a little while: y’are welcome: What's your | 
Will? 
Ifab. 1 am a woful Sutor to your Honour, 
’Pleafe but your Honour hear mie. 
Ang. Well: what’s your fuit? 
Ifab. There isa Vice that moftI do abhor, 
And moft defire fhould meet the blow af Juftice, 
For which! would not plead. but that I muf, 
For which I muft not plead, but that]am 
At war ’°twixt will and will not. 
Ang. Well: the matter ? 
Ifab. Vhave a brother is condemn’d to die, 
I do befeech you let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 
Pro. Heaven give thee moving graces. 
Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it: 
Why every fault’scondemn’de’reitbedone: ` 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Function 
To fine the faults, whofe fine ftands in Record, 
And let goby the actor. 
Ifab. Oh juft, but fevere Law : 
I had a brother then, heaven keep your honour. 
Luc. Giv't not o’re fo: to him again, intreat him, 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown: 
Youare too cold : if you fhould need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a tongue defire it : 
To bim, I fay. 
Ifab. Muft he needs die ? 
Ang. Maiden, no Remedy. 
lab. Yes : I do think that you might pardon him, 
And neither heaven, nor man grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. Twill hot do’. 
Tab. Bat can you if you would ? 
Ang. Look, what 1 will not, that I cannot do. 
Ifab. But might you do't. and do the World no wrong, 
If ( your heart were touch’d with that remorfe, 
As mine is tohim ? 
Ang. He’s fentenc’d: "tis too late. 
Luc. You are too cold, 
Ifab. Too late ? why fo ? I that dofpeak a word, 
May callit back again: Well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 
Not the King’s Crown, nor the deputed Sword, 
The Marthal’s Truncheon, nor the Judges Robe, 
Become them with one half fo good a grace 
As mercy does: If he had been as you, and you as Bi 
On 
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‘You would have flipt like him, but he, like you, 
Would not have been fo ftern. 
Ang. Pray you be gone. 
fab. Ewould to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were I/abel: fhould it then be thus? 
No : I would tell what’rwere to be a Judg, 
‘And what a Prifoner. 
` Luo J, touch him: there’s the vein. 
, Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the Law, 
| And you but wafte,your words. 
Tab. Alas! alas! ~ 
Why, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once, 
Andhe that might the vantage beft have took, 
Found outthe Remedy : How would yon be, 
If he, which is the.cop of Judgment, fhould 
Buc judg you asyou are? Oh, think on thar, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new-made. 
Ang. Be you content (fair Maid), 
Iris the Law, not], condemn your brother : 
Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fon, 
It fhould be chus-with him: he muft die to morrow. 
“Tab. To morrow ?.Oh, that’s fudden : 
Spare him, fpare him :- Pe 
He’s not prepar’d for death: even for our kitchins 
We kill the fowl of feafon : fhall we ferve heaven 
With lefs refpect than we do minifter 


‘Toour grofs felves ?-good, good my Lerd, bethink you : 


VVho is.it that hath did for clis Offence 2 
There’s many have committéd it. 
Luc. t: well faid. 


Thofe many had nor dar’d to do that evil, 
If the firft, that did ch’ Edict infringe, 
Had anfwer'd for his deed’ Now’ tis awake, _ 
Takes note of what is done, and likea Prophet, 
Looxs.ina glafs chat fhews what future evils 
Either now, or by remifsnefs, new conceiv’d, 
And {0 in progrefs to be hatch’d, and born, 
Arenow to have no fucceflive degrees, 
But here they live toend: 
ab. Yet fhow fome pity. 

Anz. Lthew it moft of all when fhew Juftice: 
| For then I pity thofe I do not know, 
VVhich a difinif’d Offence would afrer gaul 
And do him right, .that anfweting one foul wrongs 
Lives nor to act another. Be fatistied : 
Your brother dies tomorrow: be content. 


Ifa. So you muft be the firft that gives this fentence, 


And he that füffers : Oh, ir is excellent 

To have a Giant’s ftrength ; but it is tyrannous 
To nfeit like a Giant. 

` Lue. That's well faid. 

Ifa. Could great men thunder 
As Feve himielf do’s, Fove would ne're be quiet: 
For every pelting perry Officer 
VVould ufe his heaven for thunder : 

Nothing buc thunder : ‘Mercifiil heaven, 

Thou rather with thy fharp and fulphurous bole 
Split’ft the un-wedgablé and gnarled Oke, 

Than the foft Mertil: O but man! proud man! 
Dreft-in a little brief anthority, 

Moft ignorant of what he’s moit affur’d 

(His glaflie Effence), like an angry Ape, ! 
Plays fuch phantaftique tricks before high heaven, 
As makes the Angels weep; who with our fpleerts 
VVould all themfelves laugh mortal. 

Luc. Oh, to him, to him Wench: he will relent : 
He’s coming : I perceive'r. | 

Pro. Pray heaven fhe winhim. 

Ifa. VVe cannot weigh our brother with our felf: 
Great men may jeft with Saints :’tis Wit in them, 
Bucin the lefs ioul Prophanarion. 

_ Luc. Thou'rei right (Girl): more o’ that. 


Ang. ‘The Law hath not been dead, thoit hath flept : 
e 


Meafure for Meafure. 
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Yab. That in the Captain’s but a chollerick w 
VVhich in the Soldier i fat blafphemv. = 
~~ — o’ that? moreon t. 
ng. Why do you put thefe fayings upon me? 
Ifa. Becaufe Authority, thoir a like ack, 
Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it felf, 
That skins the Vice 0’ th’ top: goto your bofom, 
Knock there, and ask your-heart what it doth know 
That’slike my brother’s fault: if it confefe 
A natural guiltinefs; fach as is his, 
Let it not found a' thought upon your tongue 


| Againft my brother's life. 


Ang., She fpeaks, and "ris fuch fene, 

That my fenfe breeds with it: fare you wel. 
Ifa. Gentle my Lord, turn back. 
Ang. I will bethink me: come again to morrow. 


y Ia. Hark, how lle bribe you: good my Lord turn 
ack. ' 


| Ang. How ? bribe me? 


| Jf. 1, with-fuch gifts that heaven fhall fhare with 
you. 


Luc. You had marr’d allelfe. . 

Ifa. Not with fond Sickles of the tefted.gold, 
Or ftones, whofe rate are either rich or poor, 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That fhall be up at heaven, and enter there 
E’re Sun rife: prayers from preferved fouls, 
From fafting Maids, whofe minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. | 

Ang. Well: cometo me tomorrow. 


~ Luc, Goto: "tis well : away. 


Ifa. Heaven keep your honour fafe. 

Ang. Amen: 

For Lam that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers crofs. 

Ifa. At what hour to morrow 
Shall lartend your Lordhhip ? 

Arg, Atany time ’fore-noon. 

Ifa. ’Save your honour. 

Ang. Fromthee: even from thy Vertue. 
What’s this? What’s this? Js this her fault, or mine? 
The Tempter, orthe Tempted, who fins moft? ha? 
Not fhe: nor doth fhe tempt: but itis I, 

That, lying by the Violet in the Sun; - 

Do as the Carriondo’s, not as the flower, 

Corrupt with vercaous feafon: -Can it be, 

That Modefty may more betray our fenfe, 

Than Womans lightnefs? having wafte ground enough. 

Shall we defire to raze the Sanctuary, 

And pitch our evils there? Oh fie, fie, fie: 

What doft thou ¢ Or what are thou, Angelo? 

Doft thou defire her fouly, for thof€ things 

That make her good? Oh let her brother live: 

Thieves for their Robbery have authority, ~ 

VVhen Judges fteal themfélves: What! do Ilove her, 

That | defire to hear her fpeak again?’ 

And feaft upon her Eyes ? VVhatisit I dream on? 

Oh cunning Enemy, that tocatch a Saint, 

VVith Saints doft bait chou hook-; moft dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To fin, in loving Vertue : never could the Strumpet, 

VVith all her double Vigor, Arc, and Nature, 

Once ftir my temper: butthis vertuous Maid 

Subdues me.quite: Even till now, 

VVhen- men were fond, I fmil'd, and wondred how. 
Exit. 


Exeunt. 
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e ee 
Scena tertia. 


Enter Duke, and Provoft. 


Duk. Hail to you, Provo: folthinkyovare. — 
Pro. Lam the Provo: what’s your will, good Frier ? 
Duk. Bound by my Charity, and my bleft Order, 
Icome to vifit the afflicted fpirits 
Here in the Prifon: do me the common right 
Tolet mefee them: andto make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that] may minilter 
To them accordingly. 
Pro. I would do more than that, if more were needful. 
Enter Juliet. 
Look here comes one: a Gentlewoman of mine, 
VVho falling in the flaws of her own Youth, 
Hath blifter'd her-Report: She is with child, 
And he thac gotit, fentenc’d: a young man 
More fit to do another firch Offence, 
Than die for this. 
Dak. VVhen muft he die? 
Pro. ASI dothink, tomorrow. | 
Ihave providedfor you: ftay a while, 
And you fhall be conducted. 
Duk. Repent you (fairone) of the fin you carry. 
wl. 1do, and bear the fhame moft patiently. 
Du.l'le teach you how you fhall araign your confcience, 
And try your penitence, if it be found, 
| Or hollowly put on. 
Ful. Tle gladly learn. : 
Duk. Love you the man that wrong d you? 
Ful. Yes, as Ilove the woman that wrong d him, 
Duk. So then it feems your moft offenceful act 
VVas mutually committed. 
ul. Mutually. 
Ha Then coat your fin of heavier kind than his? 
Ful. Ido confefs it, and repentit (Father). 
Duk. Tis meet fo (daughter), but left you do repent 
As tha the fin hath brought you to this fhame, 
VVhich forrow is always toward our felves, not heaven, 
Showing we would not {pare heaven, as we love it, 
Butas we ftandinfear- 
ul. 1 dorepent me, asitis an evil, 
And take the fhame with joy. 
Duk. There reft: 
Your partner (as I hear) muft die to morrow, 
And lam going with inftruction to him: 


Grace gowith you, Benedicites t Exit. 
Ful. Muftdieto morrow? Ob injurtous love, 
That refpifs me a life, whofe very comfort 
Is ftilla dying horror. 
Exeunt. 


Pro. ’Tis pity of him. 


er 
Scena Quarta. 
Enter Angelo. 


An. VVhen I would pray, and think, I think, and pray 
To feveral fubjects: heaven hath my empty words, 
VVhilft my Invention, hearing not my tongue, 

Anchors on J/abe?: heaven in my mouth, 

Asif I did but only chew his name, 

And in my beart the trong and {welling evil 

Of my.conception: the ftate whereon | ftudied 
Is like a good thing, being oftenread, 


Meafure for Meafure. 


Grown feard, aud tedious: yea, my Gravity, 
Wherezn (let no man‘hear me) I take pride, 
Could 1, with boot, change for an idle plume 
Which the air beats for vain: Oh place! oh form ! 
How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wifer fouls 
To thy falfe feeming ? Blood, thou art Blood, 
Let’s write good Angell on the Devils horn, 

°T s not the devils Creft : how now? who’s theze? 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. One Ifabel, a filter, defires accefs to you: 
Ang. Teach her the way : Oh heavens 
Why do’s my blood thus mufterto my heart, 
Making both it unable for it felf, 
And difpofiefling all my other parts 
Of neceffary fitne(s ? 
So play the foolifh throngs wich one that wounds, 
Come all tohelp htm, and fo ftop theair 
By which he fhould revive: and even fo 
The general fubyects to a well-wifht King, 
Quit their own.part, and in obfequious fondnets 
Crowd to his prefence, where their uutanght love 
Muft needs appear Offence: how now fair Maid ¢ 


Enter Ifabella. 
Ifz. lam come to know your pleafure. (me, 
Ang. That you might know it, would much better pleafe 
Than to demand what ’tis: your brother cannot live. 
Ifa. Even fo: heaven keep your Honour. 
Ang. Yet may he livea while: and it may be 
As long as youor 1: yethe mutt die. 
Ifa. Under your Sentence ? 
Anz. Yea. 
Ifa. VVhen, I befèech you ? chat in his Reprieve 
(Longer or fhorter) he may be {o fitted, 
That his foul ficken not. l 
Ang. Ha? fie, thefe filthy Vices : It were as good 
To pardon him, that hath from Nature ftol’n 


‘Aman already made, as to remit 


Their fawcy fweetnefs, that do coin heavens Image 
In ftamps thatare forbid: “tisall as eafie, 
Falfely to take away a life true made, 
Asto put mettle in reftrained means, 
To make a falfe one. 
Ifa.’ Tis fet down fo in heaven, bur notinearth. 
Ang. Say you fo? then I fhalti poze you quickly. 
Which had yon rather, thac the moft juft Law 
Now took your brother's life ; and to redeemhim, 
Give up your body to fuch fweer uncleannefs 
As fhe that he hath ftain’d? 
Ifa. Sir, believe this, 
[had rather give my body than my foul. 
Ang. I talk not of your foul: our compelld fins 
Stand more for number than for accom pt. 
Ifa. How fay you ? 
Ang. Nay, Tle not warrant that : for I can {peak 
Againft the thing] fay: Anfwer co this, 
I (now the Voice of the Recorded Law) 


| Pronounce a fentence on your brother’s life: 


Might chere not be a charity in fin, 
To fave this brother’s life ? 
Ifa. Pleafe you to do’s, 
le take it asa peril to my foul: 
It is-no fin at all, but charity. 
Ang. Pleas’d you to do’t at peril of your foul; 
Were equal poize of finand charity. 
Ifa. That I do beg his life, if tt be fin, 
Heaven let me bear it ; you granting of my fuit, 
If that be fin, ’le make it my Morn-prayer, 
To have it added to che faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anfwer. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me : 
Your fenfe purfues not mine :- either you are ignorant, 
Or feem fo crafty ; and that’s not good. Ii 
a. 





i 
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Ifa. Let me be ignorant, andin nothing good, 
But gracioufly to know lamno betrer. 

Ang. Thus Wifdom wifhes to appear moft bright, 
When it doth tax it felf : As thefe black Mafques 
Proclaim anen- fhield beauty ten times londer 
Than beauty could difplayed: But mark me, 
To be received plain, Vie tpeak more grofs : 

Your brother is to die. 

Ifa. So. 

Ang. And his Offence is fo, as it appears, 
Accountant to the Law upon that pair. 

l/a. True. 

Ang. Admit noother way to fave his life 
(As I fub(cribe not that, nor any other, 

But in the lof of queftion), that you, his filter, 
Finding your (elf defir’d of fuch a perfon, 
Whole credit with the Judg, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the Mannacles 
Of the all] building Law > and that there were 
No earthly mean to fave him, but that either 
You muft lay down the treafiires of your body, 
To this fuppofed, or elfe to lethim fuffer, 

What would youdo?~ — 

Ifa. As much for my poor btother as my felf: 
That is, were I under the terms of Death, 
Th'impreffion of keen Whips, I’ld wear as Rubies, 
And ftrip my felftodeath, astoabed, _ 
That longing have been fick for, e’rel'ld yeild 
My body up to fhame. 

Ang. Then muft your brother die. 

Ifa. And ’ewere the cheaper Way : 

Better it were a brotherdi’d at once, 
Than that a fifter by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not vou thenas cruel as the Sentence 
That you have flander’d fo ? 

Ifa. Ignominy in Ranfom, and.free Pardon, 
Are of two houfes: lawfal Mercy 
Is nothing kinto fon! Redemption. 

Ang. You feem'd of late to make the law a Tyrant, 
And rather prov’d the fliding of ‘your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

Ifa. Oh pardon me, my Lord: it aft falls out 
To have what we would have : 

We (peak noc what we mean: 
I fomething do excufe the thing I hate 
For his advantage thar | dearly love. 
Ang. We ate all frail. 
Ifa. Elfe let my brother die, 
If not a feodary bur only he 
Owe, and fucceed thy weaknefs. 

Ang. Nay, Women are frail too. 

Ifa. I, as the glaffes where they view themfelves + 
Which are as eafie broke as they make forms: 
Women ? help heaven ; Men their creation mar 
In profiting by them: Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are foft, as our complexionsare, 

And credulous to falfe prints. 
Ang. \ think it well: 
And from this teftimony of your own Sex 
(Since { fuppofe we are made to be no ftronger 
Than faults may fhake our frames), let me be bold : 
[do arreft your words : Be that you are, 
That is, a Woman: if you be more, you’r none. 
If yon be one (as you are well expreit 
By all external warrants ), fhew it now, 
By putting on che deftin’d Livery. 

Ifa. Ihave notongue bue one; gentle my Lord, 
Let me intreat you fpeak the former language. 

Ang Plainly conceive! love you. 

Ifa. My brother did love Fulter : 

And youtell me, that he thall dire for't, 
Ang He fhall not, Tabel, if you give me love: 
Ifa. iknow your Vertue hath a licence in’t, 


Which feemsa little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me on mine Honour, 
My words exprefs my purpofe 
Ifa. Ha ? Little hononr to be much believ’d, 
And moft pernicious purpofe: Seeming, feeming. 
will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for’t: 
sign me a prefent pardon for my brother, 
Or with an out-ftretch’d throat [’le cell the World aloud 
Whatman thou art. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Jakel? 
My unfoil’d name, th’ aufterenefs of my life, 
My vouch againft you, and my place i’ th’ State; 
Will fo your accufation over-weigh, 
That you fhall ftifletn your own Report 
And {mell of calumny. I have begun, . 
And now give my fenfual race the rein: 
Fit thy confent to my fharp appetite : 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluthes 
Thatbanifh what they fue for. Redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy body to my Will; 
Or elfe he mutt not only die the death, 
But thy unkindnets fhall his death draw ont 
To lingring fufferance: Anfwer me ro morrow, 
Or by the affection that now guides me moft, 
l'le provea Tyrant tobim. As for you, 
Say what you can, my falle o`re-weighs your true. Exit. 
Ifa. To whom fhould I complain? Did I tell this, 
Who would believe me? O perilons mouths 
That bear in them one and the felf-fame tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof, 
Bidding the Law make curtfie totheir Will, 
Hooking both right and wrong to th’ appetite, 
To follow as it draws, Pleto my brother , 
Tho he hath fal n by prompture of the blood, 
Yet hath hein him fuch a mind of Honour, 
That had he twenty heads to render down 
On twenty bloody blocks, hed yeild them up, 
Beforc his fifter fhould ber body ttoop 
To fuch abherr’d pollution. 
Then /fabel live chafte, and brother die ; 
‘* More than our brother is our Chaftity. 
Ple cell him yet ot Angelos Requeft, 
And fit his mind to death for his foul's Reft. Exit 








Actus Tertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoft. 


Duk. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? 
_ Clen. The miferable have no other Medicine 
But only hope: have hopeto live, and am prepar’d to 
die. 
Duk. Be abfolute for death: either death or life 
Shall thereby be the fweeter. Reafon thus with life ; 
If 1 do lofe thee, I do lofea thing 
That none but fools would keep: a breath chou art, 
Servile to all the skyie influences, 
That doft this habitation where thou keep'ft 
Hourly afflit: Meerly chou art Death’s fool ; 
For him thou labour’ft by thy flight co fhun, 
And yetrann’ft toward him fill: Thou art not noble ; 
For all th’ accommodations that thou bear’ft, 
Are nurft by bafenefS : Thon rt noway valiant; 
For thou doft fear che foft and render fork 
of a poor worm : thy beft of reftis fleep, 
And that thou oft provok’ft, yet grofty fear’ft 
Thy death, which is nomore: ‘Thou art not thy éelf; 


For thou exifts on many a thoufand grains 
F 2 That 
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That {flue out of duft : Happy thou art not; 

For what thou haft not, ftill thou ftriv’ft to get, 
And what thon haft forgete’ft: Thon art not certain ; 
For thy complexion fhifts to ftrange effccts, 

After the Moon: If thou artrich. thou rt poor; 
For like an Afs, whofe back with Ingots bows, 
Thou bear’ft thy heavy Riches but a journey, 

And death uploads thee: Friend, haft chon none 

| For thine own bowels which do call thee fire ? 

The meer etfufon of thy proper loyns 

Do cnrfe the Gost, Sarpezo, and the Rheume, 


For ending thee no fooner: Thou haft not youth, nor age; | 


Aine, as itwere, an after-dinners fleep 
‘Dreaming on both; for afl thy blefled youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
‘Of palfied-Eld : and when thou art old, and rich, 
Thou haft neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy. Riches pleafant: what’s yer in this 
That bears the name of life? Yetin this life 
Lie hid moe thoufand deaths; yet death we fear, 
That makes thefe odds all even. 
Clau. i humbly thank you. 
To fue to live, | find I {eek to die, 
And {eeking death, find life: Let it come on. 
Enter Vfabella. 
fab. What hoa? Peacehere ; Graceand good Com- 
| pany. 
i Pro Whos there ? Comein. the with deferves a wel- 
come. 
Duk. Dear fir, ere long Ple vifit you again. 
Cla. Moft holy fir, I thank you : 
Ifa. My bufinefs is a word or two with Claudio. 
Pro. Audvery welcome: look Signior, here’s your fi- 
fter. 
Dak. Provost, a word with you. 
Pro. AS many as you pleafe. 
Duk Bring them to {peak where I may be conceal’d, yet 
hear them, Exeunt. 
Cla. Now fitter, what’s the comfort ¢ 
Ifa, Why, 
As all:comforts are : moft good, moft good indeed : 
Lord Angelo having affairs to heaven, 
Intends you for his fwift Ambaffador 
Where you fhall be an everlafting Leiger: 
Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed, 
To morrow yon fet on. 
Cla. !s there noRemedy.? 
Ifa. None but fuch Remedy, as to fave a head 
To cleave a heart in twain. 
Cla. But is there any ¢ 
Ja. Yes, brother, you may live : 
There is a devillifh merc y in the Judg; 
If you’l implore it, that will free your life, 
But ferter you tilldeath. 
Cla. Perpetual durance ! l 
Ifa. 1 juft, perpetual durance, a reftraine 
Through all the Worlds vaitidity you had 
i To a determin’d fcope. 
Cla. But in what nature ¢ 
Ifa. In fuch a one, as you confenting to’t, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked. 
Clan. Let me know the point. 
Ifa. Oh, I-do fear thee, Claudio, and I quake, 
A thou 4 feayourous life fhould’ft entertain, 
And fixor feven Winters more refpect _ 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar’ftthou die ? 
The fenfc of death is moftin apprehenfion, 
And the poor Beetle that we tread upon, 
In corporal fufferance, finds a pang as. great 
As when a Giant dies. 
Cla. Why give you me this fhame? 
Think you I cana refolution fetch 
From flowry tendernefs? If Imuft die, 
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I will encounter darknef as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 

Ifa. There {pake my brother : there my father’s gave 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muft die: 
Thou art toonoble to conferve a life 
In bafe appliances. This outward fainted Deputy, 
Whofe fetled vifage, and deliberate word 
Nips youth i’ th’ head, and follies doth emmew, 
As Falcon doth the fowl: is yeta devil: 

His filth within being caft, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Cla. The Princely Angelo ? 

Jfa. Oh ’tis the cunning Livery of hell, 
The damned body to inveft and cover 
In Princely gardes: doft thon think, Claudio, 
If I would yeild him my Virginity, 

Thou mightft be freed. 

Cia, Oh heavens, it cannot be. 

Ifa. Yes, he would giv’t thee; from this rank Offence 
So to offend him ftill This night’s the time 
That I fhould do what I abhor to name, 

Or elfe thou dieft to morrow. 

Cla. Thou fhalt not do't. 

Ifa. Oh, were it but my life, 
le throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 

Cla. Vhanks dear I/abel. 

Ifa. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to morrow. 

Cla. Yes. Has he affections in him, 
That tbus can make him bite the Law by th’ nofe, 
Whenhe would force it ? fure it is no fin : 
Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft. 

Ifa. Which is the leaft ? 

Cla. If itit were damnable, he being fo wife, 


‘Why would he forthe momentany trick 


Be perdurably fin’d? Oh I/abel. 
Ifa. What fays my brother ? 
Cla. Death is a fearful thing. 
Ifa. And fhamed life a hateful. 
Clo, I, but to die, and go we know not where; 


To lie in cold Obftru€tion, and to rot 


This fenfible warm motion, to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted fpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to refide 
[In thrilling Region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be imprifon’d in the yiewlefS winds, 
And blown with reftlefs violence round about 
‘The pendant World : or to be worfe than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlefs and incertain thought, 
Imagine howling, ’tis too horrible. 
The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life 
That age, ach, penury, and imprifonment 
Can lay on Nature, isa Paradife 
To what we fear of death. 

Ifa. Alas! alas! 

Cla. Sweet filter let me live. 
What fin you do to favea brother’s life, 
Nature difpenfes with the deed fo far, 
That it becomes a vertue. 

Ifa. Oh you beaft! 
Oh faithlefs coward ! oh difhoneft wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice? 
Is*t not a kind of inceft, to take life 


{From thine own fifters fhame ? What fhould I think ¢ 


Heaven fhield : my mother plaid my father fair 
For fuch a warped flip of Wildernefs 

Ne’re iffu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Die, perifh: Might but my bending down 
Reprieve tbee from tby fate, it fhould proceed: 
l'le pay a thoufand prayers for thy death ; 


_ INo ward to fave tbee. 


Cla. Nay, hear me, J/abel. 
Ifa. Oh, fie, fie, fie, 
Thy fin’s not accidental, but a crade ; ah 
| Mer 
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Mercy to thee would prove it felf a Bawd: 
ris beft chac thou dieft quickly. ; 
‘Cla. Oh hear me, Tfabella. Duke fkeps in. 

Du. Vouchfafe a word, young fifter, but one word. 

Ifa, What is your will ? , 

Du. Might you difpenfe with your leifure, I would by 
and by have fome fpeech with you :the fatisfaction I would 
require, is likewife your own benefit. ` 

Ifa. I liave no fuperfiuous leifure ; my ftay muft be ftolen 
out of other affairs : -but I will attend you a while, 

Du. Son, Ihave over-heard what hath paft between you 
and your fifter. Angelo had never the purpofe to corrupt 
ther ; only he hath madean affay of her vertue, to practile 
liis judgment with the difpofition of Natures. She (having, 
the truth of honour in her) hath made him that gracious 
denial, which heis moft glad to-receive: lam conteffor to 
Angelo, and know this to be true; therefore prepare your 
felf to death: donot fatisfie your refolution with hopes 
chat are fallible; to morrow you mult die: go to your 
knees, and make ready: ~~ . 

Cla. Ler meask my fifter pardon: I am foott of love 
with life, rhat! will fue to beridof it. Exit 

Du. Hold you there-: farewell: Provoft, a word with 

ou. | 
i Pro,. What's your will (father) ¢ 

Du That now you are come, you will be gone : leave 
me a while with the Maid; my mind promifes with my 
habit, no lofs fhall touch her by my company. 

Pro. In good time. Exit, 

Du. The hand that hath made you fair, hath made you 
good; the goodnefs that is clieap in beauty, makes beau- 
ty brief in goodnefs ; but grace being the foul cf your 
complexion, thail keep the body of it ever fair: the af 
fault that Angelo hath: made to you, Fortune hath con- 
vey'd to my Underftanding ; and but that frailty hath Ex- 
amples for his falling, I fhould wonderat Angelo: how will 
you doto content this Subftitute, and to fave your bro- 
ther ? 

I/2. 1am now going torefolve him: I had rather my 
brother-die by the Law, than my fon fhould be unlaw. 
fully barn. But (Oh) how mucli is the good Duke de- 
ceiv’din Angelo: if ever he return, and I can {peak to 
him, I willopen my lips in vain, or difcover his govern- 
meit. 

Du. That fhallnot bemuch amifs: yet as the matter 
now ftands, he will avoid youraccufation: he made, trial 
of you only. Therefore faften yourear on my advifings, 
to the love | have in doing good; a Remedy prefencsit felf. 
do make my felf believe that you may moft uprighteouf 
lv doa poor wronged Lady a merited benefit: redeem 
your brother from tbe angry Law ; dono ftain to your 
own gracious perfon. and much pleafe the abfent Duke, 
if peradventure he fhallever return to have hearing of this 
.bufinefs. 

Ifa. Let me hear you {peak, father : I have fpirit todo 
any thing that appears not foul in the truth of my fpi- 
rit. 
Du. Vertue is bold, and goodnefs never fearful : Have 
you not heard {peak of Mariana, the filter of Frederick, the 
great Soldier, who mifcarried at Sea ? 

Ifa. Ihave heard of the Lady, and .good words went 
with her.name ? i 

Du. She fhould this Axgelo have married ; was afhianced 
to her by Oath, rhe nuptial appointed: berween whichtime 
of the contract, and limit ot the folemnity, her brother 
Frederick was wrackt at Sea, having in that perithed Veffel, 
the dowry of his fifter: bue mark how heavily this befel to 
the poor Gentlewonian; there fhe lofta Noble and Re- 
nowned brother, tn his love toward her, ever moft kind 
and natural: with him the portion and finew of her fortune, 
her marriage-dowry : .with both, her combinate-husband, 
this well feéming Angelo 

Ija. Can this be fo? did Angelo fo leave her? 

Du. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of them with 
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his comfort: fwallowed his Vows whole pretending in her 
difcove ries of dithonour : in few words, beftow’d her on 
herown lamentation, which the yet- wears for his fake: and 
a a marble to her ears, is wathed with them, but relents 

Ifa. What a merit were it in death to take this 
Maid from the world ? what Corruption in this life, oa 
it n let this man live? But how our of this can the a- 
vai | 

Du. Itis a Rupture thar you may eafily heal: and the 
cure of it not only faves your brother, but keeps you trom 
difhonour in doing ir. 

Ifa. Shew me how (good father). 

Du. This fore-named Maid hath yet in her the conti- 
nuance of her firit affection: his unjuft unkindnefs ( thet 
in all Reafon fhould have quenched her Love ) hath 
( like animpediment in the Current , made it more vio- 
lent and unruly : Go you to Angelo. antwer his: reqni- 
ring with a plaufible Obedience; agree with his demands 
tothe point: only refer your felf to this advantage ; 
firft, that your ftay with him may not belong: thar the 
time may have all fhadow and filence in it: and the place 
anfwer to convenience : this being granted in cour(e : and 
now follows all: we thall advile this wronged Maid to 
{teed up your appointment. go in your place : if theen- 
counter acknowledg ic felf hereafter, it may compel 
him to her recompence: and here, by this i$ your bro- 
ther faved, your honour untainted, the poot Mariana 
advantaged, and the corrupr Deputy fealed. ‘The Maid 
willl frame, and make fit for his atien:pr: If you tnink’ 
well tocarry this, asyou may, the doublenefs of the be- 
— defends the deceit from reproof. What think you of 
it i 

Ifa. The imageof it gives me content alresdy, and 1 
truft it will grow to a moft profperous perfection. ` - 

Du. Ìt lies much in your holding up: hane you fpeedily 
to Angelo; if for this night he intrear you to his bed give 
him promife of fatisfaction. I will prefently toSr Luke's; 
there at the moated Grange refides this dejected Mariana: 
at that place call upon me, anddifparch with Angelo, that 
it may be quickly l 

Jfa. L thank you for tbis comfort: fare you well, good fa- 
ther. Exn. 

Enter Elbow, Clown, Officers. 

El. Nay, if there be no Remedy for it. but that you 
will needs Buy and fell men and women like beafts we 
fhall have all the world drink brown and whue baıtard. 

Du. Oh heavens! what ftuff is here ?- 

Clo. *T was never merry world fince of two ufuries the 
merrieft was put down, and the worfer allow’d by order 
of Law ;a furr’d gown to keep him warm; and furr’d with 
Fox and Lamb-skins too, to fignifie, that craft being richer 
thaninnocency, ftands for the facing. 

Elouwy. Come your way, Sir: "blefS you, good father 
Frier. 

Du And you good brother father: what Offence hath 
this man made you, fir? 

Elb. Marry, fir, he hath offended the Law ; and, fir, we 
take him tobe a thief too, fir: for we have found uponhim 
fir, a ftrange Pick-lock, which we have fent to the Depu- 
t 


y. 
Du. Fie, firrah, a bawd, a wicked bawd : 


‘The evil that thou caafeft to be done, 


That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 
What ’tis tocram a maw, or cloath a back 
From fuch a filthy Vice : fay to thy elf, 
From their abominable and beaftly couches 


Idrink, ] eat away my (elf, and live: 


Canft thon believe thy living is a life, 
So ftinkingly depending ? Go mend, go mend: 
Cle. Indeed it do’s ftink in fome fort, fir: 
But yet, fir, | would prove 
Du. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for {m, 
Thou wilt prove his, Take him to pnfon, Officer: 
F > ` 
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Correction and inftruction muft both work, 

Ere chis rude beaft will profit. 
| Elb. He muft before the Deputy, fir; he+has given bim 
warning: the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-mafter: if he 
be a Whoremonger, and comes before bhim, he -were as 
good go a mile on his errand. 

Du. That we were all, as fome would feem to be, 
| Free from all faults, as faults from feeming free. 

Enter Lucio. 

EJs. His neck will come toyour wafte, aCord, fir. 

Clo. I fpy comfort; 1 cry bail: Here's a Gentleman, and 
a friend of mine. 

Luc. How now, noble Pompey? What, at the wheels of 
Cefar? Artthou ledin triumph ? What, isthere none of 
Pipmalion’s Images newly made woman ta be had now, 
for putcing the hand in the pocket,and extracting clutch’d? 
What Reply ? Ha What faift thou to this Tune, Matter 
and Method ? Is’e not drown’d i’ th’ laft Rain? Ha? What 
fait thou, Trot? Is the World as it was, Man? Which is 
the way ? Is itfad, and few words ? Orhow ? The trick of 
it? 

Du. Stull chus, and thus: ftill worfe ? 


Luc. How doth my dear Morfel? thy Miftris ? Procures | 


fhe fcill ? Ha ? 

Clo. Troth, fir, fhe hath eaten up all her Beef, and fhe is 
her felf in the cub. 

Luc. Why, ’tis good: It is theright of it: it muft be fo. 
Ever your freih Whore, and your powder’d Bawd, an un- 
fhunn'd confequence, it muft be fo. Art going to Prifon, 
Pompey ? 

Clo» Yes, faith, fir. 

Lue Why, ’tis not amifs, Pompey : farewel: go fay, I fent 
thee thither: for debt, Pompey? Or how ? 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Luc. Well, then imprifon him: If imprifonment bé 
the due of a bawd, why, ’tishisright. Bawd is he doubt- 
lefS, and of antiquity too : Bawd born: Farewell, good 
Pompey >` Commend me to the prifon, Pompey: you wili 
u good Husband now, Pompey; you will keep the 
houte. 

Clo. Yhope, fir, your good Worfhip will be my bail, 

Luc. Noindeed will] not, Pompey; itis not the wear: | 
will pray (Pompey) to encreafe your bondage, if you take it 
not patiently : Why, your mettle is tiie more: Adieu, tru 
fty Pompey. 

Blefs you, Frier, 

Du. And you. 

Luc. Do’s Bridget paint ftill, Pompey 

Elb. Come your ways, fir, come. 

Clo. You will not bail me then, fir? 

Luc. Then, Pompey, nor now : What news abroad, Frier? 
Whatnews ? 

Elb. Come your ways, fir, come. 

Luc. Gotokennel (Pompey), go: 

What news, Frier, of che Duke ? 

Dy. I know none: can you tell me of any ? 

Lue. Some fay, he is with the Emperor of Ruffia : other 
fome, heis in Rome - but where is he think you? 


? Ha? 


Excunt 


Du. I know notwhere: but wherefoever, I wifhhim | g 


well. 

Luc. It was a mad fantaftical trick of him, to fteal from 
the State, andufurp the Beggary he was never born to : 
Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abfence : he puts tranf- 
greflion tot. 

Du. He do’s well in’t. 

Luc. A little more lenity ta Lechery would do no harm 
inhim : fomething too crabbed that way, Frier. 

Du. itis too gencral a'Vice, and feverity muft cure it. 

Luc. Yes, in good footh, the Viceis of a great kindred ; 
ic is well allied ; but it isimpoffible to extirp it quite , 
Frier, till eating and drinking be put down. They fay, 
this Angelo was not made by Man and Woman, after 
this down-right way of Creation: ts it true, think 
you? $. . 
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Du. How fhould he be made then ? 

Luc. Some report, a Sea-maid fpawn’d him. 
he was begot between two Stock-fithes. 
that when he makes water, 
I know to be true 
fallible. 

Ds. You are pleafant, fir, and {peak apace. 

Luc.. Why, what a ruthlefs thing is this in him. for the 
Rebellion of a Cod-piece, to take away the life of aman? 
Would the Duke that is abfent have done this? Ere he 
would have hang’d aman for the getting a hundred Ba- 
ftards, he would have paid for the nurfing a thoufand. He 
had fome feeling of the fport, he knew the fervice. and that 
inftructed him to mercy. “ 

Du. ¥ never heard the abfent Duke much detected for 
Women ; he was not inclin‘d that way. 

Lue. Oh, fir, you are deceiv'd. 

Du. *Tis not poffible. 

_ Lue, Who, not the Duke? Yes, your beggar o 
his ufe was, to puta Ducket in i Clack dif - bed 
had Crotcheis in him. He would be drunk too, that let me 
inform yon. i 

Ds. You dohim wrong firely, 

Luc Sir, 1 wasan inward of his . a fhy fellow was the 
Duke , and | believe 1 know the caufe of his withdraw 
ing. 

Du. What (I prethee) might be the caufe ? 

_ Lue. No: pardon: Tis a fecret muft be lockt with- 
in the teethand the lips: but this I can let you under- 
feed , the greater file of the Subje&t held the Duke to be | 
wife. 

Du. Wife ? Why no queftion but he was. 

Luc. A very fuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow, 

Du Either this is envy in you, folly, or miftaking: The 
very ftream of his life, and the bufinefs he hath helmed 
muft npon a warranted need, give him a better proclama. 
tion. Ler him be but teftimonied in his own bringings forth, | 
and he fhall appear to the envious, a Scholar, a Statef. 
man, and a Soldier: therefore you fpeak unskilfolly : or | 
if yout knowledg be more, it is much darkened in your | 
malice. 

Luc. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Ds. Love talks with better knowledg, 
with dear love. 

Luc. Come, fir, | know what I know. 

Du. Tcanhardly believe that, fince you know not what 
you fpeak. Bucif ever the Duke return (as our prayers are 
he may), Jet me defire you to make your anfwer before 
him: if itbe honeft you have fpoke, you have courage to 
maintain lt: Jam bound to call upon you, and I pray yon | 
your name? | 

Luc.Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the Duke. 

Du. He thall know you better, fir, if I may live to report | 
you. | 

Luc. | fear you not. 

Du. O, yon hope the Duke. will return no more: 
or you imagine me too unhurtful an Oppofite : but in- 
| can do you little harm: You’l forfwear this a-f 
ain ¿ 

Luc. Ple be hang’d firft: Thou art deceived in me, Frier, 
But no more of this. Canft thou tell if Claudio die to mor. 
row, or-no? 

Du. Why fhould he die, fir? 

Luc. Why? For filling a Bottle with a Tun-dith: 1 
would the Duke we talk of were return’d again: this 
ungenitur’d~- Agent will un-people the Province with 
Continency. Sparrows muft not build in bis houfe eves, 
becaufe they are lecherous: The Duke yet would have 
dark deeds darkly anfwered; he would never bring them 
to light: would he were return’d. Marry, this Clau- 
dio is condemned for untruffing. Farewel, good Frier, I 
prethee pray. forme: The Duke (I fay to thee again) 
would eat Mutton on Frydays. Hes now paft it ; yer 
(and I fay tochee) be would mouth with a beggar, tho 

fhe 


Some, that 
tock-fifhes. But it is certain, 
» his Urine is congeal’d ice ; that 
; and he is a motion generative ; that’s in- 


and knowledg 


es ` i e d . snag Sa a sunt i 
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e {melt brown-bread aud Garlick : fay, that I faid fo: 


Farewel. 

Du. No might nor greatnefs in mortality 
Can cenfure fcape : Back-wounding calumny 
The whiteft vertue ftrikes. What King fo ftrong 
Can tie the gall up inthe flanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Efcalus, Provoft, and Bawd. 

~ Efe. Go, away with her to prifon. 

Bawd. Good my Lord, be good tome; your Honour is 
accounted a merciful matt: good my Lord. 

Eft. Double, and trebble admonition, and ftill forfeit in 


the fame kind ? This would make mercy fwear, and play 


the Tyrant. | 

Pro. A Bawd of Eleven years continuance, may it pleafe 
your Honour. 

Bawd. My Lord, this is one Lucio’s information againft 
me: Miftris Kare Keep down was with child by him in 
the Duke’s time ! he promis’d her marriage: his child is 
a Year and a Quarter old, come Philip and Facob : | have 
kept. it my feif; and fee how he goes about to abufe 
me. 

Efe. That fellow is.a fellow of much Licenfe : Let him 
becall’d before us. 
no more words. a 
alter'd ; Claudio muft die to morrow : Let him be fur- 


otfh’d.with Divines, and have all charitable preparation. If]. 


my brother wrought by my pity, it fhould not bc fo with 
him. 
Pro. So, pleafe you, this Frier hath been with him, and 
advis’d him for ch’ entertainment of death. 
Efta. Good even, good father. 
Du. BlifS and goodnefs on you. 
Efc. Of whence are you ?. 
Du. Notof this Country, tho my chance isnow 
To ufe it for my time: Iama brother 
Of gracious Order, late come from the Sea, 
n {pecial bufinef from his Holineß. 
_ Efee What news abroad i’ th’ World? 
~ Du. None, but that there is fo great a Fever on good- 
nefs, that the diffolution of it muft cure it. Novelty is 
only in requeft ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 
kind of courfe, as ic is vertuous to be conftant in any 
undertaking. Thereis{carce truth enough alive to make 
Societies fecure; but fecurity enough to make Fellow. 


fhips accurit. Much upon this Riddle runs the wifdom of 


the World: This news is old enough yet it is every 


daysnews. I pray you, fir, of what difpofition was the 


Duke ? 

Efe. One, that above all other ftrifes; 
Contended efpecially to know himfelf. 

Du. What pleafure was he given to? 

Efe. Rather rejoicing to feee another merry, than mer- 
ry at any thing which. profeft ro make him rejoice. A 
Gentleman of -all Temperance. But leave him to his e- 
vents, with a prayer they may prove profperous; and 


let me defire to know how you find Claudio prepar’d? 


lam madetounderftand, that youhave lent him Vificati- 
on. 

Du.He profeffes to have received no finifter meafure from 
his Judg, but moft willingly humbles himfelf to the deter- 
minationof Juftice: yet had he framed to himfelf (by the 
inftruction of bis frailty ) many deceiving promifes of life, 
which I (by my good leifiire) have difcredired to bim, and 
now ts fie refolv d to die. 

Efc. You liave paid the Heavens your Fonction, and 
the Prifoner the very debt of your Calling. I have la- 
bour’d for tlic poor Gentleman, to the extremeft fhore of 
my modelty, but my Brother-Juftice have I found {0 fe- 
E that he hath forc’d me to tell him, heis indeed Ju- 

ice. 

Du. If his own life 
Anfwer the ftraitnefs of his proceeding, 

It fhail become him well: whereinif he chance to fail, he 





Away with ‘her to prifon: Goto: 
my Brother Angelo will not be 
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hath fentenc’d himéelf. 
Efe. lam going to vifit the prifoner: it. 
Du. Peace be with you. : Donan 

He who the fwordof Heaven will bear, 

Should be as holy as fevere: 

Pattern in himfelf to know, 

Grace to ftand, and Vertue go: 

More nor lefs toothers paying, 

Than by felf-Offences weighing, 

Shame to him whofe cruel ftriking, 

Kills for faults of his own liking: 

Twice trebble fhame on Angelo, 

To weed my Vice, and let his grow. 

Oh, what may Man within him hide, 

Tho Angel onthe Outward fide? 

How may likenefs made in crimes, 

Making prattife on the times; 

To draw with idle Spiders ftrings 

Moft ponderous and fubftantial things ? 

Craft againft Vicel muft apply. 

With Angelo to night fhal lie 

His Old betroathed (bur defpifed) : 

So difguife thall by th’ difguifed 


Pay with falthoad falfe exacting, 


And perform anold contraging. Exit. 





Atius Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Mariana, and Boy, finging. 


Song. Take, Ob take thofe lips away, 
that fo fweetly were forfworn, 
And: thofe eyes : the break of day 
lights that do miflead the Morn; 
But my kéffes bring again, bring agatn, 
Seals of love, but feal’d in vain. 


Enter Duke. 


Ma. Break off thy Song, and hafte thee quick away: 
Here comes a man of comfort, ‘whofe advice 
Hath often ftill’d my brawling difcontent. 

Icry youmercy fir, and well could wifh 

You had not found me here fo mufical : 

Let me excufe me, and believe me fo, 

My mirth it much difpleas’d. but pleas’d my wo. 

Du.’ Tis good, tho Mufick oft hath fucha charm 
To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm. 

I pray you teli me, hath any body enquir’d for me here 
today ? much upon this time have I promis’d here to 
mect. 

Mar. You have not beenenquir’d after: Ihave fat here 
all day. 

Enter Ifabel. 

Du. 1 do conftantly believe you: the time is come , 
evennow | fhallcrave your forbearance a little ; may be 
l will call upon. you anon, for fome advantage to your 
felf. 

Mar. I am always bound to you. Exit. 

Du. Very well met, and well come: 

What isthe news from this good Deputy ? 

Ifa. He hath a Garden circummur’d with Brick, 

Whole MWeftern fide is witha Vineyard backc ; 

And to that Vineyard is a planched gate, 

That makes his opening with this bigger Key : 

This other doth command a little door, 

Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leads ; 

There have I mademy promife, upon the 

Heavy middle of the night, to call Wey him. 
Du. Bur fhall you on your knowiedg find this way ? 


Ifa, 


i ts 
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Ifa. I have tane a due and wary note upon’t, 

With whifpering, and moft guilty diligence, 

In action all of precept, he did fhow me 

The way twice o’re 
Du. Are there na other tokens 

Between you "greed, concerning her obfervance ? 
Ifa. No : none but only a repair i’ th’ dark, 

And that I have poffeft him, my moft ftay 

Can be but brief: for 1 have made him know, 

I have a Servant comes with me along, i 

That ftays upon me, whofe perfwafion is, 

I come about my brother. 

Du. Tis well born up. 
I have not yet made known to Mariana. 
Enter Mariana. 

A word of this: what hoa, within, come forth ; 

I pray you be acquainted with this Maid ; 

She comes to do you good. 
Ifa. 1 do defire the like. r 
Dz Do you perfwade your felf that I refpect you ? 
Mar. Good Frer, I know you do, and have found it. 
Du. Take then this your companion by the hand, 

Whohath a ftory ready.for your ear: 

I fhal] attend your leifure ; but make hafte ; 

The vaporous night approaches. 

Mar. Wilt pleafe you walk afide ? Exit. 
Du. Oh place, and greatnefs : millions of falfe Eyes 

Are ftuck uponthee: Volumes of Report 

Run with thef falfe and moft contrarious Quefts 

Upon thy doings : thoufand efcapes of wit 

Make thee the father of their idle dream, 

And rack thee in their fancies. Welcome how agreed? 

Enter Mariana and Mabel. 
Ifa. She 1 take the enterprize upon her, father, 

If you advife it. 

Du. It isnot my confent, 
But my intreaty too. 
Ifa. Little have you to fay 

When you depart from him, but foftand low, 

Remember now my brother. 
ear. Fear me not. 

Du. Nor gentle daughter, fear you notat all: 

Heis your husband ona pre-contract : 

To bring you thustogether, *tis no fin, 

Sith that the Juftice of your title to him 

Doth flourith the deceit. Come, let us go, 


Our Corn’s toreap, for yetour Tythestofow.  Exeunt. 





eng 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter Provoft, and Clown. 


Pro. Come hither, firrah: can you cut off a mans 
head ? 

Clo. If the man be a Batchellor, fir, ] can: 

But if he be a married man, he’s his wives head, 
And I] can never cut off a womans head. 

Pro. Come fir, leave me your fnatches, and yeild me a 
direct anfwer. To morrow morning are to die Clandio and 
Barnardine: here is in our prifona common Executioner, 
who in his Office lacks a helper ; if you will take itonyou 
toaffift him, it thal] redeem you from your Gyves: if not, 
you fhall have your fulltime of imprifonment, and your 

| deliverance with an unpitied whipping ; for you have been 
` {a notorious bawd. 

Clo. Sir, | have been an unlawful bawd, time ont of 
mind, bur yet I willbe content tobe a lawful hangman: | 
would be glad toreceive fome inftruction from my fellow 

artner. 

Pro. What hoa, Abborfon : where's Abborfon there? 


Meafure for Meafure. 


Enter Abhorfon. 

Abb. Do you call fir? 3 

Pro. Sirrah, here s a fellow will help you to morrow in 
your execution : if you think it meet, compound with him 
by the year, and let him abide here with you: if not, ufe 
him for the prefent, and difmifg him: he cannot plead his | 
eftimation with you: he hath been a Bawd. 

Abh. A Bawd, Sir? fie upon him, he will difcredit our 
my ftery. 

P dian fa to, fir; you weigh equally; a feather will turn 
cale. 
Exit. 

Clo. Pray fir, by your good favour: for furely, fir, a good 
favour you have, but that you have a hanging look: Do 
you call, fir, your Occupation a Myftery ? 

Abb. 1, fir, aMyftery. 

Clo Painting, fir, l have heard fay, is a Myftery : and 
your Whores, fir, being members of my Occu pation, ufing 
painting, do prove my Occupation a My ttery: but what 
Myftery there fhould be in hanging, if I fhould be hang’d 
I cannot imagine. i 

Abb. Sir, it is a Myftery. 

Clo. Proof. 

Abb, Every true man’s apparel fits your Thief. 

Clo, If it be too little for your Thief, your true man 
dl pig Sopr If itbe toobig for your Thief, your 

ler thinks it little enough : So every true man’s apparel 
fits your Thief X ——— aan 
Enter Provoft. 

Pro. Are you agreed ? | 

Clo. Sir, ] will ferve him: for I do find your Hangman is 
a more penitent Trade than your Bawd: he doth oftner | 
ask forgivenefS. 

Pro. You, firrah, provide your Block and your Axe to 
morrow, four aclock. 

Abh. Come on (Bawd), 
follow. 

Clo, | do defire to learn, fir: and I hope; if you have oc- $ 
cafion to ufe me for your own turn, you fhal! find me$% 
y are. For truly, fir,for your kindnefs, I owe youa good 
turn. Exit. | 

Pro. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 


I will inftruct thee inmy Trade: 


| Th’one has my pity: nota jot the other, 


Being a Murtherer, tho he were my brother. 
Enter Claudio. 

Look, here’s the Warrant, Claudio, for thy death: 
'Tis'now dead midnight, and by Eight to morrow 
Thou muft be made immortal. Where’s Barnardine ? 

Cla. As faft lock'd up in fleep as guiltlefs labour, 
When itlies ftarkly in the Traveller’s bones. 
He will not awake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him? 
Well, 89, prepare your felf. But hark, what noife ? 
Heaven give your {pirits comfort: by and by: 
[hope it is {ome Pardon, or Reprieve 
For the moft gentle Claudio. Welcome, father. 


Enter Duke. 


Du. The beft, and wholfom’ft fpirits of the nighe, 
Invellop you, good Provoft: Who call’d here of late? 

Pro. Now fince the Curphew rung. 

Du. Not Ifabel. 

Pro. No. 

Du. They.will then er’t be long. 

Pro. What comfort is for Claud:o ? 

Du. There’s fome in hope. 

Pro. It isa bitter Deputy. 

Du. Not fo, not fo: his life is parallel’d 
Even with the ftroke and line of his great Juftice: 
He doth with holy abftinence fubdue 
That in himfelf which he fpurs on his power 
To qualife in others: were he meal’d with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous ; 


But this being fo, he’s juft. Now are they come. e | 
IS 





Meafure for Meafure. 


Thisis a gentle Provof, feldom when 

The fteeled Gaoler is the friend of men: 

How now? whatnoife? Thar fpirit’s poffeft with bafte 
That wounds th’ infifting Poftern with thefe ftrokes, 

Pro. There he mutt fray until the Officer 
Arifetolethimin: he iscall’d up. 

Du. Have you no-countermand for Claudio yet ? 
But he muft die to morrow? 

Pro. None, fir, none. 

Du, As near the dawning, Provo/?, as itis, 

You fhall hear more e’re morning. 

Pro. Happily. 

You fomething know: yetI believe there comes 
No countermand: no fuch example have we : 
Befides, upon the very fiege of Juftice, 
Lord Angelo hath to the publick ear, 
Profeit the contrary. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Du. This is his Lords man. 

Pro. And here comes Claudio’s pardon: 

Mef My Lord hath fent you this note, 

And by me this further charge, 
Thar you fwerve not fromthe finalleft Article of it, 
Neither in time. matter, or other circumftance. 
Good morrow: for asi take ir, it isalmoft day. 
Pro. | fhall obey him. 
Du. This is his Pardon purchas’d by fuch fin, 
For which the Pardoner himfelf is in: 
Hence hath Offence his quick celerity; 
When itis bornin high Authority : 
When Vice makes Mercy, Mercy’s fo extended, 
That for the faults love, is th’ Offender friended 
Now Sir, what news? 
Pro. I told you: 
Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remifs 
In mine Office, awakens me 
With this unwonted purting on, methinks ftrangely; 
For be hath nor us?d it before. 
Du. Pray lers hear. 
The Letter. 
| Whatfoever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be ex 
ecuted by four of the clock, and in the afternoon- Barnat- 
dine: For my better fatisfattion, let me have Claudio’s 

head fent meby five. Let this.be duly performed with a 

thought that more depends on it than we muft yet deliver. 

> fail not to do your Office; as you wil anfwer it at your 
ETit. 
What fay you to this, fir? 

Du. Whatisthat Barnardine, whoisto he executed ih 
th?’ afternoon ? 

Pro. A Bohemian born: but here nurft up and bred, 
One that is a prifoner, nine years old. 

Du. How came it, that the abfene Duke had not either 
deliver’d him to his liberty, or executed him ? I have heard 
it was ever his mammer to do fo. 

Pro, His friends {till wrought Reprieves for him : 

And indeed his fact, till now in the government of Lord 
Angelo, came not to aniindoubtful proof. 

Du. Itis now apparent ¢ 

Pro. Moft manifeft, and not denied by himéelf. 

Du. Hath he born himfelf penitently in prifon? 

How feems he to be rouch’d ? 
Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully, 
| butas a drunken fleep, carelefs, wreaklefs, and fearlefs of 
what’s paft, prefent, or tocome: infenfible of mortality, 
and defperately morral. 

Du. He wanrs advice. 

Pro. He will hear none: he hath evermore had the liber- 
ty of the prifon : give him leave to efcape hence, he would 
not: drunk many timesa day, if notmany days entirely 
drunk. We have very oft awak’d him, as if to carry him 
to Execution, and fhew’d hima feeming Warrant for it ; 
it hath nor moved him ar all. 

Du. More of himanon: There is written in your brow, 
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Provoft, honefty and conftancy ; if I read it not truly, 
my ancient skill beguilesme: but in the boldnefs of my 
cunning, I will lay my felfin hazard : Claudio, whom here 
you have warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit to rhe 
Law than Angelo, who hath fentenc’d him. To make you 
underftand thisin a manifefted effeét, I crave but four days 


refpite: for the which, you are to do me both a prefent 
and a dangerous courtefie. 


Pro, Pray fir, in what? 

Du. In the delaying death. 

Pro. Alack ! haw may I do it ? Having the hour limited, 
and an exprefs command, under penalty, to deliver his 
head in the view of Angelo, | may make my cafe as (laudiv’s, 
to crofs this in the fmallef. 

Du. By the Vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 

If my inftructions may be your guide : 
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head born to Angelo. 
Pro. Angelo hath feen them both, 
And will difcoverthe favour. 

Du. Oh, death's a greatdifguifer, and you may addro 
fhave the head, and tie the beard, and fay, it was the de- 
fire of the penitent to be fo barb'd before his death: you 
know the courfe is common. If any thing fall to you 
upon this, more than thanks and good fortune, by the 
-- Whom | profefs, I will plead againft it with my 
fe. 

Pro. Pardonme, good father ; it isagainft my Oath. 

i Were you {worn to the Duke, or to the Depu- 
7 

Pro. 'To him, and to his Subftitutes. 

Du. You will think you have'made no Offence, if the 
Duke avouch thejuftice of your dealing ? 

Pro. But what jikelihood is in that ? 

Du. Not arefemblance, bur a certainty: yet fince I 
fee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor 
perfwafion, can with eafe attempt you, I will go fur- 
ther than Imeanț, to plack all fears out of you: Look 
you fir, hereis the hand and feal of the Duke: you know 


| the character, I doubt not, and the Signet is not ftrange to 


you. 

Pro. Tknow them both. 

Du. The Contents of thisis the return of the Duke; 
you fhall anon over-read it at your pleafure: where you 
fhall find within thefe two days, he willbe here. Thisis 
a thing which Angelo knows not; forhe this very day re- 
ceives Letters of ftrange tenor, perchance of the Duke’s 
death, perchance entering into fome Monaftery, but by 
chance nothing of what is write Look, th’ unfolding ftar 
calls up the fhepherd: put not your felf into amazement, 
how thefe things fhould be; all dificulties are but eafie 
when they are known. Call your Executioner, and off with 
Barnardine’s head : I will give him a prefent fhrift, and ad- 
vife him fora berter place. Yet you are amaz’d, but this 
fhall abfolutely refolve you: Come away, it is almoft 
clear dawn. Exit. 


a 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Clown. 


Clo. I am as well acquainted here, as I was in our 
höufe of profeffion : one would think it were Miftris O- 
ver-dons own houfe ; for here be many of her Old 
Cuftomers: Firft, here’s Young Me. Rafh: he’s in for a 
Commodity of Brown Paper, and Old Ginger, ninefcore 
and feventeen Pounds ; of which he made five Marks 
ready money : marry then, Ginger was not much Inre- | 
queft ; for the Old Women were all dead. Then is there 
here one Mr. Caper, at the fuit of Mafter Toree-Pile, the 


Mer- 
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Mercer, for fome four fuits of Peach-colour’d Satren, | Prefixt by Angelo: See this be done, 


which now peaches hima beggar. Then have we here 
young Dizy, and young Mr. Deep-vew, and Mr. Copper- 
pure, aud Mafter Starve Lackey, the Rapier and Dagger 
man, and young Dropheire, thatkill'd lufty Pudding, and 
Mr. Forth-light, the Tilter, and braye Mr. Shooty, the great 
Traveller, and wild Half-Canne, that ftabb’d Pots, and, I 
think, forty more, all great doers in our trade, and are now 
for the Lord’s fake. 
; Enter Abhorfon. 

Abb. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 

Clo. Mafter Barnardine, youmuft rife and be hang’d, 
Matter Barnardime. - 

Abh. What hoa Baruardine. 

= Barnardine wit bin. 

Bar. A poxo’ your throats: who makesthatnoife there? 
What are you? 

Clo. Your friend, fir, the Hangman: 

You muft be fo good, fir, to rife, and be put to death. 

Bar. Away you Rogue, away, J am fleepy. 

Abb. Tell him, he muft awake, 

And that quickly too. 

Clo. Pray Mafter Barnardine, awake till you are execu- 
ted, and fleep afterwards. 

Abb. Goin to him, and fetch him out. 

Clo. Heis coming, fir, heis coming: I hear his traw 
rusfle. 

Enter Batnardine. 

Abb, Is the Axe upon the block, firrah ? 

Clo. Very ready, fir. 

Bar. How now Abhorfon? 

What's the news with you ? 

Abb. Truly fir, 1 would defire you to clap into your 
prayers : for look you, the Warrant’s come. 

Bar. You Rogue, | have been drinking all night, 

1 am not fitted tor’. 

Clo. Oh, the better, fir : for he that drinks al] night, and 
ishanged betimes in the morning, may fleep the founder 
al] the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abh. Look you, fir, here comes your ghoftly father : do 
we jeft now think you ? 

Du. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how hafti- 
ly you are to depart, 1am come to advife you, comfort 
you, and pray with yout. 

Bar. Friar, not: Ihave been drinking hard all night, 
and will have more time to prepare me, or they fhall beat 
out my brains with billets: I will not confent to die.this day, 
that’s certain. 

Du. Oh fir, you muft : and therefore I befeech you look 
forward on the journey you fhail go. 

Ber. 1 {wear | will not die to day for any man’s perfwa- 
fion. 

Du. But hear yon. 

Bar. Nota word : if you have any thing to fay to me, 
come to my Ward : for thence will not I today. s 

| xit. 
Enter Provoft. 

Du. Unfit to live, or die : Oh gravel heart ; 
After him (fellows) : bring him to the block. 

Pro. Now fir, how do you find the Prifoner è 

Du. A crtature unprepar’d, unmeet for death :. 

And to tranfport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnable. 
Pro. Here in the prifon, father, 
There died this morning of acruel Fever, 
One Roga vine, amolt notorious Pirate, 
Amanof Claudio’s years: his beard and head 
Juft of colour. What if we do omit 
This Reprobate, till he were well enclin’d, 
And fatisfie the Deputy with the vifage 
Of Rogozine, more like to Claudio? b 

Du. Oh,’tis an accident that heaven provides: 

Difpatch ic prefently ; the hour draws on 


And fent according to command, whiles | 
Perfwade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Pro. ‘This thall be done (good father) prefently : 
But Barnardine muft die this afternoon : 
And how fhall we continue Claudia, 
To fave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were known alive ? 

Du. Let this be done: 
Put them in fecret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio: 
Ere twice the Sun hnth made his journal greeting 
To yond generation, you fhall find 
Your fafety manfefted. 


Pro. lam your free dependant. Exit 
Du. Quick, difpatch, and fend the head to Ancelo. 
Now will t write Lerters to Angelo, > 
(The Provoft he fhall bear them) whofe contents 
Shall witnefs to him | anynear at home . 
And that by great injunctions I am bound 
To enter publickly: him Ple defire 
To meet meat the confecrated Fount, 
A League below the City : and from thence, 
By cold gradation, and weal-ballanc’d form, 
We fhall proceed with Angelo. 
Enter Provoft. 
Pro. Here is the head, ile carry it my felf. 
Du. Convenient is it: Make a fwift return; 
For I would commune with you of fuch things 
That want no ear bur yours. 
Fro. Ple make all fpeed. Exit 


Ifabel within. 

Ifa. Peace hoa, be here. 

Du. The tongue of Ifabel. She’s come to know, 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither: 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of defpair, 
When it isleaft expected. 

Enter lfabella. 

Ifa. Hoa, by your leave. | 

Du. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daugh- 
er. 

Ifa. The better given me by fo holy a man: 
Hath yet the Deputy fent my brother’s pardon ? 

Du. He hath releas'd him, J/abel, from the World , 
His head is off, and fentto Angelo. 

Ifa. Nay, but it is not fo. 

Du. It isno other. 
shew your wifdom, daughter, inyour clofe patience. 

Ifa. Oh, I will co him, and pluck out his eyes. 

Du. You fhall nat be admitted to his fighr. 

Ifa. Unhappy Claudio, wretched Ifabel: 
Injurious World, moft damned Angelo. 

Du. This not hurts him, nor profits you a jot : 
Forbear it therefore, give your caufe to heaven : 
Mark what I fay, which you fhall find 
By every fyllable a faithful verity. 
The Duke comes home to morrow: nay, dry your Eyes: 
One of our Covent, and his Confeffor, 
Gives me thisinftance: Already he hath carried 
Notice to Efcalus and Angelo, 
Wo do prepare to meet him at the gates, (dom 
There togive up their power: if you can pace your wif- 
In that good path that! would with it go, 
And you fhall have your bofom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, Revenges to your heart, 
And general Honour. 

Ifa. 1 am directed by you. 

Du.' This Letter then to Fréer Peter give: 
Tis that he fent me of the Duke’s return: 
Say, by this token, I defire his company 
At Mariana’s houfeto night. Her caufe, and yours, 
Ple perfecthim withal, and he fhall bring you 
Before the Duke: and to the head of Angelo 
Accufe him home andhome. For my poor felf, 
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am combined by a facred Vow, | 
And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this Letter: 
Command thefe fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart : truft not my holy Order 
If | pervert your courfe : Who's here ? 
Enter Luc. 
Luc. Good’even : 
Frier, where’s the Provoft ¢ 

Duk, Not within, fir. 

Luc. Oh pretty Ifatella ; I am pale at mine heart to 
fee thine Eyes fo red: thou muft be patient; | am fain 
to dine and fup with water and braa : I dare not for my 
head fillmy belly. One frutcful Meal would fet me to’c: 
but they fay, the Duke will be here ro morrow. B 
my Troth, Ifabel, Llov'd thy brother: if the Old fanta- 
ffical Duke of dark corners had been at home, he had li- 


d. 
r Duk. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholding to your 
Reports; but the beft is, he lives notin them. 
Luc. Friat, thou knoweft not the Duke fo well as I do: 
he’s a better Woodman than thot tak’{t him for. 
Duk. Well : you’l anfwer this one day. Fare ye well. 
Luc. Nay, tarry, I’le goalong with thee. 
I can tel! thee prerty tales of the Duke. 
Duk. You havetold metoo many of him already, fir, if 
they be trne : if not true, none were enough. 
Luc. 1 was once before him for getting a Wench with 
child. 
„Dsk. Did you fuch a thing ? l 
Luc. Yes marry did 1; but I was fain to forfwear it; 
They would elfe have married me to the rotten Medler. 
Duk. Sir, your company is fairer than honeft: Reft you 
well. 
Luc. By my troth Ple go with theeto the Jane’s end : if 
baudy ralk offend you, we'i have very tittle of it : nay, 
Friar, I ama kind of a Bur; I hall ftick. Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Angelo, and Efcalus. 


Efe. Every Letter he hath writ, hath difvouch’d other. 

Ang. In moft uneven and diftracted manner, his actions 
fhew much like to madnefs: pray heaven his wifdom be 
not tainted : And why meet himat the gates, and deliver 
our authorities there ? 

Efe. I guefs not. 

Ang. And why fhould we proclaim it in an hour before 
his entring, that if any crave redrefs of injuftice, they 
fhould exhibit their petitions in the ftreet ? 

Efc. He thews his Reafon for that: to have a difpatch o 


Complants,and to deliver us from devices hereafter, which 


fhall then have no power to ftand againft us. 

Ang. Well: 1 befeech you let it be proclaim’d betimes 
th’ morn ; I’le call you at your houfe : give notice to fuch 
men of forcand fuit as areto meet him. 

Efe. I fhall, fir: fare you well. 

eAng. Good night. 

This deed unfhapes me quite, makes me unpregnane, 
And dull to all proceedings. A defloured Maid, 

And by an eminent body that enfore’d 

The Law againftit>? But that her render fhame 

Will not proclaim againft her Maiden lofs, 

How might fhe tongue me ? yet Reafon dares her no ; 
For my authority bears off a credent bulk, 

That no particular fcandal once can touch, 

But it confounds the breather. He fhould have liv’d, 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous fenfe, 
Might in the times to come, have ta’ne revenge 

By fo receiving a difhonour’d life, 


Exit. 


7I 
With ranfome of fuch fhame ; Would yet he had liyd. 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgor, 

Nothing goes right, we would, and we would nor. Exi. 
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Scena Quinta. 
Enter Duke, and Frier Peter, 


Dak. Thefe Letters at fit time deliverme. 
The Provoft knows our purpofeand our plot : 
The matter beingafoot, keep your inftruction, 
And hold you ever to our fpecial drift, 
Tho fometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As caufe doth minifter : Go call at Flavia's houfe, 
And tell him where I flay : give the like notice 
To Valencius, Rowland, and to Craffus, 
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate: 
But fend me Flavius firit. 

Peter. Ic fhall be fpeeded well. 


Enter Varrius. 


Duk. I thank thee, Varrins ; chou haft made good hafte: 
Come, we will walk : There’s other of our friends 
Will greec us here anon : my gentle Varrius, Exeunt. 


D.a aa 
Scena Sexta. 
Enter Ifabella and Mariana. 


Ifa. To {peak fo indire@tly | am loath: 

[ would fay the truth ; bat toaccufe him fo, 
That is your pare ; yet lamadvis'd to do it: 
He fays, to vail full purpofe. 

Mar. Be cul'd by him. 

Ifa. Befides, he tells me, that if peradventure 
He fpeak againft me on the adverfe fide, 

1 thould not think it ftrange ; for*tis a Phyfick 
That’s bitter co (weet end. 
Enter Peter. 

Mar.i would Frier Peter 

Ifa. Oh peace ; the Frier is come. 

Peter. Come! have found you outa ftand moft fir, 
Where you may have fuch vantage on the Duke, 
He fhall not paG you. 

‘T'wice have the Trumpets founded : 
The generous and graveft Citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Dukeis entring : 

Therefore hence away. 





Exeunte 





Actus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Varrius, Lords, Angelo, Efcalus, Lucio, 


Citizens at feveral doors 


Duk. My very worthy Cozen, fairly met; 
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to fee you. 
Ang. Efe. Happy return be toyour Royal Grace. 
Duk. Many and hearty thinkings be to you both : 
We have made enquiry of you, and we hear 
Such goodnefs of your Juftice, tharour foul 4 
an 
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Cannot but yeild you forth to publick thanks, 
Forerunning more requital, 

Ang. You make my bonds ftill greater. 

Du. Oh, your defert fpeaks loud, and I fhould wrong 
To lockitin the wards of covert bofom, 
Whenit deferves with Characters of Brafs, 
Aforted refidence ’gainft rhe rooth of time, 
And razure of Oblivion: Give me your hand, 
And let the fubyect fee, to make them know, 
That outward courtefies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within: Come Efcalus, 

You muft walk by us on our other hand: 
And good fupporters are you. 
` Enter Peter and Ifabella. 
Pet. Now is your time: 
Speak loud, and kneel before him. 

Ifa. Juftice, O Royal Dnke, vail your regard 
Upona wrong’d (I would fain have faid, a Maid): 
Oh worthy Prince, difhonour not your Eye 
By throwing it on any other Object, 

Till vou have heard me in my true complaint, 
And give ine Juftice, Juftice, Juftice, Juftice. 
Du. Relate your wrongs ; 
Inwhat, by whom ? be brief: 
Here is Lord Angelo thall give you Juftice ; 
Reveal your felf to him. 
Jfa. Qh worthy Duke, 
| You bid me feek Redemption of the Devil : 
Hear me your felf; for that which! muft {peak 
Mofteither punifh me, not being believ'd, 
Or wring redrefs from you : 
Hear me; Oh hear me here. 

Ang. My Lord, her wits, [fear me, are not firm: 
She hath beena fnitor to me for her brother, 
Cutoff by courfe of Juftice. 

Ifa. By conrfe of Juftice! 

Ang. And fhe will {peak moft bitterly. _ 

| Ifa. Moft ftrange; but yet moft truly will I fpeak, 
That Angelo’s forfworn: is it not ftrange ¢ 
Thar Angelo’s a murtherer: is’t notftrange ? 
That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin violator : 
Is it not ftrange ? and ftrange ? 
Du. Nay, it is ten times ftrange. 
Jfa. Itis not truer he is Angelo, 
| Than thisis all as true as it is ftrange : 
Nay, itis ten times true ; for truth istruth 
To th’ end of reckoning. 
Du. Away withher: poor foul, 
She {peaks this in th’ inftrmiry of fenfe. 

Ia. Oh Prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ’ft 
There isanother comfort than this World, 

Thar chon neglect me not, with that Opinion, 
That Iam touch’d with madnefs: make not impoffible 
That which but feems unlike: cis not impoflible 
But one, the wicked’ft Caitiffe on the ground, 
May feem as fhy, asgrave, as juft, as abfolute 
As Angelo: even fo may Angelo 3 
Inall his dreffings, caracts, titles, forms, 
Be an Arch-villain : believe ir, Royal Prince, 
if he be lefS, he’s nothing ; but he’s more, 
Had I more name for badnefs. 

Du. By mine honefty, 
If fhe be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her madnefs hath the oddefi frame of fenfe, 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e’re 1 beard in madnefs. 

Ifa. O gracious Duke, i 
Harp not onthat ; nor donotbanifh Reafon 
For inequality ; but let your Reafon ferve — 
To make the truth appear, where it feems hid, 
And hidethe falfe feems true. 

Du. Many that are not mad 
Have fure more lack of Reafon: 


What would you fay ? 

Ifa. 1 am the fifterof one Claudio, 
Condemn’d upon the act of Fornication, 
Tolofe hishead, condemn’d by Angelo : 

I Gin probation of a Sifterhood) 
Was fent to by my brother, one Lucio, 
As then the Meflenger. 

Luc. That’s I, and’s like your Grace: 

[I came to her from Claudio, and defird her 
To try her gracions fortune with Lord Angelo 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 

Ifa. That’s he indeed. 

Du. You were not bid to fpeak. 

Luc. No, my good Lord, 

Nor with’d to hold my peace. 

Du. Iwith you now then: 

Pray you take noteof it : and whenyou have 
A bufinefs for your felf; pray heaven you then 


: | Be perfect. 


Luc. | warrant your honour. 
Du. The Warrants for your felf: take heed to't. 
Ifa. ThisGentleman told fomething of my tale. 
Luc. Right. 
Du. It may be right, but you are i’ th’ wrong. 
To fpeak before your time: proceed. 
Ifa. Iwent 
To this pernicious Caitiff Deputy. 
Du. That’s fomewhat madly fpoken. 
Ija. Pardonit. 
The phrafe is to the matter. 
Du. Mended again: the matter: proceed. 
Ifa. In brief, to fet the needle by : 
How | perfwaded, how] pray'd, and kneel'd, 
How he refel’d me, and how 1 repli’d 
(For this was of much length) ! the vile conclufion 
I now begin with grief and fhame to urter. 
He would not, but by gift of my chafte body 
To his concupifcible intemperate luft, 
Releafe my brother ; and after much debatement, 
My fifterly remorfe confutes mine honour, 
AndI did yeild to him: But the next morn betimes, 
His purpofe forfeiting, he fendsa Warrant 
For my poor brother’s head. 
Du. ‘This is moft likely. 
Ifa. Oh that it were as like asit is true:  (fpeak’ft; 
Du.By heaven(fond wench),thou know’tt not what rhon 
Or elfe thou art fuborn’d againft his honour 
Inhateful practife : firft, his Integrity 
Stands without blemith : next, ic imports no Reafon, 
That with fuch vehemency he fhould purfie 
Faults proper to himéelf: if he had fo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himfelf, 
And nothavecut him off: fome one hath fet you on: 
Confefs the truth, and fay by whofe advice 
Thou cam’ft here to complain. 
. Ifa. And isthis all? 
Then Oh you bleffed Minifters above, 
Keep me im patience; and with ripened time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenauce: Heaven fhield your Grace from wo. 
AsI thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go. 
Du. [know you’ld fain be gone: An Officer: 
To prifon with her: Shall we thus permit 
A blafting anda fcandalous breath to fall 
Onhim fonear us? This needs muft be practife : 
Who knewof your intent, and coming hither ? 
Ifa. One that I would were here, Frier Lodowick. 
Du. A ghoftly Father belike: 
Who knows that Lodowick? 
Luc. My Lord, f know him ; ’tisa medling Frier; 
I donot like the man: had he been Lay, my Lord, 
For certain words he fpake againft your Grace 
In -your retirement, | had {wing’d him foundly. 
Du. Words againft me? this a good Frier belike, 
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And tofet on this wretched woman here 
Againft our Subftitute: Let this: Frier be found. 
Lye. But ycitersight,-my Lord, fheand that Frier, 
[ fgw-them atthe prifon: afawcy Frier, 
A very. {curvy fellow. 
Pet, Bleffed;be your Royal Grace. : 
I have ftood by; my Lord, and I have. heard 
Your Royal Ear.abus’d : .firft hach this woman 
Moft wrongfully accus’d your Subftitute, 
Whois as free from touch, or foil with her, 
As fhe from one ungot. 
Du. We did believe no Ief. 
Know you that Frier Lodowick which fhe {peaks of ? 
Pet. 1 know him for a man divine and holy ; 
Not fcurvy, nor aremporary medler, 
As he’s réported by this Géntleman’; 
And onmy.-ttu(t, 4 man that never yet 
Did (ashe vouches) mifrepore your Grace. 
Lue. My Lord, moft villanoufly ; believe it. 
Per. Well; hein time may come to clear himfelf; 
But at thisinftant he is fick‘my Lord, 
Of a ftrange Fever: upomhismeer Requeft, _ 
Being come to knowledg, that there was complaint 
Intended againft Lord Angels, came I hither 
To fpéak, as from, his mouth, ‘what, he doth know 
is true and falfe: and what he with his Oath, 
And all. probation, will make-up full ‘clear 
Whentoever he is convented: Firft, for this woman, 
To juftifie this worthy Noblemans 
So vulgarly.and perfonally accus'd, 
Her fhall you heat difproved to her eyes, 
Till the her felf confefs it. 
Du. Good Frier, let’s hear it: 
Do you not finile at this, Lord Angelo? 
Ah heaven! the vanity of wretched fools ! 
Give us fome feats: come Coufin Angelo, 
In this 'le.be impartial: be you Judg 
Of your own Caufé ; Isthis the WitneS, Frier ¢ 


Enter Mariara. 


Firft, Jet her fhew her face and after fpeak. 

Mar. Påtdon, my Lord: Iwill not fhew my face 
Until my husband bid me. 

Du. What, are you married ? 

Mar. No, my Lord. 

Du. Ate you a maid ? 

Mar, No, my Lord. 

Du. A Widow then? 

Mar. Neither my Lord. 

‘Du. Why, are you nothing then? neither Maid, Wi- 
dow, nor Wife ? 

Luc. My Lord, fhe may bea Punk: for many of them 
are neither Maid, Widow, nor Wife. 

Du. Silence that fellow : J would he had fome caufe to 
prattle for himfelf. 

Luc. Well my Lord. ) 

Mar. My Lord, { do confefs Ine’re was married, 
And I confefs befides, I am rio maid: 
Thave. known my husband, yet my husband 
Knows not that ever he knew mè, 

Luc. He.was drunk then, my Lord ; it can be no better. 


Du, For the benefit of filence, would thou wert fo too. 


Luc. Well, my Lord. 
Du. This isno Witnefs for Lord Angelo. 
Mir. Now! come to’t, my Lord. 
She that accufes him of Fornication, 
Infelf-farné mianner doth aceufe my husband, 
And charges him, my Lord, with fuch a time, 
When I'le depofe I had him in mine arms, 
With allth’ ettect of Love. 
Ang. Charges fhe moe than me? 
Mar. Not that I know. 
Du. No? yon fay, your husband. 


Luc. As any in Vienna on my word. 
F G 





B l 73 

Mar: Why, jot, my Lord , and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks he knows, that he ne’re knew my body ; 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows Ifabels. j 

Ang. This isa ftrange abufe: Let’s fee. thy face. 

_ Mar, My husband bids.me ; now Iwill unmast. 
This isthat face thou crucl Angelo, 

Which once thou fwor’ft was worth the looking on: 
This isthe hand which with:a vow'd contraét, 
Was faft belocke in thine: This is the body 

That took away the match'from I/sbel, 

And did fupply thee at thy Garden-hou 

In her imagin’d perfon: 

Du. Know you this woman ? 

Luc, Carnally, the fays. 

Du. Sirrab, no-more. 

Luc. Enough, my Lord. 

Ang. My Lord, I muft confefsI know this woman ; 
And five years fince there was fome fpeecli of marriage 
Betwixt my felf andher; which was broke off, 

Partly for thar her promis‘d proportions 
Come fhort of compofition; but in chief, 


| For that her Reputation was dif-valued 


In levity : fince which rime of five years, 
I never fpake with her, faw ber, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. i 
Mar. Noble Prince, 
As there comes light from heaven,and words from breath, 
As there is fenfé in tnith, and truth in vertue, 
Iam affianced this man’s Wifeas ftrongly 
As words çòuld makeup Vows: And my good Lord, 
But Tuefday night laft gone, in's Garden-houfe 
He knew me as a Wife. As thisis true, 
Let.me in fafety raife me from my knecs; 
Or elfe for ever be confixed here 
A Marble Monument. 
Ang. I did but fimile til] now. 
Now, good my Lord, give me the fcope of Jufiice: 
My patience here is touch’d: I do perceive 


‘Thefe poor informal womenare no more 


But inftruments of fome more mightier member 
That fets them on. Let me have way, my Lord, 
To find this practice out, | 
Du. 1, with my heare ; 
And punifh them to your height of pleafure. 
‘Thou FoolifhFrier, and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that's pone; think ft thou thy Oaths, 
Tho they would fwear down each particular Sainr, 
‘Were teftimonies ‘gainft his worth and credit, 
That's feal’din approbation? You, Lord Efcelus, 
Sit with my Coufin; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abufe, whence’tis deriv’d. 
There is another Frier that fec them on ; 
Let him be fent for. 
Per. Would he were here, my Lord; for he indeed 
Hath fet the women on to this complaint . 
Your Provo/? knows the place where he abides ; 
And he may fetch him. 
Du. Go, do it inftantly - 
And you my nobleand well-warranted Coufin 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 
Do with your injuries as feems you beft 
In any chaftifement: I for a while 
Willleave you; but ftir not you till you have 
Well determin d upon thefe flanderers. Exi'. 
Efe. My Lord, we’l doit throughly : Signior Lucio, did 
not you fay, you knew that Frier-Ledowick to bea difhoneft 
perfon? ; 
Luc. Cuculus non ot Menachunr, honelt in nothing but 
itt his cloathes, and oné that hath fpoke moft villanous 
(peeches of the Duke. 
Efe. We thallintreat you to abide here till he come, and 
inforce.them againft him : we fhall find this Friera nota- 
ble fellow. 
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with her: pray you, my Lord, give me leave toqueftion; 
you fhall fèebow Ple handle her. 

Luc; Not better than he, by her own Report. 

Eft. Say you ? 

Luc. Marry fir, 1 chink if you handled her privately, 
She fhould fooner confefs; perchance publickly fhe’ld be 
afham’d. 


Enter Duke, Provoft, IMabella. 


Efc. L will go darkly. to work with her. 

Luc. That’s the way: for women are light at mid- 
night.. 

Efc- Come on, Miftris : here’s a Gentlewoman denies all 
that you have faid. 

Luc. My Lord, here comes the Rafcal I {poke of, 

| Here with the Provof. 

Efc. Invery good time : fpeak not you tohim tiil we 
callupon you. 

Luc. Mum. 

Efe. Come fir- did you fet thefe women on to flander 
Lord Angelo? they: have confefs’d you did. 

Du, ’ Tis falfe. 

Eft. How? know you where you are ? 

Du. Refpect to your great place; and let the Devil 
Be fometime honour’d for his burning throne. 

VVhere is the Duke ? ’tishe fhould hear me fpeak. 

Efc. The Duke’s inus: and we will hear you {peak : 

| Look you fpeak juftly. 

Du. Boldly at leaft. But Oh poor fouls, 

Come you to feek the Lamb here of the Fox ? 
Good night to your Redrefs: is the Duke gone? 
Then is your caufe gone too: The Duke’s.unjuft, 
Thus toretort your manifeft appeal, 

And put your tryal in the Villain’s mouth 
VVhich here you come to accufe. 

Luc. ‘This is the Rafcal : this ishe 1 {poke of. 

Efe. VVhy, thou unreverend and unhallowed Frier : 
Is’t not enough thou haft fuborn’d thefe women, 

To accufe thisworthy man; butin foul mouth, 

And in the witnefs of bis proper ear, ' 

Tocalf him Villain; and then to glance from him 

To th’ Duke himfelf, to tax him with injuftice ? 

Take him hence ; toth’ Rack with him : we’l towze you 
Joynt by joynt, but we will know his purpofe : 

VVhat? unjuft? 

Du. Benot fo hot : the Duke dare 
No more ftretch this fingerof mine,than he 
Dare rack hisown: his Subject am Inot, | 
Nor here Provincial: My bufinef$ in this State 
Made mea looker on here in Vienna ; 

VVhere Ihave feen corruption boy! and bubble, 
Till it o’re-run the Stew : Laws for all faules, 

Buc faults fo countenanc’d, that the ftrong ftarutes 
Stand like the Forfeits in a Barber’s-fhop, 

As much in.mock as mark: 

Efe. Slander to th’ State: 
Away with him to prifon. 

Ang. VVhat can you vouch a 
Is this the man that you did tel 

Luc. ’Yishe, my Lord: come 
pate: do you know mie ? i 

Du. i remember you, fir,by the found of your voice : 
I met you at the prifon in the abfence of the Duke. 

Luc. Oh, did you fo? and do you remember what you 
faid of the Duke ? 

Du. Moft notedly, fir. 

Luc. Do you fo, fir? And was the Duke a flefh-mon- 
ger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to 
be? 

Du. You muft (fir) change perfons with me, e’re you 
make that my Report: you indeed {poke fo of him, and 
much more, much worfe. 


gaint him, fignior Lucio ? 
us of? i 
hither Goodman Bald- 


Meafure for Meafnre. 
Efe. Cail that fame I/abet here once again;I would {peak} Luc. Ol thou damnable fellow! didnot! 


the Nofe for thy {peeches 2 pluck thee by 


Du. I proteft, I love the Duke as Ilove my felf. 

Ang. Hark how the Villain would clofe now after his 
treafonable abufes. 

_ Efe. Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withal : Away with 
him to prifon : Where is the Prowof? away with him to 
prifon : lay bolts enough upon him: let him {peak no more: 
away with thofe Giglets too, and with the other confede- 
rate companion. 

Du. Stay, fir, ftay a while 

Ang. What, refifts he ? help him, Lucio. 

Luc, Come fir, come fir, come fir : foh fir: why you 
bald-pated lying Rafcal : you muft be hooded, muft you? 
fhow your knave’s vifage, with a pox to you : fhow your 
Prime face, and be hang’d an hour’: willt not 
O 
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Du. Thon art the firft knave that e’re mad’ft a Duke, 
Firft, Provo, let me bail thefe gentle three : 
Sneak not away, fir; for the Frier and you 
Muft have a word anon: lay hold on him. 
Luc. This may prove worfe than hanging. 
Du. What you have fpoke, I pardon : fie you down: 


| We’l borrow place of him; Sir, by your leave: 
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Haft thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 
That yet can dothee Office ? If thou haft, 
Rely upon ic till my tale be heard, 


And hold no longer out. 


ing. Ob my dread Lord, 

I thould be guiltier thanmy guiltinef, 

To think Ican be undifCernable, 

‘When I perceive your Grace, like power Divine, 
Hath look’d upon my paffes : Then, good Prince, 
No longer Seffion hold upon my fhame ; 

But let my trial be mine own confeffion: 
Immediate fentence then, and fequent death, 

Is all the grace 1 beg. 

Du. Come hither, Mariana : 

Say : was’t thou ever contracted to this woman ? 

Ang. I was, my Lord. 

Du. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly. 
Do you the Office (Frier) which confummate : 
Return him here again: go with him, Provoff. Exit. 

Efc. My Lord, I am more amaz’dat his difhonour, 
-Than at the ftrangenefs of it. 

Du. Come hither, I/abel: 
Your Frierts now your Prince: As I was then 
Advertifing, and holy to your bufinefs 
(Not changing heart with habit), | am ftill,, 
Atturnied at your fervice. 

Ifa. Oh give me pardon, 
That J, your Vaffal, haveimploy’d and pain’d 
Your unknown Soveraignty. 

Du. You are pardon’d, I/abel : 
And now, dear Maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother’s death, I know, fits at your heart: 
And you may marvel, why I obfcur’d my felf, 
Labouring to fave his life ; and would not rather 
Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden power: 
Then let him be fo loft : Oh moft kind Maid, 
It was the {wift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with flower foot came on, 
That brain’d my purpofe: but peace be with him : 
That life is better life, paft fearing death, , 
Than that which lives to fear: makeit your comfort, 
So happy is your brother. 


Enter Angelo, Maria, Peter, Provott. 


Ifa. Ido, my Lord. 
Du. For this new-married man, approaching here, 
Whofe falt imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well-defended honour ; you muft pardon 
For Mariana’s fake: But as he adjudg’d your broths 
ng 
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~Meafure for Meafure. 


Being criminal, in double violation 
Of facred chaftity, and of promife-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brothers life, 
The very mercy of the Law crys out 
Moft audible, even from his proper tongue, 
An Angelo for Claudio , death for death: 
Hatte ftill pays hafte,-and leifure anfwers leifure; 
Like doth quit like, and Meafure ftillfor Med/ure : 
Then Angelo, thy faule’s thusmanifefted : 
Which tho thon wonld’ft deny, denies thee vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very Block i 
Where Claudio ftoop’d to death ; and with like hatte, 
Away with him. 
eMar. Oh my moft gracious Lord, 
Lhope you will not mock me with a husband ? 
Du. It is your husband mock’d you with a husband, 
Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit: elfe imputation, 
For that he knew yuu, might reproach your life, 
And choak your good to come : for his poffeflions, 
Altho by confifcation they are ours, 
We do enftate, and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Mar.Oh my dear Lord, 
| crave no other, nor no better man, 
Du. Never crave him : we are definitive. 
Mar. Gentle my Leige. 
Du. Xou do but lofe your labour, 
Away with him to death : Now fir, to you. 
Mar. Oh my good Lord, fweer Jabel, take my part ; 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come, 
Ple lend you all my life to do you fervice. 
Du. Againft all fenfe you do importune her: 
Should fhe kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother’s ghoft his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror, 
= Mar. label : 
Sweet I/abel, do yet but kneel by me, 
Hold up your hands, fay nothing : l'le {peak all. 
They fay, beft menare moulded out of faults; 
And for the moft, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: So may my husband. 
Oh Jabel: will you not Iend a knee? 
Du. He dies for Claudso’s death. 
Ifa. Moft bounteous fir, 
Look, if itpleafe you, on this man condemn’d, 
Asif my brother liv'd : I partly think, 
A due fincerity governed his deeds, 
Tillhe did look on me: Sinceitis fo, 
Let him not die: my brother had but Juftice, 
In that he did the thing for which he dr’d. 
For Angelo, his act did not o’re-take his bad intent, 
And muit be buried but as an intent i 
That perifh’d by the way : thoughts are no fibyects ; 
Intents, but meerly thoughts. 
Mar. Meerly, my Lord. 
Du. Your fuit’s unprofitable : ftand up, ! fay : 
Ihave bechoughr me of another faulc. 
Provoft, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unufual hour ? 
Pro. It was commanded fo. 
Du. Had you a fpecial Warrant for the deed ? 
Pre, No, my good Lord ; it was by private meflage. 
Du. For which I do difcharge you of your Office : 
Give up your keys. 
Pro. Pardon me, Noble Lord. 
I thought it was a fault, but knewit not ; 
Yet did repent me after more advice ; 
For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon, 
That fhould by private Order elfe have di’d, 
Ihave referv’d alive. 
Du. Whar’slie? 
Pro His name is Baruardine. . 
Du. I would’ft thou baft done fo by Claudio: 


75 


Go fetch him hither ; let me look npon him. 
Efe. 1am forry one fo learned, and fo wife 
As you. Lord Angelo, have ftill appear’d, 
Should flip fo grofly, both in the heat of blood, 
And lack of temper’d judgment afterward. 
Ang. lam forry, that fuch forrow I procure ; 
And fo deep fticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
"Tis my deferving and I do intreat it. 


Enter Barnardine, and Provoft, Claudio, Julietta. 


Du. Which is that Barnardine? 
Pro. This, my Lord. 
Du. There was a Frier told me of this man: 
Sitrah, thou art faid to have.a ftubborn foul, 
‘Fhat apprehends no further than this World, 
And fquar’ft thy life accordingly : Thon’rt condemn’d i 
But for thofe earthly faults, 1 quit themall : 
I pray thee take this mercy to provide 
For better timestocome: Frier, advife him; 
I leave himto yourhand. What muffled fellow’s that? 
Pro, This is another prifoner thac | fav'd, 
Who fhould have di’d when Clandio loft his head, 
As like almoft to Claudio as himfelf 
Du. If he be like your brother, for his fake 
Is he pardon’d, and for your lovely fake 
Give me your hand, and fay you will be mine; 
He is my brother too: But fitter time for that: 
By this Lord Angelo perceives he s fale : 
Methinks] {€e a quickning in his eye: 
Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well : 
Look that you Jove your Wife: her worth worth yours. 
I find an apt remiffion in my felf: 
And yet heré’s one in place f eannot pardon, 
You, firrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward, 


_ 1 Oneal! of Luxury, an afs,amad man: 


Wherein have I fo deferv’d of you, 
That you exto] me thus? 

Luc. "Faith, my Lord, I fpokeit but according to the 
trick : if you will hang me for it, you may : but! had rather 
it would pleafe you, I might be whipt. 

Da. Whipt firft, fir, and hang’d after. 

Proclaim it, Provoff, round about the City : 

If any woman wrong’d by this lewd fellow 
(As Ihave heard him fivear himfelf, there’s one 
Whom he begot with child), let her appear, 
And he fhall marry her: the nuptial finifh’d, 
Let him be whip’d and Hang'd, 

Luc. 1 befeech your Highnefs, do not marry me to a 
Whore: your Highnefs faid even now, I made you a Duke, 
good my Lord do not recompence me in making me a 
Cuckold. 

_ Dw: Upon mine honour thou fhalt marry her: 
Thy flanders I forgive, and therewithal 

Remit thy.other forfeits : take him to prifon. 
And fee our pleafure herein executed. 

Luc. Marrying a punk, my Lord, is prefling to death, 
Whipping and hanging. 

Du. Slandering a Prince deferves it. 

She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you reftore. 

Joy to you, Mariana ; love her, Angelo: 

1 have confefs’d her, and | know fier vertue. 

Thanks, good friend Efcalus, for thy much goodnefs: 

There’s more behind that is more gratulate : 

Thanks Provof? for thy care and fecrefie ; 

We thal] imploy thee ina worthier place: 

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 

The head of Rogozine for Cleudio'ss 

Th’ Offence pardons it felf. Dear I/abel, 

T have a motion much imports your good, 

Whereto if you'l a willing ear incline; — 

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine: 

So bring us to our Palace, where wel fhow 

What’s yet behind that’s meet you all fhould know. 
L 
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The Scene Vienna. 


The Names of all the Aéfors. 


Vincentio, the Duke. 
Angelo, the Deputy. 

Efcalus, an ancient Lord. 
Claudio, a young Gentleman. 
Lucio, a fantaftique. 

2. Other like Gentlemen: 








Provoft. 

Thomas, è 2. Frierss 
Peter, 

Elbow, a fimple Conftable. 
Froth, a foolifh Gentleman. 


Clown. 


Abhorfon, an Executioner. 
Barnardine, @ diffolute prifoner. 
Ifabeila, fifter to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo, 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 
Francifco, a Nun. 

Mifirıs Over-don, a Bawd. 


THE 


Comedy of Errors. 








Atlus Primus. Scena Prima. 





| Enter the Dike of Ephefus, with she Merchant of Syracufa, 
Faylor, and other attendants. 


Merchant. 


And by thy doom of death end woes 
(and all. 

Duke. Merchant of Syracufe, plead 
(no more: 





(late 
Sprung from the rancorous Outrage of your Duke, 
To Merchants, our well-dealing Countrymen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 

Have feal’d his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods, 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks: 

For fince the mortal and inteftine jars 

Twist thy feditions Countrymen and us, 

It hath in folemn Synods been decreed, 

Both by the Syracufians and our felves, 

T’admit no traffick to our adverfe Towns: 

Nay, more; if any bornat Ephefus 

Be fèen at any Syracufian Matts and Fairs : 

Again, if any Syracufianborn, 

Come tothe Bay of Ephefus, he dies : 

His goods confifcate to the Duke’s difpofe, 
Unlefs.athoufand Marks belevied _ 

To quit the penalty, and ranfome him: 

Thy fubftance, valued at the higheft rate, 

Cannot amount untoa hundred Mark ; 


a á (Laws : 
AY The enmity and difcord which of 


Therefore by Law thou art condemn’d to die. : 
Mer. Yet this my comfort, when your words are done, i 
My woes end likewife with the Evening Sun. 
Du. Well, Syracufian, fay in brief the caufe, 
Why thon departed’ft from thy native home ? 
And for what canfe thou cam’ft to Epbefns? 
Mer. & heavier task could not have neen im pos’d, 
ThanIto fpeak my grief unfpeakable: 
Yet that the World way witne(s, thatmy end 
Was wrought by Nature, not by vile Offence, 
lle utter what my forrow gives me leave : 
In Syracufe was I born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ;, 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad : 
With her I liv’din joy, our Wealth encreaft 
By profperous Voyages I often made 
To Epidamium, till my Factor’s death : 
And he great ftore of goods at random leaving, 
Drew me from kind embracements of my fpoufe ; 
From whom my abfence was not fix months old, 
Before her felf (almoft at fainting under 
The pleafing punifhment that women bear) 
Had made provifion for her following me, 
And foon, and fafe arrived where 1 was: 
There had fhe not been long, but fhe became 
A joyful mother of two goodly fons: 
And, which was ftrange, the one fo like the other, 
As could not be diftinguith’d but by names. 
That very hour, and in the felf-fame Inn, 
A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of fuch aburthen, Male-twins both alike: 
Thofe, for their parents were exceeding poor, 


‘Ibought,-and brought up to attend my fons. 


My Wife net meanly proud of two fuch boys, 
Made 
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Made daily. motions {or our home return: 
Unwilling I agreed ; alas ! too foon we came aboard. 
A league from Epidamium had we fail’d 
Before the always wind-obeying deep, 
Gave any tragick inftance of our harm: 
But longer did we not retain much hope ; 
For-what obfcured light the heavens did grant, 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 
Which tho my felf would gladly have embrac’d, 
Yet the inceffant weeping of my Wife, 
Weeping before for what fhe faw muft come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 
That mourn’d for fathion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc’r me to feek delays for them and me: 
And this it was (for other means was none) 
The Sailors fought for fafery by our boar, 
And left the Ship then finking-ripe to us. 
My Wife more careful for the latter born, 
Had faftened him unto a {mall fpare Matt, 
Such as Sea faring men provide for ftorms: 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whil’ftI had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos’d, my Wife, and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faftned our felves at eicher end the Maft, 
And ‘floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream, 
Was carried towards Corinth, as We thought. 
At length the Sun gazing uponthe earth, 
Difper{t thofè vapours that offended us; 
And by the benefit of his wifh’d lighr, 
The Se2s was calm, and wedifcovered 
Two Ships from far making amain to us: 
OF Corinth that, of Epidaurus this ; 
Bure’re they came, Oh letme fay no more; 
Gather the fequel by that went before. 

Du. Nay, forwatd Old man, do not break off fo , 
For we may pity, tho not pardon thee. 

Mer, Oh had the gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily term’d them mercilefs to us: 
For e’re the Ships could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountred by a mighty Rock; 
Which being violently born up upon, 
Our helpful Ship was fplitted in the midft : 


‘So that in this unjuft divorce of us, 


Fortune had left to both of usalike, 
What to delight in, what to forrow for, 
Her part, poor foul, feeming as burdened, 
With lefler weight, buc not with lefler wo, 
Was carried with more fpeed before the wind, 
And inour fight they three were taken up 
By Fifhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
Aclength another Ship had feiz’d on us; 
And knowing whom it was theirhapto fave, 
Gave helpful welcome co their Shipwrackt guefts, 
And would have reft the Fifhers of their prey, 
Had not their Bark been very flow of fail; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe. 
Thus have you heard me fever’d from my blifs, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 
To tell fad ftories of my own mithaps. 
Du. And for the fakes of them thou forroweft for, 
Do me the favour todilate at full, 
What hath befall’n them and thee till now. 
eMer, My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft care, 
At Eighteen years became inquifitive 
After his brother 3 and importun’d me, 
That his attendant (for his cafe was like, 
Rett of his brother, bue recain’d his name) 
Might bear him comipany in the queft of him: 
Whom whil’ft t laboured of a love to fee, 
l hazarded thelofs of whom 1 lov’d. 
Five Summers have | {pent in fartheft Green, 
Roming clean through the boundsof Afia, 


And coafting homeward, cameto Ephefus : 
Hopelefs tofind, yet loath to leave unfoughr, 
Or that, or any place that harbours men: 
But here muft end the ftory of my life, 
And happy were lin my timely death, 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. 
Du. Haple fs Egeon, whom the fates have markt 
To bear th’ extremity of dire mithap : 
Now truft me, were it not againft our Laws, 
Againft my Crown, my Oath, my Dignity, 
Which Princes would, they may not difanull, 
My foul fhould fue as advocate for thee: 
But tho thou artadjudged to the death, 
And pafled fentence may not be recall'd, 
Buc to our hononrs great difparagement ; 
Yet will! favour thee in what | can 3 
Therefore, Merchant, Ple limit thee this day 
To feek thy help by beneficial help: 
Try allthe friends thou haft in Ephefus : 
Beg thou, or borrow, to makeup chefum, 
And live: if no, then thou artdoom'd to die: 
Faylor, take him to thy cuftody. 
‘Fay. I will, my Lord. 
Mer. Hopelefs and helplefs doth Egeon wend, 


But to procraftinate his livelefs end. Exeunt. 


Enter Antipholis, Erotes, e MercHant, and Dromio. 


Mer. Therefore give out, you are of Epidamium, 
Left that your goods be too foon confifcate: 
This very day a Syracufan Merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here; 
And not being able to buy out his life; 
According to the Statute of the Town, 
Dies e're the weary Sun fets in the Wf : 
There is your money that I had to keep. 
Ant. Go bear it to the Centaure, where we hoft, 
And ftay there, Dromio, till I come to thee: 
Tul that l'le view the mannersof the Town : 
Within this hour it willbe dinner-time : 
Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and fleep within mine Inn; 
For with long travel lam ftiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 
Dro. Many aman would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having fo good a means. 
| Exıt Dromio. 
Ant. A trufty villain, fir,that very oft, 
When Iamdull with care and melancholly, 
Lightens my humour with his merry jefts. 
What, will you walk with me abour the Town, 
And then go tothe Inn and dine with me? 
E. Mer. Tam invited, fir, to certain Merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit: 
I crave your pardon, foon at five a clock, 
Pleafe you, lle meet with you upon the Mart, 
And afterward con(ort you rill bed-time: 
My prefenc bufinefs calls me from you now. 
Ant. Farewel till then ; l will go lofe my life, 
And wander up and down co view the City. 
E. Mer.Sir, [commend you toyour own content. 
Exeunt. 
Ant. He that commends me to my own content, 
Commends meto the thing I cannot get: 
I to the world ain like a drop of water, 
‘That inthe Ocean feeks another drop, 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
(Unfeen inquifitive) confounds himfelf: 
Sol, to find a Mother and a Brother, 
Inqueft of him (unhappy) lofe my felf. 


Enter Dromio of Ephefus. 


Here comes the Almanack of my crue date: 


Wharcnow ? How chance chouart recurn’d fo foon. 
G 3 E. Dre 
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E Dro. Return’d fo foon, rather approacht too fate: 
The Capon burns, the Pig falls from the fpit: 
The clock hath ftrucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My Miftris made it one upon my cheek : 
She is {0 hot becaufe the meat is cold : 
The meat is cold becaufe you come nor home: 
You come not home becaufe you have no tomach : 
You have noftomach having broke your faft: 
But we that know what’tisto faft and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to.day. i 
Ant. Stop in your wind, fir: tell me this I pray, 
Where have you left the money that I gave you? 
E. Dro. Oh, fix pence thatI had a Wednefday laft, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miftris Crupper ? 
The Sadler had it, fir, [kept it not. 
Ant. 1am notin a {portive humour now: 
Tell me,and dally not, where isthe money ? 
We being ftrangers here, how dar’ft thou trutt 
So greata charge from thine own cuftody ? 
. E. Dro. 1 pray you jeft, fir, as you fit at dinner : 
I from my Miftris come to you in poft : 
If I return, I fhall be poft indeed: 
For fhe will fcour your fault upon my pate: 
Methinks your maw, like mine, fhould be your Cook, 
And ftrike you home without a meffenger. 
Ant. Come Dromio, come, thefe jefts are out of feafon ; 
Referye them till a merrier hour than this : 
Where 1s the gold I gavein charge to thee? 
E. Dro. To me, fir? why, you gave no gold tome. 
Ant.Come on, fir knave, have done your foolifhness, 
And tell me how thou haft difpos’d thy charge? 
E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Home to your houfe(the Phenix, fir), to dinner : 
My Miftris and her fitter ftates for you. 
Ant. Now as | ama Chriftian anfwer me, 
In what fale place you have beftow’d my money: 
Or I fhall break that merry fconce of yours. 
That ftands on tricks when I am undifpos’d : 
Where is the thoufand marks thou hddft of me? 
E Dro. I have fome marks of. yours upon my pate: 
Some of my Miftris marks upon my fhoulders: 
But not a thoufand marks between you both. 
If I fhould pay your Worfhip thofe again, 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 
Ant. Thy Miftris marks? what Miftris, flave, haft thou ? 
E.Dro.Your Worfhip’s Wife, my Miftrisat the. Phenix ? 
She that doth faft nll you come home to dinner : 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Ant. What, wilt thau flour me thus unto my face, 
Being forbid? There, take you that, fir knave. 
E. Dro. What mean you, fir? for God fake hold your 
Nay, and you will not, fir, Ple take my heels. (hands: 


Exit Dromio Ep. 


Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or other, 
The Villain is o’re-wrought of al] my money. 
Then fay, this Town is full of cozenage : 
Asnimble Juglers that deceive the eye: 
Dark-working Sorcerers that change the mind : 
Soul-killing Witches thar deform the body : 
Difguifed Cheaters, prating Mountebanks ; 
And many {uch like Lberties of fin: 

If it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner : 
Ple to the Centaur to feek this flave : 
l greatly fearmy money is not fafe. 


Exit 











Aétus Secundus. 


Enter Adtiana, Wife to Antipholis Sereptus, with | 
Luciana, ber Sifter. 


Adr. Neither my husband, nor the flave return’d 
Thatin fuch hafte 1 fent to feek hig Mafter : 

Sure, Luciana, itis two a clock, 

Luc. Perhaps fome Merchant hath invited him, 
And fromthe Mart he’s fomewhere gone to dinner: 
Good fifter, let us dine, and never fret: 

Aman is Mafter of his liberty : 
Time istheir Mafter; and when they fee time, 
They’le go or come: if fo, be patient, fifter. 

Adr. Why thould their liberty than ours be more? 

Luc. Becaufe their bufinefs ftill lies our adoor. 

Adre Look, when I ferve him fo, he takes it ill, 

Luc. Oh, knowhe isthe bridleof your will. 

Adr. There’s none but affes will be bridled fo. 

Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is lafht with woe. 
There's nothing fituate under heavens eye, 

Bur hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skie. 

The beafts, the fifhes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males fubjeĉâts, and at their controuls : 
Man more divine, the Mafter of al] thefe, 

Lord of the wide world, and wide watry (eas, 
Indued with intellectual fenfe and foul, 

Of more preheminence than fifh and fow), 

Are Mafters to their females, and their Lords: 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This fervitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc. Notthis, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr. But were you wedded, you would bear fome fway. 

Luc. Ere I learn love, Ile practife to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband ftart fome other where? 

Luc. Till hecome home again Lwould forbear. 

Adr. Patience unmov’d, no marvel tho fhe paufe ; 
They can be meek that have no other caute: 

A wretched foul bruis’d with adverfity, 

We bid be quiet when we hear itcry : 

But were we burd’ned with like weight of pain, 
As much, or more we fhould our felves complain 
So thou that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helplef$ patience would relieve me: 
But if thou liveto fee likeright bereft, 

This fool-beg’d_ patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, I wil marry one day butto try: 

Here comes your man, now is your husbaad nigh. 


Enter Dromio Eph. 


Adr. Say, is your tardy Mafter now at hand? 

E. Dro. Nay, he’s at two hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witnefs. ; 

Adr. Say, didft thon fpeak with him? know’ft thou his 
mind ? 

E. Dro. 1, I, he told his mind upon mine ear, 
Befhrew his hand, I fcarce could underftand it. 

Luce Spake he fo doubtfully, thou could ft not feel his 
meaning ? 

E. Dro. Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could roo well feel 
his blows; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could fcarce un- 
derftand them. 

Adr. But fay, I prethee, is he coming home ? 

It feems he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why, Miftris, fure my Mafter is horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain? 

E. Dro. mean not Cuckold-mad ; 

Bur fure he is ftark mad: 
When 
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When I defir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me for athoufand marks in gold : 

"Tis dinner-time, quothI: my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burn, quoth I: my gold, quoch he: 

Will you come, quoth 1? my gold, quoth he: 

Where isthe thoufand marks I gave thee, Villain ? 

The Pig, quoth I, isburn’d: my gold, quoth he: 

My Miftris, fir, quoth f: hang up thy Miftris ; 

1 know not thy Miftris ; out on thy Miftris. 

Lue. Quoth who ¢ 

E.Dro. Quoth my Mafter: Iknow, quoth he, no houfe, 
no wife, no Miftris: fo that my errand, due unto my 
tongue, I thank him, I bare home uponmy fhoulders: for 
in conclufion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thon flave, and fetch him home. 

Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home? 
For God's fake fend fome other Meflenger. 

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs. 

Dro. And he will blefs that crofs with other beating: 

Between you I fhall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence prating peafant, fetch thy Mafter home 
Dro. Am [fo round with you as you with me, 

That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus? 

You fpurn me hence, dnd he will fpurn me hither: 

IfI laftin this fervice, you muft cafe me in leather. 
Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face! 
Adr. His company muft do his minions grace, 

Whil’ft I athome ftarve for a merry look: 

Hath homely age th’ alluring beauty took 

From my poorcheek? then he hath wafted ic. 

Are my difcourfes dull? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and fharp difcourfe be marr'd, 

Unkindnef blots it more than Marble hard. 

Do their gay Veftments his affections bait ? 

That’s not my fault ; he’s mafter of my ftate. 

What Ruines are in me that canbe found, 

By hinynot ruin’d ? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed fair, 

A funny look of his would foon repair. 

But (too unruly Deer) he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home; poor I am but his ftale, 
Luc. Self-harming jealoufie ; fie, beat ic hence. 
Ad. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpenfe : 

[know hiseye doth homage other-where ; 

Or elfe what letsit but he would be here ? 

Sifter, you know he promifed mea chain, 

Would that alone, alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed. 

I fee the Jewel beft enamaled : 

Will lofe his beauty : yer the gold bides ftill 

That others touch, ,and often touching will: 

Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye, 

ble weep (what's left) away, and weeping die. 

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad Jealoufie ? 
Exeunt, 


Exit. 


Enter Antipholis Erotes. 


Ant. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safeat the Centaur, and the heedful flave 
Is wandred forth in care to feek me out 
By computation, and mine hofts report, 
E could not fpeak with Dromo, fince at firft 
I fent him from the Mart : fee here he comes. 


Enter Dromio Syracufan. 


How now, fir? is your merry humour alter’d ? 
As you love ftroaks, fo jeft with me again. 
You know no Centaur ? you receiv’d no gold ? 
Your Miftris (ent to have me home to dinner ¢ 
My houfe was atthe Phamx?¢ Waft thou mad, 
Thar thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me ? 
S. Dro. What an(wer, fir ? when fpake I fuch a word? 


E. Ant. Even now, even here, not half an hour fince. 

S. Dro. I did not fee you fince you fent me henre 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant. Villain, thou did’ft deny the golds Receir, 

And told’ft me of a Miftris, and a dinner. 
For which! hope thou felr’ft I was difpleas’d. 

S. Dro. I am glad to fee you in this merry vein : 
What means this jeft, I pray you, Mafter, tell me ? 

Ant. Yea, do’ft thou jeer and flout mein the teeth ? 
Think’ft thou | jeft?hold,take thou thar,and that. BeatsDro 

S. Dro. Hold, fir, for God’s fake, now your jeft is earnett: 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 

Ant, Becaufe that I familiarly fometimes 
Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you, 

Your fawcinefS will jeft upon my love, 

And make a Common of my ferious hours. 
When the Sun fhines let foolifh gnats make {port , 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams : 

If you will jeft with me, know my afpedt, 

And fafhion your demeanor to my looks ; 

Or I will beat this method in your {Conce. 

S. Dro. Sconce, call you ic? fo you would leave batter- 
ing, lhad rather have ica head: and you ufe thefe blows 
long, I muft geta fconce for my head, and infconce it too, 
or clf I fhal! feck my wit in my fhoulders: but I pray, fir, 
why am I beaten? 

Anst. Doft thou not know? 

S. Dro. Nothing, fir, but that | am beaten. 

Ant. Shall I tell you why? 

S. Dro. I, fir, and wherefore ; for they fay, every why 
hatn a wherefore. 

Ant. Why, firft for flouting me,and then wherefore, for 
urging it the fecond time 10 me. 

S. Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of fea- 
fon, when in the Why and the Wherefore is neithet Rime 
nor Reafon. Well, fir, I thank you. 

Ant. Thank me, fir, for what? 

S. Dro. Marry, fir, for this fomething that you gave me 


‘for nothing. 


Ant. Ve make you amends next, to give you nothing for 
fomething. But fay, fir, is it dinner-time ? 

S. Dro. No, fir: | think the Meat wants that! bave. 

Ant. In good time, fir 5 what's that? 

S. Dre Bafting. 

Ant. Well, fir, then ’cwill be dry. 

S. Dro. If it be, fir, I pray you eat not of it. 

Ant. Your Reafon ? 

S. Dro. Left it make you chollerick, and purchafe me 
another dry bafting. 

Ant, Well, fir, learn to jeft in good time : there'sa time 
for all things. 

S. Dro, 1 durft have denied that before you were fo chol- 
lerick. 

Ant. By what Rule, fir? 

S. Dro. Marry fir, bya Rule as plain as the plain bald 
pate of Father Time himfelf. 

Ant. Lers hear it. 

S. Dro. There’s no time for a man to recover his hair that 
grows bald by Nature. 

Ant, May he not doit by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for a Periwig, and recover the 
loft bait of another man. 

Ant. Why, is Time fuch a niggard of hair, being (as it 
is) fo plentiful! an excrement ? f 

S. Dro. Becaufe it is a bleffing that he beftows on béafts : 
and whar he hath {canted chem in hair, be hath given them 
in Wir. 

Ant. Why, but there’s many a man hath more hair than 

Wit 

S. Dro. Not a man of thofe but be hath the wit to lofe 
his hair. 

Ant. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dealers 
without wit. 


S. Dro. 
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S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft ; yer he lofeth 
itin a kindof jollity. 
Ant. For what Reafon ? 
S Dro. For two, and found ones too. 
- Ant. Nay, not found ones I pray you. 
S. Dro. Sure ones then. 
An, Nay, nor fure in a thing falfing. 
S. Dro. Certain ones then. 
An. Name them. 
S. Dro. The one to fave the money that he fpends in try- 
ing ; the other, that at dinner they fhould not drop in his 
| porrage. 
An. You would all this time have prov’d, there is no 
time for all things. 
S. Dro. Marry, and did, fir; namely, no timeto recover 
hair loft by nature. 
An. But your Reafon was not fubftantial, why there isno 
time ro recover. 
S. Dro. Thus I mend it : Time himfelf is bald, and there- 
fore to the World’s end, will have bald followers. 
An. knew ’twould be a bald conclufion : but foft, who 
wafts us yonder ? 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr.1,1, Antipholis, look ftrange and frown , 
Some other Miftris hath fome {weet afpeéts: 
Lam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou unurg’d would’ft vow, 
That never words were mufick to thine ear, 
That never Object pleafing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 
That never meat fweet-favour’d in thy tafte, 
UnleI fpake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carv’d to thee. 
How comes it now (my husband), Oh how comes it, 
Thar thon art then eftranged from thy felf? 
Thy felf, I call it, being ftrange to me: 
That undividable Incorporate 
Am berter than thy dear felfs better part, 
Ah do nottear away thy felf from me; 
For know my love: aseafie maift thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 
And take unmingled thence that drop again 
Without addition or diminifhing, 
As take fromme thy felf,and not me too. 
How dearly wouldit touch thee to the quick; 
Should’ft rhou hear I were licentious ? 
And that rhis body confecrate to thee, 
By Ruffian Luft fhould be contaminate ? 
Would’ft thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me, 
And hurl the name of husband in my face, 
And rear the ftain’d skin of my Harlot-brow, 
And froin my falfe hand cut the Wedding-Ring, 
And break it with adeep-divorcing-vow ? 
Iknow thou canft ; and therefore fee thou do it. 
I am poffeft with anadulterate blot 
My blood is mingled with the crime of luft: 
For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 
I do digeft the poyfon of my flefh, 
Being ftrumpered by thy catagion. 
Keep then fair league, and truce withthy true bed : 
[ live diftaind, thou undifhonoured. 
Ant. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not: 
In Epbefus.1 am but twohours old, 
As ftrange unto your town astro your talk, 
Who every word by afl my wit being {cann’d, 
Wan s witinall one word to underftand. 
Luc. Fie, brother, how the World is chang d with you: 
When were you wont to ufe my filter thus? 
She fent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 
Ant. By Dromio? 
Dro. By me. 
Adr, By thee ; and thusthon didft return from him, 
| That he did buffec thee, and in his blows, 
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ar B houfe for his, me for his Wife. 
at. Did you converfe, fir, with this á 
What is rhe courfe and driftof your ee A l 
S. Dro.1, fir? | never faw her till this time. 
at. Villain, thov lieft ; for even her v 
Didft thou deliver to meon the Ma ri a 
s. pr. I never — with her in all my life, 
zt. How can fhe thus then ca 
Unlefs it be by infpiration ? init aera 

Adr. How illagrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grofly with your flave 
Abetting him tothwart mein my mood? 

By it my Wrong, youare from me exempt, 

But wrong not that wrong with amore contempt. 

Come, I will faften on this fleeveof thine: 

Thou art an Elm, my husband, | a Vine: 

Whofe weaknefS married to thy ftronger ftate 

Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate : 

If ought poffefs thee from me, it is dro% 

Ufurping Ivy, Brier, or idle Mofs, i 

Who all for want of pruning, with intrufion, 

Infect thy Sap, and live on thy confufion. 
Ant. To me fhe fpeaks; fhe moves me for her 

theam: 

What, was I married to her in my dream ? 

Or fleep I now, and think 1I hear all this ? 

Whaterror drivesour eyes and earsamifs ? 

Until I know this fure uncertainty, 

lle enterrain the free’d fallacy. 

Luc, Dromio, Go bid the fervants fpread for dinner. 

S. Dro. Oh for my beads, Icrof$ me for a finner. 
Thisis the Fairy land: Oh fpight of {pights : 

We talk with Goblins, Owls, and Elves Sprights : 
If we obey them not, this will enfue, 
They’l fuck our breath, or pinch us black and blew. 

Luc. Why prait’ft thou to thy felf; 

Dromio, thou Dromio, {nail, thou flug, thou fot 2 

S. Dro. Lam transformed, Mafter, am I not ? 

Ant. Ithink thou art In mind, and fo am I. 

5. Dro. Nay, Mafter, both in mind and in my fhape. 

Ant. Thou haft thine own form. 

S. Dro. No: Lam an Ape. 

Luc. If thou arr chang’d to ought, ‘tis toan AB. 

S. Dro. Tis true, fhe rides me, and I long for grafs. 
Tis fo: Tam an Afs: elfe it could never be : 

But Lfhould know her as well as fhe knows me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will] be a fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 

Whil’ft Man and Mafter laughs my woesto fcorn : 
Come, fir, to dinner: Dromio, keep the gate : 
Husband, l’le dine above with you to day, 

And fbrive you of a thoufand idle pranks: 

Sirrah, if any-ask you for your Mafter, 

Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come fifter : Dremzo, play the Porter well. 

Ant. Amlin earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping, or waking, mad, or well advis’d: ` 
Known unto thefé, and to my felf difguis’d ? 
l'le fay asthey fay, and perfevere fo : 

Andin this mift at alladventures go. 

S. Dro. Mafter, fhall | be Porter at the gate. ? 

Adr. 1, and lernoneenter, left I break your pate. 

Luc. Come, come, Antipholis, we dine too late. 





Aétus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Anupholisof Ephefus, 4:5 man Dromio, Angelo, zbe 
Gold{mith, end Balthazar ske Merchant. 


E. Ant. Good fignior Angelo, you muft excufe us all : 
My 
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My Wife is fhrewith when! keep not hours ; 

Say, that] linger’d with you at your Shop. 

To fee the making of her Carkaner, 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. . 

But here’s a villain that would face me down, 

He met mce on the Mart, and that I beat him, 

Aad charg’d him with a thoufand Marks in gold ; 
And that | did deny my Wife and Houle: 
Thou drunkard thou, what did’ft thou mean by this ? 

E. Dro. Say what you will, fir, but I know what I know, 
That you beat me at the Mart,I have your hand to fhow: 
Ifthe skin were parchment,& the blows you gave were ink, 
Your hand-writing would tell you what I think. 

E. Ant. I think thou artan afs. 

E. Dro. Marry, fo itdorh appear 
By the wrongs I fuffer, and the blows I bear: 

I fhould kick being kicke; and being at that pafs, 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afs. 

E..An.¥’are fad, Signior Balthazar : pray God our cheer 
May anfwer my good will,and your good welcome here. 

Ball hold your dainties cheap, fir,& your welcome dear. 

E. Ant. Ah fignior Balthazar, either at flefh or fith, 
Atable-full of welcome makes icarce one dainty difh. 

Bal.Good meat, fir, is common, that every churl affords. 

Ant. And welcome more common; for that’s nothing 

but words. 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry 

feaft. 

Ant. I, to a niggardly Hoft, and more {paring Guett : 
But tho my cates be mean, take them in good part; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 

But foft; my door is lockt; go bid them fet us in. 
E. Dro. Maud, Briget, Marian, Cifly, Gillian, Ginn. 
S. Dro. Mome, Malt-horfe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idiot 
Patch. 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch: 
Doftthouconjurefor wenches,thatthou call’{t forfuch ftore, 
When one is one too many ? goget thee from the door. 
£. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my Mafter 
ftays inthe ftreet. 

S. Dro, Let him walk from whence he came, left he 

catch cold on’s feet. 

E. Ant. Who talks within there? hoa, open the door. 

S. Dro. Right, fir, Ple tell you when, and you'l tell me 

wherefore. i 
a Wherefore? for my dinner ? I have not din’d to 
ay. 
S. Dro. Nor to day here you muft not : come again when 
you may. 

~ pias artthou that keep’{t me out from the honfe 

owe ; 

S.Dro. The Porter for this time, fir, and my name is 

Dromio. 
E. Dro. O Villain, thou haft ftol’n both mine Office and 
my Name. 
The one ne re got mecredit, the other mickle blame: 
if thoa had’{t bid Dromio to day in my place, 
Thou woul’it havechang’d thy face for a name, or thy 
name for an afs. 


Enter Luce. 


Luc. What acoile is there, Dromio? who are thofe at the 
gate ? 

E. Dro. Let my Mafter in, Luce. 

Luc. Faith, no; he comes too late; and fo tell your Ma- 
fter. : 

E. Dro. O Lord, I muftlaugh: have at you with a Pro- 
verb, 

Shall Ifetin my ftaff. ; 

"Luc. po at you with another ; that's when? can you 
tell : 

S. Dro. IF thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haft an- 
{wer dhim well. 
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Ant. Do you hear, you Minion, you'l let us in, I 
hope ? 

Luc. 1 thought to have askt you. 

S. Dro. And you faid, no. 

E. Droi come, help, well ftruck ; there was blow for 

ow. 

Ant. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luc. Can you tell for whofe fake ? 

E. Dro. Matter, knock the door hard. 

Luc. Let him knock till itake. 


Ant. Yow’) cry for this, Minion, if I beat tbe door 
down, 


Luc. What needs all that, and a pair of ftocks in the 
Town? 


Enter Adriana. 


Adr. Whois that at the door that keeps all this noife ? 

S. paT my troth, your Town is troubled with unru- 
y boys. 

ai Are you there, Wife? you might have come be- 
ore 

Adr. Your Wife, fir knave? go get yot from the door. 

E. Dro. if you wentin pain, Mafter, thisknave would 

go fore. 


Ang, Here is neither cheer, fir, nor welcome; we would 
fain have either. 


Baltz, In debating which was beft, we fhall part with 
neither. 


E. Dro. They ftand at the door, Mafter ; bid them wel- 

come hither. 

Ant. There is fomething in the wind, that we cannot 

get in.. 

e would fay fo, Mafter, if your garments were 

thin. 
Your a here is warm Within : you ftand here in the 
cold. 
It re make aman as mad asa Buck to be fo boughrand 
fold. 

Ant. Go fetch me fomething, I’le break ope the gate. 

S. Dro. Break, any breaking here, and Tle break your 

knaves pate. 

E. Dro. Aman may break a Word with you, fir, and 

words are but wind , 
I,and break it in your face, fo he break ir not behinde. 

S. Dro. It feems thou want’{t breaking ; Out upon thee, 

hinde. 

E. Dro. Here's too much : Out upon thee ;1 pray thee let 

me in. 

S. Pa I, when fowls have no feathers, and fith have no 

n. 

Ant. Well, Ple break in: go borrow me a Crow. 

E. Dro. A crow without feather, Mafter, mean yon fo? 
For a fifh without a fin, there’s a fowI withouta feather : 
If a crow help us in, firrah, we’l pluck a crow together. 

Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an Iron Crow. 

Balth. Have patience, fir: Oh let it not be fo; 

Herein you war againft your Reputation, 

And draw within the compafs of furfpedt, 
Th’unviolated honour of your Wife. 

Once this your long experience of your wifdom, 

Her fober vertue, years, and modefty, 

Plead on your part fome caufe to you unknown ; 

And doubt not, fir, but fhe will well excufe 

Why at this time the doors are made againit you. 
Berul’d by me, depart in patience, 

And let usto the Tyger all to dinner, 

And about evening come your felf alone, 

Toknow the Reafon of this ftrange reltraint : 

If by ftrong hand you offer to break in 

Now in the ftirring paflage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that fuppofed by the common Rout, 
Againft your yet ungalled eftimation. TY 

at 
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That may with foul intrufion enter in, 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 
For flander lives upon fucceflion ; 
For. ever hous’d where it once gets pofleffion. 
| Ant. You have prevail’d ; I will depart in quiet, 
Andin defpight of mirth mean to be merry : 
I know a wench of excellent difcourfe, 
Pretty and witty, wild, and yet too gentle ; 
There will we dine:. this woman that | mean, 
My Wife (but I proteft without defert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal :. 
Toher will wetodinner : get-you home, 
And fetch the chain; by this know ’tis made; 
Bring it, I pray you, tothe Porpentine ; 
For there’s the houfe: That chain I will beftow 
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my Wife) 
Upon my hoftefsthere: good fir, make hafte: 
Since mine own doors refufe ro entertain me, 
le knock elwfehere, tofee if they’l difdain me. 
Ang. Vlemeet you at that place, fome hour, fir, hence. 
Ant. Do fo: this jeft fhall coft me fome expence. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Syracufa. 


¥uliz. And may itbe,.that you have quite forgot 

A husband's Office? Shall Antipholis, 
Evenin the {pring of Love, thy Love-fprings rot? 
Shall love in buildings grow fo ruinate? 
If you did wed my filter for her wealth, 
Then for her wealths-fake-ufe her with more kindnefs : 
Or if youlike elfewhere, do it by ftealth , 

Muffle your falfe love with fome fhew of blindneG : 
Let not my fifter read it in your eye: 
Be not thy tongue thy own fhames Orator : 

Look fweer {peak fair ; become difloyalty : 

Apparel Vice like Vertues harbinger: 

Bear a fair prefence, tho your heart be tainted ; 
Teach fin the carriage of a holy Saint ; 

Be fecret falfe : whatneed fhe be acquainted ? 
What fimple thief brags of his own attain? 

Tis double wrong totruant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 

Shame hath a baftard-frame, well managed ; 
Ilideeds are doubled with an evil word: 

Alas poor women, make us not believe 

(Being compa} of credit), that yon love us: 

Tho others have the arm, fhew us the fleeve: 

We in your motion run; and you may move us. 
Then gentle brother, get you inagain ; 

Comfort my fifter, chear her, cali her Wife: 

’Tis holy fport co be a little vain, 
‘When the tweet breath of flattery conquers ftrife, 

S. Ant. Sweet Miftris: what your name is elfe, I know 
not ; 

Nor by what wander you dohit of mine: 

Lefs in your knowledg, and your grace you fhow not, 
Than our earths wonder, more rhan earth, divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and fpeak : 
Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit: 

Smother'd in errors, feeble, fhadow, weak, 

The foulded meaning of your words deceit: 
Againh my fouls pure tcuth, why labour you, 

To makeit wander in an unknown field ? 

Areyou agod? would you create me new ? 
Transform methen, and to your power Ple yeild. 
But if chat lam f then welll know, 

Your weeping filter isno Wife of mine, 

Nor to her bed a homage do I owe : 

Far more, far more to you do I decline : 

Oh train me not, {weet Mermaid with thy note, 
Todrown mein thy fifters flood of tears: 

Sing Siren for thy felf, and I will dote: 

Spread o re the filver wavesthy golden hairs, 
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And as a bed l'le take thèe, ahd there lie: 
Andin that glorious fuppofition think, 

He gains by deaththat hath fuch means to die : 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if fhe fink. 

Luc. Whatsare you mad, that you do reafon fo ? 

Ant. Not mad, bút mated, how, Ido not know. 

Luc. Itis a faule that fpringeth from your eye. 

Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair Sun being by. 

Gaze when you fhould, and that will clear your 
ight. | 

Ant: As good to wink, fweet love, as look on night. 

Luc. Why call you-me, love ? call my fifter fo. 

Ant. Thy fiflers fifter. 

Luc. That’s my fifter. 

Ant. No : itis my felf; mine own elfs better part: 
Mine eyes clear eye, my dear hearts dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my fweet hopes aim, 

My fole earths heaven, and my heavens. claim, 

Luc. All this my fifter is, or elfe fhould be. 

Ant, Call thy felf, fifter fweet ; for lam thee: 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life: 

Thou haft nohusband yet, nor I no wife: 
Give me thy hand. 

Luc. Oh foft fir, hold you ftill : 

ble fetch my filter, to get her good will. 


Enter Dromio, Siracufa. 


a ae how now, Dremie, where runn’ft thou fo 
aft s 

S. Dro. Do you know me, fir? Am I Dromia? Am I 

your man? Am I my felf? 

eAnt. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 

thy felf | 

Ri am an afs, I am a womans man, and befides my 

elf. 
~ S womans man ? and how befides thy 
elf: 

Dro. Marry fir, befides my felf, I am due to a woman. | 
One that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have | 
me. 

Ant. What claim lays fhe to thee? 

Dro, Marry fir, fuch claim as you would lay to your # 
horfe ; and fhe would have me as a beaft ; not that I being | 
a beaft, fhe would have me, bnt that fhe beinga very beaft- 
ly creature, lays claim tome. 

Ant. Whatis fhe? - 

Dro. A very reverent body : J, fuch a one asa man may 
not fpeak of, without he fay, fir reverence: I have but 
lean luck inthe match ; and yet is fhe a wondrous fat mar- 
riage. 

Ant. How doft thou mean, a fat marriage? 

Dro. Marry fir, fhe’s the Kitcbin-wench, and all greafe, 
and I know not what ufe to put her to, but to make a Lamp 
of her, and run from herby her ownlight. | warrant, her 
Rags, and the Tallow in them, will burn a Poland Winter: 
if fhe lives till doomfday, fhe’I burn a week longer than 
the whole World. | 

Ant. What complexion is fhe of? 

_Dro. Swart, like my fhooe, but her face nothing like fo 
cleankept: forwhy? fhe fweats, a man may go over- 
fhoees in the grime of it. 

Ant. That’s a fault chat water will mend. 

Dro. No, fir, ’tisin grain; Neah’s flood could not do 
it. 

Art, What's her name ? 

Dro. Nell, fir: but her name is three quarters ; that’s an 
Ejl and three quarters will not meafure her from hip to 
hip. 

Ant, Then fhe bears fome breadth? 

Dro, No longer from head to foot, than from hip to hip: 
~ is fpherical, like a globe: I could find out Countries in 

er. 

Ant.In what part of her body ftands Ireland? 

Dro 
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Dro. Marry fir, in her butcocks; I found itout by the 
bogs. 

eAnt. Where Scotland ? 

Dro.. I found it by che barrennefs, bard-in the palm of 
the hand. 

Ante Where France ¢ 

Dro. Inher forchead, arm‘d, and reverted, making war 
againft her hair. 

Ant. Where England ? 

Dro. 1look’d for the chalky Cliffs, but I could find no 
whitenefsin them : But J guefs, it ftood in her chin, by the 
falt Rheume that ran between France and it. 

Ant. Where Spain ? 

Dro. Faith Ifaw it not; bur] felt it hot in her breath. 

Ant. Where America, the Indies ? | 

Bro. Oh fir, uponhernofe, all o’re embellifhed with Ru- 
bies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich afpect to 
the hot breath of Spain, who fent whole Armadoes of Car- 
racts to be ballaft at her nofe. 

Ant. Where Rood Belgia, the Netherlands 2 

Dro. Oh fir, I didnot look fo low. To conclude, this 
drudg, or Diviner, laid claim tome, call’d me Dromio, 
{wore was affur’d.to her, told me what privy marks I had 
about me as the marks on my fhoulder, the Mole in my 
neck, the great Wart on my left arm, that I, amaz’d, 
ran from her, asa Witch. And I think, if my breaft had 
not been made of faith, and my heart of fteel, fhe had 
transform’d me toa Curtal dog, and made me turn i?’ th’ 
wheel. 

Ant. Go hie thee prefently ; poftto the Road; 
And if the wind blow any way from fhore, 

I will not harbour in this Town to night. 

If any Bark put forth, come tothe Mart; 
Where! will walk till chou return tome: 

If every one knows us, and we know none, 
Tis time I think to trudg, pack and be gone. 

Dro. As from a Bear a man would run for life, 
So fly [from her that would be my Wife. 

Ant. ‘There's none but Witches do inhabit here ; 
And therefore’tis high rime that ] werehence : 

She that doth call me husband, even my foul 
Doth for a wife abhor: But her fair fifter, 
Poffeft with fuch a gentle foveraign grace, 
Of fuch inchanting prefence and difcourfe, 
Hath almot made me Traitor to my felf : 
But leaft my felf be guilty to felf-wrong, 

Ple ftop mine ears again{t the Mermaids fong. 


Exit. 


Enter Angelo with the Chain. 


Ang. M. Antipbolis. 
Ant. |, that’s my name. 
Ang. I know it well fir, lo, here’s the Chain : 

I thought to have tane you at the Porpentine : 

The Chain unfinifht made me ftay thus long. _ 
Ant. Whatis your will that I fall do with this ? 
Ant. What pleafe your felf, fir: I have made it for 

you. 

Ant. Make it for me, fir! I befpoke it not. 

i Ang. Not once, not twice , but twenty times you 

ave: 

Go home with it, and pleafe your Wife withal ; 

And foon at fupper-time I’le vifit you, 

And then receive my money for the Chain. 

An:. I pray you, fir, receive the money now, 

For fear you ne’re fee Chain, nor money more. 
Ang. You are a merry man, fir: fare you well. 
Ant. W hat I fhould think of this, I cannot tell : 

But this I think, chere’s no man is fo vain, 

That would refufe fo fair an offer'd Chain. 

Ifee a man here needs not live by fhifts, 

When in the ftreets te meets fuch golden gifts : 

Wero the Mart, and there for Dromio ftay : 

If any Ship put out, then ftrait away. 
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Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Merchant, Gold{mith, and an Officer. 


eer. You know fince Pentecof the fum is duc: 
And fince Ihave not much importun'd you ; i 
Nor now I had not, but that | am bound 
To Perfia, and want Gilders for my Voyage : 
Therefore make prefent facisfaction; 
Or Pie attach you by this Officer. 
Gold. Even juft the fam that Ido owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipholis ; 
And in the inftant that I met with you, 
He had of mea Chain: at five a cloc 
I fhall receive the money for the fame: 
Pleafeth you walk with me downto his houfe, 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 


Enter Antipholis Ephef: Dromio from the Courtezans, 


Off. That labour you may fave : See where he comes 
Ant, Whilel goto the Gold/mith’s houfe, go thou 
And buy a Ropes end; that will I beftow 
Among my Wife, and their Confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day : 
But foft :1 fee the Goldfmith: get thee gone ; 
Buy thon a Rope, and bring it home to me. 
Dro. I buy a thoufand pound a year; I buy a Rope. 
Exit Dromio. 
Epb. Ant. A manis well hope up that truftsto you: 
I ptomifed your prefence, and the Chain ; 
But neither Chain nor Gold/mith cameto me: 
Belike youthought our love would laft too long 
If it were chain’d together :and therefore came not. 
Gold, Saving your merry humour, here's the Note, 
How much your Chain weighs to the utmoft Raccat ; 
The finenefs of the Gold, and chargeful fafhion ; 
Which doth amountto three odd Duckets more 
Than I ftand debted to this Gentleman: 
{ pray you fee him prefently difcharg’d; 
For he is bound to Sea, and ftays but for it. 
4nt.1am not furnifh’d with the prefent 
Befides, I have fome bufinefsin the Town; 
Good Signior take the ftranger to my houfe, 
And with you take the Chain, and bid my Wife 
Disburfe the fum on the receipt thereof: 
Perchance I willbe there as foon as you. 
i ~ Then you will bring the Chain to her your 
elf. 
Ant. No- bear it with you, left | come not time e- 
nough. 
Gold. Well fir, I will: Have you the Chain about 
ou? 
n Ant. And if Ihave nort, fir, ! hope you have: 
Or elfe you may return without your money. 
Gold. Nay, come, I pray you, fir, give me the Chain: 
Both Wind and Tide ftays for the Gentleman ; 
And I too blame have held him here too long. 
Ant. Good Lord, you ufe this dalliance co excafe 
Your breach of promile to the Porpentine : 
I fhould have chid you for not bringing it; 


money : 


Exit. |But like afhrew, you firft begin to brawl. 


Mer. Thehour fteals on; | pray you, fir, difpatch. 

Gold, You hear how he importunes me the Chain : 

Ant. Why, give it to my Wife, and fetch your money. 

Gold. Come, come, yòu know I gave it you even now. 
Either fend the Chain, or fènd me by fome token. 

Ant.Fie, now yourunthis humour ouc of breath: 


Exit. ‘Come, where’s the Chain? I pray you lec me (ee it. 


ater 
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Mer. My bufinefS cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good fir fay, wher you'l anfwer me, or no: 
If not, le leave him to the Officer. 
Ant. t anfwer you? Why fhould lanfwer you? 
Geld. ‘The money that you owe me for the Chain. 
Aut. Lowe you none till | receive the Chain. 
Gold. You know | gave it you half an hour fince. _ 
Ant. You gave me none: you wrong me much to fay 
fo 
Gold. You wrong me, fir, indenying ic: 
Confider howit.ftands upon my credit. 
Mer. Well, Officer, arreft himat my fuit. 
Off. ido; and charge you-inthe Duke’s Name to obey 
me. 
Gold. ‘This touches me in Reputation. 
Either confent to pay the fumfor me ; 
Or {attach you by this Officer. 
Anf. Confent to pay that I never had. 
Arreft me, foolith fellow, if thou dar’ft. 
Gold. Here is thy fee; arreft him, Officer. 
| would nor fpare my brother inthis cafe, ” 
If he fhould fcorn me fo apparently. 
Off. Ido arreft you, fir; you hear the fuit, 
- Ant. Ido obey thee till I give thee bail. 
But firrah, you fhall buy this fport as dear 
As all the metalin your fhop will anfwer. 
Cold. Sir, fir, 1 fhall have Lawin Ephefas, 
To your notorious fhame 1 doubt it not. 










Enter Drontio Sira. fromthe Bay. 


Dro. Mafter, there's a Bark of Epidamiumy 
Thar ftays bue cifl her Owner comes aboard ; 
Then, fir, the bears away. Our fraughtage, fir, 
I have convey’d aboard ; and I have brought 
The Oy/, the Balfamum, and Aqua-vitæ. 
The Ship is.in her trim the merry wind 
Blows fair from land: they ftay for nought at all, 
But for their Owner, Mafter and your felf. 


What Ship of Epidaminm ftays for me? 

S. Dro. A Ship you fent me tu, to hire waftage. 

Ant. Thou drunken flave, | fent theefor a Rope ; 
And told thee to what purpofe and what end. 

S. Dro. You fent me for a Ropes end as foon : 
You fent me tothe Kay, fir, for a Bark. 

Ant. I will debate this ‘matter at more leifure, 
And teach your ears to lift me with more heed ° 
To Adziana, Villain, hie thee ftrait : 

Give her this key, and: tell her in the Desk 
That’s cover'do’re with Turkifh Tapiftry, 
There isa purfeof Duckets 5 let her fend it: 
Tell her, 1 am arrefted in the ftreet ; 

And that fhall bail me: hiethee flave ; be gone: 
IOn Officer to prifon till it come. 

S. Dro. To Adriana , thatis where we din’d ; 
Where Dow/abel did claim me for her husband: 
She is too big, I hope, for: meto compafs : 
Thither Imuft, altho againft my wil: | 
For Servants muft their Mafters minds fulfil. 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr. Ah Luciana, did he tempt thee fo ? 
Might’it thou perceive aufterely in-his eye, 
‘That he did plead in earneft, yea or no? 
Look’d he or red or pale, or fad or inerrily ? 
What Obfervation mad’ft thou in this cafe, 
Of his hearf’s Meteors tilting in his face? 
Luc. Firft he denied you had in him no right. 
Adr. He meane he did me none; the more my fpight. 
Luc. Then {wore he, thathe was a ftranger bere. 


WeT ©. 


Ant. How.now! a mad man! Why, thou peevith fheep , 


Exeunt. 


Exit. : 


| That time comes ftealing on by night and day? 


Adr. And true he {wore , though yet forfworn he 
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Lue. Then pleaded I for you. 
Adr. And what faid he ? 
Luc. That loveI bege’d for you,-he bege'd of me. 
Adr. With what perfwafion did he tempt thy love? 
Lue. With words that in an honeft fuit might move: 
Firft, he did praife my beauty, then my fpeech 
Adr. Did’ ft fpeak him fair? 
Luc, Have patience I befeech. 
Adr., I cannot, nor 1 will not hold me ftill: 
My tongue, tho not my heart, fhall have'his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, 
lil.-fac’d, worfe bodied, fhapeleS every where : 
Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in making, worfe the mind.. 
Luc. VVho would be jealous then of fuch a one ? 
No evil loft is wail’d when itis gone. 
Adr. Ah ! but I think him beter than I fay: 
And yet would herein others eyes were worfe ; 
Far from her neft the Lapwing cries away : 
My heart prays for him,tho my tongue do curfe. 


Ester S. Dromio. 


- n Here: go: thedesk, the purfe: {weetnow make 
afte. 
Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? 
S. Dro. By running faft: 
Adr. VVhereis thy Mafter, Dromio.2 Is he well ? 
S. Dro. No: he’sin Tartar limbo; worfe than hell : 
A devil inan everlafting garmenthath him ; 
One whofe hard heart is button’d up with fteel : 


| A Fiend, a Fairy, pitilefS and ruff: 


; 
d 
. 
A Wolf; nay, work, a fellow allin Buff; 
A back-friend, a fhoulder-clapper, one that countermands 
The paflages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands: 
A hound that runs counter, and yet draws drifoot well ; 
One that before the Judgment carries poor fouls to hell. 
-Adr. VVhy man, whatis the matter ? 
n Ido not know the matter: he is refted on he 
cafe, ; 
Adr. VVhat, ishe arrefted? tell me at whole fuit? å 
S. Dro. I know not at whofe fuit he is arrefted: well :! 


\-but he’sina fuit of buff which refted him; that Icantell:! 


ae 4 you fend him Miftris Redemption, the mioney in his } 
esk ? 
Adr. Go fetchit, fifter : this I wonder at. 
Exit Luciana. 
That he unknown tome fhould bein debt: 
Tellme, was he arrefted ona band 2 
S. Dro. Not ona band but ona ftronger thing ; 
A chain, a chain : doyou not hear it ring ? 
Adr. VVhat, the chain? 
5S. Dro. No, the bell : ’tis time thatI were gone : 
It was Two e’re I left him, and now the clock {trikes One. 
eAdr. The hour’s come back! that did never hear. 
S. Dro. Oh yes ; if any hour meet a Sergeant, a turns 
back for very fear. | 
7 Adr. As if Time were in debt:how fondly do’ft thou rea- 
on? 
S. Dro. Time isa very bankrout, and owes more than he’s 
worth to feafon: l 
Nay, he’sa thief too : have you not heard men fay, 
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If Ibe in debt and theft, and a Sergeant inthe-way, 
Hath he not Reafon to turn back an Hour ina day ¢ 


Enter Luciana. 


Luc. Go, Dromio; there’sthe money ; bear it ftraight, 
And bring thy Mafter home immediately. 
Come fifter, lam preft down with conceit : 
Conceit, my comfort and my injury. s$ 
xit. 


+? 


Enter 
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Enter Antipholis Siracufian, . 

An. &. There’s not a man I meet burdoth falute me, 
As if l were their well acquainted friend, 

. And every one doth call me by my name : 
Some tender money to me , fome invite me $ 
Some other give me thanks for k indneffes ; 
Some offer me Commodities to buy. 
Even now a tailor call’d me in his fhop, 
And thow’d me Silks that he had bought for me; 
And therewithal took meafure of my body. 
Sure thefe are.but -imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland Sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Dromo, Sira. 

S. Dro. Mafter, here’s the gold you fent me for: what 
have you got the picture of old Adam new apparel’d ? 

Ant. What gold is this ? What Adam do’ thou 
mean? 

S. Dro. Not that Adam that'kept the Paradife : but 
that Adam that keeps the prifon he rhat goes in the 
calves-skin, that was kil’d for the Prodigal: he that 
came behinde you fir, like anevil Angel, and bid you for- 
fake your liberty. 

An. | underftand thee not. 

S. Dro. No? why tisa plain cafe: he that went like 
a Bafe Viol ina'cafe of leather ; rhe man fir, that when 
Gentlemen are tired gives them a fob, and refts them - 
he fir that takes pity on decayed men, and gives them 
fuits of durance : he that fets up his ret to do more ex- 
ploits with his Mace, than a Moris Pike. 

Ant. What ! thou mean’ft an officer ? 

S. Dro. I fir, the Serjeant of the Band : he that brings 
any man to anfwer it that breaks his Band 3; one that 
thinks a man alwayes going to bed, and faith, God give 
you good reft. 

_ Ant. Well fir, there reft in your foolery. 
is there any Ship puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why fir, I brought you word an hour fince 
that the Bark Expedition put forth to night , and then, 
were you hindred by the Serjeant to tarry for the Hoy 
Delay; Here are the Angels that you fent for to deliver 


fter be wife, and if you pive it her,che devil will fhake her 
Chain, and fright uswith it. 

Cur, L pray you fir, my Ring, or elfe the Chain, 
I hope you do not mean to cheat me fo? 

An:. Avant thou witch: Come Dromio let us go. 

S. Dro. Flie pride, fays the Peacok, Miftris . that 
you know. Exennt. 

Cur. Now out of doubt Antipholisis mad, 

Elfe would henever fo demean himfelf, 
A Ring he hath of mine worth forty Duckets, 
And for the fame he promis’d me a Chain, 
Eothone and othet he denies mc now : 
The reafon that I gather he is mad, 
( Belides this prefent inftance of his rage, ) 
ls a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 
Ofhis own doors being fhur againft his entrance; 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, 
On purpofe fhut the doors againft his way. 
My way isnow to hie home ro his houfe, 
And tell his wife that being Lunatick, 
He ruth’d into my heufe, and took perforce 
My Ring away. This courfe I fictelt choofe, 
For forty Buckets is too much to lofe, 
Enter Antipholis Ephef. witha 7 aylor. 

An, Fear menor maa, I will nor break aWwsy,y 

Ile give thee ere I leave thee fo much money, 
To warrant thee as 1 am refted fore 
My wife is ina wayward mood to day, 
And will not lightly tru& the meffenger ; 
That I fhould be attach’din Epbe/us, 
Ttell you *twill found harfhly in her ears. 
Enter Dromio Eph. with a ropes end. 
Here comes my Man, I think he brings the money. 
How now fir? Have you that I fent you for? 

E. Dro. Here’s that I warrant you will pay them all. 

Anti. But where’s the Money ? 

E. Dro. Why fir, I gave the Money for the Rope. 

Ant. Five hundred Duckets villain for a rope? 

E. Dro. lleferve you fir, five hundred at the rate. 

Ant. To what end did | bid thee hie thee home ? 

E. Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end am I re- 
turn’d. 

Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 

Offi. Good fir be patient. 

i E. Dro, Nay ‘tis for me to be patient, I am in adver- 
ity. 

Of. Good now hold thy tongue. 

E. Dro. Nay, rather perfwade him to hold his hands. 

Anti. Thou whorfon feniles Villain. 

E. Dro.1 would I were fenflefs fir, that I might not 
feel your blows. 

Ants, Thou art fenfble in nothing but blows, and 
fo isan Affe. 

E. Dro. 1 am an Affe indeed, you may prove it by 
my long cars. E have ferved him from the hour of my 
Nativity to this inftant, and have nothing at his hands 
for my fervice but blows. When I am cold, he heats 
me with beating ; when Iam warm, he cools me with 
beating : 1 am wak’d with ic when I fleep, rais’d with 
jit when I fit, driven out of doors with it when I go 
from home, welcom’d home with it when I return; nay 
I bear it on my fhoulders, as a begger woont her brat, 
and I think when he hath lam’d me, I fhall beg with 
it from door ro door. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtizan, and a School- 

mafter , called Pinch, 
; Ant. Come go along, my wife is coming yon- 
er, 

E. Dro. Miftris refpice finem, refpe& your end, or ra- 
ther thr prophefie like the Parrot, bewate the ropes end. 

Ants. Wilt thou ftill talk ? Beats Dre. 

Cur. How fay you now ? Is not your husband mad ? 

Adri. His incivilicy confirms no leffe - 
Good Doctor Pinch, you are a Conjurer. 

H 































ou. 
í Ant, The fellow is diftra&, and foam], 
And here we wander in IIlufions: 
Some bleffed power deliver us from hence. 
Enter a Curtizan. 

Cur, Well met , well met, Mafter Antipholis. 
I fee fir, you have found the Goldfmith now: 
Is that the Chain you promis’d meto day ? 

' Ant. Sathan avoid, [charge thee tempt me not. 

S. Dro. Mafter , is this Miltris Sathan ? 

Ant. It is the devil. 

S. Dro, Nay, fhe is worfe, fhe isthe devils dam; 

And here fhe comes in the habit of alight wench, and 
thereof comes that the wenches fay God damme, That’s 
as much to fay, God make mce a light wench. It is vrit- 
ten they appear to men like angels of light, light isan 
effect ‘of fire, and fire will burn : ergo, light wenches will 
burn, come not near her. l 

Cur. Your man and you are marvellous merry fir. 

Will you go with me, wee'll mend our dinner here ? 

S. Dro. Mafter,if you do, expeé& f{poon-meat, or be- 
{peak a long fpoon. 

Ant. Why Dromio? 

S. Dromio. Marry he muft have a long fpoon that muft 
eat with the devil. 

Ant. Avoid thou fiend; what tel’ thou me of fup- 
Thou art, (as youareall ) a forcereffe ? ( ping ?}. 
l conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Car. Give me the ring of mine you had atdinner, 

Or for my Diamond the chain you promis’d, 
And Ile be gone fir , and not trouble you. 

S. Dro., Some devils ask but the parings of ones nail, 
arufh,a hair, a drop of blood,a pin, a nur, a cherry- 
Rone : but fhe more covetous; would havea chain, Ma- 
Eftablith 
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Eflablith him in his true fence again, 
And | will pleafe you what you will demand. 
Luc. Alas how fiery and how fharp helooks, 
Cur. Mark, how he tremblesin his extafie. 
Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
ulfe. 
i Ant. There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 
Pinch. \ charge thee Satan, housd within this man 
To yeeld noffelfon to my holy prayers, 
And to thy ftate of darkne(s hie thee ftraight, 
[ conjure thee by all rhe Saints m Heaven. 
Ant, Peace doting wizard, peace; I am not mad. 
Adr. Oh that thou wer’t not, poor diftreffed foul. 
Ant. You minion you, are thefe your Cuftomers? 
Did chis companion with the faffron face ` 
Revel and feaftit atmy houfe to day, 
Whil'ft upon me the guiltie doors were fhut, 
And [ denied toenter in my houfe. 
Adr. O husband, God doth know you din’d at home,. 
Where would you had remaind until this time, 
Free from thefe flanders, and this open fhame. 
` Anst. Diwmdat home? Thou Villain, what fayett 
thou ? 
Dro, Sir footh to fay, you did notdine at home. 
Au. Were not my doorslockt up,and { fhut our ? 
Dro, Perdie, your doors were lockt,and.and you fhut 
out. 
Ati, And did not the her felf revile me there? 
Dro. Sans Fable, the her {elf revil’d you there. 
Ant. Did not her Kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and {corn 
me? 
Dro. fertis fhe did, the Kitchen veftal fcorn’d you: 
Ant. And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 
Dro, In veritie you did, my bones bear witnels, 
That fince have felt the vigor of his rage. 
Adr. 1Ps good to fmooth him in thefe contraries ? 
Pinch. Itis no fhame, the fellow finds- his vain, 
And yeelding to him, humors well his frenfie, 
efrt. Thou haft fuborn`d theGoldfmith to arreft me.. 
Ady., Aias, | fent you Money to redeem you, 
By Dromis here, who came in haft for ir. 
Dro, Money by me? Heart and good will you might, 
Bur furely Mafter not a rag of Money. 
Ant. Wenth not thou to her for a purfe of Duckets ? 
Adri. He came to me, and I deliver’d it. 
Luci. And 1am witnefs with her thar fhe did. 
Dré. God and the Rope-maker bear me witnefs, 
That 1 was fent for nothing but a rope. 
Pinch. Miftris, both man and Mafter is pofich, 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks, 
They muft be bound and laid in fome dark room. 
Ant. Say wherefore didft thoulock me forth to day» 
And why doft thou deny che bag of gold? 
Adr, \didnot gentle husband lock thee forth. 
Dro, And gentle M. I receiv’d no gold: 
But I confefs fir, that we were lock’d out, 
Adr. Diflembling Villain, thou {peak’ft falfe in both. 
Ant, Difflembling harlot, thou art falfe in all, 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a loathfome abject {corn of me: 
Buc with thefe nails le pluck out thefe falfe eyes, 
That would behold in me this fhameful fpore. 
Enter three or four, and offer to bind him; 
He flrives, 
Adr. Oh bind him, bind him, let him not come 
Near me. 
Pinch, More company, the fiend is ftrong within him. 
Luc. Aye me poor man, how pale and wan he looks. 
ent, What, will you murther me, thon Jaylor thou? 
l aR thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them to makea ref- 
cue: 
Offi. Mafters let him 
íhall not have him. 
Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantick too. 


go; he is my prifoner,-and you 
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Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevilh Officer? 
Haft thou delight to feea wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafure to himfelf? 

Ofi. He is my pritoner, if] tec him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir’d of me, 

Adr. 1 will difcharge thee ere I go from thee, 
Bear me forthwith unto his Crediror, 
And knowing how the debt grows! will Pay it. 
Good Mafter Doéor fee him fale convey’d 


| Home to my houfe, oh moft unhappy day. 


. Ant, Oh moft unhappy ftrumper. 

Dro Matter, | am here entred.in bond for you. 

Ant. Out on the Villain, wherefore doft thoumad me? 
Dro, Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, good 


| mafter, cry the devil. 


Luc. God help poor fouls, how idlely-do they talk? 
Adr. Go bear him hence, fitter go you with me: 
Say now, whofe fuic is he arrefted at? 
Exeunt. Manet Offic. Adri. Luci Courtizan. 
Of. One Angelo a Gold{mith, do you know him? 
4dr. [know the man: what is the fum he owes ? 
Off. Two bundsed Duckets. 
Adr Say,how grows it due? 
Of. Due.for a Chain your husband had of him. 
Adr. He did befpeak a Chain for me, but had it not. 
Conr. When as your husband all in rage to day. 
Came to my houfe, and took away my Ring, 
The Ring I faw upon his. finger now, 
Straight after did I meet him with a Chain, 
Adr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come Jaylor, bring me where the Goldfinith is, 
l long to know the truth hercof at large, 
Enter Antipholis Siracufian with kis Rapier drawn, 
é and Dromio Sirac. 
Lac. God for thy mercy, they are loofe sgain. 
Ady. And come with naked {words, 
Let’s call more help to have them bound again. 


Run all out. 

Of. Away, they’l kill us. i 

Exeunt omnes, as faf as may be ,friohted, 

S, Ant. I fee thefe Witches — Tai O fonda 

S. Dro She that would be your wife, now ran from you, 

Ant. Come to the Centaur, fetch our ftuff from thence: 
I long that we were fafe and found aboard. - 

Dro. Faith flay here this-night, they will furely do 
us no harm : you faw they fpake us fair, give us gold, 
me thinks they are fuch a gentle Nation, that bur for 
che Mountain of mad fieth that claims marriage of me, 
I could find in my heart to ftay here fill, and turn Witch. 

Ant, I will not Ray to night for all the Town, 


Therefore away, to get our ftuff aboard. Exennt, 








Alus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the Merchant and the Goldfmith 


Gold. I am forry Sir that Ihave hindred 


youy 
But | proteft he had the Chain of me, ! 


í Though moft difhoneftly he did deny it, 


Mer, How is the man efteem'd here in the Citie ? 
Gold Of very reverent reputation fir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov’d. 
Second to none that lives here in the Citie : 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 
Afer. Speak foftly, yonder as I think he walks. 
Enter Antipholis and Dromio again, 
Gold. `Tis fo :and that felf-chain about his nck, 
Which he forfwore (moft monftrovfly ) to have. 
Good fir draw near to me, lle fpeak to him 
Signior Antipholis , wonder much i 
That you would put me to this fhame and trouble, 


e 
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And 
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And not without fome fcandal to your felf, 
With circumftance and oaths, fo ro deny 
This chain, which now you wear fo openly, 
Befide rhe charge, the fhame, imprifonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeft friend, 
who but for faying on our Controverfie, 
Had hoifted fal, and put to fea to oe 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it? 
Ant. Vthink l had, I never did deny it. — 
Mer. Yes that you did fir, and forfwore it too. 
Ant. Who heard me to deny it or forfwear it? 
Mer. Thefe ears of mine thou knowft did hear thee : 
Fie onthee wretch, ’tis pity that thou liv’f 
To walk where any honeft men refort, 
Ant. Thou arta Villain to impeach me thus, 
{le prove mine honoor, and my honefty 
Againft thee prefently , if thou dar’ft ftand : 
Mer. Adare and do defie thee for a villain. 
They draw Enter Adriana, Luctana, Courtezan, and others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not for Gods fake, he is mad, 
Some get within him, take his (word away : 
Binde Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe. i 
S. Dro. Run mafter run, for p “e take a houle, 
ig i i ! e fpoil’d. 
| This is fome Priory, in, or wear i 6k rity 
Enter ae ma E Si 
e quiet pcople ; wherefore throng you hither: 
S. Fetch my rie: diftracted husband hence; 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faft, 
And bear him home for his recovery. | 
Gold. I knew he was not in his perfe&t wits. 
Mer. 1 am forry now that! did draw on hime 
Abb. How long hath this poffeffion held the man? 
Adr. This week he hath been heavy, fower, fad, 
| And much different from the man he was: 
But till this afternoon Naa É 
i einto extremity of rage. 
E nah he not loft RA wealth by wrack at Sea, 
Buried fome dear friend, hath not elfe his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful tove, 
A fin prevailing much in youthful men , 
| Who give theic eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe forrows is he fubje& to ? 
Adr To none of thefe except it be the laf , 
Namely, fome love that drew him oft from home. 
Ab. You fhould for that have reprehended him- 
Ad. Why fo I did. 
Ab. 1, but not rough enough, 
Ad. Asroughly as my modefty would let me. 
eb, Haply in private, 
Ad, And in affemblies too. 
Ab, 1 butnot enough. 
Ad, \t was the copy otour conference. 
In bed he flept not for my urging it, — 
At board he fed not for my urging it: 
Alone, it was the fubje@ of my Theam : 
Incompany I often glanced it: 
Still did I cell him, it was vild and bad. 
Ab, And thereof came it that the man was mad. 
The venomous clamours of a jealous woman, 
Poyfons more deadly than a mad dogs tooth. 
lt feems his fleeps were hindred by thy railing, 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. (3 
Thou faih his meat was fawc’d with thy upbraidings, 
Unquiet meals makes ill digeftions, 
Thereof the raging fire of feaver bred, 
And what’s a Feaver but a fit of Madnefs? 
Thou fay’ft his {ports were hindred by thy brawls, 
Sweet recreation barr’d what dothenfue, 
But muddy and dull melancholly, 
Kinfman to grim and comfortlels defpair, 
And at her heels a huge infectious troop 
Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life 
In food, in {port, and life-preferving ref 


To be diflurb’d, would mad or man or beaft : 
The confequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have fcar’d thy Husband from the ufe of wits. 

Lus. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean’d himfelf rough, rude and wildly. 
Why hear you thofe rebukes, and anfwer not > 

Ad, She did betray me to my own reproof > 
Good peeople enter and lay hold on him. 

Ab, No, not a creature enters in my houfe. 

4d. Then let your fervants bring my husband forth. 

4b. Neither : he took this place for fanuary, 
And it fhall priviledge him from your hands, 

Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lofe my labour in affaying ir, 

Ad, l will attend my fosa d be his Nurfe 
Diet his ficknefs, for it is my Office, i 
And will have no Attorney but my felf, 

And therefore let me have him kome with me, 

Ab. Be patient, for 1 will not let him fir, 
Till I have us’d the approved means I have, 
with wholfome Sirrups, Drugs, and holy Prayers 
To make of him a forma! man again: 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order, 
Therefore depart and leave him here with me. 

Ad. | will not hence, and leave my Husband here : 

And ill it doth befeem your holinefs 
To feparate the Husband and the Wife. 

e416. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt not have him, 

Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity, 

eld. Come go, I will fall proftrate at his feer, 

And never rife until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come in perfon hither, 
And take perforce my husband from the Abbeffe, Excang. 
Enter Merchant and Goldfmith, 
Mer, By this I think the Dial points at tive. 
Anon Ime fure the Duke himfelf in perfon 
Comes this way to the Melancholly vale ; 
The place of death and forry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the Abbey here, 

Gold, Upon what caufe 2 

Mer, To fee areverend Syracufian Merchant , 

Who put unluckily into this Bay 
Againft the Laws and Statutes of this 
Beheaded publickly for his offence. 

Gold. See where they come, we wili behold his death. 

Enter Adriana and Lucis. 
Luc. Kneel to the Duke before he paffe the Abbey- 


Town, 


Enter the Duke of Ephefus, and the Merchant of Syra- 
cufe barcheaded, with the Hlead{man, and ether Ofkcers. 


Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly, 

If any friend will pay the fumme for him, 

He fhall not die, fo much we tender him. 

Enter Adriana. k 

Adr. Juftice moft facred Duke againft the Abbefs. 
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady. 

It cannot be that fhe hath done thee wrong. 
Ad. May it pleafe your Grace, A ntipholss my husband, 

Whom 1 made Lord of me, and all I had, 

( At your impotent Letter ) this ill day, 

A moft outragious fit of madnefs rook him, 

That defp’rately he hurried through the ftreet, 

With him his bondman, all as mad as he, 

Doing difpleafure to the Citizens, 

By rufhing in their houfes: bearing thence 

Rings, Jewels, any thing his tage did hike. 

Once did I get him bound, and fenr him home, 

Whi'lft to take order for the wrongs I went, 

That here and there his fury had committed, 

Anon, Z wot not, by what {trong efcape 

He broke from thofe thar had the guard of him, 

And with his mad attendant and himfelf, 

Each one with ireful paffion, with drawn Swords 

Met us again, and madly bent on us, i 
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Chac’d us away ~ till railing of more aid, 

We came again to bind them : then they fied 

Into this Abby, whither we purfurd them, 

And here the Abbeffe fhuts the gates ‘on us, 

And will not duffer us to fetch him our, 

Nor fend him forth that we may bear hin thence. 
Therefore moft gracious Duke with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth, and born hence for help. 

Duke Long fince thy husband ferv’d me inmy Wars, 
And I to thee ingag’d a Princes word, 
when thou did’ make him mafter of thy bed , 

Todo him all the grace and good I could. 
Go fome of you knock at the Abbey gate, 
And bid the Lady Abbefs come to me: 
I will determine this before I ftir. 

Enter a Meffengers 
_Meff.O Miltris, Miftris, fhife and fave your felf, 
My mafter and his man are both broke loofe, 
Beaten the Maids a row, and bound the Doctor, 
Whofe- beard they have fing’'d off with brands of fire, 
And ever as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
Great pails of pudled myre to quench the hair 5 
My Mr. preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with Sciffors nicks him like a fool - 
And {ure Cunlels you fend fome other prefent help } 
Between them they will kill the Conjarer. 

Ad. Peace foot, thy Mafter and his man are here, 
And that is falfe thou doft report to us. 

Me, Miftris, upon my life I tell you true, 

1 have not breath’d almoft fince I did fee it: 

He cryes for you , and vows if he can. take you, 

To fcorch your face, and to disfigure you. Cry within. 
Hark, hark, | hear him Miftris: flie, be gone. 

Duke. Come, ftand by me, fear nothing: guard with 
Halberds. 

Ad. Ay me, itis my husband: witnefls you, 

That he is. born about invifible, 
Even now we hous’d himin the Abbey-here. 
And now hees there, pat thought of -humane reafon. 

. Enter E. Antipholis, and E. Dromio of Epbefus. 

E. Ant. Juttice moft gracious Duke, oh grant me Juttice, 
Even for the fervice that long fince I did thee, 

When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep skars to fave thy life, even for the blood 
Thar then I loft for thee, now grant me Juftice. 

Mer, Fat. Unlefs the fear of death doth make me 
dote, [fee my fon efntipholis and Dromioa, 

E, ent, Jultice ( fweee prince ) againft that woman 
She whom thou gav’ftto me to be my wife ; (there : 
Thac hath abufed and difhonoured me. 

Even in the ftrengch and height of injury: 
Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That She this day hath fhamelets thrown on me. 

Duke. D {cover how, and thou fhale find me juft. 

E . Ant. This day (great Duke) fhe fhut the doors uponme. 
Whiltt the with Harlots feafted in my houfe. 

Duke. A grievous fault: fay woman didft chou fo 2 

Ad, No,my good Lord. My felf, he, and wy Sifter, 

To day did dine together, : fo befall my foul, 
As this is falfe be burrhens me withall, 

Luc. Nere may I look on dayynor fleep onnight, 
But the tells co your Highnels fimple truth. 

Gold. O perjurd woman! They are both forfworn, 
in this che Mad man juftly chargeth them. 

E. Ant. My Liege, | am advifed what I fay, 

Neither difturb.d with the ¢ffe& of Wine, 

Nor heady-rafh provokd with ragingire, 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiler mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day fromdinner 5 

That Gold{mith there, were he not pack’d with her, 
Could witnels.it : for he was with me then, 

Who parted with me to go fetch a Chain, 

Promi(ing to bringit to the Porpentine 

Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 


- The Comedy of Errors, 


I think you ace all mated, or ftark mad. 


‘Haply I fee a friend will fave my life, 


Our dinner done, and he norcoming thither , 

| went tofeck him. In the ftreet | met him, 

And in his company that Gentleman. 

There did this perjur’d Goldfmirh fwear me down, 
That I this day from him receiv’d the Chain, 
Which God he knows; l faw not. For the which 
He did arreft me’ with an Officer. 

I did obey, and fent my Pefant home 

For certain Duckets : he with none return’d. 


Then fairly I befpoke the Officer 


To goin perfon with me tomy houfe, 
By th’way, we met my wife, her fifter and a rabble more 
Of vild Confederates: Along with them 
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac’d Villain à 
A meer Anatomy, a Mountebank, 
A thred-bare Jugler, and Fortune-teller, 
A needy-ho!low-ey’d-fharp-looking-wretch - 
A living dead man. This pernicious flave, 
Forfooth too kon him as a Conjurer: 
And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe, 
And with no-face (as t’were ) out-facing me, 
Cryes out, I was poffeft: Then altogether 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
And ina dark anddankith vault at home 
There left me and my. man, both bound together 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds afurder, i 
I gain’d my freedome , and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace, whom I befeech 
To give me ample fatisfaction 
For thefedeep fhames, and great indignities. a 
Gold. My Lord, in truth, thus far | witnefs with him: 
That he din’d not at home, but waslock’d out, 
Duke. But had he fuch a Chain of thee, orno? 
Gold. He'had my Lord, and when he ran in here 
Thefe people faw the Chain about his neck. i 
Mer: Belides, I will be fworn thefe ears of mine, 
Heard you confefs you had the Chain ofhim, 
After you firft forfworeiton the Mart, 
And thereupon I drew my fword on you; 
And then you fled into this Abbey here, 
From whence I think youare come by miracle. 
E.Ant. [never came within thefe Abbey walls, 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword on me- 
I never faw the Chain, fo help me heaven : 
And this is falfe you burthen me withall, 
Duke, Why what an intricate impeach is this 2 
I think youall have drunk of Circes Cup: 
If here you hous’d him, here he would have been. 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly: 
You fay he din’d at home, the Goldfmith here 
Denies that faying. Sirra, what fay you? 
E Dro. Sir, he dind with her there s àt the Porpentine 
Cur, Fle did, and from my finger faatch’t thar Ring. 
E. Ant, Tis true ( my Liege.) this Ring I had of her. 
Duke, Saw’ thou him enter at the-Abbey here ? 
Car. As fure ( my Liege)asldo fee your Grace, 
Duke. Why thisis Arange: Go call the Abbeffe hither; 
Enter one to- the Abbeffe, Fii 
Fa. Moft mighty Duke, vouchfafe me fpeak a word: 


And pay the fumme that may deliver me, 

Duke. Speak freely Syracufan what thou wilt, 

Fath. Isnot your name fir, call’d Antipbolis? 
And is not that your bond-man Dromio ? 

E, Dro, Within this hour Iwas his bondman fir, 
But he I thank him gnaw’d in two my cords, 
Now âm I Drovno, and his man unbound. 

Fath. ï am fure both of you remember me, 

Dro. Our felves we do remember fir, by you: 


For lately we were bound as you are now. 


You are not Pinches Patient, are you Sir ? 
Father. Viby look you firange on me? you know me 


„well. 


E. Anè. 
eaea i ne 
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ef nt. \never faw you in my life tilinow. 
foam grief hathchang’d me fince you faw me laft, 
And careful hours with times deformed hand, 
Lave written ftrange defeatures in my face: 
But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice ? 
Ant. Neither. 
Fat. Dromio, nor thou. 
Dro. No truk me a aa I. 
fure thou doft. 
= Er I fir, but I am fure I do not; and. whatfoever 
a man denies, you are now bound to believe him. 
Fat. Not know my voice! oh times extremity, 
| Hat thou fo crack’d and fplitted my poor tongue 
[n feven fhort years, that here my only Son 
|Knowsnot my feeble Key of untun’d cares ? 
Tho now thisgrained face of mine be hid 
In fap-confuming Winters drizled fnow, 
And all the Conduits of my blood froze up : 
Yet hath my nightof life fome memory : 
My wafting lamps from fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deaf ears alittle ufe to hear : 
All thefeold witneffes, 1 cannot err. 
Tell me, thou artmy Son Antipolis, _ 
Ant. Inever faw my Father in my life. 
Fa, But feven years fince, in Syracufa Boy, 
Thou know’ft we parted, but perhaps my Son, 
Thou fham’ft to acknowledg me in mifery. 
Ant. The Duke, and all that know me ig the City. 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo. 
Ene’re faw Syracufain my life. 
Duk, Utell thee Syracufan, twenty years 
Have I been Patron to Antipholis, ~ 
During which time he ne’re faw Syracufa. 
I fee thy age, and dangers make thee dote. 


Enter the Abbe {fe with Antipholis Sirackfan, 
and Dromio Sirac. 


Abbefs. Moft mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong- 
ied. 
| All gather to fee ther, 
Adr. I fee two husbands, ormine eyes deceive me. 
| Duke. One of thefe men is genisto the other : 
And fo of thefe which is the natural man, 
And which the fpirit ? who deciphers them ? 
S. Dromio. l Sir am Dromio, command him away. 
E. Dro. LSir am Dromio, pray let me ftay. 
S. Ant. Egeon art thou not ? or elfe his ghoft, 
S. Drom, Ob my old Mafter, who hath bound him 
here ? 
Abb, Who ever bound him,| will loofe his bonds, 
And gain a husband by his liberty : 
Speak old Egeon, if thou be’ft the man 
That had’ft a Wife once call’d Emilia, 
That borethee ata burthen two fair Sons? 
Oh if thou be’ft the fame Egeon, {peak : 
And {peak unto the fame e£uslia. 
Duke. Why here begins this morning ftory right : 
Thefe two Antipholis, thefe two fo like, 
And thefe two Dromio’s, one in femblance : 
Belides her urping of her wrack at Sea, 
Thefe are the Parents to thefe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Fat. If I dream not, thou art «4milid, 
If thou art fhe, tell me where is that Son 
That floated with thee on the fatal rafr. 
Abb. By menof Epidaminm, he, and I, 
| And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But by and by, rude Fifhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my Son from them, 
| And me they left with thofe of Epidaminm, 
What then became of them I cannot tell, 
t, to this fortune that you fee me in. 
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Duke. Antipholss thoucam’ft from Corinth firk. 
S Ant. Nofir, not J, [came from Syracufe. 
Duke. Stay, ftand apart, | know not which is which. 
E. Ant. |.came from Corinth my moft gracious Lord. 
E. Dro. And | with him. ` 
E. Ant. Brought to this Town by that moft famous 
Warriour, 
Duke Menaphon, your muft renowned Uncle. 
Adr. Which of you twodid dine with me to day ? 
S. Ant. I, gentle Miftris. 
Adr. Andarenot you my husband ? 
E. Ant. No, | fay nay to thar. 
S.eAnt. And fodo 1, yetdid the call me fo: 
And this fair Geatlewoman here 
Did call me Brother. What I told you then, 
I hope I fhall have leifure to make good, 
If this be not adream 1 {ce and hear. 
Gold/mith. That is the Chain, Sir, which you had of me. 
S. Ant. think it be Sir, Ideny it nor, 
E. Ant. And you fir for this Chain arrefted me. 
Gold. I think I did Sir, I deny it nor. 
cAdr. | fent you money Sir to be your bail 
By Dromio, but I think he brought it not. 
E. Dro. No, none by me, 
S. Ant. This purfe of Duckets I receiv’d from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me: 
I fee we ftill did meet each others man, 
And I was tanc for him, and he for me, 
-And thereupon thefe errors are arofe. 
E. Ant. Thefe Duckers pawn! for my Father here. 
Duk. It fhall noe need, thy Father hath his life, 
Cur. Sir, | muft have that Diamond from you. 
een Ant, Thete takeit, and mnch thanks for my good 
cheer, 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchfafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the Abbey here, 
And hear at large difcourfed all ovr fortunes, 
And all that are affembled in this place : 
That by this fympathized one dayserror, 
Have fuffered wrong. Go keep us company, 
And we fhall make full fatisfaétion. 
Thirty three years have I been gone in travel 
Of 3e my Sons, and till this prefent hour 
My heavy burthens are delivered : 
The Duke my Husband, and my children both, 
And you the Kalenders of their Nativity, 
Go to a Goffips feaft, and go with me, 
After fo long grief fuch Nativity. 
Duke. With all my heart ile Goflip at this feaft, 





Exeuut omnes: Manet the two Dremio’s and 
two Brothers. 


S. Dro. Maker, fhall T fetch your Ruffe from fhipboard? 
E. An. Dromio, what Ruffe of mine haf thou imbark’d? 
S. Dro. Your goods that lay at hof, fir, in the Centaur. 
S. Ant. He {peaks tome, lam your Mafter Dros. 
Come go with us, we’l look to that anon, 
Embrace thy Brother there, rejoice with him- 


Exit. 
S. Dro. There is a fat friend at your mafters houte. 


That kitchin’d me for you to day at dinner: 


She now fhall be my fitter, not my wife: 

E. D. Methinks you are my glafs,and not my brother - 
I fec by you, I am a {weet fac’d youth, 
Will you walk in to fee their Gofliping ? 

S. Dro, Not 1Sir,you are my Elder. 

E. Dro. That’s a queftion, how fhall] try it. 

S. D, We'l draw Cuts for the Signiority; till then, lead 
thou firft. 

E. Dre, Nay then thus, 
VVe came into the world like Brother and Brother: 
And now lets go hand inhand, not one before another. 


Exeunt, 
H 3 
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Much ado about Nothing. 








Aétus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Enter Leonato Governour of Meflina, Innogen bis 
wife, Hero bis Daughter, and Beatrice, kis 
Neece, with a Meffenger. 


nato. | 
Me po SANO Learn in this Letter, that Don Peter 
aE of Arragon comes this night to 
Rex Ae ffitec, 

Mef. He is very near by this: he 
was not three Leagues off when 1 left 
him. 

Leon. How many Gentlemen have 
you loftin this action ? 

Mef. But few of any fort, and none 
of name. ~ ' 

Leon. A vittory is ewiceit felf, when the atchiever brings 
home fall number: I find here that Don Peter hath beftow- 
ed much honour on a young Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mef. Much deferv’d on his part, and equally remembred 
by Don Pedro, he hath born himfelf heyond the promife 
of his age, doing in the figure of a Lamb the feats of a 
Lion, he hath indeed better bettered expectation, than 
you mutt expeét of me to tell you how. - 

Leo. He hath an Uncle here in Aefina will be very 
much glad of it. ‘ 

Mef. 1 have already delivered him Letters, and there. 
appears much joy in him, .even fo much, that joy could not 
(hew it felf modeft enough, without a badg of bitternefs. 

Leo. Did he break out into teats ? 

Mef In great meafure. 

Leo. A kind overflow of kindnefs: there are no faces 
truer, than thofe that are fo wafh’d; how much better is 
it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat. 1 pray you, is Signior Moxntanto return’d from 
the Wars, or no ? 

Mef. V know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
fuchin the Army of any fort. 

Leo. What is he that you ask for, Neece ? 

Hero. My Coufin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mef. © heis return’d, and as pleafant as ever he was. 

Beat. He fet up his Bills herein Meffiva, and challeng’d 
Cupid at the flight: and my Uncles foolreading the Chal- 
lenge, fublerib’d for Cupid, and challeng’d him at the Bur- 
bolt. I pray you, how many hath he kill’d and’ eaten in 
thefe wars? But how many hath he kill’d? for indeed, 1 
promile to eat-all of his killing. | 

Leon. *Faith Neece, you tax Signior Bexedick too much, 
buthe’l meet with you, [doubt it not. 

Mef. He hath done good fervice Lady, in thofe wars. 

Bea. You had muflyvieiuals,and he hath holp to eat itshe’s 
avery valiant Trancher-man, he hath an excellent ftomack. 

Mef. Anda good Soldier too, Lady. i 

Best. And a good Soldier to a Lady. But what is he 
toa Lord? 

Mef. A Lord toa Lord, a Man to a Man, ftuft with 
all honourable virtues. 

Beat. \t is fo indeed, heis no lefs thar'a ftuft man: but 
‘for the tuffing well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You mutt not (fir) miftake my Neece,there isa kind 

of merry War betwixt Signior Benedick, and her: they 

never meet, but there is a skirmith of Wit between them. 








Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our laft conflia, 
four of his five wits went halting off, and now is the whole 
man govern’d with one: fo that if he have wit enough to} 
keep himfelf warm, let him bear it for a difference between 
himfelf and his horfe. For itis all the wealth thar he hath 
left, to be known a reafonable creature, Who is his Compa-} 
nion now? He hath every month a new {worn Brother. 

Mef. \sit poffible? 

Beat. Very eafily poffible: he wears his faith but as the 
fafhion of bis hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Mef. i fee (Lady) the Gentleman is not in your books. | 

Beat. No,and he were, I would bur my ftudy.But! pray 
you who is his Companion? Is there no young fquarer now, 
that will make a voyage with him to the Devil ? 

Mef. He is moft in the company of the right noble 
Clandio. 

Beat. O Lord,he will hang upon him. like a difeafe: he 
is fooner caught than the Peftilence, and the caker runs pre- 
fently mad. God help the noble Claudio, if he have caught 
the Benedick, it willcoft him athoufand pound ere it be 
cur’d. 

Mef. 1 willhold friends with you, Lady. 
Beat: Do good friend. 

Leo. You’l ne’re run mad Neece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Mef, Don Pedro is approach’d. 


Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, 

and John the Baftard. 

Pedro, Good Signior Leonate, you are come to, meet 
your trouble: the fafhion of the world is to avoid coft , 
and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the likenefs 
of your Grace: for, trouble being gone, comfort fhould | 
remain: but when you depart from me, forrow abides, 
and happinefs takes his leave. 

Pedro, You embrace your charge more willingly: 1 
think this is your daughter. | 

Leo. Her Mother hath many times told me fo. 

Ben, Were you in doubt, that you askt her ? 

Leo. Signior Benedick, no, for then were you a Child. 

Pedro, Xou have it full Bezedick, we may guefs by this, | 
what you are,being aman, truly the Lady fathers her felf : | 
be happy, Lady, for you are like an honourable father, 

Ben. If Signior Leonato be her Father; fhe would not 
have his head on her fhoulders for all AZeffina, as like him 


-as fhe is. 


Beat. 1 wonder that you will ftill be talking , Signior 
Benedick, no Body marks you. 

Ben. What my dear Lady Difdain! are you yer living? 

Beat. \sit poffible difdain fhould die,while the hath fuch 
meet food to feedit, as Signior Bexedick,? Courtefic it felf 
muft convert to difdain, if you come in her prefence. 

Bex. Then is Courtefie a turn-coat, but it is certain] am 
loved of all Ladies,only you excepted : and I would I could 
find inmy heart thath hadnoe an hard heart, for truly | 
love none. 

Beat. A dear happinefs to women, they would elfe have | 
been troubled with a pernicious Sutor. I thank God and my 
cold blood I am of your humour for that, I had rather hear 
my Dog bark at a Crow, than a man {wear he loves me 

Ben. 


Tate 


En Seen 
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Ben. God keep your Ladifhip ftillin that mind, fo fome 
Gentleman or other fhall {cape a predeftinate fcratcht 


face. 
Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, and twere 


fuch a face as yours were. i 

Ben. Well you are a rare Parrat teacher. 

Beat. A Bird ofmy tongue,is better than a Beaft of yours, 

Ben. 1 would my horfe had the fpeed of your tongue, and 
fo good acontinuer; but keep your way a God’s name, I 
havedone. 

Beat. Youalwaysend with a Jade’s trick, I know you 
of old. = 

Pedro. Thisis the fum of all: Leonato, Signior Claudio, 
and Signior Benedick ; my dear friend Leonato hath invited 
you all, I tell you we fhali tay here, at the leaft a month, 
and he heartily prays fome occafion may detain us lon- 
ger : ldare fwearhe is no hypocrite, but prays from his 
heart. 

Leon. \f you fwear, my Lord, yov fhall not be forfworn ; 
let me bid you welcome, my Lord, being reconciled to the 
Prince yout Brother ; 1 owe you all duty. 

Fehn. I thank you, lamnot of many words, but 1 thank 

ou. 
5 Leon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on ? 
Pedro. Your hand Leonato, we willgo together. 

Exeunt. Manet Benedick and (landio. 

Clan. Benedick, didit thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato. 

Ben. Inoted hernot, but Ilook’d on her. 

Cla. Is fhe not a modeft young Lady ? 

Ben. Do you queftion me as an honeft man fhould do, 
for my fimple true judgment? or would you have me fpeak 
after my cuftom, as being a profeffed tyrant to their fex ? 

Clau. No, l prethee fpeak in fober judgment, 

Ben. Why faith methinks he’s too low foran high praife, 
too brown for a fair praife, and too little for a great praile; 
only chis commendation I can afford her, that were fhe o- 
ther than fhe is, fhe were unhandfome ; and being no other 
but as the is, [do not like her. 

Clau. Thouthink’RI am in fport, I pray thee tell me 
eruly how thou lik’ft her. i 

Ben. Would you buy her, that you' enquire after her? 

Clan. Can the world buy fuch a Jewel ? . 

Ben, Yeayanda cate to put ic into, but {pea y ou this 
with a fad brow? Or do you play the flouting Jack, to tell 
us Capid isa good Hare-finder, and Vulcan arare Carpen- 
ter : Come, in what Key fhall aman take youto go in the 
Song. 

Clan. In mine eye, fhe isthe fweetelt Lady that ever | 
lookt on. - 

Ben. I can fee yet without Spe&acles, andI fee no fuch 
‘matter : there’s her Coufin, and fhe were noc poffeft with 
afury, exceedsher asmuch in beauty, as the firft of May 
doth the laft of December: but I hope you have no intent 
to turn husband, have you? 

Clan. I would fcarce truk my felf, tho I had fworn the 
contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Ben. Istcome to this? infaith hath not the world one 
man, but he will wear his cap with fufpition ? fhall I never 
fee a batchelor of threefcore again ? goto ifaith, and thou 
wilt needs thruft thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, 
and figh away Sundays: look, Don Pedro is returned to 
feek you. $ 


Enter Don: Pedro, Fobn the Baffard. 


Pedr, What fecret hath held you here, that you followed 
not to Leonsto ? ` 

Bened, I would yout Graec would conftrain me to 
tell. 

Pedro- ¥ charge thee on thy atlegiance. 

Ben, You hear, Count Clandio, I cannot be fecret as a 
dumb man, I would have you think fo ( but on my alle- 


QI 
glance, mark you this, on my allegiance) he is in tove, 
with whom ? now that is your Graces part : mark 
how fhort his anfwer. is, Aero, Leonato’s fhort Daugh- 
ter. 

Clan. If this were fo, fo were it uttered. 

Ben. Like the old Tale, my Lord, itis not fo, nor twas 
note : = nea, aae forbid ic fhould be fo. 

ax. If my paffion change not fhortl id i 
fhould be ocher ene r ee ra 

Pedro, Amen, if youlove her, 
worthy. 

Clau. You {peak this to fetch me in, my Lord. 

Pedro. By my troth I {peek my thought. 

Clan, And in faith, my Lord, t {poke mine. 
ay, And by my two faiths and croths, my Lord, [ {peak 

nme. 

Claw. That I love her, J feel, 

Ped. That fh eis worthy I know. 

Ben. That I neither feel how fhe thould be loved, nor 
know how fhe fhould be worthy, is the opinion that fire 
cannot melt out of me, Iwill dye in it at the ftake. 

Ped. Thou waftever an obftinate Heretick in the defpight 
of beauty. 

Clax. And never could maintain his part,but in the force 
of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her : that fhe 
brought me up,| likewife give her moft humble thanks ; burt 
that Iwill have a rechate winded in my forehead, or hang my 
bugle in an invifible baldrick, all women fhall pardon 
me: becaufe I will not do rhem the wrong to miftruft any, 
I will do my felf the right to truft none : and the fine 
= (for the which I may go the finer ) I will live a Batche- 
or. 

Ped. I thall {ce theeere I die, look pale with love. 

Ben. With anger, with ficknefs, or with hunger, my 
Lord, not wich love; prove that ever I loofe more blood 
with love, than! will ger again with drinking, pick out 
mine eyes with a Ballet-makers pen, and hang me 
pa the door of a brothel-houfe for the fignof blind Cw. 
pia. 

Ped. Wel, if ever thou do't fall from this faith, thou 
wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. \f do, hang me ina bottle like aCat, and fhoot 
at me, and he chat hits me, let him be clapt on the fhoulder, 
and call’d «4dam. 

‘Ped. Well, asthe time fhall try: in time the favage Bull 
doth bear the yoke. 

Bene, Thefavage bull may, but if ever the fenfible Be- 
nedick bear it, pluckoff the bulls horns, and fec them in 
my forehead, and let me be vildly painted, and in (uch great 
Letetrsas they write, Here is good horfe to hire : lec them 
figaifie under my fign, Here you may fee Benedick the mar- 
ried man. 

laa Ir this fhould ever happen, thou wouldft be horn 
mad. 

fe. Nay if Cupid have not {pent all his Quiver in Venice, 
thou wilt quake for this fhortly. 

Bene. look for anearthquake too then. 

Ped, Well, you will temporize with the hours in the 
mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to Leonate’s, com- 
mend me to him, and tell him [ will nor fail him ae fupper, 
for indeed he hath made great preparation. 

Bene. \ have almoft matter enough in me for fuch an Em- 
baffage, and fo I commit you. 

Clau. To the tuition of God. From my houleif I had 


for the Lady is very well 


it. 
Pedro. The fixth of Fuly. Your loving friend, Benedick, 
Bene, Nay mock not, mock not 5 the body of your dif- 
courle is fometime guarded with fragments, and the guards 
are bur flightly bafted on neither : ¢’re you flour old ends 
any further, examine your confcience, and fo I leave you. 
Exst, 
Clan. My Liege, your Highnefs now may do 
good. 
Ped, My love is thine to teach, teach it buc how, 
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And thou fhalt fee ho # apt it isto learn 
Any hard Leffon, that may do thee good, 

Clau. Hath Leonato any fon my Lord? 

Fedro. No child but Aero., fhes his onely heir, 
Doft thou affe& her, Cland:o ? 

Clan. O wy Lord, 

When you went onward on this ended a&tion, 
i look’d upon her with a fouldters eye, 

That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand, 
Than ro drive liking to the name of love: 
Buc now t am return’d, and that war- thoughts 
Have left their places vacant + in their rooms 
Come thronged foft and delicate defires, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying / lik’d her ere I went to wars. 

Pedro. Thou wilt be likea lover prefently, 

And tire the hearer with a book of words: 

If thou doft love fair Hero, cherifh it, 

And 1 will break with her : waft not to this end, 
That thou began’ft to twift fo fine a Rory ? 

Clan. Bow {weetly do you minifter to fove, 
That know loves grief by his complexion, 

But left my hking might too fuddain feem, 
| would have falv’d it with a longer treatife. 

Pedro. What need the bridge much broader then the 
The faireft grant inthe neceffity ; ( floud ?. 
Look what will ferve, is it: ’tis once, thou loveft, 

And I will fit chee with the remedy , 
{know we fhall have revelling to night, 

I will affume thy part in fome difguife, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio, 

And in her bofome I’le unclalp. my heart, 
And take her hearing prifoner with a force 
And firongincounter of my amorous tale : 
Then after , to her father will / break, 
And the conclufion is, fhe fhalt be thine, 

‘In praétife let us put it prefently. 

Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato, 

Leo. How now brother, whereis my coufin your fon: 
hath he provided this mufick ? 

Old. He is very bufie about it; but brother , 1 can tell > 
you news that you yet dream’d not of. 

Leo. Are they good? 

Old. As the event ftamps them, but they have a good 
cover: they fhew well outward: the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking ina thick Pleached alley in my orchard 
were thus over-heard by a man of mine: the Prince dif. 
covered to Claudio that he loved my Neece your daugh- 
ter, aud meant to acknowledge itthis night ina dance, 
and he found her accordant, meant to take the prefent time 
by the top, and inftantly break with you of it. 

Leo. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this? 

Old. A good fharp fellow , f will fend for him 
queftion him your felf. 

Leo. No, no: we will hold itas a dream, till it appear 
it felf: but I will acquaint my daughter with all, that fhe 
may be the better prepared for anfwer , if peradventure 
this be true: goyou and cell her of it: coufins, you know 
what you have todo, OI cry you mercy friend , go you 
with me and I will ufe your skill, good coufin havea care 
this bufie times 


» and 


Enter Sir John the Baftard, and Conrade kis companion. 

Con. What the good year my Lord, why are you thus 
out of meafure fad ? 

John. Thereisno meafure in the occafion that breeds, 
therefore the fadnefsig without limit. 

Con. Yau fhall hear reafon. 

Fobn. And when Jhave heard it, what bleffing bringethit ? 

Con. Ifnot a prefent remedy, yet a patient fufferance. 

Fobn. | wonder that thou(being,as thon faift thou art, boin 
under.Saturz) goeft about to apply a mortall medecine to a 
mortifying mifchief: Jcannot hide what} am: I muft be fad 
when Ihave cavfe,and {mile at no mans jefts; eat when I -have 
tomach, and wait for no mans leifure: ‘fleep when I am 





i Exeunt | 
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drow fi¢,and tend on no mans bufinefs;fauch 
and claw no man in his humour. Sp weep! ap parr? 
Con. Yea, but you muft not make the full fho i 
ou u wcf t 
till you may do it without controllment; you have a 
late Rood our againft your brother , and he hath tane 
you newly into his grace , where ir it is impofMible you 
nad ake root 7a X the fair weather that you make 
your telf, it isneedful that you f 
var Bit. you trame the frafon for your 
Fohn. I had rather bea canker in a heg e 
e e th 
in his grace, and 1c bercer fits my blood aid nae, 
all, then to fafhion a carriage to rob love from any : in this 
( though’! cannot be faid to be a flattering honet man ) 
it muft not be denied but I am a plain Cealing villain, ] 
am trufted with a muzzel ,. and infranchifed with a clog 
therefore I have decreed , not to fing in my cage : itl had 
my a ih I Tt bite : af Thad my liberty, would do 
my King: in the mean time, let me 
feek not to alter me, “ATAARE 
Csnr. Can you make no ufe of your difconte 
ng 
Fobn, F will make all ufe of it, for l ufe it i 
Who comes here ? what news Borachiv. 


Enter Borachio, 


Bora. I came yonder from a great fu i 
pper, the Prin 
your brother is royally entertained by Tih and lda 
give you intelligence ofan intended marriage, 
4 Zap Wil eres any Model to build mufchief 
é at 15 he for a fool that b ’s hi 
a at betroth’s himfelf to un- 
Bor. Marry it is your brothers right hand, 
John. Who, the moft exquifite (landio? 
Bor. Even he. 
fol. A proper {quire ; and who 
looks he-? 
Bor. Marry on Hero, the daughter and Heir of L 
cOnato, 
h "x. A very forward March-chick, how come you 
, Bor. Being entertain’d for a perfumes, as Twas {moa- 
king amufty room, comes me the Prince and Claudio 
hand -in hand in fad conference: I whipt behind the Ar. 


sand who which way 


wooe Hero for himfelf, and having obtain? i 
her a Count: Claudio, ‘oO a a 
John. Come, come, let us thither, this ma rove f 
tomy difpleafure , that young ftart-up hath YW the ey 
of a overthrow: if I can crofs him any way, ! bles 

my leit every way ; youare both fure „and will ath me? 
i EE death my Lord. ; T 
foun. Let usto the preat fupper, their cheer ; 
preater that I fubdued , would the cook were of a Salt 
fhall we go prove what's tobe done? 
Bor, we'l wait upon your Lordhhip. 
Exeunt, 


Ar a ee apeaeaeny 


Atlus § ecundus. 


Enter Leonato, his brother, his wife, Hero his daughter, 
and Beatrice bis necce, and kinfman. 

Leona. Was not Count 

Brot. I faw him not, 

Beat. How tartly rhat Gentleman looks; I never can 
fee him, but 1 am heart-burn’d an hour after, 

fdéro. He'ts of amelancholly difpofition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made juk in 
the mid-way between him and Benedick, the one is too 
like an image, and faies nothing , and the ether too like 
my Ladies eldeft fon, evermore tarling. 

Leon, Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue in Coun, 
Z 


A 


John here at fupper ? 


ras, and there heard it agreed upon that the Prirce : 


Mauch ado about Nothing. 





Fohns mouth, and halfCount Jobas melancholly in Sig- 
nior Benedick’s face. . 

Beat. With a good leg and a good foot unckle, and 
Money enough in his purte, fuch a man would win. any 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will. 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never get hee ta 
husband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue. 

Brot nfaith fhe’s too curit. 

Beat. Too curft is more than curft,T fhall feffen Gods 
fending that way ; for it is faid, God fends a cut Gow 
fhort horns, but to a Cow too curft he fends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curt, God will fend no horns. 

Beat. juk, if he fend me no husband, for the which 
bleffing, {am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening : Lord,{ could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face, I had rather lie in the woollen, 

Leon. You may lightupon a husband that hath no beard, 

Beat. What fhould I do with him? drefe him in 
my apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? he 
rhat hath a beard is more tkan a youth : and he that hath 
no beard is leffe then a man: and he that'ismore than a 
youth, is not for me : and he that is lefs thah a man, E am 
not for him: therefore [ will even take fix pence in ear- 
nekt of the Bearherd and lead his Apesinto hell. 

Teon, Well then, go you into hell. 

Beat. No, but to the gate , and there will the Devil 
meet me likean old Cuckold withhis horns onhis head, 
and fay get youto heaven Beatrice, get you ro heaven, 
here’s no place for you maids, fodeliver [ upmy Apes, 
and away to Saint Peter: forthe heavens, he fhews me 
where the Batchellors fit, and there live we as merry as 
the day.is long. 

= Well Neece ,I truft you will be rnl’d by your fa- 
cher. 

Beat. Yes faith , it ismy coufins duty to make curtfie, 
and fay , as it pleafe you: but yet for all that coufin, let 
him bea handfom fellow , or elfe make another curtific, 
and fay, father, as it pleafes me. 

Leon. Well Neece, 1 hopeto fee you one day fitted with 
a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of fome other mettal 
than earth; would it not grieve awomanto be overma: 
fred with a piece ef valtanr duft ? to make account of 
her life to a clod of cold wayward marle ? no Uncle , Ple 
none: Adams fons are brethren, and truly I hold ita fio 
to match in my kinred. 

Leon. Daughter , remember whatI told you, if the 
Prince do follicite you in that kind, you know your anfwer. 

Beat. The fault will. be in the mufick, coufin,if you 
'be nor woo’d in good time : ifthe Prince be too impor- 
tant,tel! him there ismealure in every thing, and fo dance 
out the anfwer; for hear me Hero, wooing, wedding, and 
repenting , is as a Scorch jigge, a meafure, and a cinque- 
pace: the firft fuit is hot and hafty like a Scotch jigg, 
(atid follas fantaftical ) the wedding mannerly modef, 
(as a meafure ) full of Rate and anchentry, and then comes 
repentance , and with his bad legs falisinto the cinque- 
pace fafter and fafter, till he finks into his grave, 

Leon. Coufin you apprehend paffing fhrewdly. 

Beatrice, L have a good eye Uncle, I can fee a Church 
by day light. 

Leon, The revellers are entring brother, make good 
room. 

Enter Prince; Pedro, Claudio, Benedicke, and Bal- 

thazar, or demb John, Maskers with a drem. 

Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your friend ? 

Here. So you walk foftty , and look fweetly ,and fay 
nothing, J am yours for the walk, and efpecially when I 
walk away. 

Pedro, With mein your company. ` 

Here. 1 may fay fo when | pleafe. 

Pedro, And whenpleafe you to fay fo? 
































Lute fhould be likethe cafe. 


„iero. When I like your favour, for God defend the | to night. 
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_ Pedro. My vifor is Philemons roof, within the. houfe 
islove. 

Hero, Why then your vifor thould be thatcht, 

Pedro, Speak low if you {peak Love. 

Bene, Well, J would you did like me. 

Mas. So would notI for your own fake, for 1 haye 
many ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one‘? 

Mask, I fay my prayers aloud. 

Bene, Ilove you the better,the hearers may cry Amen. 

Mas, God match me witha good dancer. 

Balth, Amen. 

Mas, And'God keep him out of 
dance is done : anfwer Clerk. 

Balth. No more words, the Clerk is anfoyered. 

p Urfula. know you -wellenough, you are Signior An- 

0480, 

einth, At a word , Iam not. 

Urfula. I know you by the wapling of your head. 

efnth. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urfu. You could never do him fo ill well unlefs you 
Were the very man: here’s his dry hand up and down, 
you are he, you are ‘he. 

Anth. At a word, I am not. 

Urfula. Come, come, do you think I do noe know 
you by your excellent wit? can vertue hideit felf? go 
to,mumm?, you arehe , graces will appear , and there’s 
an end. 

Beat, Will you not tell me who told you fo? 

Bente. No, you fhall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you tellme who you are? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat, That I was difdainful, and that J had my good 
wit out of the hundred merry tales : well,this was Signior 
Benedscke that faid fo. 

Bene. What’s he ? 

_ Beat, I am fure you know him well enough, 

Bene. Not 1, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. i pray you what is he? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes jefter, avery dull fool, 
onely his gift is, in devifing impoffible flanders , none 
but Libertines delight in him, and rhe commendation is 
notin his wit, bur in his villany, for he both pleafeth 
mer, and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
bear him;Iam fure he is in the fleet, 1 would he had 
boarded me: 

Bene. When I know the Gentleman, lie tell him what 
you fay. 

Beat. Do, do, heel but break a comparifon or rwo 
on me, which peradventure ( not markt, or not lavgh’d 
at) ftrikes him into melancholly, and then there's a Par- 
tridge wing faved , for the fool will eat no fupper that 
night. We muft follow the Leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Bea, Nay , if they lead to any ill, I will leave them 
at the next turning. ~- Exen. 

Mufick, for the dence. 


My fight when the 
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John. Sure my brother is amorous on Here, and hath 
withdrawn her father to break with him aboutit: rhe 
Ladies follow her, and but one vifor remains. 

Bora. And that isClaxdso , I know him by his beating 

Fobn Are noc you Signior Benedicke? 

Clan. You know me well, I am he. 

Fobn. Signior, you are very near my brother in his 
love, he is enamor’d on Here, I pray you diffwade him 
from her, fhe is no equal forhis birth : you may do the 
parc of an honef man in it. 

Clau. How know youhe loves her ? 

Jobn. I heard hinm {wear his affection. 

Bora. So did 1 too, and he fworebe would marry her 


Fob» Come, fet us to the banquet. Brit mance. pe 
£N: 


E i o a RR a G p, à 


in TT TET LD a EESE EEOSE 


94 


(lan. Thus anfwer I in name of Benedick 
Bur hear thisill news with the ears of Claudio: 
Tis certain fo, the Princewoo’s for himfelf: 
Friendthip is conftant in all other things, 

Savein the Office and affairs of love : 

Therefore all heartsin love ufe their own tongues, 
Let every eye negotiate for it felf, 

And truft no Agent : for beauty is a witch 
Again whofe charms, faith melteth into blood: 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Hero, 


Enter Benedicke. 
Bene. Count Claudio, 
(len, Ye the fame. 
Bene. Come, will you go withme ° 
Clan. Whither ? 


Bene, Even to the next Willow, about your own bu- 


finefs, Count. What fathion will you wear the Garland 
of ?. About your neck, like a Ufurers chain ? Or under 


your arm, like a-Lieutenants fcarf? You muft wear it 


one way,for the Prince hath got your Here. 

Clan. 1 with him joy of her. 

Bene, Why that’s fpoken like an honeft Drovier, fo 
they {ell Bullocks: but did you think the Prince would 
have ferved you thus ? 

Clan. I pray you leave me. l i 

Bene. No no! you ftrike like the blind-man, ’twas the 
boy that ftole your meat? and you'll beat che poft. 

Clan. lf it will not be, Ple leave you. Exit. 

Bene. Alas poor hurt foul, now will he creep into 
fedges: buc that my Lady Beatrice fhould know mes and 


not know me: the Princes fool! Ha? it may bel go 
under that title, becaufe I am merry ;-yet but fo f am 


apt todo my felf wrong: I am not fo reputed , itis the 


bafe ( though bitter ) difpofition of Beatrice, that puts 


the word into her perfon, and fo gives me out: well, Ile 
be revenged asl may. 


Enter the Prince. 


Pedro. Now Signior, where’s the Count? did you fee 
him ? 

Bene. Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame , l found him here as melancholly as a Lodge in a 
Warren ; l told him, and I think, told him true, that your 
grace had got the will of rhis young Lady , and I offered 
him my company toa willow tree either to make him a 
garland, as being forfaken, orto bind him a rod, as be- 
ing worthy ro be whipt. 

Pedro. To be whipr, what’s his faulr > 

Bene. The flat tranfgrefhion of a School-boy, who 
being over-joyed with finding a birds neft, fhews it his 
companion, and heefteals it. 

Pedro. Wile thou make a truft, a tranfgreffion? the 
tranfgreffion is in the ftealer. 

Bene. Yet it had nor been amifs the rod had been 
made, and the garland too;for the garland hemight have 
worn him(elf, and the rod he might have beftowed on 
you, who (as I takeit:) have ftoln his birds nef. 

Pedro. 1 will but teach them to fing, and reftore them 
to the owner. 

Bene. \f their finging anfwer your faying, by-my faith 
you fay honeftly. 

. Pedro, The Lady, Beatrice hath a quarrel to you, the 
Gentleman that dane’d with her, told her fhe is much 
wrongd by you. . 

‘Bene. O fhe mifus'd me pat the indurance of a block : 


an oak but with one green leafon it, would have an. 


{wered her: my very vifor began to affume lifes and fcold 
with her: fhe told me, not thinking T had been my 
feif, that I was the Princes Jefter, and that I was duller 
than a great thaw, hudling jeft upon jeft, with fuch im- 
poffible conveiance upon me, that I ftood like a manata 












Much ado about. Nothing. 


mark, with a whole army fhooting at me: fhe {peaks 
poyniards, and every word ftabs me: if herbreath were 
as terrible as terminations, there were no living near 
her, fhe would infeét to the. north ftar: I would nor 
marry her, though fhe were indowed with all that Adam 
had lefe him before he tranfgreft, the would have made 
Hercnies have turnd fpir, yea, and have cleft his clubto 
make the fire too: come, talk not of her , you fhall find 
her in the infernal Ate in good apparel. I would toGod. 
fome icholar would conjure hee , for certainly while the 
is here, a man may-live as quict in hell, asin a fan@uary, 
and people fin upon purpofe, becaufe they would go thither, 
{o indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation follows her. 


Enter Clandso, and Beatrice, Leonato, Hero. 

Pedro. Look here fhecomes. 

Bene, Will your Grace command me any fervice to 
the worlds end ? I will goon the flighteft errand now 
tothe Antipodes that you can devife to fend me on:] 
will fetch you a tooth-Picker now from the furtheft inch 
of Afia: bring you the length of Prefter Fobns-foot : ferch 
youahair off thegreat Chams beard: do you any em- 
baflage to the Pigmies, rather then hold three words 
conference with thisHarpy; you haveno employment for me? 

Pedro. None, but todefire your good company. 

Bene. O God fir, heresa difh I love not, I cannot in- 
dure this Ladies tongue. Exit. 

Pedro, Come Lady , come, you have loft the heart of 
Signier .Benedicke. 

Beat. Indeed my Lord, he lent it me a while, and! 
gave him ufe for it , a dauble heart for a fingle one marry: 
once before he wonit of of me, with falfe dice, therefore 
your Grace may well fay J have loft it. 

Pedro, You have put him down Lady, you have put 
him down. 

Beat. So 1 would not he fhould do me, my Lord, left | 
fhould prove the mother of fools: I have brought Count 
Claudio, whom you fent me to Seek. 

Pedro. Why how now Count, wherefore are you fad > 
Clas. Not fad my Lord. 

Pedro. How then ? fick? 

Claw. Neither, my Lord. 

Beat. The Count is neither fad nor fick, nor merry, 
nor well: but civil Count, civilas an Orange, and fome- 
thing of a jealous complexion. 

Pedro. faith Lady, 1 think your blazon to be true, 
though I be fworn, if he be fo, his conceit is falfe : 
here Claudio, I have wooed in chy name, and fair Hero. 
is won, I have broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained , name the day of marriage, and God give thee joy. 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter , and with ber 
my fortunes: his grace hath made the match ,and all grace 
lay Amen toit. 

Beat. Speak Count, tis your Qu. 

Clan. Silence is the perfeéteft Herald of joy, I were 
but little happy if 1 could fay, how much ? Lady, as you 
are mine ,1 am yours 1 give away my felf for you, and 
doat upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak coufin , or( if you cannot ) ftop his mouth 
with a-kifs, and let not him {peak neither. — 

Pedro. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea wy Lord I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy fide of care, my covfa telishim in his ear 
that beis in my heart. 

- Clau. And fo fhe doth cofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes every one to 
the world: but I, and I am fun-burn’d, | may fir in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, | will get you one. 

Beat. J would rather have one of your fathers getting : 


hath your. Grace ne’re a brother like you? your father 
got excellent husbands , if a maid could come by them. 


Prince. Will you have me? Lady. 
Beat. No my Lord, unlefs] might have another for 
working- 





Much ado about Nothing. 


working-dayes, your Grace is too coftly to wearevery 
day: But | befeech your Grace pardon me, I was born 
to fpeak all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your filence moft offends me , and to be mer. 
ry beft becomes you; for out of queftion , you were born 
ip a werty hour. 

Beat. No fure my Lord, my mother cryed ,but then 
there was.aftar danc’d, and under that I was born : coufins 
God give you joy. 

Leon. Neece, will you 
of ? 

Beat. 1 cry you mercy Uuncle, by your Graces pardon. 

ExitBeatrice. 
Prince. By my troth a pleafant fpirited Lady. 
Leon. There’s little of the melancholly elementin her 
my Lord, fhe is never fad, but when fhe fleeps , and not 
ever fad then: for have heard my daughter fay, fhe hath 
often dreamt of unhappinefs, and wak’c her felf with 
laughing. 

Pedvo She cannot indure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. O, by no means, fhe mocks all her wooers out 
of fuit. 

Prince, She were an excellent wife for Benedicke. 

Leona. O lord, my Lord, if they were but a week mar- 
tied, they would talk themfelves mad. 

Prince. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
Church ? 

Clan, To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
till love have all his rites. Ba 

Lesna, Not till Monday , my dear fon, which is hence 
a jut feven night, and a time too brief to, to have all 
things anfwer mind. 

Prince. Come, you fhake the head at fo long a brea- 
thing , bue L warrant thee Claudio ,the time fhall not go 
dully by us, 1 will in the interim, undertake one of Her- 
cules tabours, which is, to bring Signior Benedicke and the 
Lady Beatriceinto a mountain of affection, th’ one with 
th’other ; I would fain have ic a match , and I doubt not 
but to fafhion it, if you three will but minifter fuch affi- 
Rance as I fhaii give you direction. 

Leona, My Lord, I am for you, though it coft me ten 
nights watchings. 

Clan. Aod I my Lord. 

Prin. And you too gentle Hero. 

Hero. 1 will do any modeft office, my Lord,to help 
my coufinto a good husband. 

Prin. And Benedicke -is not the unhopefulleft husband 
thac | know : thus far can 1 praife him, he is of a noble 
train, of approved valour, and confirmd honefty. 1 will 
teach you how to humour your coufin, that fhe fhall fall 
in love with Benedicke, and'I, with your two helps will 
fo prattife on Benedicke, that indefpite of his quick wit, 
and his queafie ftomack, he fhall fall in love with Beatrice; 
if wecan do this, Cupid isno longer an Archer, his glory 
fhall be ours, for we are the only love-gods, go with me, 
and will tell you my drift. Excunt. 


Enter Fohn and Borachio. 
John. Ie isfo, the Count Claudio hall marry the davgh- 
ter of Leonato, 
Bors, Yea my Lord, but I can crofsit, 
Fohn. Any bar, any crofs, any impediment, will be 


medicinable to me, 1 am fick in difpleafure to him, and. 


whatfoever comes athwart his affeétion, ranges evenly 
‘with mines how canft thou crof§ this marriage ¢ 

Bor. Noc honeftly my Lord , but fo covertly, that no 
difhonefty fhall appear in me. 

Feb. fhew me bricfly how. 

Bor. I think I told your Lordfhip a year fince, how 
much I am in the favour of Afargarct, the waiting gen- 
tlewoman to /ero. 

Sohn. | remember. 

Bor, 1 can at any unfeafonable inftant ofthe night, ap- 
point her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 






look to thofe things I told you’ 
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Jobn. What life is in that, to be the death of this 


marriage ¢ 


Bor. The poyfon of that lies in you ta tempers go 
you to the Prince your brother , {pare nor totell him, rhat 
he hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Claudio , whole eflimation do youmigktily holdup, to a 
contaminated ftale, fuch a oneas Hero. 

Fohu, What proof thall | make of that ? f 

Ber. Proof enovgh, to mifufe the Prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato look you for 
any other iffue? , 
gr Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any 
t in ® 

Bor. Go then find me a meet hour, to draw on 
Pedro, and the Count Claudio, alone, tell them that,you 
know that Hero, loves me, intend a kind of zeal both 
to the Prince and Claudio, (as in aloveof your brothers 
honor who hath made this match) and-his friends repu- 
tation, who is thus like to be cozen’d with the femblance | 
of a maid, that you have difcoverd thus: they will {carce- 
ly believe this without trial: offer them inftances which 
fhall bear no lefs likelihood, than to fee me at her cham- 
ber window, hear me call Margaret, Hero, hear Mar 
garet term me Claudio; and bring them to fee this the 
very night before the intended. wedding, for in the 
mean time, I will fafhion the matter, that Hero fhall 
be abfent , and there fhall appear fuch feeming truths of 
Fero’s difloyalty , that jealoufie fhall be call’d affurance, 
and all the preparation overthrown, 

Joh, Grow this to what adverfe iffue it canyI will put | 
it in practife: be cunning sm the working this, and thy 
fee isa thovfand ducats. 

Bor. Be thou conftant in the accufation, and my 
cunning fhall not fhame me, 

John, I will prefently go learn their day .of marri- 
ape. i Exit. ; 

Enter Benedicke alone. 

Bene. Boy. 

Boy. Signior. , 

Bene. In my chamber window lies a book , bring it} 
hither to mein the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already fir. Exit. 

Bexe. [know that, but I would have thee hence, and 
here again. [do much wonder, shat one man feeing 
how much another man is a fool, when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love, will after he hath laught at foch 
fhallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
own fcorn, by falling in love / and fuch a man is Claudio. | 
[ have known when there was no mufick with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now had he rather hear the 
taber and the pipe: I have known when he would bare 
walke ten mile a foot, to fee a good armor 5 and now will 
he lie ten nightsawake carving the fafhion of a new dub- 
-Jet : he was wont to {peak plain, and to the purpofe ( like 
an honeft manand a fouldier ) and now is he turn’d ortho- 
graphy, his words are a very fantaftical banquet, juft fo 
many ftrange difhes: may tbe fo converted, and fee with 
thefe eyes? I cannot tell, 1 think not? I will nor be 
fworn , butlove may transform me to an oyfier, but [le 
take my oath onit, till he have made an oyfter of me, he 
thall never make me fuch a fool 5 one woman is fair, yet 
I am well: another is wife, yet | am well: another ver- 
tuous , yet lam wells but tillall graces bein dne woman, 
one woman fhall noc come in my grace: rich ‘the fhall 
be, that’s certain: wife, or le none svertvous, or Ile 
never cheapen her: fair, or Vle never look on her : mild, 
or come not near me: Noble, or not for an Angel: of 
cood difcourfe: an excellent Mufitian, and her hair fhall 
be of what colour it pleafe God, ha. the Prince and 
Monfieur Love, \ willhide mein the Arbor. 

Enter Prince, Leonato, Claudio, and Jack tWilfen. 

Prince. Come, fhalt we hear this muftck 2 

Claud. Yea my good Lord : how ftill the evening is, 

As hufhe on purpofe co grace harmony. 
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; ou where Benedick hath hid himfelf? 
ag yo well r Lord : the Hg ended, 
° id-fox with.a penny worth. 
a eee Balthazar, we'l hear that. fong again. 
Balth. O good my Lord, tax not fo bad a voice , 
To Mander mufick any more than one. 
Prince. It is the witnels ftillof excellency, 
To put a ftrange face on his own perfection s 
I pray thee fing, and let me wooe no ne. à 
Balth. Becaufe you talk of wooing, I will ing, 
Since many a wooer doth commence his fuit, 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he woo’s, 
Yer will he {wear he loves. 
Prince. Nay pray thee come, 
1 O; if thou wile hold longer argument, 
M 4 "Not this before my notes, 
F + 
There's not a note of mine that’s worth the acne 4 ; 
| Prince. Why thefe D "g crotchets that he fpeaks, 
and nothing. be- 
ee ae now = his foul ravifh’r, is it 
not ftrange that fheeps guts fhould hale fouls our ef 
mens bodies? well, a horn for my money when all’s 


done. 


The Song. 


Sigh no more Ladies, fighno more, 
Men were deceivers ever, 

One foot in fea, and one on fhore, 

To one thing conflant never: 

Then figh not fo,but iet them go, 
And be you blitke and bonny, 
(Converting all your founds of woe, 
Into hey nony, nony. 


Sing no more ditties, fing no more ; 
Of dumps fo dull and beavy. 

The frand of menwere ever fo, 
Since fummer firft was leavy, 
Then figh not fo, &c. 


Prince. By my nae a good ab 
b, And an ilt finger my Lord. ; 
oral Ha, ne,, no faith, thou fing’ well enough for 


: ne And he had been a dog that fhould have howl’d 


thus, they would have hang’d him , and ï pray God his |- 


i e no mifchief, 1 had as lieve have heard 
the eae, come what plague could have come af 
ter it. 

ince. Yea marry, doft thou hear Balthazar?! pray 
ide BE ot iets bicolor mufick : for to morrow night 
we would have it atthe Lady Heroes chamber window. 

Balth. The bef Lecan my lord. Exit Balthazar. 

Prince. Do fo, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what 
was it youtold me of to day p > your Niece Beatrice 

i ith Signior Beneatck : j 
Mea eai ftalk on, the foul fits. I did ne- 
ver think that Lady would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, not | neither s but moft wonderful, that the 
fhould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom fhe hath in 
all outward behaviours feemed ever to abhor. y 

Bene, Ist poffible, fits the wind in that corner! 

Leon. By my troth my Lord, I cannot tell what to think 
ofit, but that fhe loves him with an inraged affection, 
it is paft the infinite of though. 

‘Prince. May be fhe doth but counterfeit . 

Claud. Faith like enough. 

Loon. O God! counterfeit ? there wage never counter- 
feit of paffion came fo near the life of paffion asthe dif- 

rsit. | 
genet Why what effe&s of paflion fhews the ? 
Claud. Bait the hook well, the fith willbite. 


Mu chado about. Nothing: 


| againft Benedick, 


| quarrels you may fec he is wife , for cither he avoids 


Leon. What effeéts 
heardmy daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did indeed. 

Prin. How, how I pray you? 
hav: thought her 
affaults of affeétion. 

Leo. I would have {worn it 


you amaze me, I would 
fpirit had been invincible againft all 


Bene. fhould think this a gull , 
bearded fellow {peaks it: 
felf in fuch reverence. 

Claud. He hath rane th’ infegtion, hold it up. 

Prince Hath fhe made her affection known to Be- 
nedick ? 

Leonato. No , and fwears fhe never will, that’s her 
torment. 

Cland. Tis true indeed, fo 
I, fayes fhe , that have fo oft 
write to him that I love him? 

Leo. This {aies fhe now when 
write ro him, fhe’l be up twenty times a night, and 
there will fhe fit inher fmock, till fhe have writ a fheer 
of paper: my daughter tells us all. 

Ciz, Now you talk ofafheet of paper , | semember 
a pretty jeft your daughter told us of. 

Leoz. O when fhe had writ it 
fhe found Benedick andBeatrice between the fheet. 

Clau. That. 

Leon, O fhe tore the letter into a thoufand halfpence , 
raild at her felf, that fhe fhould be fo immodeft , to write 
to one that fhe knew would flout her: I meafure him 


Knavery cannot fure hide him- 


encountred him with {corn, 


fhe is beginning ro 


my Lord? fhe will fit you, you | 
had, my Lord, efpecially | 


but that the white- | 


your daughter fayes : fhall | 


» and reading it over , 


laies the, by my own fpirit, for 1 thould flout him if he į 


Writ tome, yea though Ilove him,! thould, 

Clas. Then down upon her knees the fails, weeps, 
fobs, beats her heart, tears her hair 
{weet Benedick , God give me patience. 

Leon. She doth indeed , my daughter faies fu, and the 
extafie hath fo much overborn her, that my daughter is 
fometime afeard the will do a defperate out-rape to her 
felf; it is very true, 

Prince. It were good that Benedick knew 
fome ‘other , if fhe will not difcover it. 

Clas. To what end ? he would 
and torment the poor Lady worfe. 

Prin. And he fhould, it were an alms to hang him - 


of it by 


sprays , curfes ; O | 


but make a {port of it, | 


fhe’s an excellent fweet Lady , and (out of all fufpition ) 


fhe is vertuous. l 
Clan- And fhe is exceeding wife. 
Prin. in every thing, but in loving Benedick, 
Leon, O my Lord , wifdome and blood combating in 
fo tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood 
hath the vi&tory; I am forry for her, 
being her Unkle, and her Guardian. i 
Prince.l would fhe had beftowed this dotage on me? 
J would have daft all other refpeéts, and made her half 
my felf: I pray you tell Benedick of it, and hear what 
he will fay. 
Leon, Were it good think you ? 


as Ihave juft canfe, § 


Cla. Herothinks furely the will die, for the faies the | 


will die, if he love her not, and the will die ere the 


make her love known, and fhe will die if he woo her, | 


rather than fhe will bate one breath of her accuftomed 
crofsnefs. 

Prin, She doth well, if fhe fhould make tender of her 
love, “tis very poffible he’l {corn it , for the man ( as you 
know all ) hath a contemptible fpirit. 

Clan, He is a very proper man. 

Prin, He hath indeed a good outward happinefs, 

Clax.’Fore God, andin my mind very wife, 


Prix. He doth indeed fhew fome {parks that are like f 


wit. 
Leon, And I take him to be valiant. 
Prin. AS Hettor,¥ aflure you, and in the managing of 


with 


ee 


- 


them f 
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nith great diferetion, or underrakes them with a Chrifti- 
an like fear. ' 

Leon. If he dofear God, amultneceffarily keep peace , 
if he break the peace, he ought to enter into a quarrel with 
fear and trembling. 

Prin. And fo will he do, for the man doth fear God, 
howfoeverit feems not in him, by fome large jefts he will 
make: well lam forry for your Niece, fhall we go fee 
Benedick , and tell him of her love ? 

Clad. Never tell him, my Lord, let her wear it out 
with good counfel. 

Leon. Nay thats impoffible, fhe may wear her heart out 
fir ft. 

Prin. Well, we will hear further of it by your daugh- 
ter, let ic cool the while, Ilove Benedick well, and I could 
with he would modeftly examine himfelf, ro fee how much 
he is un worthy to have fo goodaLady. — 

Leon. My Lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Clan. If hedo not dote on her upon this, | will never 
trut my expectation. 

Prin. Ler there be the fame Net fpread for her, and that 
muft your daughter and her gentlewomancarry ; thefpori 
will be, when they hold one an opinion of anothers do- 
tage, and no fuch matter, that’s the Scene that I would fee, 
which will be meerly adumb fhew : let us fend her to call 
him into dinner: Exeunt. 

Ben. Thiscan be no trick; the conference wasfadly born, 
they have the truth of: this from Hero, they feem to pity 
the Lady : it feems her affedtions have che tull bent : 
love me? why it muf be requited : I hear how I am 
cenfur’d : they fay I will bear my felf proudly, if I per- 
ceive the love come from her : they fav too, that he will 
rather dye than give any fign of affection: I did never 
think to marry; | mutt nor feem proud , happy are they 
that hear their detradtions, and can put them to mending: 
they fay the Lady is fair; ‘risa truth, I can bear them 
witnefs: and vertuous, tis fo, l cannot reprove it: and 
wife, but for loving me, by my trothit is no addition to 
her wit, nor no great argument of her -follys for | 
will be horribly in love with her, 1 may chance have 
fome odd quirks and remains of wit broken on me , be- 
caufe I have rail’d fo long againft marriage: but doth not 
che appetite alter? a man loves the meat in his youth, that 
he cannot endure in his age. Shall quips and tentences, 
and thefe paper-bullets of the brain awe a man from 
the career of his humour? No, the world muft bepeo- 

pled. When! faid I would dyea batchellor, I did not 
think I fhould live till ] were married: here comes Bea- 
trice: by this day fhe’s a fair Lady, 1 do {py fome marks 
of love in her. 


Enter Beatrice. 


Beat, Againft my will I am fent to bid you come in to 
dinner. 

Ben. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for thole thanks, than you 
take pains to thank me; if it had been painful 1 would not 
have come. 

Ben. You take pleafure then in the meffage. . 

Beat. Yea, juk fo much as you may take upona knives 
point, and choak a Daw withal : you bave no ftomach Sig- 
nior, fare you well. Exit. 

Ben. Ha, againt my will Lam fent to bid you come in 
to dinner: there’sa double meaning in that : I took no 
more pains for thofe thanks, than you took pains to thank 
me; that’s as much asto fay, any pains thae I rake for you 
is as eafie as thanks: if I donort take pity of her, Lam a 
Villain ; if 1 donot love her, Iam a Few: I wil go pet 
her picture. i 





Atus Tertius. 


Enter Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret and Ur ula, 


Hero, Good Margaret run thee to the parlour, 
There fhalt thou find my Coufin Beatrice 
Propofing with the Prince and Claudio, 
Whifper her ear, and tell her fand Urfula 
Walk inthe Orchard, and our whole difcourfe 
Isall of her; fay that thou over-heardft us, 
And bid her ftealinto the pleached bower, 
Where honey -fuckles ripened by the fun 
Forbid the Sun to enter: like Favourites 
Made prond by Princes, that advance their pride 
Againft that puwer that bred it, there will the hide her, 
To ].ften to our purpofe, this is thy office, 
Bear thee wellin ic, and leave us alone. 
Marg. Vle make her come ! warrant prefently. 
Hero. Now Urfula when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our talk muft onely be of Benedick 
When I do name him, let it be thy pare 
To praife him more than ever man did merit, 
My talk to thee muft be how Benedick 
Is fick in love with Beatrice : of this matter 
Islittle Cupids crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hear-fay: now begin. 


Ext. 


Enter Beatrice. 


For look where Beatrice like a Lapwing .runs 
Clofe by the ground, to hear our conference. 
Urf. The pleafant’& angling is to fee the fh 
Cut with her golden oars the filver ftream, 
And greedily deveur the treacherous bait: 
So angle we for Beatrice, who even now, 
is couched in the woodbine coverture, 
Fear you not my part of the Dialogue. | 
Her. Then go we near her that her ear tofe nothing | 
Of tne falfe {weet bait that we lay for it: 
No truly Ur/ula, fhe is too difdainful, 
I know her ipirits are as coy and wild, 
As Haggerds of-the rock. 
Urf. But are you fure, 
That Benedick loves Beatrice fo intirely ? 
Her. So fayes the Prince, and my new trothed Lord. 
Urf. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam ? 
Her, They did intreac me co acquaint her of it, 
But I perf{waded them, if they lov’d Bentasck, 
To with him wraftle with affe&tion , 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
Urf. Why did you fo, doth not the Gentleman 
Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice fhall couch upon ? 
Hero. O God of love! I know he doth deferve, 
As much as may be yielded to a man ; 
But nature never fram’d a womans heart, 
Of prouder fluff then tbat of Beatrice : 
Difdain and Scorn ride {parkling in her eye, 
Mif-prizing what they look on, and her wit 
Values it felffo highly, that to her 
All matter elfe feems weak : fhe cannot love, 
Nor take no fhape nor project of affection ; 
She is fo felf indeared. 
Urf. Sure 1 chink fo, 
And therefore cestainly it were not good 
She knew his love, left the make fport at ir. 
Hero. Why you {peak truth, | never yet faw man, 
How wife, how noble, young, how rarely feacur’d. 
But (he would fpell him backward: if fair-fac’d, 


She 
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She would {wear the gentleman fhould be her fifter: 
| If black, why Nature drawing ofan antick, 
Made a foul blot :.if tall, a launce ill-headed : 
Iflow, anagot very vildly cut: 
\f fpeaking, why a vane blown with all winds, 
If tent, why a block moved with none. 
So turns fhe every man the wrong fide out, 
| And never gives to truth and Vertue that 
Which fimplenefs.and merit purchafeth. 
Urf. Sure, fure,fuch carping is not commendable. 
Hero, No, not to be fo odd, and from all fafhions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 
But who dare tell ber fo? iff fhould {peak, 
She would mock me intoair, O fhe would laugh me 
Out of my felf, prefs me to death with wit, 
Therefore let Benedick like covered fire, 
Confume away in fighs, waft inwardly: 
Ic were a bitter death, to die with mocks, 
Which is as bad as die with tickling, 
Urf. Xer tell her of it , hear what fhe will fay, 
Her. No, rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counfel him to fight againft his paflion, 
And truly Ile devife fome honeft flanders , 
To ftain my coufin with : one doth not know, 
‘How much an ill word may impoifon liking. 
Urf, O do not do your coufin fuch a wrong. 
She cannot be fo much. without true judgment , 
.\ Having fo fwift and excellent a wit 
As fhe is priz’d to have, as to refufe 
So rare a Gentleman as fignior Benedick. 
Her. He is the only man of Jealy, 
Alwaies excepted, my dear (lendio. 
_ Urf. i pray you be not aogry with me, Madam, 
Speaking roy fancy : Signior Benedick, 
For fhape, for bearing, argument and valour 
Goes formoftin report through Italy. 
Her, Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
Urf. His excellence did earn it ere he had it: 
When are you married Madam ¢ 
| Her. Why every day to morrow, come go in, 
{Ile thew thee fome attires, and have thy counfel, 
Which is the bef to furnifh me to morrow. 
Urf. She’s tane i warrant you, 
We have caught her Madam ? 
Hero, \f it prove fo, then loving goes by haps, 
Some Cupids kill with arrows, fome with traps. Exit. 
Beat. What fire is in my ears? can this be true ? 
Stand I'condemn’d for pride and {corn fo much ? 
Contempt, farwell, and maiden pride, adieu , 
No glory lives behind the back offuch, 
And Benedick, love on, I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart-to thy loving hand : 
If thou dos’t love, my kindnefs fhall incite thee 
To bind our loves up ina holy band. 
For others fay thou doft deferve, and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. Exit. 
Enter Prince, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato, 

Prince. | do but ftay till your ‘marriage be confum- 
mate, and then I gotoward Arragon. 

a Vle brisg you thither my Lord, if you’l vouch- 
afe me. 

‘Prim Nay, that would be as great a foil in the new 
glofs of your marriage, as to fhew achild his new coat 
and forbid’ him to wear it, I will onely -be bold with 
Benedick, for his company ; for from the crown of his 
head, to the fole ot his foot, he is all mitth, he hath twice 
cr thrice cut Cupids bow ftring, and the little hang-man 
dare not fhoot at him, he hatha heart as found asa bell, 
and the tongue is the clapper; for what his heart thinks, 
his tongue fpeaks. 

Ben. Gallants, 1 am not as I have been, 

Leo. So fay I; methinks you are fadder. 

Clan, 1 hope he be in love. 


Much ado about Nothing. 


_ Prin, Hang him truant, there’s no true drop of blood 
in him to be truly roucht with love ; ifhe be fad, he wants 
Money. 

Ben, I have the tooth-ach. 

Prsz. Draw it. 

Ben, Hang it. 

Clau. You muft hang it firft, and draw it afterwards. 

Prin, What? figh for the tooth-ach. | 

Leon. Where is but a humour. or a worm. 

Ben. Well, every one cannot mafter a grief, but he 
that hasir. 
Clan. Yet fay I, heis inlove. 

Prin. There is no appearance of fancy in him, unlefs 
it bea fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes , as to he a 
Dutchman to day, a Frenchman to morrow: unlefs he 
have a fancy to this foolery, asit appears he hath, he| 
ar fool for fancy, as you would have it to appear 

eis. 

Clan. If he be not in love with fome woman, there is 
no believing old figns, a brufhes his hat a mornings; 
What fhould that bode ? 

Prin, Hath any man feen him at the Barbers ? 

Clan, No, but the Barbers man hath been feen with | 
him, and the old ornament of his cheek hath already 
ftuft tennis balls. | 

Leon. Indeed he looks younger than he did, by the lofs ¢ 
of a beard. 

Prin, Nay a rubs himfelf with Civit, can -you fmell 


+ him out by that? 


| Clan. That’s as much as to fay, the fweet youth’s in 
ove. 

Prin, The greateft note of it is his melancholy: 

Clan. And when was he wont to wath his face? | 

Prin, Yea, or to paint himfelf? for the which I hear 
what they fay of him. 

Clan. Nay, but his jefting fpirit, which is now crept 
into alute-ftring. and now govern’d by ftops 

‘Prin Indeed that tells a heavy talefor him : conclude, $ 
he is in love. | 

Clan. Nay, but! know who loves him, i 

Prin. That would I know too, | watrant one that | 
knows himnot. ! 

Claw. Yes ,and his ill conditionsy and in defpight of } 
all dies for him. : 

Prin. She fhall be buried with her face upwards. 

Ben. Yet is thisno charm for the tooth-ake, old fig- | 
nior walk afidé with me,I have ftudied eight or nine | 
wife words to {peak to you , which thefe hobby-horfes 
muft not hear: } 

Prin, For my life to break with him about Beatrice. | 

Clay, Tis even fo, Hero and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice, and then the two Bears § 
will not bite one another when they meet. 


Enter Fohn the Baftard. 

Baf. My Lord and brother, God fave you. 

Prin, Good den brother. 

Baft. 1f your lefure ferv’d, I would {peak with you. 

Prin. in private? 

Baf. If it pleafe you; yet Count Clandio may hear ;} 
for what I would fpeak of, concerns him. 

Prin, What’s the matter ? 

Bafle Means your Lordfhip to be married to mor 
row ? 

Prix, You know he does. 

Bafi. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 

Clan. If there be any impcdiment, I pray you difco-| 
ver it. 

Baft. You may think I love you not, let that appear} 
hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now will ma- 


| nifeft ; for my brother (i think, he holds you well, and in. 


dearnefs of heart) hath holp to effe€t your enfuing | 
marriage: furely fute ill fpent, and labour ill beftowed. 
Prin. Why, whats the matter ? ; 


Baft . 
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aft. 
ions ( for fhe hath been too long a talking of ) the 
Lady is difloyal. 

Clau. Who? Hero? 

Baf. Even the, Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, every mans 
Hero, 

Clas. Difloyal ? a , 

Bajt. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
nels ; Lcould fay fhe were worle : shink you of a worfe 
title, and I will fit her toit: wonder not till further war- 
rant: go but with me to night, you fhall fee her cham- 
ber window entred, even the night before her weddiog- 
day, if you love her, then to morrow wed her : but ıt 
would berter fit your Honour to change your mind. 

Clan.:‘May this be fo ? 

Prin, 1 will.not think tt. 

Bat. if you dare not truft that you fee, confefs not 
that you know : if you will follow me, I will fhew you 
enough ; and when you have feen more, and heard more, 
proceed accordingly. 

Clau. 1f I fee any thing to night why I fhould not mar- 
ryher to morrow in the congregation where | fhould wed, 
there will I fhame her. _ 

Prin. Andas | wooed for thee to obtain her, I will join 
with thee co difgrace her. bi ) 

|- Baf. Iwill difparage her nofarther, till you are my wit- 
nefles; bear it coldly but till night, and let the ifue fhew 
it felf. ’ 

Prin. O day untowardly turned. 

Clan. O milchief ftrangely thwarting! = 

Baft. O plague right well prevented! fo will you fay 
| when you have feen the fequel. Exennt, 

Enter Dogbery and his compartner, with the Watch. 

Dog. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or ele it were pity but they fhould fuffer 
falvation body and foul. ` 

Dog. Nay, that were punifhment too good for them, if 
they fhould have any allegiance in them, being chofen for 
the Princes Watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge neighbour Dog- 
ber}. 
Dos. Firft, Who think you the moft difartlefs man to 

be Conftable ? 

Watch. 3. Hugh Otecake, fir,or George Seacole; for they 
can write and read. 

Dog. Come -hither Neighbour Seacole, God hath 
bleft you with a good Name , to bea well-favoured man, 
is the gift of Fortune, but to write and read comes by 
Nature, 

VV atch. 2. Both which Mafter Conftable 

Dog. You have: 1 knew it would be your anfwer: 
well, for your favour fir, why give God thanks, and make 
na boaft of it; and for your writing and reading, let that 

! appear when there is'no need of fuch vanity: you are 
thought hereto be the moft fenflefs and fit man for the 
| Conftable of the Watch ; therefore bear you the Lan- 
thorn ; this is your charge: You fhall comprehend al! 
vaprom men, you are to bid any man ftand in the Princes 
name. i : 
VVatch.2 How ifa willnot ftand ? ` 

Dog. Why then take no note of him, but let him go, 
and prefently call the rett of the Watch together , and 
thank God yoo are rid of aknave. | 

Verg. 1f he will not Rand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the Princes tubje&s. l 3 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with-none but the 
Princes fubjeéts : you fhall alfo, make no noife in the freets: 

for, for rhe Warch to babble and ralk, is moft tollerable, 
and not to be endured. ey 

VVatch. We will rather fleep than talk; we know what 
belongs to a Watch. An 

Dog. Why you fpeak like an ancient and mof quiet 
Watchman, for I cannot {ce how fleeping fhould offend ; 

only have a care that your bills „be not ftoln:, well, you 


Much ado about Nothing. 


i came hither to tell you, and circumftances f are to callat all the Alchoufes, and bid them that are drunk 
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pec them to bed. 

VV atch. How if they will not ? 

Dog. Why chen let them alone till they are fober , if 
they make you not then the berter anfwer, you may fay 
they are not the men you took them for. 

VVareh, Well fir. | 

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may fufpeéthim hy ver 
tuc o! your office, to beno true man ; and for fuch kir 
of men, the lefs you meddle or make with them, why r.. 
more is for youc honefty. 

VVatch if we know himtobe a thief, thall we not lay 
hands on him ? l 

Dog. Truly by your office you may; but | think they that 
touch pitch will be defil’d : the moft peaceable way for you, 
if you do take a thief, is, ro lec him fhew himfelf whar he 
is, and feat out ot his company. 

Verg. You have been alwayscall’d a merciful man. part. 
ner, 

Dog. Truly I would not hang a dog by my. will, much 
more a man who hath any honefty in him. 

Verges. If you hear a child cey in the night, you muft 
call ro the Nurfe, and bid her Rill it. 

(ct How if the Nurfe be afleep, and will not hear 
us 

Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let the child wake 
her with crying: for the Ewe that will not hear her 
Lamb when it baes, will never anfwer a Calf when it 
bleats, 

Verges. "Tis very true. 

Dog. This isthe end of thecharge> you Confteble are 
toprefent the Princes own perfon, if you meet the Prince 
in the night, you may ftay him. 

Verges. Ny birlady that 1 think T cannot. 

Dog. Five fhillings to one on’t with any man that knows 
the Statutes, he may Ray him, marry noc wichour rhe 
Prince be willing : for indeed the Watch ought to offend 
no ma and it is an offence to flay a man againft his | 
will. 

Verges. Birlady | think it be fo. 

Dog. Ha, ah, ha, well mafters good night, and there be 
any matter of weight chances,call up me,keep your fellows 
counfel, and your own, and good night, come Neigh- 
bour, 

VVetch, VVell mafters, we hear our charge, let us go 
fic here upon the Church bench till two, and then all co 
bed. 

Dog. One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray you 
watch about Signior Leonaro’s door, for the wedding be- 
ing there co morrow, there is a great coilco night, adieu, 
be vigilant I befeech you. Exennt. 

Enter Borachio and Conrade. 

Bor. VVhat, Conrade ? 

Watch. Peace, ftir not. 

Bor, Conrade\ fay. 

Con. Here man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bor Mals and my elbow itcht,  chought there would a 
(cab follow. 
© Con. I will owe thee an anfwer for that, and now fot- 
ward with thy tale. 

Bor. Stand theeclofe thenunder this Pent-houfs, for it 
drizles rain, and 1 will, like a true drunkard, uster alf to 
thee. 

Watch. Some treafon mafters, yee Rand clofe. 

Bor. Therefore know, I have earned of Don Fokn a thou- | 
fand Ducats. - 

Con, \sit poffible that any villany fhould be fo dear ? 

Bor. Thou fhouldf@t rather ask if it were poflidle any vil- 
lany fhould be fo rich? for when rich villains have need of 
poor ones, poor ones may make what price they will. 

Con. | wonder atit. 

Bor. That fhews thou art unconfirm’d, thou knoweft 
that the fafhion of a doublet,or a hat, or acloak,is nothing 
toa Men 

al Cex 
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Con. Yes, itis apparel. 

Bor. I mean the fafhion: s 

Con. Yes the fathion is the fafhion. | 

Bor. Tuth, I may as well fay the fool’s the fool, but 
feeft thou not what a deformed thief this fafhion is ¢ 


Watch. | know that deformed, a has beena vile thief 


this feven years, a goes up and down like a Gentleman: 
I remember his name. 

Bor. Did’ft thou not hear fomebody ? 

Con. No, twas the vane on the houfe. 

Bor. Seeft thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thief 
this fathion is, how giddily a turns about al] the Hot- 
bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty, fometimes 
fafhioning them like Pharoesfoldiers inthe rechie painting, 
fometimes like god-Bell’s priefts in the old Church window, 
fometime like the fhaven Hercules in the fmircht worm- 
eatantapeftry, where hisCod-piece feems as maffie as his 
club. 

Con. AllthisI fee, and fee that the fafhion wears out 
more apparel than the man; but art not thou thy felf gid- 
dy with che fafhion too, that thou haft fhifted out of thy 
tale into telling me of the fafhion? 

Bor, Not fo neither, but know that I have to night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; fhe leans me out at her miftrefs chamber 
window, bids me a thoufand times good night: I tel] this 
tale vildly: I fhould firft tell thee how the Prince Claudio, 
and my Mafter planted, and placed, and poflefled by my 
Mafter Don Fobn, faw afar off inthe Orchard this amiable 
encounter. 

Con. And thought thy Margaret was Hero ? 

Bor. Two of them did, the Prince and Clasdio, but the 
devil my Mafter knew fhe was Margaret, and partly by 
his oaths which firft pofleft them, partly by the dark night 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, 
which did confirmany flander that Don John had made, 


Much ado about Notbing. 


Mar. By my troth’s bute a Night-Gown in r 
yours, cloth a gold and cuts, and ladd with filver, ka wil 
pearls down: fleeves, fide-fleeves, and skirts, round, under- 
born with a blewith tinfel, but for a fine gueint graceful 
and excellent fafhion, yours is Worth tenon’t, 

Hero, God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is ex- 
ceeding heavy. 

Marg. Twill be heavier foon, by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not afham’d2 

Marg. Of what Lady? of {peaking honourably? is 
not marriage honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord 


honourable without marriage? I think you would have 


me fay, faving your reverence a husband : and bad think. 
ing do not wreft true fpeaking, Ile offend no body, is there | 
any harm in the heavier fora husband? none I think,and | 
it be the right husband, and the right wife, otherwife ’tis 
light and not heavy, ask my Lady Beatrice elfe, here the 
comes. j 
Enter Beatrice. 
Hero. Good morrow Coze. 
Beat. Good morrow fweet Hero. i 
Hero, Why how now? do you {peak in the fick tune ? } 
Beat. Tam out of all other tne methinks. ! 
Mar. Claps into Light a love, (that goes without a 
burden, ) do you fing it, and Ile dance ic. | 
Beat. Ye light alove with your heels, then if your 
Eon have ftables enough, you’! look he fhall lack no 
arns, 
y ar O illegitimate confiruction! I fcorn that with my | 
eels. 
Beat. ’Tisalmoft five a clock coufin, *tis time you were j 
ready, by my troth Iam exceeding il], hey ho. 7 
Mar. For ahauk, ahorfe, ora husband ? 
Beat. For the letter that begins them al}, H. | 
Mar. Well, and you be not turn’d Turk, there’s no 


away went Claudio enraged, fwore he would meet her as] more failing by the ftar. 


he was appointed next morning at the Temple, and there. 
before the whole Congregation fhame her with what he 


Beat. What means the fool trow ? 
Mar. Nothing !,but God fend every one their hearts de-! 


faw o’re night, and fend her home again without a Hus- | fire. 


band. 

Watch. 1. We charge youin the Princes name ftand. 

Watch. 2. Call upthe right mafter Conftable, we have 
here recovered the moft dangerous piece of lechery that 
ever was known in a Common-wealth. 

Watch. 1. Andone Deformed is one of them, I know 
him, a wears a lock. 

Con. Mafters, mafters. 

Watch. 2. You'l be made bring Deformed forth I war- 
rant you. 

Con. Mafters, never fpeak, we charge you, let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bor. Weare like to prove a goodly commodity,being ta- 
ken up of thefe mens bills. 

Con. A commodity in queftionI warrrant you, come 
wel obey you. Exeunt. 

Enter Hero, and Margaret, and Urfula. 

Hero. Good Urfula wake my Couwlin Beatrice, and de- 
fire her to rife. 

Urfu. Ywill Lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urf. Well. . 

Mar. 'Troth, Ithink your other rebato were better. 5 

Hero. Nopray thee good Meg [le wear this. 

Mar. By my troth’s not fo good, and 1 warrant your 
Coufin will fay fo. 

Hero. My Coufin’sa fool, and thou art another, [le 
wear none but this. 

Mar. | like the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
were a thought browner: and your Gown's a moft rare 
fafhion ifaith, Ifaw thedutchefsof Adiiains Gown, that 
they praife fo. i 

Hero. O that exceeds they fay. 


Hero. .Thefe gloves the Count fent me, they are an ex- | 


cellent perfume. 


Beat. I am ftuft Coufin, I cannot fmell. : | 
Mer. A maidand ftuft ! there’sa goodly catching of} 


cold. 


Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long have | 
you profeft apprehenfion ? . 

Mar. Ever fince you left it; dothnot my wit become $ 
me rarely ? 

Beat. It isnot feen enough, you fhould wear itin your § 
cap, by my troth I am fick. 

Mar. Get you fome of this diftitl'd carduus beneditus, 
and lay it to your heart, it is the only thing for a qualm. $ 

Hero. ‘There thou prick’ft her with a thifsle. 3 

Beat. Benedictus, why benediffus ? you have fome moral | 
in this benediéfus. : 

Mar. Moral ? no by my troth, Ihave no moral mean- į 
ing, 1 meant plain holy thifsle, you may think perchance } 
that] think you are in love, nay birlady I am not fuch a ; 
fool to think what 1 lift nor Ilift not to think what I can, 
nor indeed I cannot think, if I would think my heart out 
of thinking, that you are in love, orthat you will be in 
love, or that you can be in love: yet Benedick was fuch 
another, and now ishe become a man, he fwore he would 
never marry, and yet nowindefpight of his beart he eats 
his meat without grudging, and how you may be convert- 
ed I know not,but methinks you look with your eyes as 
other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this thy tongue keeps? 

Mar. Not a falfe gallop. 

Enter Urfula. 

Urf; Madam, withdraw, the Prince, the Count, fignior 
Benedick, Don ‘fobn, and allthe gallants of the town are 
come to fetch youto Church. Hero, 
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Hero. Help to dre. me good coze, good Azcg, good 
= Enter. Leonata, and the Conftable and 
the Headborough. 
Leonata. What would you with me, honeft neigh- 
ir? 
| Dog. Marty. fir 1 would have fome confidence 
with you,that decerns you nearly. n i 

Leon. Brief I pray you, for you fee ‘tis a bufie time 
with me, — 

Conjt. Dog. Marry this it ts firs 

Headb. Yesin truth it is fir. 

Leon. Whatis it my good friends ? i 

Conft. Dog. Goodman Verges fit {peaks a little of the 
matter, an old manfir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as 
God help, { would defire they were, but in faith honelt as 
the skin between his brows. 

Headb. Yes 1 thank God, Iam as honeft as any man 
living, that isan old man, and no honefter thank 

Conft. Dog. Compatifonsare odorous, palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. ' 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious: 

Conf. Dog. It pleafes your worfhipto fay fo, but we are 
the poor Dukes Officers, but truly for mine own part, if I 
were as tedious asa King, | could find in my heart co be- 
ftow it allof your worfhip. 

Leon, All thy cedioufnefs on me, ah ? 

Conft. Dog. Yea, and ’twere a thoufand times more than 
ris, for I hear aṣ good exclamation on your Worthip as of 
any man inthe City, and tho 1 be but a poor man, Iam 
glad to hear it, 

Headb. And foam. 

Leon. 1 would fain know what you have to fay. 

Headb. Marry fir, our watch to night, excepting your 
worfhips prefence, have tane a couple of as arrant knaves, 
asany in Meffina. 

Conft. Dog. A good ald man fir, he ‘will be talking as 
they fay, when theage is in, the wicis out, God help us; 
it isa world to fee: well faid yfaith neighbour Verges, 
well, God's a good man, and two men rides an horfe, 
one mutt ride behind, anhoneft foul yfaith fir, by my troth 
he is, as ever broke bread, but God isto be worthipt, all men 
are not alike, alas good neighbour. | 

Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too fhort of you. 

Conft. Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. 1 muft leave you. ) 

Conft. Dog. One word fir, our watch have indeed com- 
prehended twoafpitious perfons, and we would have them 
this morning examined before your worfhip. 

. Leon. Take their examination your felf, and bring it me, 
Iam now in great haft, asmay appear unto you. 

Conft. It fhall be fufigance. L Exit. 

Leon. Drink fome wine ere you go: fare you well. 

Mef. My Lord, they ftay for you to give your daughter 
to her husband. 

Leon. Me wait upon them. Lam ready. 

Dough. Go good partner, go get vouto Francis Seecoale, 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the Goal, we are now 
to examine thofe men. 

Verges. And we muft do it wifely. r 

Dough. We will fpare for no wit I warrant you ; here's 
that fhall drive fome of them to a non-come, only get the 
learned writer to fet down our excommunication, and 
meet me at the Goal. Exeunt. 
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Attus Quartus. ` 


Enter Prince, Baflard, Leonata, Frier, . Claudio, Benedick, 
Here, and Beatrice. 


Leon. Come Frier Francis, be brief, only to the plain 
form of marriage, and you fhall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. 


T 





Mauch ado about Nothing. 
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Fran. Youcome hither my Lord to marry this Lady. 

Claus No. 

Leon. To be married to lier, Frier, you come to mar- 
ry her. 

Frier. Lady, you come hither to be married to this 
Count. 

Hero. I do. 

Frier. if either of you know any inward impediment 
why you fhould not be conjoined, Í charge you on your 
fouls to utter it. 

Clau. Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero. None my Lord. 

Frier. Know you any, Count? 

Zeon. 1 dare make his anfwer. None, 

Clau. O what men dare do ! what men maydo! what 
mendaily do ! 

Ben. How now! interjections? why then, fome be of 
laughing, as ha, ha, he 

Clau. Stand thee by Frier: father by your leave, 

Will you with this freeand uncohftrained foul 
Give me this maid your daughrer ? 

Leon. As freely fon, as God did give her me. 

Clan, And whathavelto give you back whofe worth 
May counterpoife this rich and precious gift ? 

Prin. Nothing, unlefs you render her again. 

Clau. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankfulneG - 
There Leonata, take her back again, 

Give not this fotten Orange to your friend, 
She’s but the fign and femblance of herhonour : 
Behold how like a maid fhe bluthes here ! 
O what authority and thew of truth 
Can cunning fin cover it felf withal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modeft evidence, 
To witnefs fimple Vertue? would you not fweat 
All you that fee her, that fhe were a maid, 
By thefe exteriour fhews ? But fheis none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 
Her blufh is guiltinefs, not modefty. 
Leon. What do you mean, my Lord? 
Clau. Not tobe married, 
Not knit my foul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear ny Lord, if you in your own proof, 
Have vanquifht the refiftance of your youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity ( her 

Clau. I know what you would fay: if T have known 
You will fay, fhe did imbrace me as a husband, 

And to extenuate the forehand fin: No Leonato, 
[ never tempted her with word too large; 

But as a brother to his fiter, hewed 

Bafhfil finceritv and comely love. 

Hero. And feem’d lever otherwife to you? 

Clau. Out on thee feeming, I will write againft ic, 
You feem to meas Diana in her Orb, 

As chaft asis the bud ere it be blown : 

But you are more intemperate in your blood, 
Than Venus, or thofe pamper’d animals, 
That rage in favage fenfuality. 

Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth {peak fo wide ? 

Leron. Sweet Prince, why {peak not you ? 

Prin. What fhould I {peak ¢ 
I ftand difhonour’d that have gone about, 

To link my dear friend to a common ftale. 

Leon. Are thefethings fpoken, or do I but dream ? 

Baft. Sir they are fpoken, and thefe thingsare true, 

Ben. Thislooks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True! OGod:! 

Claus Leonatc, ftand there? 

Isthis che Prince ? is this che Princes brother ? 
Is this face Heroes >? are our eyes our own ? 

Leon. All thisis fo, but what of this my Lord ? 

Clau. Let mebuc move one queftion co your daughter, 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, 

That vou have in her, bid her anfwer truly. 

Leon. 1 charge thee todo as thou art my child 
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Hero. O God defend me, how am } befet ! 
What kind of catechizing call you this? 
Lzon. To make you anfwer truly to yourname, 
Hero. Is it not Hero? who can blot that name 
With any juft reproach ? 
Glau. Marry that can Hero, 
Hero it felf can blot out-Hero’s vertue. 
What a man was he, talke with yon yefternight; 
Qut at your Window betwixt twelve and one? 
Now if you area Maid, anfwer to this. 
Hero. I talkt with no man at that hour, my Lord. 
Prin. Why then you are no maiden. Leonata, 
Lam forry you muft hear : upon mine honour, 
My felf, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did fee her, hear her,at that hour laft night, 
Talk with a rufhan at her.chamber window, 
Who hath indeed moft like a liberal villain 
Confeft the vile encounters they have had 
A thoufand times in fecret. 
fohn, Fie, fie, they are not tobe named my Lord, 
Not to be fpoken of, 
There is not chaftity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them: thus pretty Lad 
Jam forry forthy much mifgovernment. 
Claud, O Hero! what a Hero hadft thou been, 
If halfthy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts and counfels of thy heart? - 
But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair, farewell 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity, 
For thee Ple lock up all the gatesof Love, 
And on my eyclids fhall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never fhall it more be gracious. 
Lecn. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me ? 
Bea. Why how now coufin, wherefore fink you down ? 
Baft. Come, let us go: thefe things come thus to light, 
Smother her fpirits up. 
Ben. How doththe Lady ? 
Beat. Dead I think, help Uncle, 
Hero, Why Hero, Uncle, Signior Benedick, Frier. 
Leon. O Fate! take not away thy heavy hand, 
Death is the faireft cover for her fhame 
‘That may be witht for. . 
Beat. How now coufin Hero? 
Fri. Have comfort Lady. 
Leo. Doft thou look up? 
Fri. Yea, wherefore fhould fhe not ? 
Leo. Wherefore? Why doth not every earthly thing 
Cry fhame uponher ? Could fhe here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her blood è 
Do not live Hero, do not ope thine eyes : 
For did I think thou would’ft not quickly die, 
Thought Ithy fpirits were ftronger than thy fhame’s 
My felf would on the rearward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev’d 1, I had but one ? 
Chid I, for thatat frugal natures frame? 
{One too much by thee : why had I one ? 
Why ever was't thou lovely in my eyes ? 
Why had I not with charitable hand 
Took up a beggars iffue at my gate’s. 
Whofmeer’d thus, and mtr’d with infamy, 
I mighthave faid, no partof it ismine: 
This fhame derives ir. {elf from unknown loins, 
But mine, and mine Ilov’d, and mine I prais'd, 
And mine that I was proud on, mine fo much, 
That I my felf, wasto my felf not mine : 
Valuing of her, why fhe, O fhe is fal’n 
Into a pit of Ink, thar the wide fea 
Hath drops toofew, to wafhher clean again, 
And falt toolittle, which may feafon give | 
To her foul tainted fiefh. 
Ben- Sir, fir,be patients for my part, Iam fo attired 
in wonder, I know not what to fay. 
Beat. Oon my foul my coufin is belied. 
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Ben. Lady were yon her bedfellow laft night? 

Bea. Notruly: not; although until Jatt night, 
L have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow, 

Leon. Confirm’d,. confirm’d, O that is ftronger made 
Which was before barr’d u p with ribs-of iron. 
Would the Prince lie, and Claudio would he lie 
Who lov’d her fo, that fpeaking of her foulnefs, 
Wath’d it with tears 2 Hence from her, let her die. 

Fri, Hear me a_little, for 1 have only been filent fo 
long, and given way unto thiscourfe of fortune, by no- 
ting of the Lady, Ihave mark’d 
A thoufand blufhing apparitions, 

To ftart inher face, a thoufand innocent fhame’s 
In Angel whitenefs bear away thofe bluthes, 
And inher eye there hath appear’da fire 
"To burn the errors that thefe Princes ho!d 
Againft her maiden trnth. Call mea fool, 
Truft not my reading, nor my obfervations, 
Which with experimental feal doth warrant 
The tenure of my book : truft not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor dignity, 

If this {weet Ladv lie not guiltlefs here, 
Under fome biting error. 

Leon. Frier, it cannot be; 

Thou feeft chat all the Grace that fhe hath left, 
Is, that fhe will not add to her damnation 

A finof peryury, fhe not denies it: 

Why feek’ft thou then to cover with excufe, 
That which appears in proper nakednef 2 

Fri. Lady, what manis he you are accus’d of ? 

Hero. They know that do accufe me, 1 know none: 
if | know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modefty doth warrant, 
Letall my fins lack mercy. O my Father, 

Prove you that any man with me converf, 

Athour’s unmeet, or that [yefternight 

Maintain’d the changeof words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torture metodeath. ` 

Fri. ‘There is fome ftrange mifprifion in the Prince. 

Ben. ‘Two of them have the very bent of honor, 
And if their Wifdom’s be mifled in this, 

The practife of ir lives in Fobz the baftard, 

Whofe fpirits toil in frame of villanies. l 
Leon. 1 know not: if they fpeak but truth of her, 
Thefe hands fhall tear her : If they wrong her honor, 
The proudeft of them thal] well hear it. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this blood of mine, 

Nor age fo-eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means, 

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends, 

But they thall find awaked in fircha kind, 

Both ftrengch of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them. thoroughly. 

Fri. Paufe a while, 

And let my counfel fway you in this cafe, 

Your daughter here the Princefs (left for dead) 

Let hera while be fecretly kept in, 

And publith it that the is dead indeed: 

Maintain a mourning oftentation, 

And on your Families old monument, 

Hang mournful Epitaph’s, and do all rites, 

That appertain unto a burial. 
Leon. What fhall become of this? What vvill this do? 
Fri. Marry this vvell carried, fhal! on her behalf, 
Change flander to remorfe, that is fome good : 

But not for that dream Ion this ftrange courfe, 

But on this travel look for greater birth : 
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She dying, as it muft be fo maintain’d, 
Upon the inftant that fhe vvas accus’d, 
Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus’d 
Of every hearer : for fo it falls out, 
That vvhat vve have, vve prize not to the worth, 
Whiles vve enjoy ic; but being lack’d and loft, 
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Why then we rack the value, then we find’ » 
The virtue that pofleffion would not fhew us 
Whiles ic was ours ; fo will it fare with Claudio : 
When he fhall hear the dyed upon his words, 
Th’ Idea of her life thall fweetly creep 

Into his ftudy of imagination, 

And every lovely Organ of her life, 

Shall come apparell’d in more precions habit ! 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye aud profpect of his foul, 

Than when the liv’d indeed : then fhall he mourn, 
If ever Love had intereft in his Liver, 

And with he had not fo accufed her : 

No, tho he thought his accufation true : 
Letthis be fo, and doubt not but fuccefs 

Will fathion the event in better fhape 

Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if allaim but this be level’d falfe, 

The fuppofition of the Ladies death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 

And if it fore not well, you may conceal her, 
As beft befits her wounded Reputation, 

In fome Reclufive and Religious life, _ 

Out of alleyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Ben. Signior Leonato, let'the Frier advife you, 
And tho you know my inwardnefS and love 
Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As fecretly and juftly, as your foul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 
The fimalleft twine may lead me. 

Frier. ’Tis well confented, prefently away, 

For to ftrange fores, ftrangely they ftrain the cure: 
Come Lady, dye tolive, this Wedding-day i 
Perhaps is but prolong’d have patience and endure. Exit. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ? 

Bear. Yea,and Iwill weep a while longer. 

Bene, 1 will not defire that. 

Beat. You have no reafon, | doit freely. 

Beme. Surely { do believe your fair Confin is wrong’d. 

Beat. Ah how much might the man deferve of me that 
would right her ! É 

Bene. Is thereany way to fhew fuch friendfhip ? 

Beat. Avery even way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene. May a mandoit? 

Beat. Itis a mans office, but not yours. j 

Bene: 1 do love nothing in the world fo well as you; 1s 
not that ftrange ? 

Beat. As ftrange as the thing I know not: it were as 
poffible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as you ; but 
believe menot: and yet [ lye not: Iconfefs nothing, nor 
I deny nothing ! 1am forry for my Coufin. 

Bene. By my Sword Beatrice thou lov'it me. 

Beat. Do not {wear by it and eat it. . 

Bene. Iwill fwear by it thar you love me; and I will 
make himeat itthat fays I love not you. 

Beat. Will yon not eat your word ¢ 

Bene. With nofawce that can be deviled 
I love thee. 

Beat. Why then God forgive me. 

Bene. What offence (weet Beatrice ¢ 

Beat. You have ftayed me ina happy hour: 1 was a- 
bout to proteft [loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy hearr. 

Beat. 1 love you with fo much of my heart, thar none Is 
left to protett. =^ 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio, =i 

Bene. Ha! not for the wide World. 

' Beat: You killme to deny : farewell. 

Bene. Tarry {weet Beatrice. 

Beat. Lam gone tholam here: thereis no lovein you’ 
nay Ipray you let me go. 


toit: }] proteft 


Bene. Beatrice. 

Beat. Infaith I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends firft. i 

Beat, You dare eafier be fricnds with me, than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat, Is a not approvedin the height a Villain,that hath 
flandered, {corned , difhonoured my Kinfwoman? Othat 
[were aman! Whar, bear her in hand until they come to 
take hands, and then with publick accufacion, uncovered 
flander, unmittigated rancour ? O God that | werea man 
I would eat his hearc in the market-place, 

Bene. Hear me Beatrice. 4 
i Talk witha man out ata Window : a 
ing. 

Bene, Nay but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sweet Hero, the is wroneg'd, fhe is flandercd, fhe is 
undone. ry) 

Bene. But? - , 


Beat. Princes and Counties! furely a princely teftimo- 
ny, a goodly Count-Comfeét, a fweet Gallant furely: O 
that twere a man for his fake! or that] had any friend 
would be a man for my fake! But manhood is callie’ i n- 
to curtefies, valourinto complement, and men are only 
turned into tongue, and trim ones too : he is now zs vali- 
ant as Hercules, that only tells a lie, and fwears it : I can- 
not be a man with wifhing, therefore I will die a woman 
with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry good Beatrice, by this hand I love thce. 
gm Ufe it for my love fome other way than {igearing 

it. l 

Bene. Think you in your foul the Count Clgudio hath 
wrong'd Hero? ' j 

Beat. Yea, as fre as I have a thought or a foul. 

Bene. Enough. | am engag’d, I will challenge him, I 
will kifS your hand, and fo leave you : bythis hand Chp- 
dio fhall render me dear account: as you hear of me, fo 
think of me: go comfort your coufin, 1 mult fay fhe is 
dead, and fo farewell. -— Exemt. 
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Enter the Conftables, Borachia, and the Tiwn 
Clerk in Gowns. 


Keeper. Is our whole diflembly appeared ? 

Cowly. Oa ftool and ċnfhion tor the Sexton. 

Sexton. Which be the Malefactors ? 

Andrew. Marry that am I,and my partner. 

Cowly. Nay, that’s certain, we have the exhibition to 
examine. 

Sexton. But which arethe offenders that are to be cxa- | 
mined? let them come before Malter Conftable. | 

Kemp. Yea inatry, let chem come before me: 
your name friend ? i 

Por. Borachio. 

Kemp. Pray write down Borachio. Youts firra ? 

Conr. 1 am a Gentleman fir, and my name is Cenrade. 

Keep. VVrite down Mafter Gentleman Conrade: ma- 
fters, do yon ferve God? mafters, it is proved already 
that you are little better than falfe kinaves, andic will gu 
neer to be thought fo fhorily, how an{wer you for your 
felves ? 

Conr. Marry fir, we fay we are none. 

Kemp. & marvellous witty fellow! affure you, but | 
willgo about with him: come you hither firra, a word 
in your ear fir ; 1 fay to you, it is thought you are falfe 
knaves. . 

Bor. Sir, I fay to you, we are-none. 

Kemp. Well, ftand afide, fore God they are bothin a 
tale: have you writ down they are none ? 

Sext. Matter Conftable, you go not the sway to exa’ 
né you muft call forth the V Varch that are their accu 
ers. 

Kemp. Yea marry, that’s the efteft way, let the VVatcl. 
came forth: maftcrs, I charge you in the Princes name 
accufe thefe men. + 1. Warch 


what is | 
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ee al ee i 
Waich. 1. This man faid fir, that- Don Fohn the Princes 
her was a villian. > 
“om - Write down, Prince Fobna villain: why this is 
flat perjury, to calla Princes brother villain. 

Bor. Mafter Conftable. 
Kemp. Pray thee fellow peace 
mife thee. 

Pn Sexton. What heard you him fay elfe ? 

Watch. 2. Marry that be had received a thoufand Du- 
kars of Don. Jobn, for the accufing the Lady Hero wrong- 
fully. 

Kemp. 


¢ 


„I do not like thy look, | 


Flat Burglary as ever was committed. 

Conft. Yeaby th’mafs thatitis., 

Sexton. What elfe fellow? 

Watch. 1. And that Count Claudio did mean upon his 
words, todifgrace Hero before the whole affembly, and 

arry her: 
LO villain ! thou wilt be condemn’d into everlaft- 
ing redemption for this, 

Sexton. What elfe ? 

Watch. This is all. 

Sextoy. And this is more mafters than you can deny, 
Prince ‘fobn is this morning fecretly ftolnaway: Hero was 
‘a this manner accus’d, in this very manner refus’d, and 
upon the grief of this fuddenly died. Mafter Conftable, 
ler thefe men be bound, and brought to Leonato, I will -go 
before, and fhew him their examination. 

Cont. Come, let them be opinion’d. 

Sext. Ler them bein the hands of Coxcaymb. 



















thou naughty varler. 

Cowley, Away, you arean afs, you are an af. 

Kemp. Doft thou not fafpeét my place? doft thou not 
fufpectmy years? O that he were here to write me down 
an afs! but mafters, remember that Iamanafs : tho it be 
not written down, yet forget not that I am an afs: No 
thou yillain, chou art full of piety, as fhall be prov’d upon 
thee by good witnefs, I ama wife fellow, and which 1s 
more, an officer, and which is more, a houfholder. and 
which is more, as pretty a piece of flefh as any in Mefina, 
andone that knows theLaw, go to, and a rich fellow 
enough, go tO, ' 
that hath two gowns, and every thing handfome about 
him, bring him away ; O that | had been writ down an 
afs! Exit. 
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Actus Quintus. 


Enter Leonato and his brother. 


Brother. 1f you go on thus, you will kill your felf, 
And ’tis not wifdom thus to fecond grief, 
Againft your felf. 

Leon. | pray thee ceafethy counfel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitlefs, 
“As waterina fieve: give not me counfel, 
Nor let no comfort elfe delight mine ear, 
But fuch a-one whofe wrongs doth fute with mine. 
Bring me a father that folovd his child, 

Whofe joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine. 

And bid him fpeak of patience, 

Meafiire his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anfwer every {train for ftrain, 

As thus for thus, and fucha grief for fuch, 

In every lineament, branch, fhape, and form: 

If fuch a one will file and ftroke his beard, 

And hollow, wag, cry hem, when he fhould groan, 
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk, 
With candlewafters: bring him yet to me, 


« 


Kemp. God’s my life, where's the Sexton? let him write 
down the Princes Officers Coxcomb: come, bind them ; 


and a fellow that hath had lofles, andone. 


Much ado about Nothing. 


And I of him will gather patience: 

But there is no ftch man ; for brother, men 
Can counfel, and give comfort to that grief, 
Which they themfelves not feel, but tafting it 
Their counfel turns to paffion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 
Fetter ftrong madnefs ina filkenthread, 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 
No, no, ‘tis all mens office, to {peak patience 
To thofe that wring under the load of forrow : 
But no mans vertue nor fifficiency 

To be fó moral, when he (hall endure 

The like himfelf: therefore give meno counél, 
My griefs cry louder than advertifemenr, ` 


Brotb. ‘Therein do men from children nothing differ. 


Lep: I pray thee peace, 1 will be flefh and blood, 


For there was never yet Philofopher, 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently, 
How ever they have writ the ftile of gods, 
And made a pufh at chance and fufferance. 
Broth. Yet bend not all the harm upon your felf 
Make thofe that do offend you fuffer too. 
Leon. ‘There thou fpeak*ft reafon, nay I willdo fo 
My foul doth tell me, Hero is belied. 
And that fhall C/aud:o know, fo fhall the Prince, 
And allof them that thus difhonour her. 


Enter Prince and Claudio. 
Broth. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haftily. 
Prin. Good den, good den. 
Clau. Good day to both of you. 
Leon. Hear you my Lords ? 
Prin. We have fome hafte Leonato. 
Leo. Some hafte my Lord ! well fare you well my Lord. 
Are you fohafty now? well, all is one. 
Prin. Nav donot quarrel with us, good old man. 
Brot. lf he could right himéelf with quarrelling, 
Some of us would lye low. 
Clau. Who wrongs him ¢ 
Leon. Marry thon doft wrong me, thou diffembier thou 
Nay never lay thy hand upon thy {word, 
I fear thee not. 
Clau. Marry befhrew my hand, 
Ific fhould give your age fuch caufe of fear, 
Infaith my hand meant nothing to my fword. 
Leo. Tuth, tufh, man, never fleer and jeftat me, 
I {peak not like a dorard, nor a fool, 
As under priviledg of age to brag, 
What I have done, being young, or what would do, 
Were I notold: know Claudio tothy head, 
Thou haft (0 wrong’d my innocent Child and me, 
That! am forcedto lay my reverence by, 
And with grey hairsand bruife of many days, 
Do challenge thee ro trial of a man, 
I fay thon haf beli’d mine innacent Child, 
Thy flander hath gone throngh and throvgh her heart, 
And fhe lies buried with her anceftors : 
O ina tomb where never fcandal flept, 
Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villany. 
Clau. My villany ? 
Leon. Thine Claudio, thine | fay. 
Prin. Yon fay not rightold man. 
Leon. My Lord, my Lord, 
Ple prove it on his body if he dare, 
Defpight his nice fence, and his, active practice, 
His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood. 
Clau. Away, I will nor have to do with you. 
Leo. Canft thou fodaffe me? thou haft kill’d my child 
If thou kill’ft me boy, thou fhalt killa man. 
Bro. He fhall kill rwo of us, and menindeed, 
Burcthat’s no matter, ler him kill one firft, 
Win me and wear me, let him anfwer me, 
Come follow me boy, come fir boy ; come follow me 
sir boy, le whip you from your foyning fence, 


Nay 
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Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother. 

Bro. Contentyout (elf, God knows } lov’d my Neece ; 
And fhe is dead, flander’d to death by villains, 

That dare as well anfwer a man indeed, 
As I dare take a Serpent by the congue. 
Boys, Apes, Braggarts, Jacks, Milkfops. 

Leon. Brother Anthony. 

Brot: Hold you content, what man? f know them, yea 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoft {cruple, 
Scambling, outfacing, fafhion-mongring boys, 

That lye, and cog and flout, deprave and flander : 
Goantickly, and fhow outward hidioufnes, 

And {peak of half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemiesif they durft, 
And this is all. 

Leon. Butbrother Anthony. 

Ant. Come’tisnomatter, — č 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. l 

Pri. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your patience, 
My heart is forry for your daughters death: 

Burton my honour fhe was charg’d with nothing 
But was true, and very full of proof. 
Leos. My Lord, my Lord. 
Prince. Iwill not hear you. 
Enter Benedick. 
Leon. No! come brother away, I will be heard. 
Exeunt ambo. 

Bro: And fhall, or fome of us will {mart for it. 

Prin. See, fee, here comes the man he wentto feek, 

Clau. Now Signior, what news? 

Ben. Good day my Lord: 

Prin. Welcome Signior, you are almoft come to part 
almoft a fray. 

Clau. We had like to have had our two nofes fnapt off 
with two old men without teeth. 

Prin. Leonatoand his brother ; what thinkft thou ? had 
we fought, I doubt we fhould have been too young for 
them. 

Ben. In falfe quarrel there is notrue valour: I came to 
feek you both. 

Clau. We have been up and down to feek thee, for we 
are high proof melancholly, and would fain bave it beaten 
away: wile thou ufethy wit ¢ 

Ben. itis inmy fcabbard, fhall1 draw it ? 

Prin. Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ? 

Clau. Never any did fo, tho very many have been befide 
their wit : Iwill bid chee draw, as we do the Minftrels 
draw to pleafure us. 

Prin. As 1am an honeft man he looks pale: art thou 
fick, or angry ? 

Clas. What! Courage man: What tho care kild a 
Cat, thou haft mertle enough to kill care. 

Ben. Sir, lfhall meet your Wit in the career, and you 
charge it againftme: I pray you chufe anorher fubyeét. 

Clau. Nay then give him another ftaff, this laft was 
broke ‘crofs. 

Prin. By this light he changes more and more: I think 
he be. angry indeed. 

Clau. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Ben. Shall I fpeaka word in your ear? 

Clau. God blefs me from a challenge. 

Ben. You are a Villain, I jeft nor, I will makeit good 
how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare: 
do me right, or I will proteft your cowardife : you have 
kill’d a (weet Lady, and her death fhall fali heavy on you: 
let me hear from you. 

Clau. Weli I wil) meet you, {o I may have good cheer. 

Prin. .What a feat ? 

Claw. I faith Irhank him, he hath bid me to calves heads 
and a Capon, the which if I do not carve moft curioufiy, 
fay my knife’s naught: fhall I not finda Woodcock tco ? 

Ben. Sic, your Wit ambles well, goes eafily. 

riz. Vle cell chee how Beatrice prais’d chy Wit the 


Much ado about Notbing. 
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other day: I faid thou hadft a fine wit: 
fine little one: no, faid 1, a great wit : right fays fhe, a 
great grofs one : nay faid I, a good wit: jolt faid fhe , it 
hurts no body: nay faid 1, the Gentleman is wife: certain 
faid the,a wife Gentleman: nay faid I, he hath the tongues: 
that I believe,faid the, for he fwore a thing to me on Mon- 
day night, which he forfwore on Tuefday morning: there’s 
a double tongue, there's two tongues. Thus did fhe an 
hour together ccanf-fhape thy particular virtues, yer at laft 
pe conci with a figh, thou waft the propereft man 
n Italy. 


Claw. For the which fhe wept heartily, and faid fhe 
car’d not. 

_ Prin. Yeathat fhe did, but yet for all that, and if the 
did.not hate him deadly, fhe would love him dearly, the 
old mans daughter told us all. 

„Clan. All, all, and moreover, God faw him when he was 
hid in the garden. 

Prin. But when fhall we fet the falvage Bulls horns on 
the fenfible Benedick's head ? 

Claw. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells Benedick 
the married man. 

Bene. Fare you well, Boy, you know my mind, I wifi 
leave you now to your goffep-like humor, you break jefts 
as braggards do their blades, which God be thanked hurt 
not: my Lord, for your many courtefies] thank you, I 
muft difcontinue your company, your Brother the Baftard 
ts fled from Mefina:-you have among you, killed a 
fWeet and innocent Lady, for my Lord Lack-beard 
ng he and I fhall meet, and till then peace be with 

im. 

Prin. He is in earneft. — 

Clau. In moft profound earneft, and I’le watrant you, 
for the love of Beatrice. 

Prince. And hath challeng’d thec. 

Clas. Moft fincerely. i 

Prin. Whata pretty thing manis, when he goes in bis 
doublet and hofe,and leaves off his wit? 


true fays fhe, a 


Enter Conftable, Conftable, and Borachio. 


Clau. Heis thena Giant toan Ape, but thenis an Ape 
a Doctor to fuch a man. 

Prin. But foft you, let me fee, pluck up my heart, aad 
be fad, did he not fay my brother was fled ? 

Conft. Comeyou fir, if Juftice cannot tame you, the 
fhall ne’re weigh more reafons in her ballance, nay, and 
you be acurfing hypocrite once, you muft be looke ro. 

Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound ? Bo- 
rachio one. 

Clau. Harken after their offence, my Lord. 

Prin. Officers, what offence have thefe men done ? 

Conft. Marry fir, they have committed falfe repart, more- 
over they have fpoken untruths, fecondarily they are flan- 
ders, fixth and laftly, they have-belyed a Lady, thirdly, 
they have verified unjuft things, and to conclude, they are 
lying knaves. 

Prin. Firft Y ask thee what they have done, thirdly 
[ask thee what’s their offence, fixth and laftly why they 
are committed; and to conclude, What lay you to their 
charge? 

Clau, Rightly reafoned, and in his own divifion, and 
by my troth, there’s one meaning well fured. 

Prin. Whom have you offended mafters, that you are 
thus bound toyour anfwer? this learned Conftable is too 
cunning to be underftood, what’s yout offeice ? 

Bor. Sweet Prince, let me go no farther tomine an- 
fwer: do you hear mie, and let this Count kil! me: I 
have deceivedeven your very eyes: What your wifdoms 
could not difcover, thefe fhallow fools have brought to 
light, whoin the night heard me confefling co this man, 
how Dos fobs your brother incenfed me cto flander the La- 
dy Hero, how you were brought into the Orchard, and 
faw me court Afargares in Hero's garments, how you dif- 

grac'd 
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thing but the reward of a viliain. 


Prince. Runs not this fpeech like iron theough your 


blood ? | i 
Clau. 1 have drunk poifon whiles he utter’d it. 


Prin. Bot did my brother fet thee onto this ? 

Por. Yea, and paid me rich for the practice of ite 

Prin. He is compos’d of treachery, 

And ficd he is upon this villany. 

Clan. Sweet Hero, now thy image doth appear 
In the rare femblance that I lov’d it firft. 

Conft. Come bring away the plaintifs, by this time our 
Sexton hathinformed Signior Leonato of the matter 5 and 
maifters, do not forget to fpecifie when time and place 
fhall ferve, that} am an Afs. 

Con. 2. Here, here comes maifter Signior Leonato, and 


the Sexton too- 


Enter Leonato. 


Leon. Which is the Villain ? let me fee hiseyes, 
Thar when I note another man like bhim, 
I may avoid him : which of thefe is he ? 
Bor. If you would know your wronger, look on me. 
Leon. Art thou, art thou the flave that with thy breath 
Haft kild mine innocent child? 
Bor. Yea, even I alone. 
Leon. No, not fo Villain, thou belift thy felf; 
Here and a pair of Honourable men, 
A third is fled that bad a hand init: 
Ithank you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds, 
Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 
Clan. 1 know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet 1 muft {peak, chufe your revenge your felf, 
Impofe me to what.penance your invention 
Can lay upon my fin; yet finn’d I not, 
But in miftaking. 
Prin, By my foul nor Ig 
And yet to fatisfte this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
Thart he'i enjoin me too. 
Leon, You cannot bid my daughter live, 
That were impoffible; but! pray you both 
Poffefs the people in Afeffina here, 
How innocent fhe died , and if your love 
Can labour ovght in fad invention, 
Hang her an Epitaph upon her Tomb, 
And fing it to her bones, fing it to night : 
To morrow morning come vou to my houfe, 
And fince you could not be my fon-in-law, 
Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almoft the copy of my child that’sdead, 
And fhe alone is heir to both of us, 
Give her the right you fhould have giv’n her coufin, 
And fo dies my revenge. 
Clan. O noble fir ! 
Your overkindnefs doth wring tears from me > 
I do embrace your offer, and difpofe | 
For henceforth of poor C landio. i 
Leon. Tomorrow then 1 will expeét your coming; 
To night Itake my leave: this naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who I believe was packt in all this wrong, 
Hired toit by your brother. 
Bor. No by my foul the was not, 
Nor knew not what fhe did when fhe {peke to me, 
But always hath been juft and vertuous, 
In any thing that J do know by her. 
Con/?. Moreover fir, which indeed is not under white 
and black, this plaintif here, the offender did call me afs; 


“Mauch ado about Nothing. 


rac’d her when you fhould marry her: my villany they] I befeech you te it be remembred in his punifhment ; and 
have wpon record, which I had rather feal with my death,| alfo the Watch heard them talk of one Deformed; they 
than repeat over to my fhame; the Lady is dead uponmine| fay he wears a key in his ear, and a tock 
and my inafters falfe accufation: and briefly, 1 defire no-j and borrows money in Gods name, 











hanging by it 
the which ha Path usd 
fo long, and never paid, thar now men grow hard hearted, 
and will lend nothing for Gods fake: pray you examine 
him upon that point. 
Leon, 1 thank thee for thy care and honeft pains. 
Conf?. Your worthip {peaks like a moft thankfn! and re- 
verend youth, and | praite God for you. 
Leon. There’s for thy pains. i 
Conf. God fave the foundation. 
> Leon, Go, | diicharge thee of thy prifoner ; and I thank 
thee, 
Conf?. 1 leave an errant knave with your worfhip,which 
I befeech your worfhip to corret your felf, for the exam- 
ple of others: God keep your worlhip, I wilh your wor- 
fhip well ; God reftore you to health I bumbiy give yeu 
leave to depart ; and if a merry mecting may be with’d, 
God prohibit it , come neighbour. 
Leon. Until to morrow morning, Lords , farewel. 
Exe un. 
Brot. Farewel my Lords, we look for you to morrow. 
Prin, We will not fail. 
Clan. Tonight lle mourn with Here. 
Leon. Bring you thefe fellows on, we’l talk with Marga- 
ret, how her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 
Extunt 
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Enter Beneatck and Margaret. 


Ben, Pray thee {weet Miltrefs Margaret, deferve well at 
my hands, by helping me to the fpeech of Beatrice. 

Mar. Will you then wrire me a Sonnet in praife of my 
beauty ? 

Ben. In fo high a file Margaret, that no man living fhal? 
come over if 5 for in moft comely truth thou defervelt 
it. 

| Mar, To have no man come over me 3 why, fhall 1 al- 
ways keep below ftairs? 

Ben, Thy witisas quick as the greyhounds mouth, it 
catches, 

Mar. And yours as blunt asthe Fencers foils, which hit 
but hurt not. 

Ben. A moft manly wit Afargarer, it will not hurta wo 
man; and fol pray thee call Beatrice; | give thee the 
bucklerg: 

Mer. Give us the fwords, we have bucklers of our 
own. 

Ben. \f you ufe them Margaret, you muft put in the 
pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons for 
Maids. 

Mar. Well, F will call Beatrice to you, who 1 think 
hath legs, Exit Margartt. 

Ben. And therefore will come. The god of love thar fits 
above, and knows me, and knows me how pitiful I deferve, 
I mean in finging , but in loving, Leander the good {wim- 
mer, Troiloss the firft employer of panders, aad a whole 
book full of thefe quendam carpet-mongers, whofe names 
yet run {moothly in the even rode of a blank verfe,why they 
were never fo truly turned over, as my poor felf in love ; 
marry I cannot fhew it in rime, ] have tried, 1 can find out 
norime to Lady but bady, an innocents rime ; for fcorn, 
horn, a hard rime ;.for fchool, fool, a babling rime, very 
ominous endings , no, ] was not born under a rimiag Pla- 
net; for I cannot woo in feftival terms, 
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Enter Beatrice. 


Sweet Bearrice, wouldft thou come when IJ cali’d thee? 

Beat. Yea Signior, and depart when you hid me. 

Ben, O ftay bur till shen. 

Beat. Then, is fpoken ;fare you well now 3 and yetere 
| go, let me go with that I came, which is, with knowing 
what hath paft between you and Claudio, 

Ben. 
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Much ado about Nothing. 
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Ben. Only foul words, and thereupon 1 will kifs 
thee. . ~ 

Beat. Foul words and foul wind, and foul wind is but 
foul breath, aud foul breathis noitome, therefore I will de- 

re unkift. — 

P Ber. Thou haft frighted the word our of his right 
fence, fo forcib!eis thy wit ; but I mutt’ tell thee plainly, 
Claud o undergsesmy challenge, and either I muft fhortly 
hear from him, or 1 will fubfcribe him a coward 5 and l 
pray thee now tellme, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firk fall in love with me ? an 

Beat. For them all together, which majntain‘d fo poli- 
tick a Raze of evil, that they will not admit any good part 
to intermingle with them: but for which of my good 
parts did you firft fuffer love for me è? 

Ben. Suffer love !a good epithete, {do fuffer love indeed, 
for [love thee againft my will. 

Beat. Infpight of your heart , 1 think; alas poor heart, 
if you {pight it for my fake, L will {pight it for yours, for I 
will never love that which my friend hates, 

Ben. Thou and J are too wife ro woo peaceably: 

Beat. \c appears not inthis confeffion, there’s not one 
wife man among twenty that will praife himfelf. 

Ben. An old, an old inftance Beatrice, that liv’d in the 
time of good neighbours, if a mando nor ere&t in this age 
his own Tomb ere he dyes, he thall live no longer in 
monuments than the Bells ring, and the Widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that think you ? 

Ben. Queftion, why anhour in clamour, and a quarter 
in thewm 3 therefore it is moft expedient for the wile , if 
Don Worm (his confcience ) find no impediment to the 
contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as 1 am to 
my felf fo much for praifing my felf, who I my {clf will 
bear witne(s is praife-worthy ; nnd now tell me how doth 
your coufin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Ben. Andhow do you? 

Beat. Very ill too. 


Enter Urfula. 


Ben. Serve God, love me, and mend; there will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in hatte. 

Urf. Madam “you couft come to your Uncle , yonders 
old coil at home , it is proved my Lady Hero hath been 
falfly accus’d, the Prince and Claudio mightily abufed, and 
Don Fobn isthe authorof al!, who is flied and gone; will 
you come prefently ? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news S gnior? 

Ben. Iwill live in chy heart, dyein thy lap, and be bu- 
ried in thy eyes: and moreover I will go with chee to thy 
Unkles. ag, is ip sekcansc Exeunt. 


Enter Claudio, Prince, and three or four with Tapers. 


Clan. Isthisthe monument of Leonato ? 
Lord. Itis my Lord, Epitaph. 
Done to death by fianderous tongues, 
Was the Hero that here lics : 
Death in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which never dies - 
So the life that d’'d with fhame, 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 
Hang tkox there upon the tomb, 
Praifing ber when [ an dumb. 


(las, Now toufick found and fing your folemn hymn. 

Song. - 

Pardon godde[s of the sini 

Thofe that flew thy Virgin kmght, ` 

For tbe which with fongs of wo, ` 

R ound about her tomb they 80. 

Midnight afit onr moan, 

Help us to figh and groan. 


Heavily, heavily, 

Graves yawn and yield your dead, 
Tell death be uttered, 

Heavenly, heavenly, 


(this righr. 
Le, Now unto thy bones good night, yearly will I do 
Prin. Good morrow matters, put your torches out, 
The Wolves have prey’d, and look, the gentle day 
Beforethe wheels of Phebus, round about 
Dapples the drowfie Eaft with {pots of grey: 


Thanks to you all, and leave us, fare you well. 

Clau. Good morrow stafters, each his fevera! wey. 
. Prnf. Come let us hence, and put on other weeds, 

And then to Leonato’s we will po. 

Clan. And Hymen now with luckier iffae fpeed, 
Than this for whom we rendred up this wo. Exeznt. 
Enter Leonato, Benedick , Margaret, Gr fula, Old man, 
Frier, Here. 

Frser, Did I not tell you the wes innocent ? 
Leon, So are the Prince and Cl udio who accus’d her, 

Upon the error that you heard debated, 

But Margaret was in fome fault for this; 

Although againft ker will as it appears, 

In the true courfeof all the queftion. 

Old. Well, Iam glad that all things fort fo well, 
Bes, And fo am |, being elfe by faith enfore’d 

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well daughter, and young Gentlewomen all; 

Withdraw intoa chamber by your felves, 

And when I fend. for you, come hither mask*d : 

The Princeand Clasdio promis’d by this hour 

To vifit me; you know your office brother, 

You muft be father to your brothers daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. Exeunt Ladies, 
Old. Which l will do with confirm’d countenance. 
Ben. Frier, I muft intreat your pains, I think. 

Frier. To co what Signior ? 
Ben. To bind me, or undo me, one of them: 

Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior, 

Your Neece regards me with aneye of favour. 
Old. That eye my daughter lenther, ’tis moft true. 
Bex. And I do withan eye of love requite her. 
Leon. The fight whereof I think you had from me, 

From Clzudée and the Prince; but what's your will ? 
Ben. Your anfwer fir is enigmatical, 

But for my will, my will is, your good will 

May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 

bch fate of honourable marriage, 

In which good I fhali defire your help. 

Leon, My heart is with your liking. 
Frier. And my help. 
Enter Prince and Claudio wi:b attendants, 
Prin, Good morrow to this fair affembly. 
Leon. Good morrow Prince, good morrow Claudi? 
We here attend you ; are you yet derermin’d 
Today to marry with my brothers daughter ? 
Claw. Ple hold my mind were fhe an Erbi pe. 
Leon. Call her forth brother, herc's the Frier ready. 
Prin, Good morrow Benedick , why what’s rhe matter 
That you have fucha February face, 
So full of froft, of Rorm, of cloudinefs ? 
Clau. I think he thinks upon rhe favage bull : 

Tufh, fear not mar, wee'l tip chy horns wrth geld, 

And fo all Ewrope thall rejoyce at thee, 

As once Europa did at lufty Jove, 

When he would play the noble beaft in lave. 

Bes. Bull Fov: Gr, hadan amiable iow, 

And fome fuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers cow. 

And got a calf in that fame noble fear, 

Much like to you, for you have juf hbis bleat. 

Enter brother, Hero, Beatrice, Sfargaret, Urfuls, 
Claw. For this] owe yous here comes other reckning:. 

Which is the Lady I] muft feize upon / 

Leo 
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Leon. T his fame is fhe, and I do give you her. Hero. And here’s another, 
Clau. Why then the’s mine, fweer let me fee your face. | Writ in thy coufins hand, ftolen from her pocket, 
Leon. No that you fhall not, till you take her hand, Containing her affection unto Benedick. 


Before this Frier, and fwear to marry her. Bem A miracte,here’s our own hands again our 
Claw. Give me your hand before this holy Frier, hearts : come I will have thee, but by this light i take thee 

I am your husband if you like of me. ' for pity. 

Hero. And when 1 liv’d I was your other wife, Beat, 1 would not deny you, but by this good day, I 

And when you lov’d, you were my other husband. yield upon great perfwafion, and partly to fave your lite, 
Claw. Another Hero? for as I told, you were in a confumption. 

Hero. Nothing certainer. Leon, Peace, 1 will op your mouth. 

One Hero died but Ido live, Prin, How doft thou Benedick the married man ? 

And furely as I live I am a maid. Ber. Ple tell thee what Prince, a Colledge of wisty- 
Prin. The former Hero, Hero that is dead. crackers cannot floutme out of my humour; dof thou 
Leon. She died my Lord, but whiles her flander liv’d. | think Icare for a Satyr or an Epigram? no, if a man 
Frier. AJl this amazement can I qualifie, will be beaten with brains, a fhall wear nothing hand- 

When after that the holyrites are ended, fome about him: in brief, fince Ido purpofe to marry, ! 

i {le tell theelargely of fair Hero’s death : will think nothing to any purpofa that the world can fay 

Mean time let wonder feem familiar, againft it: and therefore never flout at me, for what i have 

and to the chappel lee us prefently. laid againft it:for manis a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
Ben. Soft and fair Frier, which is Beaersce ? clufion: for thy part Claudie», Ldid think to have beaten 
Beat. Lanfwer to that name, what is your will? thee , but in that thou art like to be my kinfman, live un- 
Ben. Do not youlove me? bruis’d, and love my coufin. 

Beat. Why, no more than reafon. _ | Claw, Thad well hoped theu would’ have denied Bea- 

Ben. Why then your Uncle, and the Prince, & Clendéo,| trsce that 1 might have cudgei’d thee out of thy finglclife, 
have been deceived, they {wore you did. to make thee 2 double dealer , which out ef queftion thou 

Beat. Donot you love me? will be, ifmy Coufin no not look exceeding narrowly 

Ben. Troth no, no more than reafon. to thee, 

Beat Why then my Coufio Margaret and Urfals Ben. Come, come, we are friends, lets have a dance 

Are much deceiv’d, for they did fwear you did. ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts, 
Ben. They fworeyou were almoå fick for me. and our wives heels. 

Beat. They fwore you were well-nigh dead for me. Leon, We'll have dancing after wards. 

Ber. Tis no matter, then you do not Jove me? Ben. Firft, of my word, therefore play mufick; Prise, 
Beat. No truly, but in friendly recompence. thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife , thereis no 
Leon. Come Coufin, Lamfure you love the Gentleman, | ftaff more reverend than one tipt with horn. Enter Mef. 
Clan. And Vle be {worn upon’r that he loves her, Ateffes. My Lord, your brother Fob is tane in flight, 

For here’s a paper written in his hand, And brought witn armed men back to Adeffina 

A halting Sonnet of his own pure brair, Ben. Think not on him till to morrow, Pie devii 

Fafhioned to Beatrice. the brave punifhments for him: rike up Pipers. Dance. 
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Enter Ferdinand King of Navarre, Biron, Longavile, Our late Edi& fhall Rrongly Rand in force, 
and Dumaine. Navar fhall be the wonder of the world. 

Our Court fhall bea little Academy, 

Still and contemplative in living Art. 
DAS Et Fame, that all hunt afcerin their | You three, Biron, Dumaine, and Longavile , 
CA lives, Have fworn for three years term to live with me, 
iP eS K Live regiftredupon our brazen tombs, | My fellow Scholars, and to keep thofe ftatutes 

N% 


Ferdinand ` 


MY 







AHY Andthen graceus in the difgrace of| That are recorded in this feedule here. 

eee death: Your oaths are paft, and now fubferibe your names : 

M Wey When {pight of cormorant devouring | That his own hand may ftrike his honour down, 

a kd Tme, buy | That violates the fmalleft branch herein: 
ENE ERO Th’endeavour fo this prefent breath may | If ycu are arm’d to do asfworntodo, 


That honour which fhall bate his Sythes keen edge Subfcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them t 
And make us heirs of all eternitie, h pi Smeal ” OPa aa 


Long, I am refolv’d, "tis but a three years fat : 
Therefore brave Conquerors ( for fo you are) The mind fhall banquet, though the body pine, 
That war againft your own affeétions , Fat paunches have lean pates : and dainty bits 
And the huge Army of the worlds defires; Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits. 


Dun. 
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Dum, My loving Lord, Dumaine is mortified , 

The grocer manner of thefe worlds delights, 

He throws upon the grofs worlds bafer flaves : 

Tolove, to wealth, to pomp, | pine and die, 

with all thefe living in Philofophy. 

Biron. Ican- but tay their proteftation over, 

So much ( dear Liege } I have already {worn , 

Thatis, to live and ftudy here three years. 

But there are other ftriét obfcrvances : 

Asnotto fee a woman in that term, 

Which 1 hope well is nocenrolled there. . 

And one dayin a week to touch no food: ' 

And but one meal on every day befide : 

The which I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to fleep but three hours in the night, 

And not be feen to wink ofall the day. 

When i was wont to think no harm all night, 

And make a dark night too of half the day : 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

O, thefe are barren tasks, too hard to keep, 

Not to fee Ladies, Rudy, faft, not fleep. 

Ferd. Your oathis patto p {s away from thefe. 
Biron. Let me fay no my Liege, and if you pleafe, 

l onely fwore to tudy with your Grace, 

And ftay here in your Court for three years fpace. 
Long. You {wore to that Biron, and to the ref. 
Bir. By yea and nay fir, then I {wore in jch. 

Whatis the end of tudy, lee me know? 

Ferd. Why that to know Which elfe we Movu 
know. 

Bir. Things hid and bar’d( you mean ) from c 
Ferd. I, that is Rtudies god-like recompence. 

Bir. Come on then, | will {wear to ftudy fo, 

To know the thing J am forbid to know : 

As thus, to ftudy where I well may dine, 

When | to faft exprefly am forbid. 

Or ftudy where to meet fome Miftrefs fne, 

When Miftreffes from common fenfe are hid. 

Or having fworn too hard a keeping oath, 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If ftudies gain be thus, and this be fo , 

Study knows that which yeeit doth not know. 

Swear me to this, and L will nere fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe be the lops that hinder tudy quite, 

And train ourintelleéts to vain delighr. 

Bir. Why ? all delights’ are vain, and thst moft vain, 

Which with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain, 

As painfully to pore upod a book, 

To feek the light of truth, while truth the whiic 

Doth falfly blind the eye-fight of his look: 

Light feeking light, doth light beguile » 

So ere you find where light in darknefs lies, 

Your light grows dark by lofing of your cyes. 

Study me how to pleafe theeye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a faifer eye, 

Who dazling fo, that eye fhall ‘be his heed, 

And give him light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the heavens glorious Sun, 

That will not be deep fearch’d with lawcy looks : 

Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save bafe authority from others Books. 

Thefe earthly Godfathers of heavens lights, 

That give a name to every fixed ftar, 

Haveno more profit of their fhining nights, 

Than thofe that walk, and wot not what they are. 

Too much to know, is to know nought bur fame: 

And every Godfather can give a name. 

Ferd. How well he’s read, to reafon apainft reading. 

Dum, Proceeded well, to fop all good proceeding. 

Long.He weedsthe Corn,and till lets. grow the weeding. 

Ber. The Spring is near, when Green Geefe are a 
breeding. 

Dam. How follows that È 

Bir. Fit in his place and time. 


Id not 
( fence. 
ommon 


111 


Dum, Inrezlonnothing. 

Bsr. Something then in rime. i 

Long. Biron is like an envious fneaping Froft, 

That bites the firft-born Infants of the Spring- 

Bir, Well, fay [am,why fhould proud Summer boaft, 

Before the birds have any caufe co fing ? 

Why fhould I joy in any abortive birth ? 

At Chriftmas I no more defire a Rofe, 

Than with a Snowin Afay’s new fangled fhows: 
But like ofeach thing that in feafon grows. 

So you to Rudy now it is too late, 

That were co climbo’re the houfe t’ unlock the gate. 

Ferd. Well, fit you out ; go home Béren ; adicu. 

Bir. No my good Lord, | have fworn to fay with you. 
And though | have for barbarifine {poke more, 

Than for that Angel knowledge you can fay, 
Yet confident Ple kcep what I have fwore, 
And bide the penance of each three years day. 
Give me the Paper, let me read the fame, 

And tothe ftrit’ft decrees Ple write my name. 

Ferd. How weil this yielding refcucs thee from fhame. 

Bir. Item, That no woman fhall come within a mile 
of my Court. 

Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Four dayes agoe, 
Bir. Let’s fee the penalty. 

On pain of lofing her tongue. 

Who devis'd this penalry ? 

Lon. Marty that did I. 

Bir. Sweet Lord, and why ? 

Loug. To fright them hence with that dread penalty : 
A dangerous Law againft gentility. 

Jtem, Ifany man be feen co talk witha woman with- 
in the term of three years, he fhall endure fuch 
pap fhame as the reft of the Court fhall poffibly 

evile. 

Bir. This article my Liege your felf mut break, 

For well you know here comes in Embaffie 
The French Kings-‘daughter,.with your felf co {peak 5 
A Maid of Grace and compleat Maj.fty , 

About furrender up of Agnitain 

To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid Father. 

Therefore this Article is made in vain , 

Or vainly comes the admired Princels bither: 

‘Ferd. What fay you Lords? 

Why, this was quite forgot. 

Bir. So ftudy evermore ts overfhot, 

While it doth Rudy to have what it would, 

it doth forget to do the thing it Ihould : 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft, 

"Tis won as Towns with fire; fo won, fo loft. 

Ferd We muf of forte difpence with this Decree, 
She muft lie here on meer necefliry. 

Bir, Neceflity wil make us all forfworn 

Three thoufand times within this three years {pace; 
For every man with his affcéts is born , 
Not by might, maftered, but by {pecial grace, 
If I break faith, this word fhall break tor me, 
| am forfworn on meer neceflitie. 

So to the Laws at large! write my name, 

And he that breaks them tn the leaft degree 

Stands in attainder of eternal fhame. 

Suggeftions are to others as tome: - 

But I believe although I feem fo loth, 

I am the laf that will laft keep his oath. 

But is there no quick recreation granted ? 

Ferd, | that there is, our Court you know is haunted 
With a conceited Traveller of Spain, 

A manin all che world new fathion planted , 

That hatha mint of phrafes in his brain: 

One whom the mufick of his own vain tongue, 

Doth ravifh like inchanting harmony : 

A man of complements, whom right and wrong 

Have chofe as umpire z their mutinie, 
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This child of fancie, that Armado hights 
For, interim co our ftudies fhall relate , 
in high -born words the, worth of many a Knight : 
Feom tawny Spainloft in the worlds debate. 
How you delight my Lords, ‘! know not I. 
Bur I proref-l love to hear him lie, 
‘And I will ufe him for my Miniftrelfie. 
Bir. Armadoisa moft illuftrious wight, 
A man of fire, new words, fafhions own Knight, 
Long. Coftard the twain, and he fhall be our {port 
And fo to Rudy, three years is but fhort. 


Enter a Conftable with Cojftard with a Letter, 


Conft. Which is the Dakes own perfon. 

Bir. This fellow, what would’ft ? 

Con. Imy felf reprehend his own perfon, for Lam his 
Graces Tnarborough : But 1 would fee his own perionin 
fefhand blood. 

Bir. This is he. 

Con. Signiot Armi, Arme commends you. 

There’s villany-abroad, this letter will tell you more. 

Clow. Sir, the contemps thereof are as touching 
me.. 
Ferd, A Letter from the magnificent Armade. 

Bir. How tow foever the matter, L hope in: God for 
high words, 

Long. A highhope fora low heaven, God grant us pa- 
tience. 

Bir To hear, or forbear hearing. 

Long. To hear meck ly fir, and to laugh moderately , 
or to forbear both. 

Bir. Well fir, be it as the ftile fhall give us caule to 
climb in the merrinefs, 

(low, T he matter istome fir, as concerning Faequenttta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

Bir. In what manner ? . 

Clow ln manner and form, following fir, all thofe 
three. L was feen with her in the: Mannor houfe, fitting 
with her upon the Form , and taken following hir into 
the Park: which put cogether, is in manner and form 
following. Now fir, for the Manner: is the manner 
of aman to fpcak to a Woman ; for the Form in fome 
torin., 

Bir. For the following fir. 

Clow. As it thall followin my corre&ion, and God 
defend the right. s 

Ferd. Will you hear this Letter with attention? 

Bir. As we would hear- an Oracle, 

Clow. Such is the fimplicity of man to hearken after 
the ficth. 

Ferd. Reat Deputy, the Welkins Vicegerent, and fole 
CPi of Navar, my fouls earths God and 
bodie: foftring Patron : 

Coft. Not a word of Coflerd yet. 

_Ferd. So .t ts. 

(oft. it may be fo: but if he fay it is fo, he is in tel- 
ling true: but fo, 

'. Ferd. Peace, s 

Clow. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight. 

Ferd, No words, 

Clow. Of other mens fecréts ] befeech you. 

Ferd. So itis, befieged with fable coloured melancholly , 
1 did commend the black oppreffing “bumyur to the moft 
wholefome Phyfick of ‘thy -bealth-giving ayre: And as | 
am a Gentleman, betook my felf ro walk: the time When? 
about the fixe bonr, When beafls moft grafe, birds bef 
peck, and men fit down to that nourifhment which is cal. 
led Supper. So much for the time when, Now for the 
ground Which? which I mean I walkt upon, it ss ycleped, 
Thy Bark. Then for the place Where, where J mean I 
old ‘incounter -tbat ob/cene and mofh prepofterous event 
that. draweth from my [now white Pen the Ebon. coloured 
Ink, Which bere ths mneweft, beholde, furveyet. or 
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feech: But to the place Where: st flandeto North North 
Eajt and by Eaft from the Weft corner of thy curious 
knotted Garden. There did I fee that low [pivited Swain, 
that bafe Minewof thy mirth, ( Clown. Me? ) that un- 
lettered fmatl-knowing foul,( Clon Me?) thar fhallow 
vaffal( Clore. Still. me? ) which as] remember, hight Co- 
Rard, Ç Clow, O me.) forted and conforted contrary to thy 


| etablifhed proclaimed Editt and Continent Canon: Which 


with, O with, but weth this I palfion. to fay wherewsth. 

Clown, With a .Wench. 

Ferd. With a child of ur Grandmother Eve, a female ; 
or , for thy more under flanding, awoman : bim, 1 ( as mye- 
ver effeemed duty pricks me on ) bave fent to thre „to re. 
cesue the meed of pnnifhment by the fweet Graces Officer 
Anthony Dull, æ man of Good repute, carriage, bearing 
and ef imation. 

Ant, Me, an’t fhall pleale you ? I am Anthony Dull. 

Ferd, For.J.quenetta( fo és the weaker veffel catied ) 
which apprehended with the aforefaid føain, t keep ber 
asa veffel; of thy Laws fury, and- fhall at the leaft of thy 
[weet notice, bring ber to trial, Thine sn all complements 
of devoted and heart-burning beat of duty, 

Don Adriana de Armado. 


Bir. This is not . fo well as I looked for, but the bef 
that ever I heard. 

Ferd. l the beft for the worft. But firra, What fay you 
to this ? 

Cloax. Sir 1 confefs the Wench. 

Ferd. Did you hear the Proclamation ? 

Clown. I do confefs much of the heating it, but little 
of the marking of it. 

Ferd. it was prociaimed a years imprifonment to be 
taken with a Wench. 

Clown. I was taken with none fir, | was raxen with a 
Damofel. 

Ferd Well, it was proclaimed Damofel. 

Clo. This was no damofel neither fir, fhe wasa Virgin, 

Ferd. Iris fo varied too, for it was proclaimed Virgin. 

Clown. ifitwere, I deny her Virginity: | was taken 
witha Maid. 

Ferd. This Maid will not ferve your turn fir. 

Clown. This Maid will fervemy turn fir. 
- Ferd, Su I wil pronounce youe fentence: You: fhall 
fat a week with Branand W-rer. 

Clown. I had rather pray a Month with Mutton and 


Ferd. And Don Armado fhall be your Keeper, 

My Lord Biron fee him delive:’d ore, 

And gowe Lords to put in practice that 

Which each. to other hath fo ftrongly (worn. Exexue. 
Bir. lle. lay my head to any good mans Hat, 

Thete oaths and Laws will prove an idle fcorn. 

Sirra, Come on. 

Clown. { fuffer for the truth fir: for true it is,I was 
taken with Faquenctta, and Faguenetta is a true Girl, 
and therefore welcome the fowr cup of profperity: 3ffli- 
€tion may one day {mile again, and untill then fic down 
lorrow. 

Enter Armadoa Braggart and Sloth kis Page. 

Brag. Boy, What fignis it when a inan of great {pirit 
grows melancholy ? 

Boy. A great fign fir, that he will look fad. 

Brag. Why ? fadnets is one and the telf-fame thing, | 
dearlmp. 

Boy. No,.no, O Lord fir, no. 

Brag. How canft thou part fadnefs and melancholy, 
my tender Fuavenal ? 

Boy. By a familiar demonftration of the working, my 
tough Signior. 

Brag. Why tough Signior? Why tough Signior ? 

Boy. Why tender Fevenal? why tender Juvenal! 

Brag, Upoke it tender Juvenal, as a congruent epithe- 
ton, appertaining to thy young dayes, which we may ro- 
minate tender. Boy. 
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AndI tough Signior, as an appertiaent title to 


Boy. 
your old time, which we may name tough: 

Brag. Pretty and apt. 

Boy. How mean you fir, I pretty and my faying apt? 
or l apt, and my faying pretty ? 

Brag. Thou pretty, becaufe licele. 

Boy. Little pretty , becaufelitele: wherefore apt 7 

Brag. And therefore apt, becaufe quick. 

Boy. Speak you this in my praife, Matter ? 

Brag. In thy condign praife. 

Boy. I will praifean Eele with the fame praife. 

Brag. What ?that an Eele is ingenious ? 

Boy. That an Eele is quick. 

Brag. I do fay thou art quick in anfwers, Thov 
heat'ft my blood. 

Boy. Tam anfwer’d fr. 

Brag. | love not to be croft, 

Bey. He fpeaks the clean contrary, crofles love not him. 

Brag. | have promis’d to Rudy 3 years with the Duke. 

Boy. You may do it inan hour fir. 

Brag. \mpoflible. i 

Boy. How many is one thrice told? 

Brag. i am illat reckoning, it fits the {pirit of 2 Tapfter. 

Boy. You are aGentlman and a Gamefter fir. 

‘Brag. ! confefs both, they are both the varnih of 
a compleat man. 

Boy. Then Tam fure you knaw how much the grofs 
fum of deuf-ace amounts to. 

Brag. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Boy. Which the bale vulgar call three. Bra, True. 

Boy. Why fir is this fuch a piece of ftudy ? Now here’s 
three ftudied, ere youl thrice wink, and how eafie itis 
to put years tothe word three, and Rudy three years in 
ewo words, the dancing-horfe wall tell you. 

Braz. A moft fine figure. 

Boy. To prove you a Cypher. 

Brag. I will hereupon confefs l am in love: and as 
itis hafe for a Souildier to love: fo am Iin love with a 
bafe Wench. If drawing my fword againft the humour 
of affection , would ‘deliver me from the reprobate 
thought of it, 1 would take Defire prifoner, and ranfome 
him to any French Courtier for a new devis’d courtefie. 


I think tcorn to figh, me thinks I fhould out-fwear | 


Cupid. Comlort me boy, What great men have been in 
love? 

Boy. Hercules, Mafter. s 

Brag. Moft fweet Hercules : more authority dear 
boy, nawe more ; and fweet my child,ler them be men 
ot good repute and carriage. 

‘Boy Sampfon, Mafter, he was a man of good carriage , 
preat carriage: for he carried ‘the Town Gates on his 
back like a Porters and he was in love. 

Brag. O well-knic Sampfon, frong-joynted Samp/on ; 
I do excel thee in my Rapier,.as much as thou didit me 
in carrying Gates. I am in love too, Who was Sampfons 
Love my dear Moth? ` 

Boy. A woman, Mafter. 

Brag. Of what ‘complexion? 

Boy. Of allthe four, or the three,or the two, or one 
‘of the four. 

prag. Tell me precifely of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of the Sea-water Green, fir. 

Brag. Is that one of the four complexions? 

Bey. As Ihave read fir,and the beft of them too. 

Brag. Green indeed is the colour of Lovers : but to 
have a Love of that colour, mé thinks Sampfon had {mall 
reafon for it. He furcly affeéted her for her wit. 

Biy, Le was fo fir, for fhe had a green wit 

Brag. My Love is mok immaculate white and red. 

Boy. Moft immaculate thoughts Mafter, are tnask’d 
underfuch colours. 

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant. 

Boy. My Fathers wit, and my Mothers tongue aff 
me. 
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Brag. Sweet invocation of a child, 
pathetical. 

Boy. If fhe be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne’re be known: 

For bluthing cheeks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale white fhown: 

Then if the fear, or be too blame, 

By this you fhallnot know, 

For Rill her cheeks poffefs the fame, 
Which native the doth owe. 

A dangerous rime Mafter againft the reafon of vehite 
and red. | | 

Brag. Is there not a ballet boy, of the King and rhe 
beggar ? 

Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch a baile:, fome 
three ages fince, but I think now ’tisnot to be found: or 
if it were, it would neither ferve for the writing, nor the 
tune. 

Brag. I will have that fubje&t newly writ o’ce, that | 
may example my digreflion by fome mighty prefident, 
Boy, | do love thar Countrey Girl that I cook ia the 
in with the rational Hind Cøfsrd: the deferves 
well, 

Boy. To be whip’d, and yet a better Love than my 
Mafter. 

Brag, Sing boy, my fpirie grows heavy in love. 

Boy. And that’s great marvel, loving a light Wench. 

Brag. | fay fing. 

Boy. Forbear till this company be paft, 


moft pretty end } 


Enter Clown. Confable, and Wench. 


Conf? Sir, the Dukes pleafure is, that you keep Coftard 
fafe, and you muft lerhim take no delight, nor no pen- 
nance, but he muft faft chree dayes a week: for this 
Damfel, 1 muft keep her at the Park, the is allow’d fer 
the Day-woman. Fare you well. Exit. 

Brag. Ido betray my felf with blufhing: Maid, 

Maid. Man. 

Brog. 1 will vifit thee at che Lodge. 

Maid. Thars here by. 

Brag. I know where it is fituate. 

Maid. Lord how wife you arc. 

Brag. ì will tell thee wonders. 

Maid. With that face ? 

Brag. Ilove thee. 

Maid, Solheard you fay. 

Brag. And fo farewell. 

Maid.. Fair weather after you. 

Come Faguenetta, away. Extn. 

Brag. Villain thou fhalt fa ft for thy offences ere thou 
be pardoned. i 

Clo. Well fir, I hope when Ido it, fhall do it on 
a full ftomack. 

Brag. Thou fhalt be heavily punifhed. 

Clo. J am more bound to you than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Con. Take away this Viflain, fhut him up, 

Boy. Come you tranfgrefling flave, away. 

) ~~ Let me not be pent up fir, I will be faf being 
oole. 

no No fir, that were fa andloofe s thou fhalt to 

rifon. 

Clow. Well, ifever I do fee the merry dayes of defo- 
lation that I have feen, fome fhall fee. 

Boy. What fhall fome fee ? 

Clow.. Nay nothing, Mafter Meth, but what they 
fook upon. it is not fot prifoners ro be filent in their 
words, and therefore I will fay nothing : I thank God, | 
have as little patience as another man; and therefore | 
can be quiet. Exit. 

Brag. I do affe€t the very ground ( whichis bafe ) 
where her fhooe( which is baler ) guided by her foot 
( which is bafeft) doch tread. 1 thall be forfwworn ( which 
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is agreat argument of falfhood ) if J love. And how can 


that -be tfue love, which is falfly attempted? Love isa fa- 


miliar; Love is a Devil; there is no evil Angel but 
Love, yer Sampfon was fo tempted, and he had an excel- 
lenr ftrength: Yet, was Solomon fo feduced, and he had 
a very good wit. Cupids But-fhaftis too hard for Her- 
cules Club, and therefore roo much odds for a Spaniards 
Rapier: the firt and fecond caufe will not ferve my 
curn: the Paffado hé refpeéts not, the Duellohe regards 
not 3 his difgrace is to be called boy, but his glory is to 
(ubdue men. Adieus Valour, rut Rapier, be fil Drum, 
for your manager is in Tove; yea, he loveth. Afift me 
fome extemporal God of Rime, for lam fure [fhall turn 
Sonnet, Devife Wit, Write Pen, for I am for whole vo 
lumes in Folio. 


Finis Alus Primi. 


=I eeaeee Se ee 
Afus Secundus. 


Enter the Princefs of France, with three attending 
Ladies, and three Lords. 


Boyet, Now Madam fummon up your deareft {pirits, 
Confider whom the King your Father fends: 
| Towhom he fends, and what’s his Embaflie. 

Your felf, held precious inthe worlds efteem, 
To parlce with thy fole inheritour 

Of all perfc&tions that a man may owe, 
Matchlefs Navarre ; the plea of no lefs weight 
Than Aguitain, a Dowry for a Queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Nature was in making Graces dear, 

When the did ftarve the general svorld befide, 
And prodigally gave themall to you. 

Prin, Good L. Beyet, my beauty though but mean, 
Need not the painted flourith of your praite : 
Beauty is bought by. judgement of the eye, 
Nor.urttered by bate fale of Chapmens tongues. 
| am lefs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wife, 

In fpending thus your wit in praife of mine. 
‘But now to task the tasker good Boyer, 
You are net ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noyfe abroad Navarre hath made a vow 
Till painful Rudy fhall out-wear three years, ` 
No woman may approach his filent Court + 
Therefore to’s feemeth it a needful courfe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates, 
To know his pleafure, and in that behalf 
Bold of your worthinefs, we fingle you, 
As our belt moving fair Sollicitor> 
Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, 
| On ferious tufinds, craving quick difpatch, 
Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace. 
Haft, fignifiefo much, while we attend, ~ 
Like humble vifag’d Sutors his high will. 

Boyer. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. 

Prin,.All pride is willing pride, and your’s is fo: 
Who are the Votaries my ‘loving Lords, that are Vow- 
fellows with this virtuous Duke? 

‘Lor. Longevile ts one. 

Prin. Know you the man? 

1 Lad, | knew him ‘Madam at a Marriage Feat, 
Between L Perigert,and the beauteous. heir 
Of Jaqucs Faulcožhridge folemnized. 
In Normandy faw 1 this Longavile, 
A man cf Soveraign parts he is efteem’d :: 
| Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in arms: 
Nothing becomes himill that he would well, 


Exit. 


reece reenter perepeeeeeiseeneer ren BPC renin 


Love's Labour's loft. 


Isa fharp wit match’d with too blunt a will: 
Whofe edge hath power to cut, whofe will Rill wills, 
It fhould none fpare that come within his power. 
Prin, Some merry mocking Lord, ivt fo? 
Lad. 1, They fay fo moft, that moft his humours know. 
Prin. Such fhort liv’d wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are thereft ? 
2. Lad, The young Dumain, a well accomplifh’d youth, 
Of all chat Virtue love, for Virtue loved. 
Mok power to do moft harm, leaft knowing ill: 
For he hath wit to make an ill (hape good, 
And fhape to win grace though he had no wit. 
l faw him atthe Duke Alanzoes once; 
And much too little of that good I faw, 
Is my report to his great worthinels. 
Rofa. Another of thefe Students at that time, 
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth. 
Biron they call him, but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
1 never {pent an hours talk withall. 
His eye begets occafion for wit, 
For every objeé that the one doth catch, 
The other turns toa mirth-moving jeft, 
Which his fair tongue ( conceits Expofitor ) 
Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play Truant at his Tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravifhed. 


The only fou! of his fair virtues glofs, 

( If virtues glots will Rain with any foil,) 
| 
: 


`| So {wget and voluble is his difcourfe. 


Prin, God blefs my Ladies are they allin love f 
That every one her own hath garnithed, 


With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife ? 
Ma. Here comes Boyet 


Enter Boyet. 


Prin, Now, now what admittance Lord ? 
Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
And he and his Compétirors in oath, 
Were all addreftro meet you gentle Lady 
Before J came: Marry thus Ihave learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes hereto befiege his Court, , 
Than feek a difpenfation for his oath, 
To let you enter hisunpecpled houfe. 


Enter Navar, Longavile, Dumain, and Birone. 


Here comes Navarre. 
Nav, Fair Princefs welcome to the Court of Navar. 
Prin. Fair 1 give you back again, and welcome | 
have not yet : the roof of this Court is too high to be 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields, too bate to | 
mine. 
Wav. Yon fhall be welcome Madam to my Court. 
Prin, 1 wii be welcome then, Condu& me thither: 
Na, Here me dear Lady, I have fwornan oath. 
Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, he’ll be forfworn. 
Wav, Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will. 
Prin. Why, will fhall break it will , and nothing clfe. 
Nav. Your Ladifhip is ignorant what it is, 
Prin, Were my Lord fo,his ignorance were wife, 
Where now his knowledge muft prove ignorance. 
J hear your Grace hath fworn out Houfe-keeping : 
, Tis deadly finto keep that oathmy Lord, 
And fin to break it: 
But pardon me! am too fudden bold, 
To teach a Teacher ill befeemeth me, 
Vouchfafe toread the purpofe ofmy coming, 
And fucdenly refoive me in my fuit. 
Nav. Mada, I will, if fuddenly imay. 
Prin, You will the fooner that were away, 
For you'l prove perjur’d if you make me ftay- = 
sr. § 
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Rir. Did nor l dance with you in Brabant once? 
R ofa. Did not | dance:with you in Brabant once? 
Bar.) know you did. i 
R ofa. How needleis was it then toask the queftion ? 
Bir. You muft not be fó quick. ) s 
Rof: Tis long of you that fpur me with fuch queftions. 
Bsr. Your wit’s too hot, it fpeeds too faft , twill tire. 
RKofa. Not till it leave the Rider in the mire. 
Bir. What time a day ? 
Rofs. The hour that fools fhould ask. 
Bir. Now fair befall your mask. 
Rofa. Fair falls the face it covers. 
Bir. And fend you many lovers. 
Rofa, Amen, fo you be none. 
Bir. Nay then will | be gone. 
Fer., Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thoufand Crowns, 
Being but th’ one half of an intire fum, 
Disburfed by my father in his wars. 
But fay that he, or we, as neither have 
Receiv’d that (um ; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thoufand more : in furety of the which, 
One part of Agustain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the moneys worth. 
If then the King your father will reftore 
But that one half which is unfatisfied, 
We will give up our right in Aquitain, 
And hold fair friendfhip with his Majefty : 
But that It feems he little purpofeth, 
For herehe doth demand to have repaid, 
An hundred thoufand Crowns, and nrotdemands 
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crowns, 
To have his title livein Aquitain. 
Which we much rather had depart withall, 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Then Aquitain, fo guelded as itis, 
Dear Princefs. were not his requefts fo far 
From reafons yielding, your fair (elf fhould make 
A yielding ’gainft fome reafonin my bref, 
And go well (atisfied to France again. 
Prin. You do the King my. Father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In fo unfeeming to confels receit 
Of that which hath fo faithfully been paid. 
Fer. 1 do proceft I never heard ofir, 
And if you prove it, lle repay it back 
Or yield up Aquitain. 
Prin. We arceft your word < 
Boyer, you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fum, from fpecial Officers, 
Of Charles his Father. 
Fer. Satishe me fo. 
Boyet. ‘So pleafe your Grace, the packetis not come. 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound, 
To morrow you fhall have a fight of them: 
| ‘Fer. It fhall fufficeme ; at which enterview, 
All liberal reafon would [ yield unto: 
Mean time, receive fuch welcome at my hand, 
As Honor, without breach of Honor may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthine(s. 
You may not come fair Princefs in my gates, 
But here without you fhall be fo receiv'd, 
As you fhall deem your felf lodg’d in my heart, 
Though fo dem’d farcher harbour in my houfe : 
Your own good thoughts excufe me, and farewel, 
To morrow we fhal! vifit you again. 
Prin. Sweet health and fair delires confort your grace, 
Fer; Thy own with, wilh I thee in every place. Exit. 
Boy. Lady, I will commend you tomy own heart 
La. Ro Pray you do my commendations, 
would be glad to fee it. 
Boy. | would you heard it ‘groan, 
La. Ro. Is the foul fick ? 
Boy. Sick at the heart. 


=a: 


i 


IIS 





La. Ro. Alack fet it blood. 

Boy. Would that do it good? 

La. Ro.My Phyfick fayes 1. 

Roy. Will you prick’c with your eye, 
La. Ro, No poynt , with my knife, 
Boy. Now God fave thy life. 

La. Ro. And yours from Jong living. 
Bir. I cannot fay thanksgiving. Exit 


Enter Dumain. 


Dum. Sir, I pray you a word : what Lady is that fame? 

Boy. The heir of Alanfon, Rofaline her name. 

Dum. A gallant Lady,Mounfieur fare you well. Exit, 
Enter Lengavile. 

Long. | befeech you a word : wharis fhe in the white? 

Boy. A woman foretimes, if you fav her in the light. 

Long. Perchance light in the light: I defire her name. 

Boy, She hath but one for her felf, 

To defire that were a fhame. 

Lon. Pray you fir, whofe daughter 2 
Boy. Her mothers, l have heard. 
Lon. Gods blefling a your beard. 
Boy. Good fir be not offended. 

She is an heir of Faulconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choller is ended : 

She is a moft {weet Lady. 

Boy. Not unlike fir, that may be. 

Enter Biron. 

Bir. What’s her name in the Cap ? 

Bey, Katherine by good hap. 

Bir. Is fhe wedded, or no 

Boy, To her will fir, or fo. 

Bsr. You are welcome fir, adieu. 

Boy. Farewelto me fir, and welcometo you. Ext. 

La. Ma. That laftis Biron, the merry mad-cap Lord. 
Nota word with him, but a jef.. 

Boy. And every jeft but a word. 

Pri, It was well done of youto take him at his word. 

Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 

Lad. Ma. Two hot Sheeps marry ; 

And wherefore not Ships ? ( lips. 
Boy. No fheep( {weet Lamb ) unlefs we feed on your 
La. You fheep and | pafture ; fhall that finifh the jett ? 
Boy. So you grant pafture for me. 

La. Not fo gentle beaft. 

My Lips are no Common, though feveral they be. 

Boy. Belongingto whom ? 
La. To my fortunes and me. 
Prin. Good wits willbe jangling, but gentles agree. 

This civil war of wits were much better uled 

On Navar and his book-men, for here ’tis abufed. 

Boy. lf my obfervation ( which very feldome lyes 
By che hearts ftill rhecorick, difclofed with eyes ) 
Deceive me not now, Nevar is infected. 
Prin. With what ? 
Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affe&ted. 
Prin Your reafon. 
Boy. Why all his behaviours do make their retire 


Exit Long. 


| To the court of his eye, peeping thoreugh defire. 


His heart like an Agot with your print imprefied, 
Proud with his form, in hiseye pride expreffed : 
His tongue all impatient to fpeak and not fee, 
Did Rumble with haft in his eye. fight to be. 
All fenfes to that fence did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on faireft of fair: 
Me thought all his fenfes were lock’d in his eye, 
As Jewels in Criftal for fome Prince ro buy : ( glaf. 
Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 
His faces own margent did coat fuch amazes, 
That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes. 
l'le give you Aquitain and all thatis his, 
And you give him for my fake, but one loving kifs: 
K 3 rin, 
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Prin, Come to our Pavillion, Boyer is difpofed. 
Boy. But to fpeak thatin words, whicn his eye, hath 
I only have made a mouth of his eyes (difclos’d, 
By adding a tougue, which I know will not lye. 
_ Led. R», Thowart an old Love-monger, and fpeakeft’ 
skilfully, | 
Lad. Ma. He is Capids' Grandfather; and learns news 
of him. 
Lad. 2. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa- 
ther t> but grim. 
Boy. Do you 
Lad. \. No. 
Boy What then, do you fee’? 
Lad, 2, 1, our way co be gone. 
Boy, You are too hard for me. 


hear my mad Wenches ? 


Exeunt cmnes. 








Atus Tertia, 
Enter Braggart and Boy: 
Song. 
Brag. Warble child, make pafionate my fenfe of 


hearing. 

Boy, Concolinell. 

Brag. Sweet Ayer, go tendernefs of years: take 
this Key, give inlaregment to the fwain, bring him fe- 
Rinacly hither: 1 muft imploy hia in a letter to my Love. 

Boy. Will you win your love with a Frencb braul ? 

Brag. How meaneft thou, brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat mafter, but to jige off a tune 
at the tongues end, canary to it with the teet, humour 
ir with turning up your eye: figh a note and finganote, 
fomecime through the throat : if you fwallowed love 
with fingmg, love fometime through the nofe, as if you 
{nuft up love by {melling love , with your hat penthoufe- 
like o're the {hop of your eyes , with your arms croft on 
your thinbeily doublet ¢ like a Rabbet ona {pit ) or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting , 
and keep not too long in one tune, buta {nip and away: 
thefc are’ complements , thefe are humours , thefe betray 
nice wenches that would be betrayed without thefe ,and 
make them men of note: do you note men that moft are 
affe&ted ro chefe ? 

Brag. How haft thou purchafed this experience ? 

Boy. By my Pen of obfervation. 

Brag. But O, hut O. 

Bey. The Hoboy-horfe is forgot. 

Brag, Caliit thou my love Hobby-horfe. 

Boy. No Mafter, rhe Hobby-horie is but a Colt, and 
your Love perhaps, a Hackney: 

Bur have you forgot your Loye? 

Brag. Awooft { had. 

Boy. Negtigenr ftudent, fearn her by heart. 

Brag. By heart, andin heart boy. 

Bey. And out of heart Mafter: all thofe three I will 
‘prove. 

Brag. What wilt thou prove? 

‘Boy. A man, if I live (and this) by, in, and without, 
upon the inftant : by heart you love her, becaufe your 
heart cannot come by her: in heart youlove her, becaufe 





your heartis in love with her: and outofheart you love | 


her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy here 
Brag Jam ali thefe chree:- 
Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing 
at all, 
Brag. Fetch hither the Swain, he muft carry me a 
letter, P 
 - Poy, A mwefage well fympathiz’d, a Horfe to be embaf- 
fador for an Afs. 
Brag. Ha, ha, What fayeft thou ? 
‘Boy, Marry fir. you muft fend the Afs upon the Horfe, 
for he is very flow gated: bur] go. 
Brag, The way is but fhort, away. 


Love's Labour's loft. 





Boy. Asfwitr as Lead fir. 

Brag. Thy meaning pretty ingenious, is not Lead a 
metal heavy, dull, and flow ? 

Boy. Minime. honeft Mafter, or rather Mafter no. 

Brag, i fay Lead is flow, 

Boy You are too {wife fir to fay fo. 
Is that Lead flow which is fir’d from a Gan? 

Brag. Sweet fmoak of Rhetorick, 

Hereputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet thai’s he: 

I fhoot thee at the Swain. . 
Boy. Thump then, and | fee. Exit. 
Brag. A moft acute Juvenal, voluble and free of grace, 

By thy favour {weet Welkin, 1 muft figh in 1hY face. 

Moft rude metancholly, Valour givesthe place: 

My Herald isreturn’d. 


Enter Page, and Clown. 


Pag. 
thin. 
Arm. Some Enigma, fome siddle, no Lenvoy be- 
gin. 

Clow. No egma, no riddle, no Lenvoy , no falve, in | 
the male fir. O fir, Plantan,a plain Plantan: no Lenvoy, 
no Lenvoy, or falve fir, but Plantan. 

eArm. By vertue thou inforceft laughter, thy filly 
thought, my fpleen, the heaving ofwy Jungs provokes me 
to ridiculous fmiling : O pardon me my fars, doth the 
inconfiderate take falve for Lenvoy and the world Len | 


A wonder Mafter, here’s a (offerd broken in 


voy for a falve? 
Pag. Do the wife think them other, is not Lenvoy | 
a falve, ( plain ! 


Arm. No Page, it is anepilogue or difcourfe to make | 
Some obfcure precedence that hath tofere been fain, | 
Now willl begin your moral, and do you follow with 
my Lenvoy. 

The Fox, the Ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were ftill at odds, being but three. 

Page. Until the Goofe came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. ! 

A good Lenvoy, endmg in the Goofe: would you de | 
fire more ? ( flat 

Clow. The Boy hath fold him a bargain, a Goofe, that’s 
Sirs your. penny-worthiis good, and your-Goofe be fat. 
To fell a bargain well is as cunning as fat as loofe: 

Let me fee afat Lenvoy, I that’s a fat Goofe. 
Armı. Come hither,come hither: 
How did this argument begin ? 

Boy, By faying that a Cofard was broken in a fhin. 
Then cald you for a Lenvoy, 

Clow. True, and { for a Plantan: 

Thus came your argument in: 
Then the ‘boys fat Lesvcy, the Goofe that you bought, 
And he ended the marker. 

Arma. Buctell me: How was there a Cofferd broken 
ina fhin? 

Pag, | will tell you fenfibly, 

Clow. Thou haft no feeling ofit AZorb, 

I will {peak chat Lenuiy. 
1 Coffard running out, that was fafely within, 
Fell over the threfhold, and broke my fhin. 

Arm, We will talk no more of this matter, 

Clew. Till there be more matter in the fhin, 

Arm. Sirra Coftard, 1 will infranchife thee. | 

Clow, O, marry me toone Francis, I fmell fome Len- 
voy, fome Goofe in this. 

Arm. By my {weet foul, I mean, fetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perfon 5 thou were immured , re- 
ftrained, captivated, bound. 

Clow. True, true, and now you will be my purgation 
and let me loofe. 

Arm.\ give thee thy liberty, fet thee from durance, and 
in liceu thereof , impofe onthee nothing but rhis: Bear 
this fignificant to the countrey Maid Faquenctta : there 
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is remuneration, for the beft ward of mine honors is re- JOf his Almighty, dreadful, little migħu 


warding my dependants. Meth, follow.——— 
Pag. Like the fequel I. 

Signior Coftard adieu. m 
Clo. My fweet ounceof mans fleh, my in-cony Jew : 

Now will { look to his remuneration. 

Remuneration, O, that’s the Latin word for three-far- 

things : Three farthings remuneration, What’s the- price 


of this yricte ? ide. no,Vle give you aremuneration: Why ?. 


It earrics its rerauncration: Why ? It isa fairer name than 
aFrench-Crowo. Iwill never buy and fell out of this 
word. 


Enter Bsrone. 


Bir. O my good knave Coffard, exceedingly well met. 
Clow. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon may 
aman buy fora remuneration ? 
Bsr. What isa remuneration ? 
Cof. Marry fir, half penny farthing. 
Bir. O, Why then three farthings worth of filk, 
Cofl. I thank your worfhip, God be wy you. 
Bir. O ftay flave, I muft employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do once thing for me that ffhallintrear, | 
Clow. When would you have it done fir ? 
Bir. O this after-noon. 
Clow, Well, Iwill do it fir: Fare youwell. 
Bir. O thou knoweft not what it is. 
Clow. I fhall know fir when I have donc it. 
Bir, Why villain, thou muft know it firft- 
Clow. 1 will come to your worfhip to morrow morning. 
Bir. It muft be done this after. noon, 
Hark flave, it is but this : 
The Princefs comes to hunt here in the Park : 
Andin her train there is a gentle Lady: 
When tongues fpeak {weetly; then they name her name, 
And Rofaline they call her, ask for her : 
And to her white hand fee thoudo commend 
This feal’d up counfel. There’sthy guerdon : go. 
Clow. Guerdon, Ofweet Guerdon, better than remu- 


neration, a Jeavenpence-farthing better : moft {weet guer- 


don. I will do it fir in print: guerdon, remuneration. 


Bir. O! and I forfoothin love, 
I that have been loves whip ? 
A very beadle to a humorous figh: A Critick ; 
Nay, anight-watch Conftable. 
A domineering pedant o’re the boy, 
Than whom no mortal fo magnificent: 
This wimpled, whining, purblind waiwatd boy; 
This fignior Fxnio’s giant dwarf, don Cupid, 
Regent of- Love-rimes, Lord of folded arms, 
Th’anointed foveraign of fighs and groans: 
Liege of allloyterers, and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces, 
Sole Emperator,and great general 
Of trotting Parators ( O my little heart ): 
And I to be a Corporal of ‘his field, 
And wear his colours like a Tumblers hoop ? 
What ? I love! Ifue! I feek a wife, 
A woman, thatis like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 
And never going aright, being but a Watch: 
But being watch’d, that itmay fill go right, 
Nay to be perjur’d, which is worft of all: 
And among three, to love the worft of all, 
A whitely wanton witha velvet brow, 
With two pitch balls Ruck in her face for eyes, 
I, and by heaven, one that will do the deed, 
Tho Argus were her Eunuch and her guard : 
And Í to figh for her ! to watch for her: 
To pray for her, go to: itis a plague 
That Cupid will impofe for'my negleét 


Exst. 


Exie. { Well, I will love, write, figh, pray,fue and groan, 


Some men muft love my Lady, and fome Fean, 


Teee e a a gS M 
Actus Quartus. 


Enter the Prince/s, a Forefler, her Ladies, 
and her Lords. 


Prin. Was that the King that {pur’d his horfe fo hard, 
Againft the fteep unrifing of the hill ? 
Boy. I know not, but I think it was not he. 
Prin. VVho e’re a was, a fhew’d amounting wind : 
VVell Lords, to day we fhall have our difpatch, 
On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then Forrefter my friend, VVhere is the Buth 
That we muft ftand and play the murtherer in ? 
For. Hereby uponthe edg of yonder Coppice, 
A ftand where you may make the faireft hoot. 
Prin. ‘thank my beauty, 1 am fair that fhoot, 
And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the faireft fhoor. 
a ee me, for I meant not fo. 
rin. at, what ? Firft praife me, then again fay no. 
O fhorr-liv’d pride. Not fair ? olack for wo. E i 
For. Yes Madam, fair; 
Prin, Nay, never paint me now, 
Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow. 
Here ( good my glafs ) take this for telling crue: 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 
Prin. See, fee, my beauty will be fav'd by merit. 


| O hetefie in fair, fiefor thefe days, 


A giving hand tho foul fhal! have the praile, 
But come, the bow: Now mercy goes to kill, 
And fhooting well, is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I fave my credit in the thoor, 
Not wounding pity would nor let me do’t: 
If wounding, then it was to fhew my skilf, 
That more for praife than purpofe meant to kill, 
And out of queftion, fo it is fometines. 
Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes, 
When tor Fames fake to praife an ourward part, 
VVe bend to that, the working of che heart. 
As I for praife alone now feek ro fpill 
The poor Dears blood, that my heart means no ill. 
' Boy, Do not curft wives hold that felf-foveraignty 
Only for praife fake, when they ftrive to be 
Lords o’re their Lords ? 
Prim, Only for praife, and praife we may afford, 
To any Lady that fubdues a Lord. 


Enter Clown, 


Boy. Here comes a member of the common-wealth. 
h ag God dig-you-den all, pray youwhichis the head 
acy 
Prin. Thou fhalt know her, fellow, by thereft that have 
no heads. 
Clo. VVhich is the greateft Lady, the higheft ? 
Prin. The thickeft, and che calleft, 
Clo. The thickeft, and che talleft ; ic is fo,erurh is truth. 
And your waft Miftris, were as flender as my wit, 
One a thefe maids girdles for your watte fhould be fir. 
Are not youthe chief woman? You are the thickeft here. 
Prin What’s your will fir ? What’s your will ? 
Chw.1 have a Letter from Mounfieur Birone ; 
To one Lady Rofaline, 
Prin,O thy letter, thy letter: He’ a good friend o 
Stand afide good bearer. (mine- 
Boyet. You can carve, 
Break up this Capon, 
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Boy. | am bound to ferve. 
This Lecter is miftook : it importeth none here : 
It is writ to Faguenetta. 
Prin: We will read it, 1 {wear. 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 


Boyet reads, 


Y heaven, that thou art fair, is moft infallible : true 
that rhou art beauteous: truth itfelf that thou art 
lovely ; more fairer than falr, beautiful than beautious, 
truer than truthit felf; have commiferation on thy heroical 
Vaffal, The magnanimous and moft illuftrate King Co- 
phetua fet eye upon the pernicious. and indubitate Begger 
Zenelophon, and he it was that might rightly fay, Veni, 
vidi, vici, VVhichto anatomize in the vulgar, O bafe and 
obfcure vulgar;vidilicer,he came,faw and overcame;he came 
one,fee two, overcame three: Who came? the King. VVhy 
did hecome ? to fee. Why did he fee ? to overcome. To 
whom came he? to the begger. What faw he ? the beg- 
ger, Who overcame he ? the begger. The conclufion - is 
victory 5 On whofe fide ? the Kings 5 the captive is in- 
rich’d's On whofe fide ? the beggers. The cataftrophe is 
a Nuptial: On whofe fide? the Kings: no,on both in one, 
or one inboth: Iam the King, ( for fo ftands the com- 
patifon ) thou the beggar, for fo wirneffeth thy lowlinefs. 
Shall I command thy love? I may: Shall I enforce thy 
love ? I could. Shall I entreat thy love ? I will. What 


fhalt thou exchange for rags? Robes : for tittles ? titles ; 


for thy felf, me ? Thus expecting thy reply, I prophane 
my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy piĉture,and my heart 
on thy every part: - 


Thine in the deare(t defign of induftry, 
Don Adrianade Armado. 


Thus doft thou hear the Nemean Lion roar, 
Gain thee thou Lamb, that ftandeft as his prey - 
Submiffive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forrage will incline to play: 
Butif thou ftrive ( poor foul ) what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repafture for his den. 


Prin. VVhat plume of feather is he that indited this 
Letter ? What vain? What Weathercock ? Did youever 

hear better ? 

Boy. 1 am much deceived, but Iremember the tile. 

Prin. Elfe your memory is bad, going o're it ere while. 

Boy. This Armado is a Spaniard that'keeps here in court, 
A Phantafme, a Monarcho, and one that makes {pore 
To the Prinee and his Book-mates. 

Prin. Thou fellow, a word. 
Who gave thee this letter ? 

Clow. I told you, my Lord. — 

Prin. Towhom fhould’ thou give it? 
. Clow. Frommy Lord tomy Lady. 

Prin, Fromwhich Lord to which Lady ? 

Clow. From my Lord Berown, a good mafter of mine, 
Toa Lady of France that he called Rofaline. 

Prin, Thou haf miftaken his letter. Come Lords away. 
Here fweet, put up this, "twill be thine another day, 

Exeunt. 

Boy. Who is the fhooter ? whois the fhooter ? 

R ofa. Shall I.teach you to know? 
. Boy, I mycontinent of beauty. . 

Rofa. Why fhe that bears the Bow. Finely put off. 

Boy My Lady goes to kill horns, but if thou marry, ` 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry. 
Finely put on, 

Rofa. Well then, | am the fhooter, 

Boy. And who is your Dear ? 

Rofa. If we choofe by horns; your {elf come not near. 

Finely put on indeed, 


Love's Labour's l oft. 


Mars. You till wrangle with her, Boyet and fhe frikes | 

at the brow.. : 

Boy. But fhe her felf'is hit lower : 
Have | hit her now. | 

Kofa. Shall lcome upon thee with an old faying, that 
was a. man when King Pippisof France was a little boy, 
as touching the hit it. 

Bey. So i may an{wer thee with one asold, that was wo- 
man when Queen Guinover of Brittain was alittle wench 
as touching the hit ir. 

Kofa, Thoucanft not hit it, hit it, hic it. 

Thou canft not hitit my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot: 

And | cannot another can. 

Clo. By my troth moft pleafanr, how both did fit it. 

Mar. A mark marvellous well fhot, for they both 

did hit it. 

Boy. A ae O mark but that mark è a mark fays my | 

ady. 

Let the mark havea prick in’t, to meet at, if it may be. 
Mar. Wide a’th bow hand, i’faith your hand is out. 
Clo. —_ a’muft fhoot nearer, or he'l ne’re hitthe | 

clout. ! 

Boy. Andif my handbeout, then belike your hand is | 

in 


Exit. | 


Clo. _ will fhe get the upfhot by cleaving che i 
in. f 
Mar. Ciny come, you talk greafily, your lips grow 
oul. 
Cle. She’s too hard for youat pricks, Gr, challenge her 
to bowl. | 
Pua in toomuch rubbing, good night my good 
wl. - 
Clo. By my foul a Swain, a moft fimple Clown. 
Lord, Lord ! how.the Ladies and I have put him down. 
O my troth moft {weet jes, moft incony vulgar wit, 
eee fo {moothly off, fo obfcenely, asit were, fo | 
t. 
Armado ath to fide, O amoft dainty man. 
To fee him walk before a Lady, and to bear her Fan. 
To fee him kifs his hand, and how moft fweetly a will 
{wear : 
And his Page at other fide, that handful of wit, 
Ah heavens, it is amoft pathetical nit. s4 
Sowla, Sowla. . Exeunt. 
Shout within. 
Enter Dull. Holofernes, the Pedant, and Nathaniel, 


Nath. Very reverent {pore truly, and done in the tefti- j 
mony of a good confcience. 3 
Ped, The Dear was(as you know ) fanguis in blood, 
ripe as a Pomwater, who siow hangeth like a Jewelin the 
ear of Calo the sky, the welkin the heaven, and anon fal- į 
leth like a Crab on the face of Terra, the foil, the land, 

theearth. .- 

Curat. Nath. Truly Mafter Holofernes, the epithetes are | 
{weetly varied like a fchojar at the leaft: but fir I affure § 
ye, it was a Buck of the firft head. } 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 

Dui. "Twas not a band credo, ’twasa Pricket. | 

Hol, Moft barbarous intimation: yet a kind of anft- 
uation, asit were invia, in way of explication facere : as 
it were replication, or rather oftentare, to fhow as it were 
his inclination after his undreffed, unpolifhed, uneducated, | 
unpruned, untrained, or rather uolettered,or rathereft un- 
confirmed fafhion, to infert again my hand credo fora 
Deer: 

Dul. 1 faid the Deer was not a hand credo, ‘twas a 
Pricket. 

Flel. Twice fod fimplicity, b:s coftus 3 O thou monfter 
ignorance, how deformed doeft chou look ? 

Nath. Sir he hath never fed on-the dainties that are 

bred in a book. T 
è 
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Love « Labour's loft. 


He hath not eat paper as it wete 5 

He hathnor drunk ink. 

His intellectis not replenithed, he is only ananimal, only 

fenfible in the duller parts’; and fuch barren plants are fer 

before us, that we thankful fhould be ; which we tafte, 

and feeling, are for thofe parts that do tru&tifie in us more 

than he. ae 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indifcreet, ora 

fool ; 

So were there a patch fet on Learning, to fee him in a 
School. 

But emne bene fay I, being of an old Fathers mind, 

Many can brook the weather, that love not che wind. 

Dual. You two are book-men ; Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at Casas birth, that’s not five 
weeks old as yet ? 

Hol. Difkiffima. goodman Dall, Ditifima goodman 
Dull. 

Dull What is diétinna? 

Nath. A'title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moon, 

Hol. The Moon was a month old when e4/dam was 10 

more. {core. 
And wrought not to five-weeks when he came to five- 
Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Dull. ’Tis true indeed, the Collufion holds inthe Ex- 
change. . 

. Hol. God comfort thy capacity, I fay the allufion holds 
in the Exchange. 

Dall. And {fay the pollufion holds in the Exchange ; 
for the Moon is never but a month old 3 and I fay befide 
thnt, "twas a Pricket that the Princefskill’d. 

Hol. Sic Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
Epitaph on the death of the Dear, and to humour 
the ignorant call'd the Dear, the Princefs kil?da Pric- 
ket. ! 

Nath. Perge good Malter Holofernes, perge, fo it fhall 
pleafe you ro abrogate fcurrillity. 

Hol. 1 will fomething effeét thë Letter, for it argues fa- 
cility. 


The praifefull Princefs pierc’d gond prickt 
a pretty pleafing pricket. 
Scme fay a Sore, bue not a fore, 
till now made fore with {hoot ing 
The Dogs did yell, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorel jumps from Thicket 5 
Or Pricket-fore, or elfe Sorell, 
the people fall a hooting. 
If Sore be fore, then eli to Sore, 
makes fifty Jores O forell 5 
Of one fore I an hundred make 
by adding but one more Le 


Nath, A rare talent. 


Dul. 1f atalent be aclaw, look how he claws him with 
a talent. 


Nath. This is a gift that I have fimple , fimple, a foolifh 


extravagant (piric, full of forms, figures, fhapes, objects, |. 


Ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. Thefe are be- 
got in the ventricle of memory, nourifhrin the womb of 
primater, and delivered upon the mellowing of occafion ; 
but the gift is-goodin tholéin whom itis acute, and I am 
thankful for ic. 

Hol. Sir, l praife the Lord for you, and fo may my Pa- 
rifhioners, for their Sons are well turor’d by you, and 
their Daughters profit very greatly uoder you; you area 
good member of the common-wealch. 

Nath. Me bercule, If their Sons be ingenuous, they 
fhall want no inftruétion ; If their Daughters be capable, 
I will putit to them. But Wir fapit, qui panca loguitur, a 
foul Feminine falucech us. 


Enter Faquenctta and the Clown 
Faque. God give you good morrow Mafter Par fon. 
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Nath. Malter Parfon, quafi perfon And if one fhould 
be perft, Which is the one » fre 

Clow. Marry Malter Schoolmafter , he that is likeft to 
a hogthead. 

Nath Of perfing 2 Hogthead, 2 good clufter of conceit 
‘n acurph of Earth, fire enough for a Flint, Pearl enough 
for a Swine = "tis pretty, it is well. 

Jaqu. Good Mafter Parfon be fo 
Letter , it was given me by Coftar 


| as read me this 
Don Armatho. \ befeech you read ıt. ' 


and fent me from 


Nath. Foufle precor gelida, quando pecus omne fub- 
umbra,ruminat, and fo forth. Ah good old Mantenan, } 
may {peak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice, Kene 
chi, venache a, gui non te vide, i non te piaech, Old Man- 
tuan, Old Mantnan. Who underftandeth thee not, ytre 
fol la mifa. Under pardon fir, What are the contents ? 
or rather as Horace faiesin his, What! my foul veries. 

Ffol, | fir, and very learned.. 

Nath, Lee me hear a ftaff, a Manza, averfe, Lege 

domine, . 
If Love make me forfworn, how hall I fwear to love? 
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed, 
Though to my felf forfworn, to thee Ple faithfuly prove, 
Thofe thoughts to me were Oakes, to.thee like Ofiers 
‘bowed, Rew 
Study his byas leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 
ree = thofe pleafures live ,*that art would compre- 
end.’ ! 
If knowledg be the mark, to know thee fhall fuffice, 
‘VVell learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend, 
All ignorant that foul, that fees thce without wonder. 
Which isto me fome praife, that J thy parts admire ; 
Thy eye Foves lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder, 
Which not to anger bent, is mufick, and fweet fire. 
Celeftial as thou art Oh pardon love this wrong, 
That fings heavens praife, witb fuch a earthly tongue. 

Pedro, You find not the apoftraphes, and fo mifs the 
accent. Let me fupervife the cangenet. ` 

Nath. Here are only numbers ratified , but for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poefie caret: O 
vidius Nafo was the man. And why indeed Nafo, but 
for finelling aut the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the 
jerks of invention imitary is nothing: So doth the 


Hound his mafter, the Ape his keeper , che tyred Horfe 


his cider: But Damofella Virgin, Was this direéted to 
you? 

Faque. \ fir, from one Mounfieur Birone ,one of the 
ftrange Queens Lords. 

Nath.1 will overgtance the (uperfeript. 
To the fnow-white hand of the molt beantecds Lady, RO- 
faline. | will look again on the intellect of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the party written, to the perlon written 
Unto. 
Your Ladsfhips in all defired employment , Birone: 


Per. Sir Holofernes, this Berown is one of the Votaries 
with the King , and heré he hath framed a Letter to a fe- 
quent of che ftranger Queens; which accidentally , or 
by the way of progreffion hath mifcarried. Trip and 
po my fweet, deliver this Paper into the hand of the 
King, it may concern much; ftay not thy complement, I 
forgive thy duty , adieu. 

Maid, Good Coftard go withme. 

Sir God fave your life. 

Coft. Have with thee my girl. E xst- 

Hel. Sir you have done this in the fear of God very 
religioufly: and as a certain father faith 

Ped. Sir; tell not me of the father, Ido fear couloura- 
ble colours. But to rerurn to the Verles, did rhey pleafe 
you Sir Nathaniel ? 

Nath, Marvellous well for the Pen. 

Peda. 1 do dine to day at the fathers of a certain 
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Pillof mine , where if ( being repaft ) it fhall pleafe you to 
gratife the rable with a grace, Iwill on my priviledge I 
have with the parents ofthe forelaid Child and Pupil, 
undertake your bien venuto, where Iwill prove thofe 
Verfes to be very unlearned , neitber favoouring of Poe- 
try, Wit or Invention. I befeech your Society. 
Nath. And thank you too : for fociety ( faith the text ) 
is the happinefs of life. 
is ee P And certes the text moft infallibly concludes it. 
Sir | do invite you too, you fhall not fay me nay : Pance 
r erba. 
Away , the gentles are at their game, and we will toour 
recreation. 
Exennt. 


Enter Biron with a Paper in bis band, alone. 


Biro. The King heis hunting the Dear. 

[ am courfing my telf. N : 

They have pitchta Toyl, I am toyling in a pitch , 
pitch that defiless defile, a foul word: Well, fet rhee 
down forrow ; for fothey fay the foot faid, and fo fay 
1, and I the fool : Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Love isas mad as Ajax, it kills theep , it kills me, la 
iheep : Well proved again a my fide. I will not love , 
if 1 do, hang me: Vfath | will not. O but her eye: by 
this light , but for her eye, 1 would noc love her ; yes, for 
her co her eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but lye 
and lye in my throat. By heaven | do love, and it hath 
taught me to Rime, and to be mallicholly: and here is 
parcof my Rime, and here my mallicholly. Well, fhe 
hath one a'my Sonnets already , the Clown bore it , the 
Font fent it, and the Lady hath it: fweet Clown, {weet- 
er Fool, fweeteft Lady. By the world, I would not care 
apin, if che ocher three were in. Here comes one witha 
caper, God give him grace to groan.. 

_ He flands afide. 
King. Ay me. 

Br. Shot by heaven, proceed fweet Cupid, thov haft 
thumpr him with thy birdoolt under che left pap : in faith 
fecrets. . 7 

Keng. So {weet a kils the golden Sun gives not, 

To thofe frefh morning drops upon the Rofe, 
Asthy eye-beams when their frefh Rayes heve {mot 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows: 
Nor fhines the filver Moon one half fo bright, 
Through the tranfpareat bofome of the deep , 
Asdoth my face through tears of mine give light: 
Thou fhin’ inevery tear that Ido weep, 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee, 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that {well in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will thew: 
But donot love thy felf, then thou wilt keep 

My tears for glaffes; and {till make me weep. 

O Queen of Queens, how far doft thou excel, 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell 
How fhall the know my griefs ; I'le drop the paper: 
Sweet leaves fhade folly. Who ishe comes here ? 


Enter Longavile. The King freps afide. 
What! Longavile! and reading : liften ear. 

Bir. Now in thy likenefs one more fool appears: 

Long. Ay me, I am fosfworn. 

Bir. Why he comesin like a perjur’d, wearing papers. 

Long. In love Lhopes fweet fellowhhip in fhame. 

Bir. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Lon. Am Ithe firft that have been perjur’d fo? ( know, 

Bir. I could put thee in comfort: not by two, that I 
Thou makeft the triumphry, the corner cap of fociety, 
The fhape of Loves Tiburn, that hangs up fimplicity. 

Lon. 1 fear thefe ftubborn lines lack power to move. 
O (weet Afaria , Emprefs of my love, | 
Thefe oumbers will I tear, and write in profe. 


The King entreth. 


i 


Love's Labour's lof. 


Bir. O Rimes are guards on wanton Cupids hofe, 
Disfigure not his fhop. 
Lon This fame thall go. Fle reads the Sonnet. 
Did not the heavenly Rherorick of thine eye, 
Gainft mbom the world cannot hold argument , 
Perforade my heart to this falfe perjury? 
Vows for thee broke deferve not punifhment, 
A woman I forfwore, bust I will prove, 
Thon being a Goddefs,] for{wore not thee. 
My Vow was earthy, thou a heavenly Love. 
Iby grace being gain'd, eures all difprace in me, 
Vows are bat breath, and breath a vapour is 
Then thon fair Sun, which on my earth dof? fhine, 
Exhal'f this vapour-vow; in thee st is: 
If broken then, it is nofanlt of mine : 
If by me broke, what fool is not fo wife, 
To lofe anoath, to wina Paradife ? 
Bir. "This is the liver vein, which makes fiefha deity 5 
A green Goofe, aGoddefs, pure, pure Idolatry 
God amehd us, God amend, we are much out o'th? way. 


Enter Dumaine. 
Lon, By whom fhall I fend this! ( Company ? ) Stay. 
Bir. All hid, all hid, an old infant play, 
Like a demy God, here fit lin the sky, 
And wretched fools fecrets heedfully o’re eye. 
More Sacks to the Mill / O heavens have my wi(h, 
Dumain transform’d 5 four Woodcocks ina difh. 
Dum. O mok divine Kate. 
Biro. O moft prophane coxcomb. 
Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortal eye. 
Bir. By earth fhe is not ; corporal, there you lye. 
Dam. Her amber hairs for fowl hath Amber coted. 
Bsr. An Amber coloured Raven was well noted, 
Dum. As upright as the Cedar. 
Bir, Stoop | fay, her fhoulder is with child. 
Dum. As fair as day. 
Bir. 1 asfome days, but then no fun muft fhine. 
Dum. O that Lhad my wifh? 
Long. And I had mine. 
Kin, And mine too, good Lord. 
Bir. Amen, fol had mine. Is not that a good word ? § 
Dum. | would forger her, bue a Feaver fhe 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 
Bir. A Feaverin your blood! why then incifion 
Would let her out in Sawcers, {weet mifprifion. 
Dum, Once more l'le read the Ode that I have writ. 
Bir. Once more |'lemark how ‘Love can vary Wit- 


Dumain reads bis Sonnet. 
On a day, alack the day : 
Love, whofe Month ts every May, 
Spi'd a bloffome paffing fatr, 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through che Velvet leaves, she wind, 
All unfeen, can paffage find, 
That the Lover fickto death, 
Wifh’d himfelf the heavens breath, 
Air, ( quoth be) thy cheeks to blow, 
Air, would I might triumph fo. 
But alack my hand is ferorn, 
Ne're to pluck thee from thy throne : 
Vow alack for youth unmeet, 
Youth fo apt to pluck a feet. 
Do not call it fin in me, 
That I am forfworn for thee. 
Thon for whom jove would fwtar, 
Juno bue an Ethiop were, 
And deny himfelf for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy Love. 


‘This will | fend, and fomethingelfe more plain, 
‘| That fhall exprefs my true-loves fa@ting pain, 


O would the King, Biron and Longavile, 
á Were 
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Were Lovers too, ill toexample iU, —— 
Would from my fore-head wipe a perjur d note: 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
Lon. Dumatn, thy Love is far from charity, 
That in Loves grief defir’ft fociety : 
You may look pale, but I fhould blufh I know, 
To be o’re-heard, and taken napping fo. l 
King. Come fir, you blufh as his, your cafe is fuch; 
You chide at him, offending twice as much, 
You do not love Maria, Longavile, 
Did never Sonnet for her fake compile ; 
Nos never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bofome, to keep down his heart. 
[had been clofely fhrowded in this bufh — 
And markt you both, and for you both did blufh. 
L heard your guilty Rimes, obferv’d your fafhion ; 
Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your paffion. 
Ay me, fayes one ! O Fove, the other cries ! 
Her hairs were Gold, Cryftal the others eyes. 
You would for Paradıfe break faith and troth, 
And fove for your Love would infringe an oath. 
What will Birone fay when that he fhalt hear 
A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did {wear ? 
How will he fcorn ? how will he fpend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever J did fee, 
| would not have him know fo much by me. 
Bir. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie. 
Ah good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me. 
Good heart, What grace haft thou thus to reprove 
Thefe worms for loving, that are moft in love 2 
Your eyes do make no couches in your tearsy 
There is no certain Princefs that appears, 
You'll not be perjur’d, ‘ris a hateful thing : 
Tuth, none but Minftrels like of Sonnetting. 
But are you oot afham’d ? nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o’re fhot ? 
You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fee : 
But I a Beam do find in each ot three. 
O what a Scene of fool’ry have I feen, 
Of fighs, of groans, of forrow, and of teen ? 
O me, with what ftri€t patience have I fat, 
To fee a King transformed to a Gnat ? 
To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 
And profound Solomon tuninga Jygge? 
And Neffor play at pufh-pin with the boyes, 
And Critick Tymon laugh at idle toyes. 
Where lies thy grief? O tell me good Dumain; 
And gentle Longauile, where lies thy pain ? 
And where my Lieges ? all about the breatt. 
A Candle hoa ! 
Kin, Too bitter isthy jeft, 
Are we betrayed thusto thy over-view ? 
Bir, Not youby me, burl betrayed to you. 
I that am honeft, Ithat hold it fin 
To break the vow | am ingaged in. 
fam betray’d by keeping company 
With men, like men of ftrange inconftancy. 
When hall you fee me write a thing ia rime ? 
Or groan for Foan? or fpend a minutes time 
In pruning me? when {hall you hear thar I will praife a 
hand, a foot ,a face, an eye: a gate,a ftete, abrow, a 
breaft, a walt, a lep, a limb? 
Kin. Soft, whither away fo faft ? 
A true man, ora thief, that gallops fo. 
Bir. | poft from Love, good Lover let me go. 
Enter Faquenctra, and Clown. 
Jaque. God blels che king. 
Ksn. What Prefent haft thou there ? 
Clo. Some certain treaton. 
Kin. What makes treafon bere ? 
Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 
Kon: tf it mar nothing neither, 
The treafon and you go in Peace together. 





Fague. I beleech your Grace let this Letter be read, 
Our perfon mifdoubtsit :it was treafon he faid. 
Kin, Birone, read it over. He reods the Letter. 
Where hadft thou it > 
Jaque, Of Coflard. 
Kin. VVhere had(t tbou it ? 
Cof. Of Dun A4 dramadio, Dun Adramadio, 
Navi How now, what mean you? why doft thou tear 
it? 
l ad A toy my Liege, a toy: your prace needs not 
ear it. 
Long. lt did move him to paffion, and therefore ters 
hear it. 
Dum. Itis Birones writing, and here is his name. 
Bir. Ah you whorelon loggerhead, you were born to 
do me fhame. 
Bir. Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefs, I confess. 
King. What ? 
Bir, That you three fools, lackt me fool, to make up 
the mefs. 
He, he, and you: and youmy Liege, and I, 
Are pick-purfes in Love, and we deferve co dye. 
O difwnifs this audience, and I fhall tell you more. 
Dum, Now the number is even. 
Bsr, True, true, we are four: will thefe Turtles be 
gone? 
Kin, Hence firs, away, Exit. 
Clo. Walk alide the true folk, and let the traytors flay 
Bir. Sweet Lords, fweet Lovers, O let us imbrace ; 
As true we are as flefh and blood can be. 
The Sea will chb ang flow, heaven will thew his face: 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree. 
We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born: 
Therefore of all hands muft we be for(worn. 
Keng. What did thefe rent lines thew fome love of 
thine ? (Rofaline, 
Bir. Did they, quoth you? Who fees the heavenly 
That (like a rude and favage man of Inde) 
At the firt opening of the gorgeous Eaft, 
Bows not his vaffal head, and ftrucken blind, 
Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft ? 
VVhat peremptory Eagle-fighted eye 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her Majefly ? 
Kin. What zeal, what fury hath infpir’d thee now ? 
My Love (her Miftris) isa gracious Moon, 
She (an attending Star ) fearce feen a light. 
Bir. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I ‘Birone, 
O but for my Love, day would turn to nighr, 
Of all complexions the cull’d foveraignty, 
Do meet as at a Fairio her Fair cheek, 
Where feveral Worthies make one dignity, 
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Where nothing wants, that want it felfdoth feek. 
| Lend me the flourith of all gentle tongues, 


Fie painted Rhetorick, O the needsit gor, 


-| To things of fale,a fellers praife belongs : 


She pafles praife, then pratfe too fhort doth blot. 
A withered Hermite, five fcore winters worn, - 
Might fhake off fifty, looking in hercye : 
Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new born, 

And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 

O’ris the Sun that maketh all things fhine. 
Kin, By heaven, thy Love is black as Ebony. 
Bir. \s Ebony like her ? O word divine ? 

A Wife of fuch Wood were felicity. 

O who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

Thar I may {wear beauty doth beauty lack, 

Ifthat the learn not of her eye to look: 

No face is fair that is not full fo black. 

Kin. O paradox, black asthe badge of hell, 
The hue of Dungeons, and the fchool of Night - 
And beauties crett becomes the heavens welt. 

Bir, Devils fooneft tempt refembliog fpirits of Light. 
O, ifin black my Ladies brow be deckt, 
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It Mourns, that painting and ufurping hair 

Should ravifh doters witha falfe afpe& : 

And thereforeis fhe born to make black fair; 

Her favour turns the fafhion of rhe dayes, 

For native Blood is counted painting now: ^ 

And therefore red that would avoid difpraife, 

Paints its felf black, toimtate her brow. 
Dum. To look like her are Chimney-Sweepers black. 
Lon. And fince her times are Colliers counted bright. 
King, And Erhiops of their {weet complexion crack. 
Dun, Dark needs no Candles now, for Dark is light. 
Bir. Your Miftrefles dare never come inrain, 

For fear their Colours fhould be wafht away. 
Kin ’Ywere good yours did: for fir to tell you plain, 

l'le ind a fairer face ot wafhtto day. 
Rir. Vle prove her fair, or taik tili Dooms-day here. 
Kin. No Devil will fright thee then fo much as fhe. 
Dum. 4 never knew man hold vile ftuff fo dear. 
Lon. Look, here’sthy love, my foot and her face fee. 
Bir. Oif the freers were paved with thine Eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 
Dum. O vile, thenas fhe goes, what upward lyes ? 

The ftreet fhould fee as fhe walk’d over Head. | 
Kin, But what of this, are we not all in Love ? 
Bir. Nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworn. 
Kin, Then leave thischat, and good Bsrone now prove 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dum. {marry there, fome flattery for this evil. 
Long. O fome authority how to proceed , 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil. 
Dam. Some ialve for Perjury. - 
Bir. O ’tismore than need. 

Have at you then affections, menat arms, 

Confider what you firft did {wear unto : 

To faft, co Rudy, and rofee no Woman: 

Flat Treafon ’gaintt the Kingly ftate of youth. 

Say, Can you faft ? your fomacks are too young: 

And abftinence ingenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd to ftudy ( Lords) 

In thateach of you have forfworn his Book. 

Can you fill dream and pore, and thereon look ? 

For when would you, my Lord or you, 

Have found the ground of ftudies Excellence, 

Without the Beauty of a Womansface 5 

From Womens eyes this Doétrine | derive, 

They are rhe Ground, the Books, the Academs, 

From whence doth fpring the true Promethean fire. 

Why, univerfal plodding, poyfons up 

The nimble Spirits in the arteriess 

As motion and long aétion tires 

The fiinowy vigour of the Traveller. 

Now for nor looking on a Womans face, 

You have in that forfworn the ufe of Eyes : 

And fiidy too, the caufer of your vow. 

For where is any Author in the World, 

Teaches fuch Beauty as a Womans Eye : 

Learning is but an adjung& to our felf, 

And where we are, our Learning likewile is. 

Then when our {elves we fee in Ladies Eyes, 

Do we not likewife fee our Learning there ? 

O, we have madea Vow to ftudy, Lords, 

And in that vow we have forfworn our Books : 

For when would you (my Liege) or you, or you, 

In Leadencontemplation have found out 
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Above their functions and their Offices, 

Ir adds a precious feeing to the Eye : 

A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 

A Lovers ear will hear the loweft found. 
When the funpitious head of Theft is ftopr, 
Loves feeling is more foft and fenfible, 

Than are the tender Horns of Cockled Snayles. 
Loves Tongue provesdainty Bacchas, grofs in tafte ; 
For Valour, isnot Love a Hercules ? 

Still climing treesin the He/perides. 

Subtil asa Sphinx, as (weetand mufical, 

As bright Appollo’s Lute, ftrung with his Hair. 
And when Love fpeaks, the voice of alf the gods, 
Meke Heaven drowfie with rhe Harmony. 
Never durft Poet touch a Pen to write, 

Until his Ink were tempred with Loves fighs : 

O then his Lines would ravith favage Ears ; 

And plant in Tyrants mild humility. 

From Womens Eyes this Doctrine I derive : 
They fparkle ftill rhe right Promethean fire, 
They arethe Books, the Arts, the Academes, 
That fhew, contain, and nourifh all the World: 
Elfe none at all in ought proves excellent : 

Then Fools you were thefe Women to forfwear. 
Or keeping what is fworn, you will prove foots. 
For wiidoms fake, (a word that all men love) 
Or for Loves fake, a word that loves all men: 
Or for Mens fake, the Author of thefe Women, 
Or Womans fake , by whom we menare men, 
Let usonce lofe our oaths, tofind our felves ; 
Or elfe we lofe our felves , tokeep our Oaths. 
It is Religion to be thus forfworn, 

For Charity ic {elf fulfills the Law ; 

and whocan fever Love from Charity ? 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field, 

Bir. Advance your ftandards, and upon them Lords 
Pell, mell, down with them: but be firft advis’d, 
In confli that you get the Sun of them. 

Lon. Now to plain dealing, lay thefe glozes by, 
Shall we refolve to wooe thele Girls of France, 

Kin. And win them toos therefore let us devife, 
Some entertainment for them at their Tents. 

Bir. Firft from the Park let us condu& them thither, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of hisfair Miftrefs: in che Afternoon 
We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them : 
Such as the fhortnefs of the time can fhape, 

For Revells, Dances, Masks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair Love, ftrewing her way with Flowers, 

Kin. Away, away, no time fhal) be omitted, 
Thar willbe time, and may by us be fitted. 

Bir, Alone, alone fowed Cockell, reap’d no Corn, 
And Jjaftice always whirls in equal meafure : 

Light Wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn, 
if fo, our Copper buys no better Treafure. 
Excent. 





Actus Quartus. 


Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull. 
Ped. Satis quid fufficit. 


Such fiery Numbers as the prompting Eyes 
Of Beauties tutors have enrich’d you with ? 
Other flow Arts entirely keep the brain 5 
And therefore finding barren practifers, 
Scarce fhew a harveft of their heavy toyle. 
But Love firft learned in a Ladies Eyes, 
Lives not aloneimroured in the brain : 

But with the motion of all Elements, 
Courtes as fwift as thought in every power, 
And gives to every power a double power, 


Cur. I praite God for you fir, your reafons at Dinner 
have been fharp and fententious: pleafant without feur- 
rillicy, witty without affe&tation, audacious without im- 
pudency, learned without opinion, and ftrange without 
Herefie: 1 did converfe this quondam day with a compani- 
onof the Kings, who is intituled , nominated or called, 
Don Ad:iano de Armatho. 

Ped. Novi hominem tanquam te. His humour is lofty, 
his difcourfe peremptory ; his Tongue filed, his Eye am- 
bitious; his Gate Majeftical, and his general behaviour 

vain, 
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vain, ridiculous, and thrafonical. He is too picked, too fpruce, coo 
aflected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinare, asI may call it. 

Curat. A molt fingular and choice Epither, 

Draw's out b1s Table-book. 

Ped. He draweth out the thred of his verboficy, finer than the 
[taple of his argument. I abhor fuch phanatical phantafms, fuch in- 
fociable and point devife companions, fach rackers of ortagraphy, 

asto {peak dout fine, when he fhould fay doubr;, det,when he fhould 
pronounce debt; debr, not dec: he clepeth a Calf, Cauf: half, 
hauf: neighbour vocatur nebour ; neigh abreviated ne ; this is ab» 
hominable, which we would call abominable : ic infinuareth me of 
infamy: ne inceligis domsme, to make frantick, lunatick. 

Cura. Laus deo, bene rnrelligo. 

Peda. Bome boon for boon prefèian, a tittle fearch, twill ferve. 

Enter Braggart, Boy. 

Curdt. Vides-ne quis venit ? Peda. Vidco, €$ gaudeo. 

Brag. Chirra. Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace wellincountred. 

Peds , Moft military fir, falucation. 

Boy They have been at a great feaft of Languages, &itole the (craps. 

Clo. O they have lived long on the alms-baskert of words. I marvel 
thy Mafter hath not eaten thee for a word, for thouart nor fo long by 
the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus: Thou arr eafier {wallowed 
than a flap-dragon. Page. Peace, the peal begins. 

Brag. Monfieur, are you not lettered ? 

Page. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the Horn-book: 

Whaat is Ab {peld backward with the born on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, pueritia with a horn added. 

Pag. Ba moft filly Sheep, with a horn : you hear his learning. 

Peda Quis quis, thou Confonant ? ; 

Page The laft of the five vowels, if you repeat them,or the fifth if I. 

Pela I will repeatrhem : ae I. 

Page The Sheep, the other two concludes it ou. 

Brag. Now by the falt wave of the mediterancum, a fweet turch,a 
quick venew of wit, fhip fnap, quick and home, it rejoiceth my intel- 
lect, crue wit. => 

Page Offered by a child to an old man: which is wir-old. 

Peda What is the figure ? What is the figure ? Page. Horns. 

Peda Thou difputeft like an Infant: go, whip thy Gige. | 

Page Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip about 
your infamy unum citaa gigg of a Cuckolds horn. 

Clown AndI had but one penny in the world, thou fhouldft have 
it to buy Ginger-bread: Hold, there is the very Remuneration I had 
of thy Mafter, thou half-penny purfe of wit, thou Pidgeon-egg of 
difcretion. O, and the heavens were fo pleafed, that thou wert but 
my Baftard; What a joyful father would{t thou make me? Go to, 
thon halt ic ad dunghil, at the fingers ends, as they fay. 

Peda Oh, I fmell falfe Latin, dunghel for unguem. 

Brag. Art{-man preambulat,we will be fingled trom the barbarous. 
Do you not educate youth atthe Charge-houfe on the top of the 
Mountain ? Peda Or Mons onthe hill. 

Brag. At your fweet pleafure, for the Mountain. 

Peda Ido fans queftion. 

Brag. Sir, it is the Kings moft {weet pleafure and affection, to 
congratulate the Princefs at her Pavillion, in che poftersors of this 
day, which the rude multitude call the after-noon. 

Peda The poftersor of the day, moft generous fir, is liable, con- 
gruent, and ineafurable for the after-noon : the word is well culd, 
choice, fweet,and apt, I do affure you fir, Ido affure. 

Brag. Sir, the King ıs a noble Gentleman, and my familiar, Ido 
affure ye very good friend: for what is inward berween us, let it 
pals ldo befcech thee, remember thy curtefie. I befeech thee ap- 
pace! thy head: and among other importunateand moft ferious de- 
fiens, and of great import indeed too; but let that pals, for I muft 
tell thee ıt will pleafe his Grace (by the world) fometime to lean 
upon my poor fhoulder, and with his royal finger thus dally with my 
excrement, with my muftachio ; but, fweer heart, let that pafs. By 
the world I recount no fable, fome certain fpecial honours it pleal- 
eth his Greatnefs to impart to Armado a Souldier, a man of travel, 
that hath feen the world: but lee that pafs, the very allof all is: buc 
fweet heart, I do implore fecrecy, that the King would have me 
prefent the Princefs (fweec chuck) with fome delightful oftentation, 
or fhow, or pageant, or ancick, or fire-work ; Now underftanding 
thar rhe Curate and your fweet felf are goodat fuch eruptions, and 
fudain. breaking our of mirth (as ic were) I have acquainted you 
withal, ro the end to crave your affiftance. 

Ped. Sir, you fhall prefent before her the Nine Worthies. Sir Ffo- 
lofernes, as concerning fome entertainment of time, fome fhow in 
the poiterior of this day, to be rendred by our affiftanrs ac the Kings 
command . and rhis moft gallant, illuftra:e and learned Gentleman, 
before the Princefs: I fay none fo fit to prefent the Nine Worthies. 

Curate Where will you find men worthy enough to prefent them ? 

Ped. Fofas, your (elf: my felf, and this gallant gentleman Judas 
Machabeus, this Swain ( becaufe of his great limm or joint ) fhall 
pals Pompey the great, the Page Hercules. 

Brag. Pardon fir, error: he is not quantity enough for that 
Worthies thumb he ts not fo big asthe end of his Club. 

Ped. Shall} have audience? he thal! prefent Herciles in minority : 
his enter and exie thall be ttrangling a Snake ; and I will have an 
Apology for thar purpofe. 

Pag. An excellent device: fo ifany of the audience hifs, you may 
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cry, Well done Hercules, now thou crutheft the Snake ; that is the 
way to make an offence gracious, tho few have the grace ro doit. 
Brag. For the reft of che Worthies? 

Ped. I will play three my felf, Paz. Thrice worthy Gentieman. 

Brag. Shall I tell you a thing ? Ped. We attend. 

Bra.We will have, if this fadgenot,an Antique. be(eech you follow. 

Ped. Via good-man Dull, thou hatk (poken no word all this while. 

Dull Nor underftood none neither fir. 

phon? a will employ thee. 

“a. Me make one in a dance, or fo: or wi 
to the Worthies, and let rhem dance the hey. eee 
Ped, Moft Dull, honelt Dull, to our {port away. 
i Enter Prineefs, and Ladies. 

Prin. Sweer hearts, we fhall be rich ere we depart 
If fairings come thus plentifully in. i 
A Lady wall'd about with Diamonds; look you, whar [have from 
the King. = Rofa. Madam,* came nothing elfe along with that? 

Prin. Nothing but this: yes, as much love in Rime 
As would be cram'd up in a fheet of paper, > 
Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all, 

That he was fain to (eal on Cupids name, 
Rofa, That was the way to make his god-head wax; 
For he hath been five thoufand years a boy. 

Kath, J, anda fhrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Rofa. You'll ne're be friends with him, a kild your filer. 

Kath He made her melancholly, fad and heavy, 

And fo the died; had the been light like you, 

Of fuch a merry nimble ftirring fpirit, 

She might have been a Grandam ere the died. 
And fo may you; Fora light heart lives long. 

Rofa. What's your dark meaning moufe of this light wo d? 

Kath A tight condition in a beauty dark. 

Rofa. We need more light to find your meaning out. 

Kath, You'l mar the tight by taking ic in (nuff: 

Therefore I'le darkly end the argument. 

Rof: Look what you do, you do it {till i'th dark. 

Kath, So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 

Rof. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 

Kat. You weigh menot, O that's you care not for me. 

Rof? Great reafon: for paft care, is {till paft cure. 

Prin. Well handled both; a fer of wie well played. 

But Rofaline you have a favour too? Who fent it ?and what is it ? 
of. I would you knew. 

And if my face were but as fair as yours, 

My favour were asgreat, be witne(s this. 

Nay Ihave Verfes too. [thank Birone, 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 

I were the faireft goddefson the ground. 

I am compar'd to twenty choufand fairies. 

O he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 

Pri-Any thing like? Rof-Much in the letcers,nothing in the praife 

Prin. Beauteous Ink ; a good conclulion. 

Kat. Fair as a text B in a Copy-book. 

Rof: Ware penfils. How? let me not die your debtor, 
My red Dominical, my golden letter. 

O that your face were fult of Oes. 

Prin. A pox of that jeft, and I bethrew all fhrows : 
But Katharine what was fent to you 
From fair Dumain ? Kath. Madam, this Glove. 

Prin. Did he not fend you twain? 

Kath. Yes Madam ; and moreover, 

Somethoufand Verfes of a faithful Lover. 
A huge tranflation of hypocrifie, 
Vildly compil’d, profound fimplicity. 

Mar. This, and chefe Pearls, co me fent Longavile. 
The letter is too iong by half a mile. 

‘Prin. I think no lefs 5 Doft thou not with in heart 
The Chain were longer, and the letter fhort? 

Mar. I, or I would thefe hands might never part. 

Prin. We are wife girls, to mock our lovers fo. 

Rof- They are worfe fools to puschafe mocking fo. 
That fame Birone I'le torture ere I yo. 

O thart I knew he were but in by th'week, 

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and feek, 
And wait the feafon, and obferve the times, 

And fpend his prodiga! wits in bootlefs rimes, 

And fhape his fervice all co my behefts, 

And make him proud co make me proud with jefte. 
Sopertaunt like would I o'refway his ftate, 

That he fhould be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are fo furely canght, when they are catch‘d, 
As wit turn’d fool ; folly in wifdoin hatch’d, 

Hath wifdoms warrant, and the help of School, 
And wits own grace-to grace a learned Fool. 

Rof: The blood of youth burns not in fuch excefs, 
As gravities revolt to wanronnels 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrange a note, 

As fool'ry inthe Wife, when wit doth dote: 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove by Wit, worth in fimplicity 
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Enter Boyet. 
Prin. Here comes Boyer, and mirth in his face. 
Boy. O, I am {tab'd with laughter, Where’s her Grace ? 
Prin. Thy news Boyet ? Boy. Prepare Madam, prepare. 
Arm Wenches arm, incountets mounted are _ 
| Againft your peace, Love doth approach, difguis’d : 
Armed in arguments, you'll be furpris’d. 
Mufter your Wits, ftand in your own defence, 
Or hide your heads like Cowards, and flye hence. 
Prin. Saint Dennis, to Saint pe ; Whar are they 
That chargeth their breath againft us? Say fcout, fay. 
Boy. Under the cool fhade of a Sycamore, 
I thought to clofe mine eyes fome half an hour ? 
When lo ro interrupt my purpos’d reft, 
Toward that Ihade I might behold addreft 
The King and his companions ; warily 
I ftole into a neighbour thicket by, 
And over-heard, what you fhall over-hear : 
That by and by difguis'd they will be here. 
Their Herald is a pretty knavifh Page, 
That well by heart hath con’d his embaffage, 
Action and accent did they teach him there. 
Thus muft thou fpeak, and thus thy body bear. 
And everand anon they made a doubt, 
Prefence majeftical would put him out: 
For, quoth rhe King, an Angel fhalt thou {ce ? 
Yet fear not thou, but fpeak audacioufly. 
The Boy rep/y'd, an Angel is not evil; 
I fhould have feard her, had fhe been’a Devil. 
With rbat all langh’d, and clap'd him on the fhoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praifes bolder. 
Oue rub’d his elbow thus, and fleer’d, and fwore, 
A better fpeech was never fpoke before. 
Another with his finger, and his thumb, 
Cry'd via, we will do’t , come what will come. 
The third he caperd and cryed, All goes well. 
The fourth turn’d on the tne, and down he fell ; 
ith that they all did tumble on the ground, 
With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound, 
That in this fpleen ridiculous, appears, 
Tocheck their folly paffions, folemn tears. 
Prin. But what, but what, come they tovific us? 
Boy. They do, they do 3 and are apparel'd thus, 
Like Mufcovstes, or Ruffians, andl guefs, 
Their pnrpofe-is to parlee, courr, and dance, 
And every one his Love-feat will advance 
Unto his feveral Miftrefs: Which they’ll-know 
By favours fev’ral, which they did beftow. 
Prin. And will they fo? the Gallants fhal! be taskr; 
For Ladies , we willevery one be maskt: 
And not a man of them fhall have the grace 
Defpight of fute, to fee a Ladies face. 
Hold Rofaline, this Favour thou fhalt wear, 
And then the King will court thee for his Dear : 
Hold, rake thou this my fweet, anc give me thine, 
So fhall Biron take me for Rofaline. 
And change your Favours too, fo fhall your Loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by thefe removes. 
Rof: Come on then, wear the favours moft in fighr. 
Kath. But in this changing, What is your intent ? 
Prin. The effect of my intent is to crofs theirs ; 
They do it but in mocking merriment, 
And mock for mockis onely my intent. 
Their feveral Counfels they unbofom fhall 
To Loves miftook, and fo be mocke withal: 
Upon rhe next occafion that we, meet 
With Vifages difplayed ro talk and greet: 
Rof: But fhall we dance, if they defire us ro’t? 
Prin. No, to the death we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their:pen’d fpeech render we no grace > 
But while ‘tis fpoke, each turn away her face. 
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 
“Prin. Therefore I do jt, and I make no doubt, 
The reft will ne’re come in, if he be out. 
There's no fuch {port, as {port by fport orethrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own ; 
So fhall we ftay mocking intended game, 
And they well mockt, depart away with fhame, Sound. 
Boy. The Trumpet founds, be maskt, the maskers come. 
Enter Blackmoors with mufick, the Boy with a fpeech, and the 
rejt of the Lords difguifed. 
Pag. All hail, the richeft Beauties onthe earth, 
Bir. Beauties noricher than rich Taffata. 
Pag. A holy parcel of the faireft dames that ever turn'd their backs 
to mortal views. The Ladies turn their back to him. 
Bir. Their eyes villain, their eyes. 
Pag. That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal views. Out. 
Bir. True, out indeed. 


Pag. Out of your favours heavenly firit, vouchfafe not to behold. 
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Bir, Once to behold, rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold with your fun beamed-eyes, 
With your fun-beamed eyes. 

Bir, They will not anfwer to that Epithere, 
You were beft call it Daughtér-beamed eycs. 

Pag. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 

Bir. Isthis your perfectnefs? be gone you rogue. 

Rof: What would thefe ftrangers ? 

Know their minds Boyee. 

If they do {peak our language, ‘tis our will 
That fome plain man.recount their purpofes. 
Know what they would? 

Boy. What would you with the Princefs ? 

Bir. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifitation. 

Rof: What'would they, fay they ? 

Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifitation. 

Rof: Why that they have, and bid them fo be gone. 

Boy. She fays you have ir, and you may be gone. 

Kgn, Say to her we have meafured many miles, 
Totread a meafure with you on rhe grafs. 

Boy. They fay that they have meatured many a mile, 
To treada meafure with you on this grafs. 

Rof: Iris not fo. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile? If they have meafured many, 

The meafure then of one is eafily rold. 

Boy. If to come hither, you have meafur’d miles, 

And many miles : the Princefs bids you tell, 
How many inches doth fill up one mile? 

Bir. Tell her we meafure them by weary fteps. 

Boy. She hears her felf. ` Rof? How many weary fteps 
Of many weary miles you have ore-gone, 

Are numbred in the travel of one mile ? 

` Bir. We number nothing that we fpend for you, 
Our duty is fó rich, fo infinite, 
Thar we may do it ftill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe to fhew the funfhine of your face, 
That we (like favages) may worthip it. 

Rof My face is but a moon,and clouded too. 

Kirs. Bleffed are clouds, to do as fuch clouds do, 
Vouchfafe bright Moon on thefe thy ftars to fhine, 
(Thofe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne, 

Rof: O vain petitioner, heg 2 greater matter, 

Thou now requefts bur Moon-fhine in the water. 

Kin. Then in our meaftre, vouchfafe but one change; 
Thou bidft me beg, this begging is not ftrange. 

Rof: Play mofick then; nay you muft do it foon. 

Not yet no dance; thus change I like‘the moon. 

Kin. Will you not dance; How come you thus eftranged ? 

Rof: Yot rook the Moon at full, but now fhe's changed, 

Kan. Yet {till the isthe Moon, and I the Man. 

Rof. The mufick plays, vouchfafe fome motion to it; 
Our ears vouchfafe it. Kin, But your legs fhould doit, 
Rof, Since you are ftrangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll norbe nice, take hands, we will not dance. 

Kin Why take you hands then? 

Rof: Onely to part friends. 

Curt’he fweet hearts, and fo the Meafure ends, 

Kin. More meafure of this meafure; be not nice. 

Rof: We can afford no mote'at fuch a price. 

Kin. prize your felves then ; what buys your company ? 

Rof. Your abfence onely. Kin. That can never be. 

Rof: Then cannot we be bought; and fo adieu, 

Twice to your Vifor, and half once to you. 

Kin. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 

Rof: In private rhen. - Kin. I am beft pleas’d with that. 

Bir. White-handed Miftrifs, one fweet word with thee, | 

Prin. Hony, and Milk, and Sugar; there is three. 

Bir. Nay thentwotreys, and if you grow fo nice; 
Methegline, Wort, and Malmfey ; well run dice : 

There's half a dozen fweets. 

Prin. Seventh {weet adieu, fince you can cog. 

Ile play no more with you. Bir. One word in fecret. 

Prin. Let it not be fweet. Bir. Thou griev'ft my gall, 

Prin. Gall, bitter. Bir. Therefore meet. i 

Du. Will you vouchfafe with me co change a word ? 

Mar. Name it. Dum. Fair Lady : 

Mar. Say you fo? Fair Lord; Take you chat for your fair Lady. 

Dum. Plea(e it you, As much in private, and I’Je bid adieu. 

Mar, What, was your vizard made without a tongue ? 

Long. I know the reafon Lady why you ask. 

Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, I long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within your mask. 

And would afford my fpeechlefs vizard half. 

Mar. Veal quoth the Dutch-man ; is not Veal a Calf? 

Long. ACalf fair Lady. Mar. No,a fair Lord Calf, 

Long. Let's part the word. Mar. No, Ile not be your half; 
Take all and wean it, it may prove an Ox. 

Long. Look how you But to your felf in thefe fharp mocks. 
Will you give horns chaft Lady? Do not fo. 

Mar. Then die a Calf before your horns do grow, 

Long. One word in private with you ere I die, 


ge gl 


t 


Love's Labour's loft. 


Mar. Bleat foftly then, the Butcher hears you cry. 
Bey. The tongues of mocking Wenches are as keen 
Asis the Razors Edge invifible : 
Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen, 
Above the fence of fence fo fenfible: _ i 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings, 
Fleeter than Arrows Bullets, Wind, thought, fwifter things. 
Rof. Not one word more my Maids, break off, break 
off. i 
Bir, By Heaven all dry beaten with pure fcoff. 
Kin. Farewel mad Wenches, you have fimple Wits. 
Exennt. 
Prin. Twenty Adicus my frozen AZofcovstes. 
Are thefe the breed of Witsfo wondred at ? 
Boy, Tapers they are, with your fwect breaths puft 
out. 
Rof. Well-liking Wits they have, grofs, grofs, fat, fat. 
Prin. O Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor flout. 
Will they not (think you ) hang themtelves to Night ? 
Or ever but in Vizards fhew their faces. 
This pert Birone was out of count’nance quite: 
Rof. O! They were all in lamentable cafes. 
The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
Prin. Bsrone did {wear himfelf out of all fuit; 
’ Mar. Dumaine was at my Service, and his Sword : 
No point ( quoth I : ) my Servant ftraight was mute. 
Kat. Lord Longavile faid | came o’rehis Heart ; 
And trow you what hecall’d me? 
Prin. Qualm perhaps. 
Kat. Yes in good faith- 
Prin. Go Sicknefs as thou att. 
Rof: Well, better wits have worn plain ftatute caps, 
But will you hear, the King is my Love fworn. 
Prin. And quick Birone hath plighted faith to me. 
Ket. And Longavile was for my Service born. 
Mar. Dumsin is mine as fure as baik on Tree. 
Boy. Madam, and pretty Miftreffes give ear, 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own fhapes: for it can never be, 
They will digeft this harfh Indignity: 
Prin. Will they return ? 
Boy, Theywill, they will, God knows, 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with Blows ° 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair, 
Blow hike {weet Rofes, in this Sammer Air. 
Prin. How blow? how blow? {peak to be under- 
ftood. 
Boy. Fair Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud : 
Difmaskt , their damask {weet comixture fhown, 
Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Rofes blown. 
Prin, Avaunt perplexity : What fhall we do, 
If they return in their own {hapesto woo? 
Ref. Good Madam, if by me you'l be advisd, 
Let’s mock them ftill as well known as difguis’d : 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Difguis’d like Mufcovites in fhapelefs Gear : 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their fhallow fhows, and Prologue vildely pen'd, 
And theie rough carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be prefented at our Tent to us. 
Boy. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at hand. 
Prin. Whip to ouc Tents, as Roes run o’re the Land. 


Exeunt. 


Enter the King and the ref. 


King. Fair fir, God fave you. Where’s the Princefs ? 
Boy Gone to her Tent. 

Plea it your Majefty command me any Service to her ? 
King. That fhe vouchfafe me audience for one word. 
Boy. Iwill, and fo will fhe, I know my Lord. 
Bir. This fellow picks up wit as Pigeons Peas, 

And utters itagain, when Fove doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Pedler, and retails his Wares 

At Wakes, and Wafels, Meetings, Markets, Fairs : 


Exit. 
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And we that fell by profs, rhe Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuchfhow. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve: 

Had hebeen Adam, he had tempted Eve. 

He cancarvetoo, andlifp: Why this 1s he, 

That Kift away his hand inc ourtefie. 

This is the Ape of Fortune, Monjitur the nice, 

That when he plays at Fables, chides the Dice 

In honourable Terms : nay he can fing 

A mean moft meanly, and in Utherin 

Mend him who can; the Ladies call him Sweet: 

The ftairs as he treads on them kifs his Feet, 

This is the flower that {miles on every one, 

To fhew his Teeth as whiteas Whale his Bone. 

And Confciences that willdyein Debt, 

Pay hım the Duty of Honey-tongued Boyer, - 

Kin. A Blifter on his {weet Tongue with my Heart, 

hat put Armadores Page ous of his part. 


Enter Ladies. 


Bir, See where itcomer, Behaviour what wert thou, 
Till this mad-man thew’d thee ? And what art thounow ? 

Kir. All hail {weet Madam, and fair time of day. 

Prin, Fair in all Hall is ıs foul, as I conceive. 

Kin. Conftrue my fpeeches better if you may. 

Prin. Then with mebecter, I will give you leave, 

Kin, We came to vifit you, and purpofe now 
To lead you to out Court, vouchfafe ir then. 

Prin, This Field fhall hold me, and fo hold your vow : 
Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur’d men. 

Ksn. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke. 
The vertue of your eye mutt break my oath, 

Pr. You nickname vertue. Vice you fhould have {poke : 
For vertues office never breaks mens troth. 
Now by my Maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unfullied Lilly, 1 prorett, 


A World of torments chough I fhould endure, 


I would not be your houfes guctt : 
So muchi hate a breaking caule to be, 
Of Heavenly Oaths, vow’d with integrity. 
Kin. O you have liv’d in defolation here, 
Unfeen, unvificed, much to our fhame. 
Prin, Not fo my Lord, itis not fo ] fwear, 
We have had paftimes here, and pleafant game, 
A Melsof Ruffians left us but of late. 
Kin. How Madam? Ruffians? 
Prin. lin truth, my Lord. 
Trim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of State. 
Kof. Madam {peak true. It isnot fomy Lord : 
My Lady (to themannerof the days ) 
In courtefie gives undeferving praife. 
We four indeed confronted were with four, 
In Ruffian habit: Here they ftay’d an hour 
And talk’d apace : and in that hour (my Lord) 
They did not blefs us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but! chink, 
When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drink: 
Bir, This jeft is dry to me. Fair, gentle, fweet, 
Your wit makes wife things foolifh, when we greet 
With eyes beft feeing , Heavens fiery Eye, 
By light welofe light ; your capacity 
Is of thatnature, asto your huge ftore 
Wile things feert fdolith, and rich things but poor. 
Ref. This proves you wile and rich; Yor in my Eye-- 
Bsr. Jama Fool, and full of Poverty. 
Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
lt were a fault to {natch wordsfrom my Tongue. 
B:r. O, Lam yours, and all that l poek. 
Rof, All the Foo! mine. 
Bsr. I cannot pive you lefs. 
Rof. Which of tbe Vizards was it that you wors ? 
Bir. Where? when? What Vizard ? 
Why demand you this ¢ 
L 2 Ref 
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Rof. There, then, that v zard, that fuperfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfe, and fhew’d the better face. 
Kin, We are deftried, 
They’! mock vs now down right, 
Duk. Let us confefs and rurn it to a jef. 
Prin, Amaz'd my Lord? Why looks your Highnels 
fad ? 
Rof. Heip hold his brows, he’l {wound : why look you 
ale ? ‘ 
Sea-fick T think, coming from Muafcovy. l 
Bir. Thus pour the ftars down plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of brafs hold longer out ? 
Here ftand |, Lady, dart thy skill at me, 
Bruife me with {corn, confound me with a flout , 
Throft chy fharp wir quite through my ignorance , 
Cur me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And 1 will wifh'thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Ruffian habit wait. 
O ! never willl truft to fpeeches pen’d, 
Nor to the motion of a School-boys tongue, 
Nor never come in vizards to my friend , 
Nor wooe in rime like a blind-harpers fong, 
Taffata phrafes, filken terms precife , 
Three-pil’d Hyperboles, {pruce affeétion ; 
Figures pedanuucal, thefe fummer flyes 
Have blown me full of maggot oftentation , 
i do forfweer them, and] here proteft , 
By this white Glove ( how white the hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing mind fhall be expreft 
In rufet yeas, and honeft kerfie noes. 
And to begin Wench, fo God help me law, 
My love totheeis found, fans crack or flaw. 
Rof. Sans, Sans, | pray you. 
Bir. Yer havea trick 
Of the old rage: bear with me, I am fick. 
Ple leave it by degrees: both let us fee, 
Write Lord bave mercy on. us, and thole three, 
They are infected, in their hearts ıt lies, 
They have the plague, and caught itof your eyes > 
Thefe Lords are vifired, you are not frec: 
For the Lords tokens on you both I fee. 
Prin. No, they/are tree that gave thefe tokens to ug. 
Bsr. Our ftaces are forfeit, feek not to undo us. 
Rof. Itis not fo; for how can this be true, 
That you ftand forfeit, being thofe thar fue. 
Bir. Peate, for I will not have to do with you. 
Rof. Nor fhall not, if I doas I intend. 
Bsr. Speak for your felves, my wit ìs at an end. 
King, Teach us (weet Madam, for our rude tranfgref- 
fion, fome fair excufe. 
Prin, The faireft is confeffion. 
Were you not here but even now difguis’d ? 
Kin. Madam, | was. . 
Prin, And were you well advis’d ? 
Kin. | was, fair Madam. 
Prin. When you then were here, 
Whax did you whifper in your Ladies ear ? 
Kin, That more than all the world I did refpeét her. 
Prin. When fhe fhall challenge this, you will rejeé& 
her. 
Kin. Upon my honour no. 
Prin Peace, peace, forbear : 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forfwear. 
Kin. Deipife me- when I break this cath of mine, 
Prin: J will, and therefore keepit, Rofaline, 
What did the Ruffian whifper in yourear? 
Rof. Madam, be fwore thar he did hold me dear 
AS precious se and did value me 
Above rhis World: adding there moreover , 
Thar he would Wed me, or elfe die my Lover: 
Prin. God give thee joy of him; the Noble Lord 
Moft honourably doth uphold his word: 
Kin What mean you Madam? 
By my life, my troth, 


. 
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| You gave me this. Bur ta 


Í never {wore this Lady fuch an oath, 
Rof. By heaven you did , and to confirm it plain, 
ke it fir again. 
Kın. My faith and this, to th” Princefs I did give, 
[knew her by rhis Jewel on her fleeve. 
Prin. Pardon me fir, this Jewel did fhe wear, 
And Lord Birone ( | thank him) is my dear. 
What ? Will you have me, or your Pearl again ? 
Bir. Neither of either, lt remit both twain. 
I fee the trick on’t: Here wasa confent, 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To dafb it like a Chriftmafs Comedy. 
Some carry-tale, fome pleafe-man, .fome flight Zany, 
Some mumble-news, fome trencher-kmghr, fome Dick 
That {miles his check inyears and knows the trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when fhe’s difpos’d, 
Yold our intents befere : which once difclos’d;. 
The Ladies did change Favours, and then we 
Following the figns, woo’d but the fign of fhe. 
Now to our perjury, to add more terror, 
We are again foriworn in will and error. 
Much upon thisitis: and might not you 
Foreftal our fport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my Ladies foot byth’ fquare ? 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 
And ftand between her back fir, and the fire, 
Holding atrencher, jefting merrily ? 
You put our Page out : go, you are allow’d 
Die when you will, a fmock fhall be your fhrow’d: 
You lees upon me, do you ? There’san eye 
Wounds like a Leaden fword. 
Boy. Full merrily hath this brave manager, this car- 
reer been ron. 
Bir. Lo, heis tilting ftraight. Peace, I have done: 


Enter Clown. 


Welcome pure wit, thou pratft a fair fray. 

Clo. Ó Lord fir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies hall comein, or no. 

Bsr. What, are these but three? 

Clo. No fir, but it is vara fine, 

For every one purfents three. 

Bir. And three times thrice is nine. 

Clo, Not {o fir, under correétion fir, [hope it is not fo. 
You cannot beg us fir, can affure you fir,we know what 
we know: I hope three times thrice fir. 

Bsr. Isnot nine. 

Clo. Under correétion fir, we know where-until it 

oth amount. 

Bir, By Fove, 1 slwayes took three threes for nine. 

_Clo.O Lord fic, it were pity you fhould get your li- 
ving by reckoning fir. 

Bir. How much is it ? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themfelves, the ators fir, 
will thew where-until ir doth amount : for mine own 
part, lam (as they fay,but to perfe& one man in one poor 
Man ) Pompion the great fir. 

Bir. Art chou one of the Worthies ? 

Clo, It pleafed them to think me worthy of Pompey the 


| great: formine own part, I know not the degree ofthe 


Worthy, but I am to ftand for him. 

Bir. Go, bid them prepare. Exit. 

Clo. We will turn it finely off fir, we will take fome 
care. à 

King. Birone, they will {hame us 5 
Let them not approach. 

.Bir. We are fhame-proof, my Lord: and ’tis fome 
policy, to have one fhew worfethan the King and his 
company. 

Kin. 1 fay they thall not come, 

Prin, Nay my good Lord, let me o’re rule you now ; 
That {pore beft pleafes, that doth leat know how. 
Where Zeal ftrives to content, and the contents 

Diss, 
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Dics, in the Zeal of that which it prefents:: 
Their formconfounded, makes moft formin Mirth, 
When grear things labouring perifh in their Birth: 

‘ Bir, A right defeription of our {port my Lord. 


Enter Braggart. 


Brag. Anointed, I implore fo much expence of thy 
| Royal {weet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 

Prin, Doth this man ferve God ? 

Bir. Why ask you ? , 

Prin, He {peaks not like aman of God’smaking. 

Brag. That’s all one, my fair fweet honcy Monarch: 
For | proteft, the Schoolmafter is exceeding fantaftical - 
Tog too vain, too too vain. But we will put it (as they 
fay) to Fortuna delaguar. | with you the peace of mind molt 
Royal Cupplement. 

King: Hereis like to bea good prefence of Worthies ; 
He prefents Aeftor of Troy, the Swain Pompey the great, 
the Parifh-Curate, Alexander, Armadoes Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Fades Machabens. And if thefe four Worthiesin 
their firk thew thrive, thefe Four willchange Habits, and 
prefent the other Five. 

Bir, There is five in the firft thew. 

Kin. Youare deceived, ’tisnot fo. ‘ 

Bir. The Pedant, tbe Braggart, the Hedge-Prieft, the 

Foo}, aod the Boy. 

A bare throw at Novum, and the whole World again, 
(Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in’s vain. 
Kim TheShip is under Sail, and here fhe comes amain. 


Enter Pompey. 


Clo, I Pompey am. 

Boy. You lye, youare not he. 

Clo. I Pompey am. 

Boy. With Libbards head on Kace, 

Bir, Well faid old mocker, 
l muft needs be friends with thee. 

1 Pompey am, Pompey furnam’d the big. 

Du. The Great. 

Clo, Itis great fir : Pompey [urnam d the great. 
That oft in Field, with Targe ond Shield. 

did make my Foe to fweat : 

And travelling along this coaft, I here am come by chance, 
And lay my Arms before the. Legs of this [weet Lafs of 

France. i 
If your Ladyfhip would fay thanks Pompey, Ehad done. 

Prin, Great thanks great Porspey. 

Clo, *Tisnot fo much worth: but I hope [ was perfeé. 
l madea little fault in great. 

Bir, My hat to a Half-penny, Pompey proves the beft 
Worthy. 


Enter Curate, for Alexander. 


Carat. When in the World I iv’d, I was the World's Com- 
mande. 
By Eaft, Weft, North, ond South, I fpread my conquering 
Msghe. 
My S oe plain declares thar Iam Alifanders 
Boy. Your-nofe faies no, youarenot- 
For it ftands too right.. 
Bir, Your Nofe fmells no, inthis moft tender fmelling 
Knight. 
Pris, The Conqueror is difmaid : 
Proceed good Alexander. 
Cur. Whenin the World 1 lived, I was the Worlds Com- 
mander. 
Boy. Moft true, ’tis right ; you were fo Alifander, 
Bsr, Pompey the great. 
Clo. Your Servant and Coftard. 
Bir Take away the Conqueror, take away Alsfender. 
Clo. O Sir, you have overthrown Alifander the Con. 
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queror : you will be ftrap’d outof the painted cloth for 
this your Lion that holds the Pollax fitting on a Clole- 
ftool, wil be given to Ajax, He willbe theninth Worthy. 
A Conqueror, and afraid to fpeak ? Run away for fhame 


| Alifander. There an't fhall pleafe you: a foolifh mild 


man, an honeft man, look you, andfoon dath’d. He is 
amarvellous good Neighbour infooth. and a very good 
Bowler: but for Alifander , alasyou fee, how ’tis alittle 
ore-parted. But there are Worthies a coming, will fpeak 
their mind in fome other fort. 
Clo. Stand afide good Pompey. Exit Clo. 
Enter Pedant for Judas, andthe Boy for Hercules. 


Ped. Great Hercales is prefented by this mp, 
Whofe Club kill’d Cerberus that three-Headed C ANWs 
And when he wasa Babe, a Child, a fhrimp, 
Thus did he ftrangle Serpents in his Mana : 
Quoniam, he feemeth in minoritys 
Ergo, I come with this Apology. 

Keep fome ftatein thy Exis, and vanifh. 

Ped. Judas I am. 

Dum. A Judas ? 

Ped. Not Ifcariet Sir. 

Judas J am; yclipped Machabeus. 

Dum. Fudas, Machabens clipt, is plain Fudas > 

Bir. Akifling Traitor: How art thou prov'd Jueu? 

Ped, Judas lam. 

Dum. The more fhame for you Fudas. 

Ped. What mean you fir ? 

Boy. Tomake Judas hang himfelf. 

Ped. Begin fir, you are my Elder; 

Bir. Well followed, Judas was hang’d on an Elder. 

Ped. l will not be put out of countenance. 

Bir, Becaufe thou haft no Face. 

Ped. What is this. 

Boy. A Cittern Head. 

Dum. Thé head of a Bodkio. 

Bir. A Deaths face ina Ring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coyn, fearce feen. 

Bey. The Pummel of Cefars Faulchion. 

Dum. The carv’d. bone face on a Flask. 

Bir, St. Georges half Cheek ina brooch. 

Dum. land in a brooch of Lead. 

Bir. J, and worn in theCap of a Tooth-drawer, 

And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance. 
Ped. Youhave put me out of countenance, 

Bir. Falfe, we have given thee faces. 

Ped. But you have outfae’d them all. 

Bir. And thou wert a Lion we would do fo. 

Boy. Therefore as he is an Afs, let him go: 

And fo adieu {weet Fade. Nay, why dof thou ftay ? 

Dum, For the latter end of his Name. 

Bir. For the Afs to the Fude : give it him. Fud.as a- 
way. 
Ped. Thisisnot generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Bey. A light fór Monfieur Fwdae, it grows dark he 
may ftumble. 

Prin. Alas poor Machabems, how hath he beep 
baited. 


Exit Bey. 


Enter Braggart. 


Bir. Hide thy Head Achiles, here comes Meor in 
Arms. 

Dum. Tho my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. 

King. Hettor was buta Trojan in refpegt of this. 

Boy. But thisis Hetteor ? 

Ken. 1 think Heéer was not fo clean timberd, 

Lon, His Leg is too big for Aicéer. 

Dum, More Calf certain. 

Boy. No; heis beft indued with the fmall. 

Bir. Thiscan’c be Heéfor. 

L 3 Due, 
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Dum. He’s a god ora Painter, for he makes faces. 
Brag. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
pave Hector a gift., 
Dum A gilt Nutmeg. 
Bır. A Lemon. 
Lon. Stuck with Cloves. 
Dum. No cloven. : 
Brag. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
gave Hettor a gift, the Heir of Illion 5 
A man fo breathed, that certain he wonld fight : yea 
Frows Morn till Night, ont of bis Pavillion. s 
Jam that Flower. 
Dum. That Mint: 
Long. That Cuilambine. 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile rein thy Tongue. . 
Lon. 1 muft rather give ıt the Rein : for it runs againft 
Hettor. 
Dum. l, and Heflor’s a Grey-hħound. 
Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rctten, 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
But | will forward with my device ; 
Sweet Royalty beftow on me the fence of Hearing. 


Birone fleps forth, 
Prin. Speak brave Heffor, we are mueh delighted. 
Brag \doadore thy {weet Graces flipper. 
Boy. Loveshere by the foot. 
Dum. He may noc by the Yard. 
Brag This Heltor far farmounted Hannvball. 


= The party is gone, 

Clo. Fellow Heltor , fhe is gone 5 fheis two Months on 
her way. 

Brag. What meaneft thou ? 

Clow. Faithunlefs you play the honeft Trojan , the poor 
Wench is caft away : fhe’s quick, the Child brags in her 
belly already : "tis yours. 

Brag. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates ? 
Thou fhalt die. 

Clo. Then thall A’effor be whipt for Faquenctca that is 
quick by him, and hang’d for Pompey, that is dead by 
him. 

Dum. Molt rare Pompey. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey. 

Bir, Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey : 
Pompey the Huge. 

Dum. Hebtor trembles. 

ir, Pompey is moved, more Atees, more Atees fir 
them or ftir them on. 

Dum. Heftor will Challenge him, 

Bir, 1, ifahave no more mans blood in’s belly, than will 
fup a Flea. | 

Brag. By the North-pole I do Challenge thee. 

Clo. Iwill not fight witha Pole tikea Northern man ; 
tle fah, Vle doit by the Sword: I pray you ler me bor- 
row my Arms again. 

Dum Room for the incenfed Worthies: 

Clo. Vie do ic sh my Shirt. 

Dum. Mok refolute Pompey. 

Pag. Malter, tet me take you a button-hole lower. 

Do you not lee Pouwpey is uncafing for the Combat: what 
mean you? you will lofe your Reputation. 

Rrag. Gentlemen and Soldiers pardon me, I will not 
Combate in wy Shirt. 

Du. You may notr deny it, Pompey hath made the 

lenge. 

Brag. Sweetbloods, I both may, and will. 

Bir, What reafon have you forr? 

Bra. The nakedtruth of itis, I have no Shirt, 
| go woolward for Panance. : 

Boy. True, and irwas enjoyned him in Rome for want 
of Linnen: fince when, Vlebe {worn he wore none, but 
a Difhclout of Faquemstraes, and that he wears next bis 
Heart for a favour. 


chal- 


Love's Labour's loft. 





Enter a Meffenger, Monfieur Marcade, 


Mar God fave you Madam. 
Prin. Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupteft 
our merriment. 
Marc. 1 amtorry Madam, for the news! bring is heavy 
ininmy Tongue. The King your Father. 
Prin, Dead for my life. 
Mar. Even fo: My tale is told. 
Bir. Worthies away, the Scene begins to Cloud, 
Bra, For mine own part, I breathe free Breath: I have 
feen the day of wrong, through the little hole of Difcre- 
tion, and [ will right my felf like a Soldier. 
Exeunt Wertbies. 
Ksn. How fare’s your Majefty ? 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to night, 
Kin. Madam not fo, I do befeech you ftay. 
Prin. Prepare I fay. I thank you gracious Lords 
For all your fair endeavours and entreats : 
Out of a new fad foul, that you vouchfafe, 
In your rich Wifdom to excufe or hide, 
The liberal oppofition of our fpirits, 
If over-boldly we have born our felves, 
in theconverfe of breath (your gentlenefs 
Was guilty of it.) Farewel worthy Lord : 
An heavy heart bears not an humble Tongue. 
Excule me fo, coming fo fhort of thanks, 
For my great fuit fo eafily obtain’d. 
Kin, The extream parts of time, extreamly forms 
All caufes to the purpofe of his {peed 
And oftenat his very loofe decides 
That, whichlong procefs of time could not arbitrate. 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the fmiling courtelie of Love ; 
The holy fuit which fain it would convince; 
Yet fince Love’s Argument was firft on foot, 
Let not the cloud of Sorrow juftle it- 
From what it purpofed : fince to wail friends loft, 
Isnot by much fo wholefome profitable, 
As torejoice at friends but newly found. 
Prin. 1 underftand you not, my griefs are double, 
Bir. Honeft plain words; beft pierce the cares of grief, 
And by thefe badges underftand the King, 
For your fair fakes have we neglected time, 
Play’d foul play with our oaths: your beauty Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, fafhioning our humours 
Even to the oppofed end of our intents. 
And what in us hath feem’d ridiculous , 
As Love is full of unbefitting Rrains, 
All wanton asa child, skipping and vain. 
Form’d by the Eye, and therefore like the Eye, 
Full of fraying fhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying tn Subjeéts as the Eye doth rowl;, 
To every varied objeétin his glance : 
Which party-coated, prefence of loofe Love 
Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes, 
Have misbecom’d our oaths and gravities , 
Thofe heavenly eyes that look into thefe faults, 
Suggelted us to make: therefore Ladies 
Our Love being yours, the Errour that Love makes 
[slikewife yours. We to our felves prove falle, 
By being once falfe, for ever to be true 
To thofe that make us both, fair Ladies you, 
And even that falfhood in it felf a Sin, 
Thus purifies it felf, and turnsto grace. 
Prén. We have receiv’d your Letters, full of Love: 
Your favours, the Embaffadors of Love. 
And in our Maiden Council rated them 
Atcourtfhip, pleafant jeft, and courtefe, 
As bumbaft, and as lining to the time : 
But more devout than thefe are our refpeéts Y 
Have we notbeen, and therefore met your Loves 
In their own fafhion, like a Merriment, è 
i, 
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Du. Our Letters Madam, fhew’d much more than jek. 

Long. So did our looks. 

Roja. Wedid not coat them fo, | 

King, Now at the late Minute of the Hour, 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A timemethinks too fhort, 

To make a World-with-out end bargain in 5 
No, no, my Lord, your Grace is perjur’d much, 
Full of dear puiltinefs, and therefore this: 

If for my Love (-s there isno fuch caufe) 

You will do oughc, chis fhall you do forme , 
Your Oath | will nor truft : but go with {peed 
To fome forlorn and naked Hermitage, 

Remote trom all the pleafures of the World - 

There flay, until the Twelve Celeftial Signs 

Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this auftere infociable lite, 

Change not your offer made in heat of Blood - 

If Frofts, and Fafts, hard Lodging, and thin Weeds 

Nip not the gaudy bloffoms of your Love, 

But that it bear this trial, and laft love : 

Then at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge me, challenge by thefe Deferts, 

And by this Virgin palm, now kifling thine, 

J will be chine ; and till chat inftant thuc 

My wofulfelf up in a mourning houle, 

Raining the Teers of Lamentation, 

For the remembrance. of my Fathers death. 

If this thou do deny, fet cur hands part, 

Neither intituledin the others heart. 
King. If this, or more than this, I would deny 

To flatter up thefe powers of mine with reft, 

The fudden hand of death clofe up mine eye : 

Hence ever then , my Heartis in thy Breaft. 

Bir. And what tomy Love? and whatto me? 

Rof. You muft be purged roo, your Sins are rack’d, 
You are attaine with fault and Perjury : 

Therefore if youmy favour mean to get, 

A Twelve- month fhall you fpend, and never ref, 

But feek the weary beds of people fick. 

Dum. But what tome my Love? but what to me °? 

Kar. A Wife, a Beard, fair Health and Honefty ; 
With three-fold love, I wifh you all thefe three. 

Dum, Ofhall fay, Ithank you gentle Wife ? 

Kat. Not fomy Lord, a Twelve-month and a day, 
Ple mark no words that {mooth-fac’d Wooers fay: 
Come when the King doth to my Lady come : 
Thenif I have much love, Ile give you fome. 

` Dum Vie ferve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath. Yet fwear nor, leaft ye be forfworn agen. 

Long. What fays Marsa ? 

Mari. At the Twelve-months end, 

Ple change my black Gown, for a faithful Friend. 
Son. P'le tay with patience: but the time is long: 
Mari. The liker you, few taller ar fo young. 
Bir. Studies my Lady? Miftrefs, look on me, 

Behold the Window of my Heart, mine Eye: 

What humble Suit attends thy anfwer there, 

Impofe fome fervice on me for my Love. 

Rofa. Ofthave I heard of you my Lord Bsrone, 
Before I faw you : and the Worlds large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man repleat with mocks, 

Full of comparifons, and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all Eftares will execute, 

That lye within the mercy of your Wit, 

To weed this Wormwood from your fruitful brain, 

And therewithal to win me, if you pleafe, 

Without the which I amnor to be won , 

You fhall this Twelve-month term from day to day, 

Vifit rhe fpeechlefs Sick, and ftill converfe 

With groaning wretches: and your task fhall be, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your Wit, 

To enforce this pained impotent to fmile. 

Bir. To move wild laughter in the throat of Death? 
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[t cannot be, it is impoffidle: 
Mirth cannot move a Soul in Agony. 
Rofa. Why that’s the way to choak a gibing fpirit, 
Whole influence is begot of that loofe grace, 
Which thallow laughing hearers pive to Fools ; 
A jets profperity, lies in the Ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the Tongue 
Of himthat makes it: then, if fickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamoursof their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle fcorns ; continue then, 
And J will have you, and that faule withal ; 
But if they will not, throw away that Spirir, 
And I fhall find you empty of rhat faule, 
Right joyful of your Reformation, 
Bir. A Twelve month ? Well, befall what will befall, 
Ple jet a Twelve-month in an Hofpital. 
Prin. 1, tweet my Lord, and fo rake my leave: 
King No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
‘Bir. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play - 
Jack hath nor Jill - thefe Ladies courtefie 
Might well have made our tport a Comedy. 
King Come fir, it wants a Twelve-month and a day, 
And then ’twillend. : 
Bir. That’s too long for a Play. 






































Enter Braggart, 


Brag Sweet Majefty vouchfafe me. 

Prin. Was not that Heékor ? 

Dum, The worthy Kmght of Troy. 

Brag. \ willkifs thy Royal Finger, and take leave. 
[ama Votary, I have vow'd to Faguenetta to hold the 
Plough for her fweet love three ycars. But moft efteemed 
pteatnefs, will you hear the Dialoguethat the two Learn- 
ed men have complied, in praite of the: Owl and the 
Cuckow ? It fhould have followed in the end of oor 
shew. 

Kin. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo» 

Brag. Halla, Approach: 


Enter all. 


į This ftde is Hiems, Winter. 


This, Ver, theSpring: the one maintained by the Owl, 
The other by the Cuckow. 
Ver, begin. 

The Song. 


Whin Dafies pied, and Violets blew, 
And Cuckow-buds of yeRow hue : 

And Lady Smocks all Silver white, 

Do paint the Medows with delight, 

The Cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks Married men ; for thus Sings ke, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckhow : Owordof fear, 
Unpleafing toa Married Ear. 


When Shepherds Pipe on Oaten Straws, 

And merry Larks are Ploughmens Clecks - 
When Turtles tread, and Kooks and Daws, 
And maidens bleach their Summer Smocks : 
The Guackow then on every Trec 

Mocks married men, for thus Sings be, 
Cuckowy. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fear, 
Unpleafing toa Married Ear. 


Winter. 


When Ifickles bang by the Wall, . 

And Dicktke Shepheard blows his Nail ; 

sind Tom bears Logs into the Hall, 

And Milk comes frogen howe in Pail : 

When 
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When blood is nipt, and wayes be foul, 
Then nightly fings ths flaring Owle 
Tu-whit, to-who. 

eA merry note, 

While greafie Jone doth keel the pot, 


When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 
And coffing drowns the parfons Savy : 

| And Bird. fi brooding in the Snow, 

And Marrians Nofe looks red and raw : 











When rofted Crabs hifs in the bowl, 
Then nightly fings the faring Owle, 
Tu-whit, to-who 


el merry note, 


VV hile greafic Jone doth keel the por. 


Brag. The words of Mercury 
Are harfh after the Songs of Apollo: 
You that way 3 we this way. 


Exeunt omnes. 





A Midfummers nights Dream. 
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Attus Primus. 





Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, with others. 


The fers. 
SILS Ow fair Hippolita, our nuptial hour 
AA A f Draws on apace: four happy dayes 
Fe bringin how flow 
} Another Moon: but oh, me thinks, 
A This old Moon wanes? She lingers my 






SS Like toa ftep-dame or a Dowager ; 

ð Long withering outa young mansre- 
Hip. Four dayes will quickly fteep themfelves in nights, 

Four nights will quickly dream away the time: 

And then the Moon, like to a filver bow, 

Now bent in heaven, fhall behold the night 

Of our folemnities. 
The. Go Philoftrate, 

Stirup the edthenian youth to merriments, 

Awake the percand nimble fpirit of mirth, 

Turn melancholly forrhro Funerals : 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. 

Hippolita, | woo’d thee with my fword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries : 

Bur | will wed theein another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia, Lyfander, 
and Densetrins. 


Ege. Happy be Thefess, our renowned Duke. 
The. Thanks good Egeus : what’s the news with thee ? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come J, with complaint 

Againft my child, my daughter Hermia. 


Stand forth Demetrius. 


My Noble Lord, 
This man hath my confent to marry her. 


“Stand forth Lyfander. 
And my gracious Duke, 
This hath bewitch’d the bofome of my child - 
Thou, thou Lyfander, thou haft given her rimes, 
And interchang’d love-token with my child : 


(venue. 





Thou haft by Moon-light at her window fung, 
With faining voice, verfes of faining love, 
And ftoln the impreffion of her fantafie, 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds conce its, 
Knacks, trifles, Nofegayes, fweet-meats ( meflengers 
Of ftrong prevailmenr in unhardned youth ) 
With cunning haft thou filch’d my daughters heart, 
Turn’d her obedience ( whichis due to me ) 
To ftubborn harfbnefs, And my gracious Duke, 
Beit fo the will not here before your Grace, 
Confent to marry with Demetrius, 
I beg the ancient priviledge of Athens, 
As fhe ismine,! may difpofe of her, 
Which fhall be either to this Genrleman, 
Or to ber death, according to our Law, 
Immediatley provided in that cafe. 
‘The. What fay you Herma? be advis’d fair Maid, 
To you your Father fhould be as a God 3 
One that compos’d your beauties 3 yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted: and within his power, 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it : 
Demetrinsisa worthy Gentleman. 
Her. Sois Lyfander. 
The. lo himlelf he is. 
But in this kind, wanting your Fathers voice 
The other muft be held the worthier. 
Her . | would my Father look’d but with my eyes. 
The, Rather your eyes muft with his judgement look 
Her. 1 do intreat your Grace to pardon me, 
I know not by what power J] am made bold. 
Nor how it may concern my modefty 
In fuch a prefence here to plead my thoughts . 
But I befeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worft that may befall me in rhis cafe, 
If I refufe to wed Demetrins. 
The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the fociety of men. 
Therefore faic Hermia queftion your defires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 
Whether Cifyou yield not to your Fathers choice ) 
You can endure the livery ofa Nun, . - 
For aye tobein fhady Cloifter mew’d, 
Tolivea barren fitter all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitlefs Moon, 
Thrice} 
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Thrice bieffed they that mafter fo their Blood, 
To undergo fuch Maiden Filgrimage. 

But earthlier happy is the Rofe diftill’d, | 

Than that which withering on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, Lives, and Dies, in fingle bleffednefs, 

Her. So will 1 grow, fo live, fo die, my Lord, 
Exe] will yield my virgin Patent up 
Unto his Lordfhip, to whofe unwilhd yoak, 

My foul confents not to givefoveraignty. 

T he. Take time to paute, and by the next New Moon, 
The fealing day betwixt my Love and me, 

For everlafting bond of fellowthip. 

Upon that day either prepare ro die, 
For difobedience to your Fathers will, 
Or elfe to wed Demetrins ashe would, 
Or cn Dianaes Altar to proteft 

| For aye, aufterity and fingle life. 

Dem, Relent fweet Hermia, and Lyfander, yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. ' 

Ly/. You have her Fathers Love, Demetrsus : 

Let me have Hermiaes: do you matry him. 

Egens. Scornful Lyfander : true, hehathmy Love ; 
And what i$ mine, my Love fhall render him. 
And fhe is mine, and all my sightof her 
Ido eftate unto Demetriss, 

Lyf. 1am my Lord, as well deriv’d as he, 

As well poffeft: my Love is more than his 5 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d 
(If not with vantage ) as Demetrius : 
And( whichis more than all thefe boafts can be ) 
lam belov’d of beauteous Herma. 
Why fhould not I then profecute my right ? 
Demetrius, U'le avouch it to his head, 
Made Love to Neders Daughter, Helena, i 
And won herfoul: and fhe( fweet Lady ) dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry, 
Upon this {potred and inconftant man. 
The. 1 mult confels, that [have heard fo much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have {poke thereof: 
But being over-full of felf-affairs, 
My mind did lofe ite But Demetrius come, 
And come Evens, you fhalt go with me, 
l have fome private {chooling for you both. 
For you fair Hermia, look youarm your {elf, 
To fit your fancies ro your Fathers will 5 
Or elfethe Law of Arhens yields you up 
( Which by no means we may extenuate ) 
To death, or to a vow of finglelife, 
Come my /71ppolita, what cheer my Love ? 
Demetrins and Egeus go along : 
{ muttemploy youinfome bufinefs 
Againft our nuptials, and confer with you 
Of fomething nearly that concerns your felves. 
Ege. With duty and defire we follow you. 
Manet Lyfander and Hermia. 

Ly. How now my Love ? VVhy is your cheek fo pale ? 
How chance the Rofes there do fade fo faft ? 

Her. Belike for want of Rain, which I could well 
Beteemthem from the tempeft of mine cycs. 

Ly/. Hermia, for ought that ever l could Read, 
Could ever hear by Tale or Hiftory, 

The courfe of true love never did run fmooth, 
But either it was different in blood. 

Her. Ocrofs ! too high to be enthrall’d to love. 

Lyf. Or elfe mifgraffed, in refpeét of years, 

Hier. O {pight ! tooald to be engag’d too young, 

Lyf. Or elle it tood upon the choice of Merit. 

Her. Ohell! to choofe love by anothers eye. 

Ly/. Or if there were a fympathy in choice, 
VVar, death, or ficknefs, did lay fiege to it 5 
Making it momentary, as a found : 

Swift as a fhadow, fhort as any dreams 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That ( in afpleen ) unfolds both heaven and earth ; 






























Exeunt.| 


And ere a man hath power to fay, behold, 
The jaws of darknefs to devour it up, 
So quick bright things come to confufion. _ 
Fler, If then true Lovers have been ever croft 
It ftands asan Edi&tin deftiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Becaufe it is a cuftomary crofs, 
As due to Love, as thoughts, and dreams, and fighs, 
VVithes and Tears, poor Fancies followers. ° 
Lyf. A good perfwafion ; therefore hear me Hermia, 
I have a VVidow Aunt, 2 Dowager, 
Of great revenue, and fhe hath no Child: 
From Athens is her houfe remov’d feven leagues, 
And fhe refpeéts me as her only Son: 
There gentle Hermia, may l marry thee, 
And to that place, rhe fharp Athenian Law 
Cannot purfueus. If thou lov’ft me, then 
Steal forth thy Fathers houle to morrow night : 
And in the VVood, a League without the Town, 
(VVhere I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do obfervance for a morn of May) 
There will I ftay for thee. 
Her, My good Lyfander, 
I {wear to thee, by Cupid’s ftrongek bow, 
By his beft arrow with the golden head, 
By the fimplicity of Venus Doves, 
By that which knitteth fouls, and profpers love, 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage Queen, 
VVhen the falfe Trojan under fail was feen, 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 
( In number more than ever women {poke ) 
In that fame place thou haft appointed me, 
To morrow truly will I meet with thee. 
Lyf. Keep promife Love : look here comes Helena. 


Enter Helena. 


Her. God {peed fair Helena, whither away ? 
Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unfay, 
Demetrins loves you fair: O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are load-Rars, and your tongues fweet ayr 
More tuncable then Lark to Shepherds ear, 
VVhen VVheat is green, when Haw thorn Buds appear. 
Sicknefs is catching: O were favour fo, 
Your wordsI’de catch, fair Hermia ere Igo, 
My ear fhould catch your voice, my eye, your eye, 
My tongue fhould catch your tonpues fweet melody. 
VVere the VVorld mine, Demerrins being bated, 
The reft Lle give to be to you tranflated. 
O teach me how you look, and with what are 
You fway the motion of Demetrius heart. 
Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me Ril). 
Hel. O that your frowns would teach my fmiles fech 
Her. 1 give him curfes, yet he gives me love. (skill. 
Hel. O thatmy prayers could fuch affe&tion move. 
Her. The more I hare, the more he follows me. 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hareth me. 
Her. His folly Helena ts none of mine. (mine. 
Hel, None but your beauty, would that fault were 
Her, Take comfort: heno more fhall fee my face, 
Lyfander and my felf will fly this place. 
Before the time I did Lyfander fee, 
Seem’d Athens like a paradife to me. 
O then, what graces in my Love do dwell, 
That he hath curn’da Heaven into Hell? 
Lyf. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold, 
To morrow night when Phebe doth behold 
Her fiiver vifage inthe watry glafs, 
Decking with liquid pearl, the bladed grafs 
( Atime chat Lovers flights doch ftill conseal ) 
Through Athens gate, have we devi ’d to fteal. 
Her. And inthe wood, whereoften youand f 
Upon faint Primrofe beds were wont to lye, 
Emptying our bofomes of their counfel {well’d ; 
k There 
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There my Lyfander, and my felf fhall meet, 

And thence from c4sbens rurn away our eyes, 

To feek new friends and trange companions, 

Farewel fweer play-fellow, pray thou for us, 

And goodluck grant thee. thy Demerriss: 

Keep word Lyfander, we mutt ftarve our bgħt, 

From lovers food, till morrow deep midnighr. 

| Exit Hermie. 
Lyf. 1 will my Hermia, Helens adien, . 

As you on hiw, Demetriss dotes on you. . 

s Exit Lyfandir. 

Heli. How happy fome, o’re otheríome can be? 

Through Arkens | am thought as fair as fhe, 

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not fo: 

He will not know, what all, but he doth know, 

And as he errs, doting on Hermzaes eyes; 

So I, admiring of his qualities - 

Things bale and vile, holding no quantity, 

Love can tranfpofe to form and dignity, 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the minde, 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind. 

Nor hath loves mind of any judgment tafte : 

Wings andnoeyes, figure, unheedy haft. 

And therefore is Love taid to be a Child , 

Becaule in choice he often Is beguil’d, 

As waggifh Boys themfelves in game forfweat ; 

So the Boy Love is perjur’d every where, 

For ere Demetrius lookt on Hermiaes eyn, 

He haiPd down oths that he was only mine. 

And whenthis Haitfome heat from Hermia felt, 

So he diffolv’d, and fhowres of oaths did mekt. 

‘{ will go tel him of fair Herssaes flight : 

Then to the Wood will he to morrow night 

Purfue hers and for his intelligence, 

If I have thanks, it isa dear expence : 

But herein mean] to entich my pain, 

To have his fight thither, and back again. Exit. 
Enter Quince the Carpenter, Snug the foyner, Bottom the 
Weaver, Flure the Bellows-mender, Snowt the Tinker, 

and Starveling the Taylor. 


Qu; Isal our company here ? 

Bor. You were beft to call them generally, man by 
man, according to the ferip. 

Qu, Here is the {crowl of every mans name, which is 
thouphe. fic through all Arhens, to play in ovr Enterlude 
before the Duke and the Dutchefs, on his wedding day 
at night. 

Bot, Firft, good Peter Quince, fay what the Play 
treatson 5 then Read the Names of the Adtors; and to 
prow on to appoint. 

- Qu. Marry our Play is the moft lamentable Comedy, 
and moft cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

Bor. A very good piece of work I aflure you, and a 
merry. Now good Peter Quince, call forth your Actors 


‘by the ferowl. Mafters {pread your felves. 
Quince, Anfwer as I call you. Nik -Bottoms the 
Weaver. 


Bottoni. Ready: name what part Lam for, and pro- 
ceed. 
Quince, You Nick pottom are fet down for Pyra- 
MHS. 
gor, What is Pyramus, a Lover, or a Tyrant ? 
Quince. A Lover that kills himfelf moft gallantly for 
Love. 
Bor. That willask fome tears in the true perform- 
ing of it; if I doit, let the audience look to their eyes 5 
I will move ftorms 3.1 will condole in fome meafure. 
| To the reft.yet, my chief humour is for a‘Tyrant; I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a Cat in, to make all 
{plit to caging Rocks, and fhivering Shocks fhall break 
the Locks of Prifon Gates, and Phibbur carre fhall fhine 
from far , and make and mar the foolifh Fates, This 
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it be, give itme, for Iar flow of ftudy. 


was lofty. Now name the reft of the Players, T his 
k Ercles vein, a Tyrants vein : a Lover is more condo- | 
ing. 

Quin. Frantis Flute the Bellows-mender. 

Fin. Here Peter Quince, 

Qu. You muft take Thisbie on you: 

Fils, What is Thishe, a wandring Knight ? 

4. tris the Lady that Pyramus muft Love. 

Fis. Nay faith, let not me play a woman, I have a 
Beard coming. 

Qu. That’s all one, you thall 
you may {peak as {mall as you will. 
' Bot. And I may hide my face, Tet me play Thishie 
too 5 Ple fpeak in a monftrous little voice, Thije, T hif- 
ne, ah Pyramus my lover dear, thy Thisbie dear, and 
Lady dear. 

Quin, No no, you muft play Pyramus ; and Flute you 
Thisbie, 

Bet. Well, proceed. 

Qu. Robin Sterveling, the Taylor. 

Star. Here Perer Oasi! 

Quince, Robin Starveling, 
Mother ? 

Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 

Snowt. Here Peter Quince. 

Qy, You Pyramus fathors my felf, Thisbies father; 
Snug, the Joyner, you the Lyons part; and I hope there 
is a Play fitted. 

Snug. Have you the Lyons part written ? 


play itina Mask, and 


you mu play Zhisbies 


pray you if 


Qu, You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing bus 
roaring, 

Bot. Let me play the Lyon too, I will roar, that I 
will do any mans heart good to hear me. I will roar, 
that I will make the Duke fay, Let him roar again, let 
him roar again. 

Qu, If you fhoold do it too 
fright the Dutchefs and the Ladies, that they would 
fhrike, and that were enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang us every mothers fon. 

Bottome. | grant you friend, if that you fhould 
fright. the Ladies out of their Wits, they would 
have no more difcretion but to hang us: butI will ag- 
gravate my voice fo, that I will roar you as gently 
as any fucking Dove; I will roar and ’twere any 
Nipbtingal. 

Quince. You can play no part but Pyramus, for Pyra- 
mus iS a {weet-fac’d man, a proper man as one fhall {ee 
in a fummers day; a moft lovely Gentleman-like-man, 
therefore you muft needs play Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, Iwill undertake ite What Beard were ] 
beft to play it in ? 

Quin Why, what you will. 

Bot. I will difcharge it, in either your ftraw-colour 
beard,| your orange-tawny beard, your purple. in grain 
beard, or your French-crown colour'd beard, your per- 
fe& yellow. | A 

Quis. Some of your French-Crowns have no hair 
at all, and then you will play bare-fac’d. But mafters here 
are your parts, and { am to entreat you, requeft you, and 
defire you, to con them by to morrow night: and meet 
me in the palace wood, a mile without the Town, by 
Moon-light, there we will rehearfe: for if we meet in the 
City, we fhall be dog’d with company, and our devices | 
known. In the mean time, | will draw a Bill of proper. 
ties, fuch as our Play wants. I pray you fail me not. 

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearfe more 
obfcenely and courageoufly. Take pain, be perfect, adieu. 

Quin. At the Dukes czk we meet. 

Bot. Enough, hold or cut bow-frings 


terribly, you would 


Exeunt- 


Adtus 








Afus Secundus. 


Enter a Fairie at one door , and Robin Good- 
: fellow at another. 


Rob, How now fpirit, whither wander you ? 


Fat. Over hill, over dale, through bufh, through briar, 


Over park, over pale, through flood, through fire, 
I do wander ever 


The Cowfhps tall, her penfioners be, 

In their gold coats, {pots you fee, 

Thofe be Rubies, Fairy favours, 

In thofe freckles, live their favors: 

I muft po feek fome dew drops here, 

And hang a pearl in every cowflips ear. 
Farewel thou Lob of fpirits, Ple be gon, 

Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon. 

Rob, The King doth keep his Revels here to night, 
Take heed the — come not within his fight, 
For Oberon is pafling fell and wrath, 

Becaufe that fhe, as her attendant, hath 

A lovely boy ftoln from an {fndian King, 

She never had fo fweet a changeling, 

And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of this train, to trace the Forrefts wild. 
But fhe( per-force ) with-holds the loved boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy 
And now they never mect in grove,or green, 
By fountain clear, or {pangled ftar-light fheens 
| But they do fquare, rhat all their Elves for fear 
| Creep into Acorn cups and hide them there. 

Fai. Either 1 miftake your fhape and making quitc, 
Or elfe you are that fhrew’d and knavifh (pirit 
Cal’d Robin Good-fellow. Are younct he, 

That fright the maidens of the Vilagree 

Skim milk, and fometimes labour in the Quern; 
And bootlefs make the breathlefs hufwife chern, 
And fometime make the drink to bear no barme, 
Miflead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm, 
Thofe that Hobgoblin call you, and fweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they fhall have good luck. 
Are not you he ? 

Rob. Thou fpeak’h aright 5 

Iam that merry wanderer of ihe night - 
{ jet to Orberon, and make him fmile, 
When | a fat and bean-fed Horfe beguile, 
Neighing in likenef like a filly foal, 
And fometimes lurk lin a Goffips bowl, 
in very likenefS of a roafted crab: 
And when fhe drinks, againft her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dewlop pour the Alc. 
The wifeft Aunt telling the faddeft tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ftool, miftaketh me, 
Then flip I from her bum, down topples fhe, 
And tailour cries, and falls into a coffe. 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and {wear, 
A merrier hour was never wafted there. 
But room Fairy, here comes Oberon. 
Fai. And here my Miftrefs : 
Would that we were gone. 


Enter King. of Fairies at ane door with bis train, and 
the Queen ae another with hers. 


Ob. Il met by Moon-light, 
Proud Titania. 
Qu. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence, 
{ have forfworn his bed and company. 
a 
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where, fwifter than the Moons {phere 
And I ferve the Fairy Queen, to dew her orbs upon the 


( green. 





Ob. Tarry ralh Wanton, am notl thy Lord? 
Qu. Then I muft bethy Lady : but 1 know 
When thou waft ftoln away from Fairy Land, 
And inthe fhape of Coriz,fat all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corn, and verfing love 
To amorous Philida. Why arc thou here 
Come from the fartheft fteep of Indta? 
But that forfooth the bouncing Amazon. 
Your buskin’d Miftrefs, and your Warriour love, 
To Thefexs mu be Wedded, and you come, 
To give their bed joy and profperity. 
Ob. How canft thou thus for fhame, Tstania, 
Glance at my credit, with Aisppolita? 
Knowing | know thy love to Thefens ? 
Did& thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
From Peregenia, whom he ravilhed ? 
And make him with fair Eagles break his faith 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 
Qu. Thefe are the forgeries of jealoufie, 
And never fince the middle Summers fpring, 
Mer we on hill, in dale, forret, or mead, 
Bv paved fountain, or by rufhy brook, 
Or in the beached margent of the fea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whiftling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou haft difturb’d our fport, 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge have fuck’d up from the fea, 
Contapious foggs : Which falling in rhe land, 
Hath every petty River made fo proud, 
That they have over-born their Continents. 
The Oxe hath therefore ftretch’d his yoak in vain, 
The Ploughman loft his fweat, and che green Corn 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard : 
The fold ftands emptyinthe drowned field, 
And Crows are fatted with the murrion flock, 
The Nine-mens-morris is fill’d up with mud, 
And the queint Mazesin the wanton green, 
For lack of tread are undiftinguifhable. 
The humane mortals want their winter here, 
No night is now with hymn, or carol bleft ; 
Therefore the Moon ( the governefs of fluuds ) 
Palein her anger, wafhes all the air ; 
That Rheumatick dileafes do abound. 
And through this diftempcrature, we fee, 
The feafons alter 5 hoary headed frofts 
Fallin the frefh lap of the crimfon Rofe, 
| And on old Ayems chin and Icy crown, 
An odorous Chaplet of {weet Summer buds 
Is asin mockery fet. “The Spring, the Summer, 
Thechiding Autumn, angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and che amazed world, 
By their increafc, now knowsnot'which is which : 
And this fame progeny of evill comes 
From our debate, trom our diffention, 
Weare their parents and original. 
Ob. Do you amend ir then, itlies in you, 
Why thould Titania crofs her Orberon 2 
Ido but bega lictle changeling boy, 
Tobe my Henchman. 
Qu. Set your heart at reft, 
The Fairy-land buys not the childof me. 
His mother was a Votrefs of my Order, 
And io the fpiced Jndian air by night 
Full often the hath goffipe by my fide, 
And fat with me on Nepranes yellow fands, 
Marking th’embarked tradersof the flood, 
When we laught to fee the fails conceive, 
And grow big bellied with the wanton wind « 
Which fhe with pretty and with fwimmuing gate. 
Following (her womb then rich with my young fquire ) 
Would imitate, and fail upon the Land, 
To fetch me trifles and return again, 
As from a voyage rich with merchandize. 
But fhe being mortal of that boy did dye, 
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And for Her fake] do rear up her boy, 
And for her fake | will not parr with him. 
Ob. How long within this Wood intend you ftay ? 
‘Qu. Perchance till after Ti befexs Wedding-day. 
If youtyeill patiently dance in our Round, 
And {ee our Moon-light Reveis, go with US 5 
If not, fhun me and | will fpare yqur haunts. 
Ob.: Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
} Ox, Nottor thy Fairy Kingdom Paities away : 
We 1 all chide down right, If I longer.ftay. Exeuni. 
Ob Well, go thy way: thou fhale not from this grove; 
Ti} 1 torment thee for this Injury. 
My gentle Pack come hither 5 thou remembreft 
Since 1 fat upon a promontory, 
And heard aMear-maid ona Dolphins back, 
‘Urecring fuch Dulcetand Harmovious breathy 
That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 
| And certain Stars fhor madly from their Sphears, 
To hear the Sea-maids Mufick. 
Pu. | remember. 
Oy. That very time! fay ( but thou could’ft not ) 
F.ying between the cold Moon and the Earth, 
Cupid all arm'd ; a certain aim hetook 
Atafair Veftal, Throned by the Weft, 
And loos’d his Love-fhaft fmartly from his Bow, 
_As it would pierce abundred thoufand hearts, 
Bur I might fee young Cupids fiery thafe 
Quench in the chaft beams of the watry Moon 5 
And the Imperial Votrefs pafled on, 
In’ Maiden meditation, fancy-free, 
Yer mark’d I where the bolt of (apid iell, 
Ir fell upon a little Weftern Flower : 
Before, Milk-white: now purple with loves wound, 
And maidens callit, Love in Idlenefs. 
Fetch me that Flower-; the Herb I fhew’d thee once, 
‘The juice of it, on fl:eping Eye-lids laid, 
‘Will make a Man or Woman madly dote 
Upon the negt live Creature thatit fees. 
Ferch me this herk, and be thou here again, 
Ere the Leviathan can {wim a league. 
Pu. Ple put a Girdle about the Earth in forty peii 
xit. 
Ob. Having once this juice, 
Ple watch Titania, when fhe is afleep, 
And drop the liquor of itin her eyes z 
The next thing when fhe waking looks upon, 
(Bziton-Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, 
On medling Monkey,- or on buly Ape) 
She fhall purfue it, with the Soul of Love. 
And ere I rake this Charm off from her fight, 
( Asl can take it with anorher herb) 
Ple make her render up her Page to me. 
But who comes here ? [am invilible, 
And I will over-hear their conference. 


Enter Demetrius, Helena following him, 


Dem. I Jove thee not, therefore purfue me not. 
Where is Lyfander, and fair Hermia? 
The one le ftay, the other ftayeth me. 
Thou told’it me they were Koln into this wood ; 
And here am I, and wood within this wood, 
B caufe I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence ger thee gons, and follow me no more. 

Hel. You.draw me you hard-hearted Adamant, 
But yet you draw not Iron; for my heart 
Is trueas Stecl. Leave your power todraw, 
And 1 thal! have no power to follow you. 

Dem. Dot entice you? do I {peak you fair ? 
Or rather do I notin plaineft truth, 
Tell youl donot, nor Icannot eit you? 

Hel, And even for that do ilove thee the more 5 
fam your Spaniel , and Demetris, 
The more you beat me, 1 wil fawa on you, 
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Ufe me bur as vour Spamel, {purn me, Rtriise me, 


Negledt me, lofe me ; only give me leave 
( ‘Unworthy as Iam) to follow you. 
What worfer place can I beg in your Love, 
(And yeta place cf high re{pe€&t with me) 
Than to be ufed asyou do your Dog? 
Dem, Tempt not too much the hatred cf my Spirit, 
For I am fick when | do look-on thee. 
fel. And lam fick when | look nor on you. 
Dem. Youdo impeach your modefty tou much, 
To leave the City, and commit your felf 
Into the hands of one that loves you not, 
To truft the opportunity of Night, 
And the ill counfel of adefert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 
Hel. Your virtue is my priviledge: for that 
It isnot night when Ido fee your face. 
Therefore I think I am not in the Night, 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 
For youin my refpect are all the World. 
Then how ean it be faid Jam alone, 
When all the World is here to look on me ? 
Dem., Ple run from thee and hide me inthe brakes, 


jAnd leave thee to the mercy of wild Beatts, 


Hel, The wildeft hath not fucha hears as you; 

Run when you will , the ftory fhall be chanp’d : 
ef ppollo fliesy and Daphne holds the Chace; 
The Dove purfuesthe Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes {peed to catch the Tyger. Bootlets fpeed, 
When Cowardife purfues, and Valour flies. 

Dem, 1 will not fay thy queftions, lee me go; 


Orif you follow me, do not believe, i 


But I fhall do thee mifchief inthe VVood. 

Ficl, 1, inthe Temple, inthe Town, end Field. 
You do me mifchief. Fye Demetrius, 
Your wrongsdo fet a fcandal on my Sex: 


We cannot fight for Love, asmen may do 5 


We fhould be woo’d, and were not made to wooe, 
I follow thee, and make a Heavenof Hell, 
To dye uponthe hand I love fo well 

‘Ob, Fare'thee well Nymph, ere he do leave this Grove. 
Thou fhalt fly him, and he fhall feek thy love, 
Haft thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer, 


Enter Puck. 


Pa. I, there it is. 

Od. | pray thee give it me. 
{know a bank where the wild Time blows, 
Where the Oxflipsand rhe nodding Violet grows, 
Quite over Cannoped with luicious Woodbine, 
With fweet musk Rofes, and with Egiantine, 


There fleeps Titania, fometime of the Night, 


Lull’d in thefe flowers, with dances and delight : : 
And there the Snake throws her enammel’d Skin, 
VVeed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in- 

And with the juice of this Ple treak her Eyes, 
And make her full of hazeful Fantafies. 

Take thou fome of it, and feck through this Grove ; 
A {weet Athenian Lady is in Love 

With a difdainful youth > annoint his Eyes, 

But do it when the next thing he efpies, 


May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the man, 


By the efthenian Garments hehath on: 

Effect it with fomecare, that he may prove 

More fondon her, than fhe upon her love ; 

And look thou meet me, ere the firft Cock crows 
Pu. Fear nor my Lord, your fervant fhall do fo. 

Enter Queen of Fairies, with her Train, 

Qu. Come, now aRoundel, andaFairy Song: 

Then for the third part of a Minute hence, 

Some to kill Kankersin the Musk Rofe buds, 


Exit. 


Scme war with Reremife, for their leathern wings, 


To make my {mall Elves Coats, and keep fome back i 
e 


Exit. 
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The Clamorous Owl that Nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint fpirits : Smg me now a fleep, 
Then to your offices, and let me reft, 


Fairies Sing 


You [potted Snakes with double tengue, 
Thorny Hedgehoggs benot feen, 
Newts and blind worms do no wrong, 
Come not near our Fairy Queen. 
Philomele with melodie, 
Sing in your {wect Lullaby, 
dia, İulla, lullaby, lullz lulle lullaby : 
Never harm, nor fpe, nor Charm. 
Come our lovely Lady nye, 
So good night with Lullaby. 

2. Fatry. 

Weaving Spiders come not here; 
Hence you long leg’d Spinners, hence + 
Beetles black approach not near : 
Worm nor Snayl do no offence. 
Philomele with melody, exc. 

: I. Fatry, 

Hence away ; now all is well: 
One aloof, fiand Centinel, 


Enter Oberon, 

Ob. What thou feet when thou doft wake, 

Do it for thy true Love take : 

Love and Languith for his fake 

Be it Ounce, or Cat,or Bear, 

Pard, or Boar, with briftled Hair, 

In thy eye that fhall appear, 

When thou wak’ét, it isthy dear, 

Wake when fome vile thing is neare 
Enter Lyfonder and Hermia: 

Lyf. Fair love, you faint with wandring in the Woods ; 
And to fpeak troth, I have forgot our way : 
We'l reft us Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Beit fo Lyfander, find you out a Bed, 
For Lupon this Bank will reft my Head. 

Lyf. One Turf fhali ferve as Pillow for us both, 
One Heart,-one Bed,two Bofoms, and one Troth. 

| Her. Nay good Lyfander, for my fake my dear, 
Lie further off yet, donot lie fo near: 

Lyf. O take the fence fweet, of my innocence, 

Love takes the meaning, in Loves conference, 
l mean that my Heart unto yours is knit, 
So that but one heart can you make of it. 

Two Bofoms interchanged with an oath, 
So then two Bofoms, and a fingle Trotb. 
Then by your fide, no Bed-room me deny 
For lying fo, Hermia ,1 donot lye. 

Her, Lyfander riddles very prettily 5 
Now much befhrew my manners, and my prides 
lf Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander ld. 

But gentle friend, for Love and Curtefy 

Lye further off in human Modefty, 

Such feparation, as may well be faid 

Becomes a Vertuous Batchelor, anda Maid, 

So far be diftant, and good night {weet Friend : 
Thy Lovene’realter till chy {weet Life end. 

Lyf. Amen , amen ,to that fair Prayer fay I, 

And then end Life, when Lend Loyalty: 

Here is my Bed, fleep give thee all his Ref. 
Her, With half shat with, the wifhers eyes be preft. 

Enter Puck They fleep. 

Pu. Through the Forreft have [ gone, 

But Athenian fiad | none, 

On whofe eyes I might approve 

This Flowers (orce in ftirring Love: 

Nighr and filence : who ts here ? 

Weeds of Arkens he doth wear 5 


This is he ( my Mafter faid } 
Defpifed the Arhenian Maid ; 

And here the Maiden fleeping found, 
On the dank and durty ground 

Pretty foul, fhe durft not lye 

Near this fack-love, this kill curtefy. 
Churi upon theeyes! throw 

All the power this Charm doth owe ; 
When thou wak’f, let Love forbid 
Sleep his feat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when I am gon 3 

Fort I muft now to Oberon. Exit. 
Enter Demetrius and Helena raaning. 


Hel. Say, tho thou kill me, fweet Demetrius, 
De. \ charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus, 
el, O wilt thou Darling leaye me ? donot fo. 
De. Stay on thy peril, I alone will go- 
Exit Demetrius, 
Hel. OTamoutof breath, in this fond chace, 
The more my Prayer, the leffer is my Grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wherefore the lies : 
For fhe hath bleffed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes fo bright ? Not with fale tears, 
lf fo, my eyesare oftner wafht then hers. 
No, no, I am as ugly as a Bear. 
For Beafts that meet me, run away for fear, 
Therefore no marvel, tho Demetrins 
Do as a monfter, fly my prefence thus. 
What wicked and diffembling glais of mine, 
Made me compare with Herma’s {pheryeyn? 
But whois here? Lyfander onthe Ground :. 
Dead or afleep ? I tee no Blood, no Wound. 
Lyfander, if you live, good Sir awake. 
Lyf. And run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparent Helena, nature here fhews art, 
That through thy Bofom makes me fee thy Heart, 
Where Demetrius? Oh how fita word 
[s that vile name, to perifh on my Sword? 
Hel. Do not fay fo, Lyfander, fay not fo ; 
What tho hefove your Hermia ? Lord, what tho? 
Yet Herw:ia Rill Loves you, then be content 
Lyf. Content with Hermia? Nol do repent 
The tedious minutes 1 with her have fpent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena now I love: 
Who will not change a Raven for a Dove ? 
Fhe will of man is by his reafon fway’d:; 


| And reafon fays you are the worthier Maid. 


Things growing arenot ripe until-cheir Seafon : 
So I being young, till now ripe not co Reafon, 
And touching now the paint of humanskill, 


-|Reafon becomes the Marfhal to my will, 


‘And leads me to your eves, where I orelook 
Loves ftories, written in Loves richeft Book. 
Hel. wherefore was Lto rhis keen mockery born? 
When at your-hands did 1 deferve this fcorn ? 
[s’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 
That I did never, no nor nevep can 
Deferve a {weet look from Demsetrins eye, 
But you muft flout my infufficiency? 
Good troth you dome wrong ( good footh you do ) 
In fuch difdainful manner, me to wooe. 
But fareyou well: perforce 1 mult confels, 
I thought you Lord of more true gentlenefs, 
Oh, that a Lady of one man refus’d, 
Should of another therefore be abus’d. _ 
Lyf. She feesnot Herma, fleep thou there, 
And never maift thou come Lyfander nears 
For as a furfeit of the fcon things 
The deepeft loathing to a ftomach brings. 
Or asthe herefies that men do leave, 
Are hated aloft of thofe that did deceive; 
So thou, my furfeit, and my herefy, 
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Of all behated : but the mok of me, 
And all my powers addrefs your love and might, 
To honour Helen, and to be her Knight. 

Her. Help me Lyfander, help me, do thy beft. 
To pluck this erawling Serpent from my breft 
Aye me, for pity, what a dream was here ? 
Lyfander look; how | do quake withfear , 

Me- thought a Serpent ear my Hearr away, 

And yet fate {miling at his cruel prey. 

Lyfander, what remov’d? Lyfander, Lord, 

What out of hearing, gone ? No found, no word? 
Alack where are you? ipeak andif you hear : 
Speak of all Loves; I {wound almoft with fear, 
No, then I well perceive you are not nigh, 

Either deathor you I’le find immediately. 


Exit. 


Exit. 





Aétus Tertius. 


Enter tke Clowns. 


Bot. Are we all met? 

Quin, Par, pat, and here’s a marvailous convenient 
place for our rehearfal. This green plat fhall be our 
ftage; this hauthorn brake our tyring Houfe, and we will 
doitin aétion, as we willdoic before the Duke. 

Bot, Peter Quince? 

Peter. What tailt thou bully Bottome ? 

Bor. There are things in this Comedy of Piramus and 
Thisby, that will never pleafe. Firft, Piramus muit draw 
a Sword to kill himfelf; which the Ladies cannot abide, 
How anfwer you that ? 

Sout, Berlaken, a parlous fear. 

i Stare I believe we muft leave the killing out, when all is 
one, 

Bot. Not a whit, I have a device to make all well. 
Write me aPrologue, and let the Prologue feem to fay, 
We will do no harm with our Swords, and that Pyramss 
is not kild indeed, and for the more better affurance, 
tell them, that] Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottome 
the Weaver ; this will put them out of fear. 

Qain, Well, we will have fech a Prologue, and it fhall 
be written in eight and fix. 

Bor. No, makeit two more, let itbe written in eight 
and eight, 

Suont. Will not the Ladies be afear’d of the Lion ? 

Star. I fear it, I promife you. 

Bot. Maifters, you ought to confider with your felves, 
to bringin (God fhieldus) a Lion among Ladies, is a 
mof dreadful thing. For there is not amore fearful wild 
fowl than your Lion living; and we ought to Icok to 
if. 

. —— Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not 
a Lion. 

Bor. Nay, you muft name his name, and half his face 
muft be feen through the Lions neck, and he himfelf muft 
{peak through, faying thus, or tothe fame defe&t, Ladies, 
or Fair Ladies, I would wifh you, or i would requeft you, 
or I would intreat you, notto fear, not to tremble ; my 
Life for yours. If you think | come hither as aLion, 
itwere pity of my Life. No, Lam no fuch thing, I am 
a man as other men are, and there indeed let 
bn name hisname, and tell him plainly he is S#ug the 

oiner. 

Quince. Well, it fhall befo 5 but there is two hard 
things, that is, to bring the Moon-Light into a Cham- 
g 5 for you know, Pyramus and ‘Thisby meet by Moon- 
ight. 

n Smug. Doth the Moonfhine that Night we play our 
ay 

Bee, A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanack, 
find out Moon-fhine, find our Moon-fhine. 

= 


A Midfummers Night Dream. 


Enter Puck. 

Quin. Yes, it doth thine that night. 

Bot. Why then may you leave a Cafement of the preat 
Chamber window ( where we play ) open, and the Moon 
may fhine in at the Cafemenr. 

Qu. |, or elfe one muft come in with a buh of thorns 
and-alanthorn, and fay he comes to disfigure, or to pre- 
fent the perfon of Moon-fhine. Then there is anorher 
thing, wemuft have awall in the grear Chamber; for 
Piramus and Thisby( {ays the ftory) did talk through the 
chink of a wall. 

y Snug. You can never bring in a wall. What fay you 

Bottome ? 

Bot, Some man or other muft prefent wall, and let 
him have fome Plater, or fome Lome, or fome rouph-caft 
about. him, to fignify wall; or ler him hold his tingers 
thus; and through that cranny fhall Pyramas and Thisby 
whifper, 

Quin. If that may be, then allis well. Come, fit down 
every mothers fon, and rehearfe your parts. Pyramus 
you begin ; when you have {pokeoyour {peech, enter into 
that Brake, and fo every one according to his cue, 


Enter Robin. 
Rob. pint hempen home-fpuns have we {waggering 
ere , 
So near the Cradle of the Fairy Queen ? 
Whar, aPlay toward? Pie be an auditor 5 
An aétor too perhaps, if I feecaufe, 

Qu. Speak Pyramus: Thisby Rand forth. 

Pir, Thisby, the flowers of odious favours fweet. 

Quin, Odours, odours. 

Pir. Odours favors fweet, 

So hath thy breath, my deareft Thisby dear. 
But hark, a voice; ftay thou but here a while, © 
And by and by I will to thee appear. Exit. Pir. 

Puck. A flranger Pyramus, then ere plaid here. 

Thisb. Muk l fpeak now ? 

Per. I marry muft you. For you muft underftand he 
goes but to fee a noife that he heard, and is to come a- 
gain. 

This. Moft-radiant Pyrawgs, mof Lilly white of hue, 
Of colour like the red Rofe on triumphant Bryer, 

Moft brisky Juvenal, and eke moft lovely Jew, 
As trueas trueft horfe, thar yer would never tire, 
Ile meet thee Piramus at Ninnies Tomb. 

Pet, Ninus Tomb,man : why, you muf not fpeak that 
yet; that you anfwer co Psramus, you {peak all your 
part atonce, cues and all. Pirawus enter, your cus is pat ; 
it is never tire, 

_ Thisb, O, astrueas trueft Horfe, that yet would never 
tire : 

Pir. If 1 were fair, Thisby | were only thine. 

Pet- Omonftrous. O ftrange. Weare hanted 5 pray 
matters, fly mafters, help. 

The Clowns Exeunt, 

Puck. le follow you, lle lead you about a Round, 
Through bog, through bufh, through brake, through 
Sometimes a Hor fe Ile be,fometimes a Hounds (bryer, 
A Hog, a Headlefs Bear, fometimes a fire, 

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore and burn, 
Like Horfe, Hound, Hog, Bear, Gre, at every turn, Exit. 


Enter Piramus withthe Afs Head, 

Bot. why do they run away ? This isa knavery of them 
to make me afeard. Enter Snour. 

Sn. O Bortome, thou art chang’d ; What do I fee on 
thee ? 

Bat, What do you fee ? You fee an Afs-head of your 
own, do you ? 

Enter Peter Quince. 


Pet. Blefs thee Bottome, blefs thee; thou art tranf- 
lated. Exit, 
Bot 


a 
t 
5 a E Ne aS PES A ep PPPOE 
$ 


A Midfummers Nights Dream. | 137 


Bot (fee th.irknavery , this isto mike an afs Of me, devourcd many a Gentleman of your houte. I Promife 
ro fright wesf chey could, butt will not ftir from this | you, your kindred hath made my cyes water ere now, | 
place,do what theycan. $ will walk up and down here, Cefire your more acquaintance , pood Matter ALuflard- 
and will fing that they fhall hear 1 am not afraid. feed, 
The Woofel cock, fo black of hue. Tita. Come wait upon him, lead him to my bower. 
With Ovenge-tawny bill. The Moon methinks, looks with a watrycye, 
The Throftle will his note fo true, And when fhe weeps, weep every little lower, 
The Wrenand little qui'l. Lamencing fome enforced chafticy. 
Tita. What Angel wakes me from my flowry bed ? Tye up my Lovers tongue, bring him filently. Exit. 
‘Bor. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, r , 
| The plainfong Cuckow gray 
| Whofe note full many a man doth mark, 
And dares not anfwer, nay. 
For indecd, who would fet his wit ro fo foolifh abird ? 

| Who would givea bird the lye, tho he cry Cutkow, ne- 
yer fo? < 

Tita. | pray thee gentle mortal; fing again, 

Mine car is muchenamoured of thy note 5 

On the firft view to fay, ro {wear ! love thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 

And thy fair vertues force ( perforce ) doth move me. 

' Bor. Methinks maiftrefs, youthould. have little reafon 
for that : and yer to fay the truth, reafon and love keep 
little company together, now-a-days. The more the pity, 
that fome honeft neighbours will not make them friends. 
Nay, I can gleek upon occafion. 

Tita. Thou artas wife as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not fo neither: but if I had wit enough to get 
out of this wood, I have enough to ferve mine own 
turn. 

Tita, Out of this wood, do not defire to go, 

Thou fhalt.remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
[ama fpiritof no common rate: 
The Summer ftill doth cend upon my ftate, 
And] dolove thee; therefore gowith me, 
| Wie give thee Fairies ta attend onthze; 
And they (hall fetch thee Jewels from the deep, 
And fing, while thou on preffed flowers doth fleep : 
And I. will purge thy mortal grofsneds fo, 
That thou fhalt like an airy fpiric go. 



















































Enter King of Fairies, folus, 


Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak’t: 
Then what it was that next came in ker eye, 
Which fhe muft dote on in.cxtremity. 


Enter Puck, 


Here comes my meffenger : how now mad fpirir, 
What mght-rule now about this haunted Grove ? 
Puck, My Miftrcfs with a monfter is in love, 
Near to her clofe and confecrared bower, 
While fhe was in her dull and fleeping hour, 
A crew of patches, rude Mechanicals, 
That work tor bread upon eA thenian falls, 
Were met togethet to rehearfc a Play, 
Intended for great Thefexs nuptial day. 
The fhalloweft thick-skin of that barren fort, 
Who Pyramas prefented, in their fporr, 
Forfook his Scene, and entred in a brake, 
When I did him at this advantage take, 
An Affes nole I fixed on his head ; 
Anon his Thubie muft be anfwered, 
And forth my Mimick comes: when they him fpie, 
As wild-Geefe, that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or ruffet-pated choughs, many in fort, 
( Rifing and cawing at the Guns report ) 
Sever theimfelves, and madly {weep the sky: 
So at bis fight, away his fellows fie, 
And at our ftamp, here o’re ard o’re one falls: 
He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 
Their fenfe thus weak, loft with their fears thus ftrong, 
Made fenfelefs chings begin to do them wrong, 
For briarsand thorns at their apparel {natch, 
Some fleevec, fome hats, from yielders all things catch, 
[led them on in this diftra&ted fear, 
And left {weet Pyramusteanflated there: 
When in that moment (fo it came to pafs ) 
Titania wak’s, and ftraightway lov'd an Afs. 

Ob. This falls out better than I could cevife: 
But haft thou yeclatch’c the Athenianeyesys 
With the love juice as | did bid thee do ? 

Rab. | took him fleeping ( thar is finifht too ) 
And the Athenian Woman by his fide, ` 
That when he wak’r, of force fhe muff be ey’d. 


Ener Peafe-bloffo, Cobweb, Moth, Muftard- 
feed, and four Fairies. 


Fair. Ready , and [, and J, and 1, Where thall we go? 
Tita: Be kind and caurteous to this Gentleman. 
| Hop in his waiks,and gambolc in his eye, 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberies, 
| With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, 
The hony-bags fteat from the Humble Bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs. 
And light them atthe fiery Glow-worms cycs, 
To have my love-to bed, and to arife : 
And pluck the wings from painted Butterflies, 
Tofan the Moon beams from his fleeping eyes. 
Nod to him Elves, and do him courtefies. 

1. Fai. Hal mortal, hail, 

2 Fai. Hail. 

3. Fat. Hail. 

Bot. Lery your worfhips mercy heariily, | befcech your 
worfhips name. 

Cob. Cobw.b. 

Bot. I fh.ll defire -you of more acquaintance , good 
Mafter Cobweb: if 1 cut my finger, I fhal! make bold with 
vou. 

Your name honet Gentleman ? 

Peaf. Pesfe- Bloffom. 

Bor. | pray you commend meto Miftrets Squafh your 
(Mother, and to Mafter Peefeod your Father. Good 
| Mafter Peafe-bloffom, 1 fhall defire of you more acquain- 

| tanee too. Your name | b:feech you fir ? 
| Muf. Mifßard. feed. 

Bet. Good Matter Muffard feed; 1 know your pati- 

eacewell; that fame cowardly gyant-like Oxc-beef hath 


Enter Demetrius and Hermis, 


Oo Stand clofe, this is the fame Arbensan. 
Rob. This is the woman, but nor chis the man. 
Dew. O why rebuke you kim that loves you fo? 
Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter fo. 
Her. Now I but chide, but I fhould ufe thee wore. 
For thou Í fear haf given me caufe to curle, 
If chou haft flain Lyfander in his flcep. 
Being ore fhooes iu diood, plunge inthe deep, and kill me 
£00 : 
The Sun was not fo true unto tbe day, 
As he to me. Would he have ftollen away, 
Fromfleeping Hermia? Ple believe as loon 
This whole earth may be bord, and that the Moon 
May throughthe Center creep, and fo difpleafe 
Hec brothers nooa-tide, with thè Arripodes. 
ir cannot be bur thou haft murdred him, 
M 2 So 
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ould amurtherer look, fo dead, fo grim. 
ae So (hould the murtherer look, and fo fhould 1, 
Pierc’r through the heart with your ftern cruelty : 
Yet you che murderer looks as bright as clear, 
Asyonder Venus in her glimmering {phear. 

Her. What’s this to my Lyfander ? Whereis he ¢ 
Ah good Demetrins, wilt thou give him me ¢ 

Dem. Vde rather give his carkafs to my hounds. 

Her. Out dog, out cur, thou driv’ft me paft the hounds 
Of Maidens patience. Haft thou flain him then ? 
Henceforth be never numbred ameng men. 

Oh, once tell true, and even for my fake, 

Durft chou a lookrupon him, being awake ? 

And haft thou kill’d him fleeping ? O brave tutch: 
‘Could not a worm, an Adder do fo much ? 

An adder did it, for with doubler tongue 

Than thine, ( thou ferpent ) never adder ftung. 

- Dew. You {pend your paffion on a mifpriz’d mood, 
[ am not guilty of Ly/fander’s blood : 

Nor is he dead for ought that I can tell. 

Her. \pray thee tell.me then that heis well. 

Dem. And if I could, what fhould1 get therefore ? 

Her: A priviledg never to fee memore ; 

And from thy hated prefence part]: fee meno more 
Whether he be dead or no. A 

Dem. There isno following her in this fierce vern, 

Here therefore for a while | will remain, 

So forrows heavinels doth heavier grow : 

For debt that baakrout flip doth forrow owe, 
Which now in fome flighe meafureit will pay, __ i 
If for his tender here | make fome ftay. Lie down. 

Ob. What haft thoudone ? Thou haft miftaken quite, 
And Jald thy love juice on fome true-loves fight : 

Of thy milprifion muft perforce enfue 
Some true love turn’d, and not a falfe turn’d true. 

Rob. Then fate o’re rules, that one man holding troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath: 

Ob. About the wood, go{wifter than the wind, 

And Helena of Athens look thou find. 
All fancy-fick fhe is, and pale of cheer, 
With fighs of love, that cofts the frefh blood dear. 
By fome illufionfee thou bring her here. 
Wle charm his eyes againft fhe doth appear, 

Reb. 1 g0,1 go, look howl go, 
Swifter than artow from the Jartars bow. 

Ob. Flower of this purple die, 

Hie with Cupids archery, 
S nk in apple of hiseye, 
When his love he doth efpy, 
Let her fhine as glorioufly 
As the Venus of the sky. 
When thou wak’ft if fhe be by 
Beg of her for remedy. 
Enter Puck. 

Puck. Captain of our Fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand, 

And the youth miftook by me, 
Pleading for a lovers fee. 

Shall we their fond Pageant {ee ? 
Lord, what fools thefe mortals be? 

Ob. Stand afide : the noife they make, 
Will caufe Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once Wooe one, 
Thart muft needs be {port alone : 

And thofe things do beft pleafe me, 
That befal prepofteroufly. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Enter Lyfander and Helena. 


Lyf. Why fhould you think that I fhould wooein feorn> 
| Scorn and derifion never comes in tears, 
iLook when i vow, I weep, and vows fo born, 
in their nativity all truth appears. 
How can thele things inme feem fcorn to you? 
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Bearing the badg of faith to prove them true. 

Hel, You do advance your cunning more and more, 
When truth kills truth, O dewllith holy fray / 
Thefe vows are Hermia’s, Will you give her o’re? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh, 
Your vows to her and me, ( put in two fcales } 
Willeven weigh, and bothas light astales. 

Lyf. 1 had no judgment when to her I fwore. 

Hel. Nor none in my mind, now you give her ore. 

Lyf. Demetrius loves her, and he Toves not yov. Awe.. 

Dem. O Helen, goddefs, nymph, perfc&, divire, 
To what ? my love, fhall } compare thine eyne, 
Chryftal is muddy, O how ripe in fhow, 

Thy lips, thofe kiffing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus inow, 
Fann’d with the Eaftern wind, turns to aCrow, 
When thou hold’ upthy hand. O lerme kifs 
This Princefs of pure white, this feal of blif. 

Hel. Ofpight, O hell, I fee you reall bent 

To fet againft me, for your merriment: 

If you were civil, and knew courtefie, 

You would notdo me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me asI know you do, 

But you muft join in fouls to mock me too ? 
If youare men, as men you arein fhow, 

Y ou would not ufe a gentle Lady fo ? 

To vow, and fwear, and fuperpraife my parts, 
When I am fure you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are Rivals, and love Hersia, 

And now both Rivalsto mock Helena. 

A trim exploit, amanly enterprize, 

To conjure tearsup ina poor maids eyes, 
With your derifton ; none of noble fort, 
Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort 

A poor fouls patience, all to make you fport. 

Lyf. Youare unkind Demetrius ; be not fo, 

For you love Hermia 3 this you know I know; 
And here with afl good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermia’s love | yield you up my parts 
And yours of Helena, tome bequeath, 
Whom 1 do love, and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers wafte more idle breath. 
Dem. Lyfander, keep thy Hermsa, J will none; 


| If e’reT lov’d her, all that love is gone. 


My heart to her, but as gueft-wife fojourn’d, 
And now to Helen it is home return’d, 
There to remain. 
Lyf. Itis not fo, 
Dem. Difparage not the faith thou doft not know, 
Left to thy peri! chouabide it dear, 
Look where thy Love comes, yonder isthy dear. 


Enter Hermia. 


Her. Dark night, that from the eye his funétion takes 

The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes. 

Wherein it doth impair the feeing fenfe, 

it pays the hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyfander found, 

Miheear, ( [thank it) brought me tothat found, 

But why unkindly didft thou leave me fo ? ( to go? 
Lyfand. Why fhould he flay whom love doth prefs 
Her, What love could prefs Lyfander from my fide ? 
Lyf. Lyfanders love, (that would not let him bide ) 

Fair Helena, who more engilds the night, 

Than all yoo fiery 0’s and eyes of lighr. 

‘Why feek’f thou me ? Could noc this make thee know, 

The hate I bear thee, made me leave thee fo ? 

Her. You {peak not as yon think : itcannot be. 
Hel. Lo, fhe isone of this confederacy, 

Now I perceive they have conjoin’d all three, 

To fafhion this falfe {pore in fpight of me. 

injurious Ferma, molt ungrateful maid, 

Have you confpired, have you with thefe contriv’d 
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To bait mr, with rhis foul derifon? ~ 

{s all the Countel chat we two have fhar’d, 

The Sifters vows, the hours thar we have fpent, 

When we have chid the hafty footed time, 

For parting us; O, and is all forgot? 

| AU School-days friendfhip, child-hoods Innocence ? 
We, Hermia, liketwo Artificial gods, 

| Have with ovr Needles, Created both one flower, 

Both on one Sampler, ficring onone Cufhion ; 

Both warbling of one Song, both in one Key , 

Asif our hands, our fides, voices, andminds 

Had been incorporate. So we grew together , 

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted, 

Butan Union in partiuon, 

Two lovely. Berries molded on one Stem, 

So with two feeming bodies, but one heart, 

Two of the firft life, coats in Heraldry, 
Due but toone, and crowned with one Creft. 

And will you rent our ancient love afunder, 

To join with men in {corning your poor Friend ? 

It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly. 

Our fexas well asi may chide you for it, 

| Though | alone do feel the Injury. 

| Her. 1am amazed at your pafionate words, 

{1 {corn you not 5 it feemsthat you {corn me. 
Hel. Have younot fet Lyfander, as in fcotn 

To follow me,and praife my Eyes znd face ? 

And made your other love, Demetrius 

(Who even but now did {purn me with his foot) 

To callme Goddels, Nymph, Divine. and rare, 
Precious, Celcftial ? Wherefore {peaks he this 
To her he hates? And wherefore doth Ly/ander 
Deny your love (fo rich within his Soul) “ 
And tender me ( forfooth ) affection, 
| But by your fetting on, by your confent? 
| What though I be not foin grace as you, 
So hung upen with Love, fo fortunate ? 
| But miferable moft, tolove unlov’d) 
| This you fhould pity rather than defpife. 
Her. \ underftand not what you mean by this. 
Hel. 1 do, perfever, counterfeit fad looks. 
| Make mouths upon me when I tura my back, 
Wink each at other, hold rhe {weet jeft up : 
This fport wellcarricd, fhall be Chronicled. 
If youhave any pity, grace, ormanners, 
You would not make me fucii an Argument : 
| But fare ye well, ’tis partly mine own fault, 
I Which death or abfence foon (hall remedy. 

Lyf. Stay gentle Helena, hear my excule. 

My Love, my Soul, fair Helena. 

He. O excellent ! 

Her. Sweet, do not fcorn her fo. 

Dem. If fhe cannot entreat, I can compel, 

Lyf, Thou.canft compel no more than fhe entreat. 

Thy threats have no more ftrength than her weak praife. 
Helen, 1 love thee, by my Life I do, 

I fwear by that which I will lofe for thee, 

To prove him falfe that fays I love thee not. 
Dem. \fay, Ulove thee more than he can do. 
Lyf. If thoufay fo, withdraw and prove it too: 
Dem: Quick, come. 

Her. Lyfander, whereto tends all this ? 
Lyf. Away you Erhiope. 
Dem. No, no, Sir, ba to break loofe ; 

Take on as you would follow, 

Bu: yet come not 5 you area tame man, go. 
Lyf. Hang off thou Cat, thou but s vile ching let loofe, 

Or | will thaké theé from me like a Serpent. 

| Her, Why are you grown fo rude ? 
What change ‘is this, iweet Love ? 
| Lyf. Thy love ? out tawoy Tartar, out 5 
Our loathed Medicine 3 O hated poyfon hence. 
| Her. Do you not jeft ? 
Hel. Yes tooth, and (o do you. 
* ` 
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` Lyf. Demetris, Iwill keep my word with thee. 
Dem. 1 would | had your bond : for | perceive 
A weak bond holds you; Ile not cruft your word. 
Lyf. What, thould ( hurt her, ftrike her, kill her dead > 
Although [hate her, Wl not harm her fo. 
_ Her, What, can you do me greater harm than harm? 
Hate me. wherefore? Ome, what news my Love? 
AD not Í Hermia? are nor you Lyfander? 
lam as fair now, as I was cre while, 
Since Night you lov’d me ; i" ficce nipht you left mes 


| Why then you left me ( O the Gods forbid) 


In earneft, fhali I fay? 

And never did defire to fee thee more. 

Yherefore be out of hope, of queftion, of doubt, 
Be certain, nothing truer: "sis nu jeft, 

That l do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her, O me, you jugler, you canker-bloffom, 
You thief of Love ; what have you come by night,. 
And ftoln my Loves heart from him? 

f7el, Fine ifaith:: 

Have youno modefty, rio máiden fhame, 

No touch of bafhfulnefs ?- what will you teat 
C Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue) 
Fie, fie, you counterfeit, you puppet, you. 

Fer. Puppet? why fo? I, that way goes the game, 
Now I perceive that fhe hath made corr pare 
Between our ftatures; fhe hath urg’d her height, 
And with her perfonage, her tal perfonage, 


| Her height (forfooth) the hath prevail’d with him. 


And are you grown fo high in his efteem, 

Becaufe lam fo dwarfith , and fo low ? - 

How lowam 1, thou painted Maypole? Speak, 

How low am1? I amnotyetfolow, 

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

Hel. 1 pray you though you mock me, Gentlemen, 

Ler her not hurt me, I was never curft: 

I haveno gift at áll in fhrewifhnefs s 

Tama right Maid for my Cowardize g 

Let her not ftrike me: you perhaps may think, 
Becaufe fhe’s fomething lower than my telf, 
That I can match her. 

Her. Lower? hark again. 

Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me. 

I evermore did love you Hersia , 

Did ever keep your Counfels, never wronged you, 

Save that in Love unto Demetrius, 

[ cold him of your ftealth into this Wood. 

He followed you, for love! followed him, 

But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 

Toftrike me, fpurn me, nay to kill me too ; 

And now, fo you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will | bear my folly back, 

And follow you no further. Let me go. 

You fee how fimple, and how fond I am. 

Her. Why get you gone 3. who is’t that hinders you ? 
Hel. A foolifh heart, that I leave here behind. 

Her, What with Lyfander ? 

Hel. With Demetrins. 

- Lyf. Be notafraid, the will not harm thee Helens. 
Dem. No fir, fhe thallnot, chough you take her part. 
Hel. O, when he’s angry, fhe is keen and fhrewd, 

She wasa vixen when fhe went to School; 

And though fhe be but little fhe is fierce. 

Her. Little again ? nothing but low and little ? 

Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. 

Lyf. Get you gone you Dwarf, 
You Minimus, of hindring knot-Grafs made, 

You Bead, you Acorn. 

Dem. You are too officious, 

[n her behall that {corns your fervices. 

Let her alone, {peak not of Helesta, 

Take not her part. For if thou doft intend 

M 3 Never 
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Never fo little fhew of Loveto her, 
Thou fhalr abide ir. 
Lyf. Now fhe holds me not, 
Now follow if thou dar’ft, ro try whofe right, 
Of thine or mine is molt in Helena, 
Dem. Follow? Nay, Plego with thee Cheek by Jowl. 
Exit Lyfander and Demetrius. 
Her_ You Miftref, all this coyl is long of you, 
Nay, go nor back. 
Hel. 1 will not tru& you l, 
Nor longer ftay in your curft Company. 
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 
My Legs are longer though to run away. 


Enter Oberon and Puck. 
Ob. This is thy negligence, fill thou miftak’R, 
Or elle commitr’ft thy knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King of fhadows, I miftook, 
Did not you tell me, I fhould know the Man, 
By the Ackentan Garments he hath on? 
And fo far blamelefs proves my enterprife, 
That I have noinred an Athenian’s Eyes, 
And fo far am I glad, it fo did fort, 
As this their jangling I efteem a fporc. 
Ob. Thou feeft thefe Lovers feek a place to fight, 
‘Hie therefore Robin, overcalt the Night, 
The farry Welkin cover thou anon, 
With drooping Fogg as black as Acheron, 
And lead thefe tefty Rivals {o aftray, 
As one come not within anothers way. 
Like to Lyfander, fometime trame thy Tongue, 
Then ftir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 
And fometime rail thou like Demetrius; 
And from each other lock thoulead them thus, 
Till o’retheir brows, death-counterfeiting fleep 
With leaden Legs, and Battie-wings doth creep 5 
Then crufh this Herb into Lyfanders eye, 
Whofe Liquor hath this virtuous property, 
To take from thence allerrour, with his might, 
And make his Eye-balls row] with wonted fight. 
When theynexe wake, all this derifion 
Shallf{cem a Dream, and fruitlefs vifion, 
And back to Athens fhali the Lovers wend 
With League, whofe date till.deach fhall never end. 
Whiles | in this affair do thee imploy, 
lle tomy Queen, and beg her Indian Boy ; 
And then I will her charmed Eye releafe 
From Monfters view, ‘and all things fhall be Peace. 
Puck. My Fairy Lord, this muft be done with hafte, 
For Nights-fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faft, 
And yonder fhines Aarora’s harbinger 5 
At whofe approach Ghofts wandring here and there, 
Troop home to Church-yards ; damned Spirits all, 
That in crofs. ways and floods have burial, 
Already to their Wormy beds are gone, 
For fear left day fhoulde look their fhames upon, 
They wilfully exile themfelves frem light, 
And muft for aye confort with black-brow’d Night. 
Ob. But we are fpirits of another fort : 
i with the morning Love have oft made fport, 
And like a Forrefter, the groves may tread, 
Even till the Eaftecn Gate all fiery red, 
Opening on Neprune, with fair blefied beams, 
Turnsinto yellow Gold, his falt green ftreams, 
But notwithftanding hafte, make no delay: 
We may effeét this bufinefs yet ere day. 3 
Puck. Up and down, up and down, I will lead them 
up and down : I am fear’d in Field and Town, Goblin, lead 
them up and down: here comes one. 


Enter Lyfander. 
Lyf Where art thou, proud Demtrins ? 
| Speak chou now. 
| ob, Here villain, drawn and ready. Whereart thou ? 


Exennt. 
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Lyf. 1 will be with thee itraighe. 
Rob. Follow me then to plainer Ground. 
Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. Lyfander, {pzak again 3 
Thou runaway, thou Coward, art thou ficd ? 
Speak in fome bufh: Where doft thou hide thy Head ? 
Rob. Thou Coward art thou begging to the Srars 
Telling the Buthes that chou look’ft tor Wars, 
And wilt not come? come Recreant, come thou Child, 
Ple whip thee with a Rod, he is defil’d 
That draws a Sword on thee. 
Dem, Yea, arcthou there? 
Ro. Follow my voice, wee’l try no man-hood here. Exit. 
Lyf. He goes before me, and ftill dares me on, 
When I conie where hecalls me, then he’s gone. 
came nas is ‘jm lighrer heei’d than I: 
ollowed faft, but fafter he did five - niftin 
That falnam Lin dark uneven ar: sation 
And here will reft me. Come thou gentle day : 
For if but once thou fhew me thy gray liphr, 
le find Demetriw, and revenge this {pight, 
Enter Robin and Demetriui. 
Rob. Ho, ho, ho, coward why com’ thou not 2 
Dew. Abide me, if thou dar'ft. For well | wot 
Thou runn’ft before me, thifting every piace, 
And dar’ not ftand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou ? 
Rob. Come hither, Tam here. 
Dem. Nay then thou mock’it me ; 
If ever I thy face by day-light fee. 
Now go thy way: faintne{s conftraineth me, 
To meafure out my length on rhis cold bed, 
By days approach look co be vifited. 


lye diwn. 


thou fhalt buy this 
(dear, 


Enter Helena. 

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hours, fhine comforts from the Eaft, 
That Imay back to Athens by day-light 
From thefe that my poor company dereft, 

And fleep that fometimes fhuts up forrows eye 
Steal me a while from mine own company. 
Rob. Yet but three ?. come one more, 
Two of both kinds makes up four. 
Here fhe comes, curft and fad, 
Cupid isa knavifh Lad, 
Thus to make poor Females mad. 
Enter Hermia. 

Fir, Never fo weary, never to in woe; 
B.dabbled with the dew, and torn with briars, 

I can no further crawl, no further go; 

My Legs can keep no pace with my defires. 

Here will 1 reft me tillthe break of day, 

Heavens fhield Lyfander, if they mean a fray. 
Rchb. On the ground feep found, 

Ple apply your eye, gentle lover, Remedy. 

When thou wak’ft, thou tak‘? 

True delight in the fight of thy former Ladies eye, 

And the Country Proverb known, 

Thatevery man fhould take his own, 

In your waking fhall be fhown. 

Fackthall have Fiz, naught thall go ill, 

The man fhall have his Mare again, and all fhall be well. 


Sleep. 


They fleep all the Ait. 








Actus Quartus. 


Enter Queen of Fairies, and Clwn, and Fairies, and the 
King behind them, 


Tita. Come, fit thee down upon this fowry bed, 
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 


And 


Oar a 
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And tick musk rofes in thy fleck fmooth head, 
And kifs thy fair large ears my gentle joy. 

Clo, Wheres Peafe Bloffome | 

Peafe. Read , 

(id donated head, Peafe-Bloffome. Where's Moun- 
ficur Cobweb ? 

Cob, Ready. 

Clo. Mounfieur Cobweb, good Mounfieur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill neared hipt humble-Bee on 
the top of a chiftle ; and good Mounficur bring me the 
hony bag. Do not fret your {elf too much in the ation, 
Mounfieurs and good Mounficur have acare the honey bag 
break not. I would be forth to have you overfiown with 
ahoney-bag fignior. Where’s Mounficur A/uflardfeed ? 

Mnf. Ready. 

Clo. Give me your news, Mounfieur Maflard, 

Pray you leave your curtefie good Mounficur. 

Maf. Whars your will ? 

Co. Nothing good Mounfieur, hut to he'p Cavalero 
Cobweb tofcratch. Imuftto the Barbers, Mounfieur, for 
methinks I am marvellous hairy about che face. And i 
am fuch a tender afs, if my hair do but tickle me, I muft 
feratch. 

Tite, What, wilt thou hear fome mufick, my {weet 
love ? 

Clo. 1 havea reafonable good carin mufick, Let us 

have the tongs and the. bones. 


f Maufick Tongs, Rural Mufick, 


Tita. Orfay {weet Love, what thou defireft toeat. 
Clo, Truly a peck of Provender 5 I would munch 
your good dry Oats, Methinks | havea grear defire to a 
bottle of hay: good hay, {weet hay hath no fellow. 
Tsta. l have a venturous Fairy, 
That fall feek the Squirrels hoard, 
And fetch thee new nuts. 
Clo, L had rather havea handful or two of dried peafe. 
But I pray you let none of your people thir me, I have an 
expofition of fleep come upon me. 
| Tita. Sleep thou, and J will wind thee in my arms, 
Fairies be gone, and be always away. 
So dotb tke woodbine, the {weet Honifuckle, 
Gently entwift ; the female Ivy fo, 
Enringsthe barky fingersof the Elm, . 
O how Ilove thee ! how I doteon thee? 


Enter Robin Goodfellow, and Oberon. 

Ob. Welcome good Robin: 
Seeft chon this {weet fight ? 
Her dotage now l do begin to pity. 
For meting her of late behind the wood, 
Seeking {weet favors for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her, 
For fhe his hairy temples then had rounded , 
With coronet of frefh and fragrant flowers 
And that famedew which fometime on the buds, 
Was wont to {well like round and orient pearls ; 
Stood now within the pretry flouricts eyes, 
Like tears that did their own difgrace bewail. 
When | had at my pleafure taunted her, 
And fhe in mild terms bege’d my patience, 
I then did ask of her, her chang: ting child, 
Which fraighe fhe gave me, and her Fairy fent 
To bear him to my Bowerin Fairy Land. 
And now I have the Boy, | will undo 
This hate‘ul imperfe&tion of her eyes, 
And gencle Puck, take this transformed fcalp 
From off the head of this Athenian fain: 
That he awaking when the otherdo, 
May all to Athens back again repair, 
And think no more of this nights accidents, 
But asthe fterce ve xation of a dream. 
Bur firf 1 will relate the Fairy Queen, 
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Be thou as thon waft wont to bes 
See as thon wafi went po fee. 
Dians bud, or Cupids flower, 
Hath {uch force and bleffed power. 


Now my Titania wake you my {weet Queen. 

Tita. My Oberon, what vilions have teen! 
Methought I was enamoured of an aG, 

Ob. There lies your love, 

Tita. How came thefe things to pafs? 
Oh how mine eyes do loath this vifage now! 

Ob. Silence a while, Robin take off his head. 

Tétanie mufick call, and ftcike more dead 
Than common fleep: of afl chefe find the fenfe. 

Tita. Mufick, ho mufick, fuch as charmeth fleep. 

Mufick fhill. 

Reb. When thou awak’k , with thine own fools eyes 
peep, ( me, 

Ob. Sound mufick; come my Queen, teke hand with 
And rock the ground whereon thete fleepers be. 
Now thon and I are new in amity, 
And will to morrow midnight folemn'y 
Dance in Duke Thefens houfe triumphantly, 
And blels it to all rarr pofterity. 
There fhal! thte pairs of fai-hful Lovers be 
Wedded with Thefews all in jollity. 

Reb. Fair King attend, and mark, 
I do hear the morning Lark. 

Ob. Then my Queenin fitence fad, 
Trip we atrer the nights fhade ; 
We the Globe can compafs foon, 
Swifter than the wandring Moon. 

Tita. Come my Lord, and in our flight, 
Tell we how itcame this night, 
That I fleeping here was found, 

Sheepers lie fill, 
With thefe mortals on the ground. Exeunt. 
Wind Horns, 

Enter Thefens, Egaus, Eippolitaand all his train, 

Th:f. Go one of you, find out the Forrefter, 

For now our obfervation is performed . 

And fince we have the vaward of the day, 

My Love hall hear the mufick of my hounds. 
Uncouple in the Weftern valley, lec them go ; 
Diipatch I fay, and find the Forrefter. 

VVe will fair Queen, up to the Mountains top, 
And metk the mufical confufion 

Of hounds, and eccho in conjungtion. 

Hip. 1 was with Hcrenles and Cadmus once, 
VVhen ina wood of (rece they bayed che Bear 
VVith hounds of Spart :, never did I hear 


@ 


Such gallant chiding. For befides the groves, 


The Skies, the Fountains every Reg onincar, 
Seem’dallonemutualery never heard 
So muficel a dilcord, fuch {weer thuader. 

Thef. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew’d,lofanded, and their heads are hung 
VVith ears that {weep away the morning dew, 
Crook-kneed, and dew lage, Ikke Theffalontan Bulls, 
Slow in purfuir, but macch‘d in mouth like bells, 
Fachunder each. A cry mere tuncable 
VVas never hallowed to, nor cheer'd with horn, 

In Creet, in Sparta, nor in Theffaly : 
Judge when youhear, Buticfr, whatnymphs are thefe ? 

Eg. My Lord, this ismy daughter here ailceo, 
And this Ly/ander, this Dewerrixs is, 

This Helena, old Nedars Helena, 
{| wonder of this being here together. 

Thef. No doubt they rofe up carly, to obferve 
The rightof Afay , and hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace of our folemnity. 
But {peak Egeus, is not this the day 
That Herma Mould give anfwer of her choice? 


Ese: 
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Ega, \tis my Lord. Flare the Bellows-mencer 2? Smoue the Tinker ? Starvling ? 
Th-f. Go bid the Huntfmen wake them with their] God’s my Life! Srol’a hence, and Jeft me aflep. I have 
Horns, hada moft rare Vifion. 1 had a’ dream paft the wit of 
man to fay whar dream it was. Man is but an Af, if he 
Horus, and they wake. go about to expound this dream. Methought I was, 
Shout within, they all ftare up. there is no man can tel) what. Methought I was, and 
methought I had. But man is but a patch’d fool, if he 
Thef. Good morrow fricads : Saint Valentine is paft, will offer tofay-what methought 1 had. The eye of ran 
Begin thefe wood-birds but to couple now ? hath not heard, theear of man hath not feen ; man’s hand 
Lyf. Pardon my Lord. isnot able to tafte, histtongue to conceive, nor his heart 
Thef. { pray you all ftand up. to report what my dream Wes. ‘I will get Peter Quince 
I know you two are Rival enemies: to write a Ballad of this dream ; it fhall be called Bottome’s 
How comes thus gentle concord in the world, Dream, becaule it hath no bottom; and J will fing it in 
That hatred is fo far from jealoufie, the latter end of a play, before the Duke. Peradyen- 
Teo flzep by hate, and fear no enmity ? ture, to make it the more gracious, I fhall fing it at her 
Lyf. My Lord, fhall reply amazedly, death, Exit 
Half fleep, half waking. But as yet 1 fwear, E 
I cannot truly fay how Icame here. Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snout, and Starvling. 
But as I think (for truly would I fpeak), 
And now I do bethink me, fo itis; Qui. Have you fent to Bottome’s houfe? Is he come home 
I came with Herma hither: Our intent yet? 
Was to be gone from eA thens, where we might be Star. Hecannot beheard of. Outof doubt heis trant 
Without the peril of the e4thenian Law. ported. 
Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord 5 you have enough : Thif. Uf he come not, then the play is marr’d. It goes for- 
[beg the Law, the Law, upon his head 5 ward, doth it ? 
They would have ftol’n away, they would Demetrius, Qui, Iris not pofible : you have not a man in all Arbens 
Thereby to have defeated you and me: abe to difcharge Piramus but he. 
You of your wife, and me of my confent : Thi. No, he hath fimply the belt wit of any handycraft 
Of my confent, that fhe fhould be your wife. man in Athens, 
Dem. My Lord, fair Helentold me of their ftealth, Qui. Yea, and the beft perfon too; and he is a very Pa- 
Of this theie purpofe hither. to this wood, ramour for a fweet voice, 
And lia fory hither followed.them : Thi. You muft fay, Paragon, A Paramouris (God blefs 
Fair Helena, in fancy followed me.. us} a thing of naught, 
But my good Lord, I wot not by what power 
(But by fome power it is) my love Enter Snug the Foiner. 
To Hermia (melted as the fnow) 
Seems to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude, Snug. Mafters, the Duke is coming from the Temple, 
Which in my childhood I did doat upon : and there is two or thtee Lords and Ladies more marri- 
And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, ed. If our {port had gone forward, we had all been made 
The obje& and the pleafure of mine eye, men. 
Is only Helena. To her, my Lord, Thif. O {weet Bully Bottome : thus hath he loft fix 
Was I betroth’d ere | fee Hermia 3 pence a day, during his life ; he could not have feaped 
Bat like a ficknefs did I loath this food : fix pence a day. And the Duke had not given him fix 
Butas in health, come tomy natural tafte, pence a day for playing Piramus , P'le be hang’d. He 
Now do I wifhit, love it, long for it, would have deferved it. Six pence a day in Prramus, or 
And will forevermore be true toit. nothing. 
Thef. Fair Lovers, von are fortunately met 5 
Of this difcourfe wefhall hear more anon. - Enter Bottome. 
Egaus, t wilt over-bear your will ; : 
For inthe Temple, by and by with us, Bot. Where are thefe lads? Where are thefe hearts ? 
Thefe couples fhall eternally be knit. Qui. Bottome, O moft couragious day! O moft happy 
And for the morning now is {omething worn, hour ! | 
Our purpos’d hunting hall be fer afide. Bot. Matters, Jam todifcourfe wonders ; but ask me not 
Away, with us to Athens , three and three, what ; for if I tell you, Iam no true Athenian. 1 will tell 
We’l hold a Feaft in great folemnity. you every thing as it fell our. 
Come Hippolita. Exit Duke and Lords. | Qui. Let us hear, fweet Bottome. 
Dem. Thefe things feem fmall and undiftinguifhable, Bıt. Not a word of me: All that F will tell you, is 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. that the Duke hath dined. Get your Apparel toge- 
Her. Methinas I fee thefe things with parted eye, ther, good Strings to your Beards, new Ribbands to 
When every thing feems duuble. your Pumps, meet prefently at the Palace, every man look 
Hel. So methinks: o’re his Part: for the fhort and the long is, our Play 
And I have found Demetrius, like a Jewel, is preferred: In any cafe let Zhssby have clean linnen : 
Mine own,and not mine own. and let not him that plays the Lion, pare his Nails; 
Dem. tt feems to me, for they fhall harg out forthe Lion’s Claws. And moft 
That we flsep, we dream. Do not you think dear Actors, eat no Onions, nor Garlick 3 for we are to 
The Di ke was here, and bid usfollow him ? utter {weet breath; and 1 do notdoubt to hear them fay, 
Her. Yea, and my Father. it is a fweet Comedy. No more words: away, go a- 
Hel. And Hippolita. way. i Exeunt. | 


Lyf. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 
Dens: Why then weareawake, let’s follow him, and by 
he way let us recount our dreams. | 
Bottome wakes. Exit Lovers. AG 
Clo. When my Cue ccmes, call me, and I will anfwer. HS 
My next is, moft fair Piramus, Hey ho, Peter Quince? 
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Aus Quintus. 
Ener Yheleus, Hippolita, Egæus andhis Lords. 


Hip. ‘Tis Rrange, my Thefens, that thefe Lovers fpeak of, 
Thef. More ftrange than true. I never may believe 
Thefe antick fables, nor thefe Fairy toys, 
Lovers and mad men have fuch feething brains, 
Such fhaping phantafies, that apprehend more 
Than cool realonever comprehends. 
The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 
Areof imagination all compact. 
One fees more devils than vaft hell can hold; 
That is the mad man. The Lover, all as frantick, 
Sees Helen’s beauty ina brow of Egypt. 
The Poet’seye in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven. 
And as imagination bodies forth the forms of things 
Unknown 5. the Poet’s pen turns them to fhapes, 
And givesto air nothing, alocal habitation, — 
Andaname. Such tricks hath ftrong imagination, 
That if ìt would but apprehend fome joy, 
It comprehends fome bringer of that joy, 
Or inthe night, imagining fome fear, 
How eafieis a bufhfuppos’d a Bear ? 
Hip. But all the tory of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur’d fo together, 
More witneffeth than fancies images, 
And grows to fomething of great conftancy ; 
Bot howfoever, ftrange, and admirable. 


Enter Lovers, Lyfander, Demetrius, Hermia, and 
Helena. 


Thef: Here come the Lovers, fullof joy and mirth. 
Joy, gentle friends, joy, and frefh days of Love 
Accompany your hearts, 

Lyf. More than to us, 

Waitin your royal walks, your board, your bed. 
Thef. Corae now, what masks, what dances fhal! we 
have, ) 
To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our after-fupper, and bed-time ? 
Where is our ufual manager of mirth ? 
What Revels are in hand? Is thre no play, 
To eafe the anguifh of a torturing hour ? 
Call Egens. 
Egeus. Here, mighty Thefeus. 
Thef. Say, what abridgemenc have you for this ever- 
ing? 
What mask? What mufick ? How fha'l we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with fome delight ? | 
Eg. There isa brief how many {ports are rife - 
Make choice of which your Highnefs will fee firft. 

Lyf. The battel with the Centaur to be fung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp. 

Thef. We'l hone of that. That have I told my love 
In glory of my kinfman Hercules. 

Lyf. The riot of the tipfie Bacbinalr, 

Tearing the Thrafian finger in their rape. 

Thef. Thatis an old device, and it was plaid 
When I from Thebes came laft a Conqueror. 

Lyf. The thrice three Mufes, mourning for the death of 
Learning, late deceaft in beggary. 

Thef. That is fome Satyr keen and critical, 

Not (orting with a nuptial ceremony. 
Lyf. A tedious brief Scene of young Piramus, 
And his love Thisbys very tragical mirth. 
Thef. Merry and tragical? Tedious and brief? That is, 
hor ice, and wondrous trange fnow. How fhall we find the 
concord of this difcord ? 
Eg. A Play therc is, my Lord, fome ten wordslong, 








Whichisas brief as I have Known a Play ; 
Rut by ten words, my Lord, it is too long, 


| Which makes it tedious : for in all the Play 


There isnot one word apt, one Player fitted. 
And tragical, my noble Lord, itis: | 

For Pirames therein doth kill himfelf, 

Which when I faw rehearft, I muft confe&s, 
Made mine eyes water: but more merry tears 
The paffion of loud laughter never fhed. 

Thef. What are they that do play it? 

Eg. Hard handed men, that work in Athen: here, 
Which never labour’d in their minds till now 3 
And now have toiled their unbreathed memories 
With this fame Play, againft your Nuptials. 

Thef. Aod we will hear it. 

Pil. No, my noble Lord, it is not for you. Ihave heard 
Ic over, snd it is nothing, nothing in the world, 
Unlefs you can find {port in their intents, 
Extreamly ftretche, and cond with cruel pain, 
Todo you fervice. 

Thef. Uwill hear that Play: For never any thing 
Can be amifs, when fimplenefs and duty tender it. 
Go bring themin, and rake your places, Ladics, 

f41p, [love not to fee wretchednefs o’re charged, 
And duty. in his fervice perifbing. 

Thef. Wiy gentle fweet, you fhall fee no fuch thing. 
< Hip: He fays tbey can do nothing in this kind. 

Thef. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
Our fport fhall be, to take what they miftake ; 
And what poor duty cannot do, noble refpect 
Takes it in might, not merit. 
Where l have come, great Clerks have purpofed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where 1 have feen them fhiver, and look pale, 
Make periods in the midftof fentences, 
Throttle their pra@tiz’d accentin their fears, 
And in conclufion, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying mea welcome. Truft me fweet, 
Out of this filence yet, I picke a welcome: 
And inthemodefty of fearful duty, 
[read asmuch as from theratling tongue 
Of lawcy and audacious eloquence. 
Love therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity, 
In leaft, {peak moft, to my capacity. 

Eg. So pleafe your Grace, the Prologue is addreft. 


Da. Let him approach. Fler. Trum 
' "Enter Prelogues Enince. 


Pro. If we offend, itis with cur good will. 
That you fhould think we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To thew our fimple skill, 
That isthe true beginning of our end. 

Confider then, we come but in defpight. 

We co not come as minding to content you, 

Our true intentis. All for your delight, 

We irenot here. That you fhould here repent ycu, 

The Ators are.ac hands and by their fhow, 

You fhall know all, that you are liketo know. 
Thef: This fellow doth not ftand upon points. 

Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue, like 2 rough Celt: h: 
knows not the ftop. A good moral, my Lord. Iris not e- 
nough to {peak, bur to {peak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a child 
on the Recorder, a found, but notin governmen:, 

Tbef. His fpeech waslike a tangled chain ; nothiog im- 
paired, but all difordered. Who isthe next ? 

Tawyer with « Trumpet before them, 


Enter Pyramus, and Thisby, Wall, Moon-thine, 
and Lion. 
Pro. Gentles, perchance you wordes at this fhow » 
Sut wonder on, rill truth make all things plain. 
This man is Pirama, if you would know 5 Thi 
s sis 


e Et Rae 


144 
Thuis beauteous Lady, Tbssby is certain. 

This man with limeand rough-caft, doth prefent, 
Wall, the vile wa'l, which did thefe lovers funder : 
And through wall’s chink ( poor fouls) they, are content 
To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder. 
This man with Lanthorn, dog, and bufh of thorn, 
Prefenreth Moon-fhine : For if you will know, 
By Moon-fhine did thefe Lovers think no fcorn 

To meet at Ninw tomb, there, there to wooe: 
This griz'y beaft (which Lion hight by name) 
he trufty Thusby, comiag firft by night, 

Did {care away, or rather did affright : 

Ard as fhe fled, her Mantle fhe did fall; 
Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ftain. 
Anoncomes Piramus, {weet youth and tall, 

Ard finds his gentle Thisbies Mantle flain 5 
Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 
He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breaft, 
Ard Thisby, tarrying in the Mulberry fhade, 

His dagger drew, and-died. For all the reft, 

Let Lion, Moon-fhine, Wall, and Lovers twain, 

At large difcourfe, while here they do remain. 


Exit all but Wall. 


Thef. J wonder if the Lion be to {peak. 
Dem, No wonder, mv Lord 3 one Lion may, when many 
Affes do. 


Exit Lion, Thisby, end Moon fhine. 


Wall. In this fame interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Snowt (by name) prelenta wall : 
And fuch a wall, as I would have you thiok, 
That had.in iz a crannied hole or chink ; 
Through which the Lovers, Péramus and Thisby, 
Did whilper often very fecretly. 
This loam, this rough-caft, and this ftone doth fhew, ° 
That Lam that fame Wall 5 the truth is fo. 
And this the cranny is, right and finifter, 
Through which the fearful Lovers are to whifper. 
Thef. Would you defire Lime and Hair to {peak bet- 
ter? 
Dem. It is the wittieft partition that ever I heard dif- 
courfed, my Lord, 
Thef. Piramus draws near the wall: filence. 


Enter Pyramus. 


Pyr O grim look’d night! O night with hue fo black ! 
O night, which ever art, when day is not! 
O nighr, O night, alack, alack, alack, 
l fear my Thisbies promile is forgot. 
And thou, O wall, thou fweet and lovely wal, 
That ftands between her father’s ground and minr, 
Tbou wall, O wall, O fweet and lovely wall, 
Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyn. 
Thanks courteous wall 5 Fove fhield thee well for this. 
But what feel? No Thisby do I fee. 
O wicked wall, through whom] fee noblifs, 
Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiving me. 

Thef. The wall methinks, being fenfible, fhould curfe a- 

ain. 

P Pyr. No in truth fir, he fhould not. Deceiving me, 
Is Tkisbies cue 3 fhe is to enter, and Lam to fpy 
Her through the wall. You fhall fee it will fall, 


Enter Thisby. 


Pat as I told you; yonder fhe comes. 
Thif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my moans, 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me. 
My cherry lips hath often kift thy ftones ; 
Thy kones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. 


A Midfummers Nights Dream. 
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Pyr. l hear a voice; nowwill | to the chink, 
To {py and I can fee my Thishies face. Thisby ? 

Thif. My love thouart, my Jove I think. 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, Iam thy lovers grace, 
And like Limander am F trufty gill. 

Thif. And like Æelen, till the Fates me kill. 

Pyr, Not Shafalus to Procras was to true. 

Lutf. As Shafalus to Procrus, 1 to you. 

Pyr. O kifs me through the hole of this vile wal), 

Thif. Vkifs che wall’shole, not your lips at all. 

T Wilt thou ac Ninnies tomb meet me ftraisht- 
way 

Thif. Tide life, tide death, Icome without delay, 

Wall. Thus have | VVall, my part difcharged fo : 
And being done, thus Vall away dothgo. Exit Clow. 

Duk. Now is the moral down between the two Neish- 
bours, . 

Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when walls are fo wilful, to 
hear without warning. 

Dut..This is the fillieft ftuff that ere I heard. : 

Duk, The beft in this kind are but fhadows, and the 
worft are no worle, if imagination amend them. 

Dut. itmuftbe your imagination then, and not theirs. 

Duk, If we imagine no worfe of them than they of them- 
felves, they may paf far excellent men. Here comes two 
noble beafts, in a Man and a Lion. 


Enter. Lion, and Moon. fhine 


Lion, You Ladies, you (whofe gentle hearts do fear 

The fmalleft monftrous Moufe that creeps on floor) 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wildeft rage doth roar. 

Ther know that I, one Swag the Joiner am 
A Lion fell, nor elfe no Lion’s dam : 

For if I fhouldas Lioncome in ftrife 

Into this place, ’twere pity of my life. 

Duk, Avery gentle bealt,and of agood confcience. 

Dem. The very beft at abeaft,my Lord, that e’re | faw. 

Lij. This Lion isa very Fox for his valour. 

Duk. True, and a Goole for his difcretion. 

Dew, Notfo, my Lord: for his valour cannot carry his 
difcretion, and the Fox carries the Goole. 

Duk, His ‘difcretion | am {ure cannot carry his valour : 
for che Goofe carries not rhe Fox. It is well: leave it to his 
difcretion, and let us hearken to rhe Moon. 

‘ Meon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon pre- 
ent. 

Dem. He fhould have worn the horns on his head, 

Duk. He is no crefcent, and his horns are invifible, within 
the circumference, 

Moon. ThisLanthorn doth the horned Moon prefent : 
My felf,the man i’th Moon doth fecm to be. 

Duk; Thisis the greatef error of all thereft: the man 
fhould be put intothe Lanthorn: How is it elfe the man 
i? th’ Moen? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle 5 
For you {ce it is already in fouff. 

Dut. I-am weary of this Moon; would he would 
change. 

Duk. It appears by his fmall light of difcretion, that he 
isin the wane: but yet incourtefie, if all reafon, we muft 
fay the time. 

Lyf: Proceed Moon, | 

Moon, All chat I have tofay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorn ts the Moon; 1, the man in the Moon; this 
thorn bufh, my thorn bufh 3 and this dog, my dog. 

Dem, Why all thefe fhould be in the Lanthorn : for they 
are inthe Moon. But filence; here comes Téssby, 


Enter Thisby. 


Thif. This is old Ninnies tomb: where is my love? 
Lion. Oh. 
The 
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The Lion roars, Thisby runs off. 
Dem, Well roar’d Lton. 
Duk, Well cun Thisby. 
Dut, Well (hone Moon. 
Truly the Moon fhines with a good grace. 
Duk, Well movz'd Lion. 
Dem. And then came Piramus. 
Lyf. And fo the Lion vanifht. 


Enter Piramus. 


Pir, Sweet Moon, Ithank thee for thy funny beams 5° 
I thank thee Moon, for fhining now fo bright : 
For by thy gracious, polden, glittering freams , 
I truft to talte of truelt Thisbies fight. 
But ftay : O fpight! but mark, poor Knight, 
What dreadful dole is here ? 
Eyes do you fee ! How can it be ! 
| O dainty Duck: O Deer! b 
Thy Mantle good; what ftain’d with blood! 
Approach you Furies fell: 
O Fates! come, come: Cut thred and thrum, 
Quail, cruth, conclude, and quell. 
Duk; This paffion, and the death of a deat friend, 
Would go near to make a man look fad. 
Dut. Befhrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature didft thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion vild hath here de flour’d my Deer: 
Which is: no, no, which was the faireft Dame 
That liv’d, thatlov’d, that lik’d, that look’d with cheer. 
Come tears, confound : Out fword, and wound 
The papof Piramus : 
1, that left pap, where heart doth hop : 
Thus die J, shus, thus, thus. 
Now am Idead,now am I fled, my foul is in thesky 5 
Tongue lofe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 
Now die, die, die, die, die. 
Dem. No die, but an ace for him ; for heis but one. 
Lyf. Lefs than an ace mans Forhe is deads he is no- 
thing. 
Dok, With the helpof a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an Afs. 
Dut. How chance the Moon-fhine is gone before ? 
Thisby comes back, and finds her Lover. 


Enter Thisby. 


Duk. She will find him by ftar-light. 

Here fhe comes; and her paffion ends the play. 

Dut. Methinks fhe fhould aot ufe along one for fuch a 

Piramus : hope fhe will be brief. 

Dew. A moth will turn the ballance, which Piram, 
which 7 bisby is the better. , 
Lyf. She hath {pied him already with thofe fweet eyes. 

Dem, And thus fhe means, videlicet. 
Thif. Afleep,my Love ? What, dead, my Dove ? 

O Piramws arife : 

Speak, fpeak. Quite dumb ? Dead, dead? A tomb 

Muft cover my {weet eyes. 

Thefe lilly lips, this cherry nofe, 

Thefe yellow cowflip cheeks 

Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan. 

His eyes were green as Leeks. 

O fiftersthree, come, come to me, 

With hands as pale as milk 5 

Lay them in gore, fince you have fhore 

With theers, this thread of filk. 

Tongue not a word ; Come trufty {word ; 

Come blade, my breaft imbrue ; 

And farewel friends, thus Thisby ends ; 

Adicu, adieu, adicu. A 
Duk, Moon-fhine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Dem. 1, ang VVall too. 

Bot. No, Laflure you, the Wall is down that parted 
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their Fathers. Will ıt pleafe you to fee the Epilogue, or 
> hear a Bergomask dance, between two of our Compa- 
Duk. No Epilogue, ! pray you ; for your play needs no 
excufe. Never excufe s j wiin Pla z -d all dead, 
there need none tobe blamed. Marry, if he that wrir it 
had plaid Piramus, and bung himfell in Thssbies garter, it 
would have been afine Tragedy : and fo it is truly, and ve- 
ry. notably difcharg’d. But come, your Burgomask ; let your 
Epilogue alone. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve, 

Lovers, to bed, ’tis almoft Fairy time. 

I fear we fhall out-fleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have over-watcht, 

This palpable grofs play hath well bepuil’d 

Theheavy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this folemnity, 

Extant. 


Enter Puck. 


Puck Now the hungry Lions roars 
And the wolf beholde the Moon: 
Whileft the heavy Ploughman fnoars, 
All with weary task fore-done. 

Now the wafted brands do glow, 
Whilft the fcritch-owl, feritching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe, 
In remembrance of a fhrowd, 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his {pright, 
Inthe Church-way paths to glide + 
And we Fairies, that do run, 

By the triple Hecates team, 

From the prefence of the Sun, 
Following darknefs like adream, 
Now are frolick; not a Moufe 
Shall difturb this hallowed houfe. 

I am fent with broom before, 

To {weep the duft behind thedoor, 


Enter King and Queen of Fairies with their train, 


Ob. Through the houfe give glimmering light 
By the dead and drowfie fie, f p= 
Every Elf and Fairy fpright, 

Hop as light as bird from brier, 
And this Ditty after me, fing and dance trippingly. 

Tita, Firft rehearfe this fong by roat, ) 
To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 
Will we fing and blefs this place. ` 


The Song, 


Now antil the break, of day, 
Throughthis boufe each Fairy fir 
To the beft Bride bed will wy Pran 
H hich by us Mall bleffed be ; 
And theiffue there create, 
Ever fhaitbe fortunate: 
So fhall all the couples three, 
Ever true in loving be: 
end the blots in Natxres band, 
Shall not in their iffue fland; 
Never mole, karelip, nor fear, 
Nor mark prodigious, fuch at are 
Defpifedin Narivity, 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this field dew confecrate, 
Every Fairy take his gate, 
And each feveralckamber blefs, 
Through this Palace with forest peace, i 
Ever 
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Ever {hall in fafety ref, Gentles, do not reprehend ; 
And the owner of it bleft. If you pardon, we will mend, 
Trip away, make no fay g And as I am honeft Puck, 
Dect me all by break of day, if we have unearned luck, 
Now to feape the Serpent’s tongue, 
Robin. If we fhadows have offended, We will make amends ¢’re long : 
Think but (this, and all is mended) Elfe the Puck a liar call. 
That you have but flumbred here, f So good night unto you all. 
While thefe vifions did appear: Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
And this weak and idle theam, And Robin fhall reftore amends. 


No more yielding but a dream. 








THE 
Merchant of Venice. 








Attus Primus. 








And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 
Enter Anthonio, Solarino, and Salanio. Fo think on this, and fhall I Jack the thought, 
That fuch a thing bechane’d would make me fad? 
Anih. But tell notme, [know Anthonio 
‘grea ees N footh I know not why Lam fofad, | Is fadto think upon his Merchandize. 
EE It weariesme: you fay it wearies you;| Anth. Believe me, no, I thank my fortune for it, 
oar: Buthow I caught it, found it, or came} My ventures are not in one bottom trufted, 
iN E (by it 5} Nor to oneplace ; nor is my whole eftate 
J gk What ftuff ’sis made of, whereof it is| Upon the fortune of this prefent year: 
(born,| Therefore my Merchandize makes me nox fad. 
Iam to learn : and fuch a Want-wit fad-} Sofa. Why then you are in love. 
(nefs makes of me,| Anth. Fie, fie. s 
That I have much a-do to knowmy felf.| Sola. Not in love neither ! then ltet us fay you are fad 







Sal. Your mind Is toffing on the Ocean, Becaufe you are normerry ; and ’twere as eafie 
There where your Argofies with portly fail, For you to laugh and leap, and fay you are merry, 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, Becaufe you are not fad. Now by my two-headed Jens, 
Or as it were the Pageans of the fea, Nature hath fram’d ftrange fellows in her time 5 
Do over-peer the petty Traffickers Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
That curtfie tothem, do them reverence, And laugh like Parrots at a bag-piper 5 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. And other of fuch vinegar afpeé, 
Sola, Believe me, fir, hadI fuch venture forth, That they’l not fhew their teethin way of fmile, 
The better part of my affections would Though Neétar fwear the jeft be laughable. 
B< with my hopes abroad. I fhould be ftill 
Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the wind, Enter Baffanio, Lorenfo, and Gratiano. 
Peeringin Maps for ports,and peers, and roads: 
And every objet that might make me fear Sola. Here comes Baffanio, 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, Your moft noble Kinfman, 
Would make me fad. Gratiano, and Lorenfo. Fare ye well; 
Sal. My wind cooling my broth, We leave you now with better company. 
Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought Sole. | wouid have ftaid till I had made you merry, 
What harm a wind too great might do at fea, If worthier friends had not prevented me. 
| fhould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run, Anth. Your worth isvery dear inmy regard. 
But | fhould think of fhallows, and of flars, I take it your own bufinels calls on you, 
And fee my wealthy Andrew docksia fand, And you embrace th’ occafion to depart. 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, Sal. Good morrow, my good Lords. 
To kifs her burial: Should I go to Church, Baff. Good Signiors both, when fhall we laugh ? fay 
And feethe holy Edifice of ftone, when? 
And not bethink me ftraight of dangerous rocks, You grow exceeding ftrange ; muftitbe fo? 
Which touching but my gentle Veffel’s fide, Sal. We’| make our leifures to attend on yours. 
Would feateer all her fpiceson the ftrcam, Exeunt Solarino, and Solanio. 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks, 
And ina word, but even now worth this, Lord. My Lord Baffanio, fince you have found Anthonio, 
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We two will leave you, but at dinner-time 
I pray you havein mind where we muf mect. 
Baff. 1 willnot fail you. 
Grat. You look not well, fignior Anthonto; 
You have too much refpeé upon the world : 
They lofe it that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvelloufly chang’d. 
Anth. 1 hold the world but as the world, Gratsaro, 
À Rage, where every man muft play a paft, ` 
And minea fad one. 
) Grat. Letme play the fool, 
With mirth and laughter: lec old wrincles come, 
And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why fhould aman, whofe blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafter ? 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the Faundies, 
By being peevith ? 1 tell thee whaz, Anthonio, 
I love thee, and itis my love that {peaks : 
There are a fortof men, whofe vifages 
Do cream and mantle like a ftanding pond, 
Anddo a wilful ftilnefs entertain, 
With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Of wifdom; gravity, profound conceit, 
As who fhould fay, I am, fir, an Oracle, 
And when ope my lips, let no dog bark. 
O my eAnthonio, I do know of thefe, 
That therefore only are reputed wife, 
For faying nothing , when Lam very fure,‘ 
If they fhould fpeak, would almoft damn thofe ears, 
Which hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 
le tell thee more of this another time. 
But fifh not with this melancholly baie, 
For this fool Gudgion, this opinion ; 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 
Ile end my exhortation after dinner. 
Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time. 
I mult be one of thefe (ame dumb wife men; 
| For Gratiano never lets me fpeak. 
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years moc, 
Thou fhalt not know the found of thine own tongue, 
Anth. Fare you well; Ple grow atalker for this gear. 
Gra, Thanks i’ faith ; for filence is only commendable 
in a Neats Tongue dri’d, and a maid not vendible. Exit. 
Anth. Itis thatany thing now. 
Baff. Gratiano fpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any manin all Venice: his reafons are two grains of 
| wheat hid in two bufhels of chaff: you fhall feek all day e’re 
you find them and when you have them, they are not 
worth the fearch. 
Anth. Well: tell me now what Lady is the fame 
To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage, 
That you to day promis’d to tell me of ? 
‘Baff. Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much I have difabled mine eftate, 
By fomething fhewing a more {welling port 
Than my faing means would grant coutinuance : 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridp’d 
From fuch a noble rate; butmy chief care 
{s to come fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gag’d: to you, Anthonio, 
l owe the moft in money, and in love, 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purpotcs, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 
Anth. lpray you good Baffanio, let me know it, 
And if it Randsas you your telf ftill do, 
Within the eye of honour, be affur’d 
My purfe, my perfon, my extreameft means 
Lie all unlock’d to your occafions. 
Baff. In my {chool days, when Thad loft one fhaft, 
] thot his fellow of the felf-fame flight 
Thefelf-fame way, with moreadviled watch, 
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To find the other forth 5 and by adventuring both, 
loft found both. I urge this child-hood proof, 
Becaufe what fotlowsis pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 

That which foweisloft : butif you pleafe 

To fhoot another arrow that felf way 

Which you did fhootthe firft, 1 do not doubr, 

As I will watch the aim: Or to find both, 

Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And thankfully reft debtor for the firtt. 

Anth. You know me well, and herein fpend but time 

To wind about my love with circumftance ; 
And out of doubt you do rome more wrong, 
In making queftion of my uttermoft, 

Thanif youhad made wafte of all I have: 
Then do but fay to me, what fhould I do, 
That in your knowledg may by me be done, 
And Iam preft unto it: therefore {peak. 
Baff. ïn Belmont is a Lady richly left, 
And fhe is fair, and fairer than that word, 
Of wondrous vertues : fometimes from her eyes, 
I did receive fair fpeechlefs meflages : 
Hername is Portia, nothing undervalu’d 
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus Portia : 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 
For the Four winds blow in from every coaft 
Renowned fotors s and her funny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
Which makes her feat of Belmont Cholches trond, 
And many Fafoxs come in queft of her. 
O my efnthonie had I bur the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 
I have a mind pretagesme fuch thrift, 
That } thould queftionlefs be fortunate. 

Anth. Thou know’ that all my fortunes are at fea, 
Neither have I money, nor commodity 
To ralfe a prefent fam; therelore go (orth, 
Try what my credit can in Fence do, 
That fhall be reck’d even to the uttermoft, 
To furnith tnee to Belmont to fair Portes. 
Go prefently enquire, and fo willl, 
Where money is, and I no queftion make 
To have it of mytruft, or tor my fake. Exeunt. 


Enter Portia with her waiting-woman Nerifla. 


Por.By my troth,Weriffa,my little body is weary of this 

great world, 
_ er, You would be, fweet Madam, if your miferies were 
in the fame abundance as your good fortunes are: and yet 
for ought I fee, they are as fick that furfeit with too much, 
as they that ftarve with nothing ; therefore it is no {mall 
happinefs to be feated in the mean; fuperfluity comes fooner 
by white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

Por. Good fentences, and well pronounc’d, 

Ner. They would be better if well followed, 

Por. If todo were as eafie as to know what were good to 
do, Chappels had been Churches, and poor mens Cottages 
Princes Palaces: ftisagood Divine that follows kis own 
inftruétions: Ican eafier teach twenty what were good to 
be done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine own 
teaching. The brain may devife laws for the blood, but a 
hot temper leaps o're a cold decree; fuch a hare is Mad- 
nefs, the Youth, to skip o’re the mefhes of good couniel, 
the Cripple : Burt this reafonisnot in fafhion tochufe mea 
husband: O me, the word chufe! I may neither chufe 
whom I would, nor refofe whom I diflike, fois the wil! 
of a living daughter curb’d by the will of adead father: is 
— we Weriffa, that I cannot chufe one, nor refufe 
none 

Wer. Your Father was ever vertuous ; and holy men 
at their death have good infpirations ; therefore the lot- 
tery thar he hath devifed in thefe three chefs of Gold, 
Silver , and Lead 5 whereof who chufes his meari:g, 

N chufé. 
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chufes you, will no doubt never be chofen by any right- 
ly but one whoyou (hall rightly love: batwhat warmth 
is there io your affection towards any of thefe Princely 
futers that are already come ? 

For. I pry thee over-name them, and as thou nameft 
them, | willdefcribe them, and according to my defcri- 
prion, level at my «ffeétion. 

Ner. Firft there is the Neopolitan Prince. 

Por, {that’s a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
taik of his horfe, and he makes it a great appropriation 
to his own good parts that he can fhew himfelf: ] 
„m much afraid my Lady his mother plaid falfe with a 
Smith. : 

Ner. Then is there the County Polentine. 

P.r. He doth nothing but frown ( as who fhould fay 
and ycu will not have me, chufe: he hearıs merry tales 
and {miles not, I fear he will prove the weeping Fhilo- 
fopher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly 
fadnefs in his youth. ) I had rather to be married to a 
deaths hcad with abone in. his mouth, than to either of 
thefe : God defend me from thefe two. 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Mounfieur 
Le Boun ? 

Por. God made him, and therefoee let him pafs for 
aman; in truth | know it is fin to be amocker, but he! 
why he hath a horfe better than the Neapolitans, a bet- 
ter bad habit cf frowning than the Count Palentine, he 
is every man innoman, aif a Taffel fing, he falls ftraight 
a capring, he will fence with his own fhadow. If 1 fhould 
marry him, | fhould matry twenty husbands: if he would 
defpife me, { would forgive him, for if he love me to mad- 
nels, I fhould never requite him. 

Ner. Whatfsy you then to Fanconbridge, the young 
Baron of England? 

Por. You know I fay nothing to him, for he under- 
Rands not me, nor} him: he hath neither. Latsne, Freneh, 
nor Jtalsan, and you will come into thc Court and fwear 
that I have apoor penny-worth in the Englifh: he is a 
proper mans picture, buc alas who can converfe with a 
dumb fhow? how odly he is fuited, 1 think he bought 
his doublet in /taly, his round hofe in Frauce, his bonnet in 
Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What think you of the other Lord his neigh- 
bour ? 

Por, That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, for 
he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englifh-man, and 
{wore he would pay him again when he was able. I 
think the Frenchman became his furety, and fealed under 
for another. 

Ner. How like you the young Germain the Duke of 
Saxonies Nephew ? 

Por, Very vildely in the morning when he is fober, 
and moft vildely in the afternoon when he is drunk; 
when he is beft, he isa little worfethen aman, and when 
he is worft, he is little better then a beaft : and the worft 
fall that ever fll, Ihope Ifhall make fhift to go without 
him. 

Ner. If he fhould offer to chufe, and chufe the right 
Casket, youfhould refute to perform your Fathers will, | 
if you fhould refufe to accept.him. 

Por, Therefore for fear of the work, I pray thee fet: 
a deep Glafs of Rennifh-wine on the contrary Casket, 
for if the Devil be within, and the temptation without, 
Iknow he willchufe it. Iwill do any thing Neriffa .ere 
I will be married toa fpunge- 

Ner, Youneed not fear Lady the having any of thefe 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their determinati- 
ons, which is indeed to return to their home, and to trou- 
ble you with no more fuit, unlels you may be won by fome 
other fort than your Fathers impofttion, depending on the 
Caskets, 

Por. If I live to beas old as Sibilla, I will die as chait 
as Dsano : unlefs 1 be obtained by the manner of my Fa- 
thers will > 1am glad this parcel of woeers are lo rez- 
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fonable, tor there is not one among them but I 
doaton his very abfence and wifh them. a fair dapar- 
lure. 
Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Fathers’ 
time, a Venetian, a Scholar ard a Souldier that 
pse hither in company of the Maiquefs of Monnfer- 
rate 

Por. Yes 
he call’d. 

Ner. True Madam, he of all the men 
foolifh eyes look’d upon, was the 
Lady. 

Por, Iremember him wel), and I remember him wor- 
thy of thy praife, 


,» yes, it was Baffanio, as I think, fo was 


that ever my 
bef deferving a fair 


Enter a Serving-man. 


Ser. The four ftrangers feek you Madam to take their 
leave: and there isa fore-runner come froma fift, 

The Prince of Aforeceo, who brings word the Prince his 
Mafter will be here to night. 

Por. If I could bid the fift welcome with fo good beart 
as I can bid the other fcur farewel, 1 fhould be glad of 
his approach : if he have the condition of a Saint, and 
the complexion of a Devil, I had rather he thould thrive 
me than wiveme. Come Neriffa, firra go before; whiles 
we fhut the gate upon one wooer , another knocks at the 
door. Exeunt. 


Enter Baffania with Shylock she Jew. 


Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, well. 

Baff. \fir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, well. 

Baff. For the which, asItold you, 

Anthonio fhall be bound. . 

Shy. Authonio thall become bound, well. 

Baff. May you fted me ? Will you pleafure me? 
Shall 1 know your anfwer? 

Sky. Three thoufard Dueats for three months, 
And Anthonio bound. 

Baff. Your anfwer to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. 

Baff, Have you heard any imputation to the con-! 
trary. 

Shy. No, no, ne, no; my meaning in faying he is a 
good min, is to have you unde: tand me that he is fuffi. 
cient, yet.his means are infuppofition: he hath an Argo- 
{y bound to Tripolis, another to the Jndses. I under. 
ftand moreover upon the Royelto, he hath a third at Me- 
xico, a fourth for England, and other ventures he hath 
{quandred abroad, but Ships are but boords, Sailers but 
men, therebe Lend Rats, and Water Rats, Water theives 
and Land Theives, 1 mean Pyrats ; and thenthere is the: 
peril of Waters; Winds and Rocks: the man isnotwith- 
ftanding fifficiene; threethoofand Ducats, Ithiok I may 
take his bond. 

Baff. Be affured you may. 

Few. Y will be affured 1 may : and that 1 may beaf-! 
fured , 1 will bethink me, may 1 fpeak with Astho-| 
nio. | 

Boff. If it pleafe you to dine with us. 

Few. Yes, to fmell pork, to eat of the Habitation 
which your Prophet the Nezarite conjured the Devil in- } 
to: I will buy with you, fell with you, talk with you, 
walk with you, and fo tollowing : but. ] will not eat with 
you, drink with you, nor pray with you. 

What news onthe Xyalto; who is he comes here ¢ 


Enter Anthonio. 


Baff. This is Sigzior Anthonio. 
Few. How like a fawning publican he looks. 


I 


O E a ĖS 


Tbe Merchant of Venice. 





l hate him, for he is a Chriftian > 
Buc more for that in low fimplicity 
He lends out money gratis,and brings down 
The rate of ufance here with us in Vence. 
If | can catch him once upon the hip, __ 
| 1 will feed fat the antient grudg I bear him. 
He hates our facred Nation, and he rails 
Even there where Merchants moft do Congregate 
| On me, my bargains, and my well-worn thrift, 
| Which he calls interet : Curfed bemy Tribe 
[f 1 forgive him. 
Baff. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. I am debating of my prefent ftore, 
And by the near guefsof my menory 
| cannot inftantly raife up the grofs 
Of full three thoufand Ducats : what of that ? 
| Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnith me: but foft,how many Months 
Do you defire ? Reft you fair good Signzor, 
Your worlhip was the laft manin our mouths. 
| eAnth, Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
| By taking, nor by giving of Excefs, — 
| Yet to fupply the ripe wants of my friend, 
| Pie break acuftom : is he yet poffelt 
i How mucn he would? 
| Sby. I, I, three thoufand Ducats. 
Anth. And for three months. 
Shy. [had forgot, three months you told me fo. 
| Well then, your bond : but ler me fee, but hear you, 
Me thoughts you faid,you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 
Anth, 1do never ule it 
Shy. When Facob praz'd his Uncle Laban’s fheep, 
| This facod from our holy Abraham was 
í As his wife Mother wrought in his behalf 
The third poffeffer, 1, he wasthe third. 
eAnth, And what of him, did he take int ereft? 
Shy: No, not take intereft, not as you would fay 
| Direétly intereft, mark what facob did, 
| When Laban and himfelf were comprimizd 
‘That all the euelings which were ftreak’d and pied 
| Should fall as Faccbhs hire; the Ewes being rank, 
In endof Autumn turned to the Rams, 
And when the work of generaajion was, 
Between thefe woolly breeders in the Act 
The skilful fhepheard pil’d me certain wands, 
And in the doing of rhe deed of kind, 
| He ftuck them up before the fulfome Ewes, 
Who then conceiving, didin yeaning time 
Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thofe were Facets. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft : 
And thrift is bleffing if, men fteal it nor. 
| ` Anth. This was a venture fir, that Jacob {erv'd for, 
ÀA thing not in his power to bring to pafs, 
| But fway’d and fafhion’d by the hand of heaven; 
1 Was this inferted ro make intereft good ? 
| Or is your gold and filver Ewes and Rams? 
Shy. 1 cannot tell, make it breed as faft, 
But note my Signior, 
eAnth. Mark you this Baffanio, 
The Devil can cite Scripture for his purpofe. 
An evil foul producing holy witnefs, 
Is like a villain with a fmiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the hearr. 
O whar a goodly outfide faliehood hath. 
Shy. Three choufand Ducats, ’tis a good round fum. 
Three months from twelve, rhen let me fee the rate. 
Anih. Well Shylock, thall we be beholding to you ? 
Shy. Signior Anthonio,many a time and oft 
j Ín the Rialto you have rated me 
| About my moneys and my ufances : 
| Still have | born it with a patient fhrug 
} ( For fufferance is the badg of all our Tribe) - 
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
3 
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And {pit upon my Jewith gaberdine, 
And all for ufe of that whichis mine own. 
Well then, it now appears you need my help: 
Go to then, you come to me, and you fay, 
Shylock, we would have moneys, you fay fo : 
You that did void your rheume upon my beard, 
And foot me as you fpurn a ftranger cur 
Over your threfhold, moneys is your fuit. 
What fhould I fay to you ? Should I not fay, 
Hath a dog money ? isit poffible 
A cur fhould lend three thoufand Ducats? or 
Shall | bend low, and ina bondmanskey 
With bated breath, and whifpring humblenefs; 
Say this: Fair fir, you {pet on me on Wednefday laft ; 
You fpurn’d mefuch a day ; another time 
You call’d me dog : and for thefe curtefies 
Ile tend you thus much moneys. 
Anth. 1 am as like to call thee fo again, 
To fpet on thee again, to ipurn thee too. 
[f thou wilt lend this money, Iendit not 
As to thy friend, for when did friendfinp take 
A breedof barren metalot his friend ? 
But Jend it rather to thine enemy, 
Whoif he break, thou maift with better face 
Exaét the penalties. 
Shy. Why look you how you ftorm, 
I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the fhames that you have ftain’d me with, 
Supply your prefent wants, and take no doit 
Of ufance for my moneys, and you’l not hear me 5 
This is kind l offer. < 
Baff. This were kindnets. 
Shy. This kindnefs will I fhow 5 
Go with me to a Notary, feal me there 
Your fingle bond, and in a merry fport 
If you repay me not on fuch a day, 
In fuch a place, fuch fum or fums asare 
Expreftin the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flefh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it. pleafeth me. 
Anth. Content in faith, Ple feal to fuch a bond, 
And fay there ismuch kindnefs in the Few. 
Raf. You fhall not feal to fuch a bond for me, 
I'lerather dwell in my neceffity. 
Anth. Why fear not man,! will not forfeit it; 
Within thefe two months, that’s a month before 


-| This bond expires, ldo expeé return 


Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 
Shy. O Father efbrabam, what thefe Chriftians arc, 
Whofe own hard dealing teaches them fulpeé 
The choughts ot others - Pray you tell me this, 
If he fhould break his day, what fhould 1 gain 
By the exaétion of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of mans fieth taken from a man, 
Is not fo eftimable,profitable neither, 
As fleth of Afuttons, Beefs, or Goats. fay, 
To buy his favour; 1 extend this n iendfhip; 
If he will takeit, fo: if notadicu, 
And for my love I pray you wrong me not. 
cAinth. Yes Shylock, I will feal unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notaries, 
Give him diretion for this merry bond, 
And I will go and purfe che Ducats ftraight ; 
Seeto my houfe; left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave: and prefently 
Pie be with you. Exit. 
Antk. Hye thee gentle Jew. This Hebrew will turn 
Chriftian, he grows kind. . 
Baff. Wike not fair terms, and a villains mind. 
eAnmh. Come on,in this there can be no difmay, 
My Ship’s come home a month before the day. 
Exerut 
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eMorcchius a tawny Moor all white, and three or 
four followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerriffa and her train, 
Flo. Cornets. 


Mor. Millike me not for my complection, 
The fhadowed livery of the burnifh’d Sun, 
To whom ama neighbour, ard near bred. 
Bring me the faireft creature Northward Born, 
Where Phebus fire {carce thaws the yficles, 
And let us make incifion for your Love, 
To prove whofe Blood is reddeft, his or mine: 
I tell the Lady this afpeét of mine 
Hath feard the valiant, ( by my love I {wear) 
The beft regarded Virgins of our Clime 
Have lov'd it too: I would not change this hue, 
Except to fteal your thoughts my gentle Queen. 
Por. Interms of choice fam not foelly led 
By nice direction of a maidens eyes : 
Befides, the lottery of my deftiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chufing . 
But if my father had not fcanted me, 
And hedp’d me by his wit to yield my felf 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you, 
Your felf ( renowned Prince ) then ftood as fair 
As any comer I have look’d on yet 
For my affeétion. 
Mor. Even for that I thank you, 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitar 
That flew the Sophy, and a Perfian Prince, 
That won three fieldsof Saltan Solyman, 
| would o’re-ftare the flerneft eyes that look : 
Out-brave the heart moft daring on the earth: 
Pluck the young fucking Cubs from the fhe Bear, 
Yea, mock the Leos when he roars for prey, 
To win the Lady. But alas the while, 
If Hercules and Lychas play at Dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune (rom the weaker hand: 
So is Alcides beaten by his rage, 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Mifs that which one unworthier may attain, 
And dye with grieving. | 
Por. You muft take your chance, 
And either not attempt rochoofe at all, 
Or fwear before you choofe,if you choofe wrong, 
Never tofpeak to Lady afterward 
In way of Marriage; therefore be advis’d 
Mor. Nor willnot ; come bring me unto my chance: 
Por, Firf forward tothe temple, after dinner 
Your hazird fhall be made. 
Mor. Good fortune then, 
To make me bleft or curfed’& among men. 


Enter Clown alone: 


Clo. Certainly, my confcience will ferve me to run 
from this Jewmy Mafter: the fiend is at mine elbow, 
and attempts me, faying to me Fob, Launcelet Fob, good 
Launcelet, or good Fob, or good Launcelet Fab , ufe 
your Legs, take the ftart, run away ; my confcience fays 
no 3 take heed honcft Launceles, take heed honet Fob, 
or as afore-laid honet Leuncelet Fob, donot run , 
fcorn ruuning with thy heels; well, the moft couragi- 
ous fend bids me pack, fis fays the fiend, away fays 
the fiend, for the heavens rofe up a brave mind fays 
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Cornets. 
Exeunt. 


‘} you tellme whether one Lanncelet that dwells with him, 
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the ficnd, and run; well, my confcience hanging about 
che neck of my heart, fays very wiely tome, My ho-. 
neft friend Lanncelkct, being an honeft mans fon, or ra- 
ther an honet womans fon , for indeed my Father did 
fomething fmack, fomething grow too; he had a kind of 
tate; well, my confcience fays Lanuncelet budg not, budg 
fays the fiend; budg not fays my confciences confcience 
fay | you counfel well, fiend fay 1 you. counfel well, 
to berul’d by my conlcience I thould ftay with the Jew 
my Mafter, who ( God blefs the mark ) is a kind of 
Devil 5 andto runaway fromthe Jew I fhoold beruled 
by the fiend, who faying your reverence is the Devil him- 
felf: certainly the Jew is the very Devil incarnation, 
and in my confcience, my confcience is 2 kind of hard 
con{cience, to offer to counfel me ro ftay with the Jew; 
the fiend gives the more friendly counfel; I will rus 
fiend, my heels are at your commandement , I will 
run. 


Enter old Gobbo with a Basket. 
















Gob, Mafter young-tan, you I pray you, which is the 
way to Mafter Jews ? 

Laun. O heavens, this is my true hegotten Father, who 
being more then fand-blind, high gravel blind, knows me 
not, f will try confufions with him. 

Gob. Malter young Gentleman, I pray you which is the 
way to Mafter Jews. 

Laun. Turnupon your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of ailon your left 5 marry at the 
very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn down indi- 
rectly to the Fews houfe. 

Gob. By Gods fonties’twill be a hard way to hit; can 


dwell with him or no? 

Laux. Talk you of young Mafter Launcelet? mark me 
now, now willfraife the waters; talk you of young Ma- 
fter Lanxceler? 

Goy. No Mafter fir, buta poor mans fon, his Father 
tho I fay’tis an honcft exceeding poor, man, and God be 
thanked well to live. 

Laun. Well, let his Father be what a will, we talk of 
young Malter Launcelet. 

Gob. Your worhhips friend and Launcelet. 

Lann. But I pray you Ergo,old man Erge | befeech you, 
talk you of young Mafter Launcelet? 

Gob. Of Lanunceler,an’t pleafe your Mafterthip. 

Laun, Ergo Mafter Launcelee, talk not of mafter Lann- 
celet Father,for the young gentleman according to fates and 
deftinies, and fuchodd fayings, the filters three, and fuch 
branches of Learning, is indeed deceafed, or as you would 
fay.in plain terms, gone to heaven. 

Gob. Marry God forbid, rhe boy was the verey ftaff of 
my ape, my very prop. . 

Laun. Do1 look like acudgel or a hovel-poft, a ftaff 
or aprop? do youknow me Father ? 

Gob. Alack the day, 1 know you not young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tell me is my boy, God ref his foul, a- 
live or dead. © 

Lann. Do you not know me Father? 

Gob. Alack fir Iam fand blind, I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed if you 'had your eyes you might 
failof the knowing me : it is a wife father that knows 
hisown Child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of your 
Son, give me your bleffing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans fon may, butin the end 
truth will not. 

Gob. Pray you fir ftand up, I am fure you are not 
Lenncelet my boy. 

Lann, Pray you let’s have no more fooling about it, but 
give me Your bleffing , I am Launcelet your boy that was 
your fon thatis, your child chat fhall be. 

Gob. I cannot think you are my fon. 

Lann. I know not what I fhall think of that: but I am 

Launcelet 
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Launceles the Jews man, and lam furce Margery your wife 
i other. S 
> e'i Her name is Margery indeed, Vle be fworn if thou 
be Launcelet, thou art mine own fAiefh and blood: Lord 
worfhip might he be, what a beard haft thou gots thou 
haft got more hair on thy Chin,than Dobbin my philhorfe, 
has on his.cail — | 

Laun. \cthould feem then that Dobbins tail grows back- 
ward. [Lam {ure he had more hair of his tail than I have 

my face when I laft faw hime 
n Geb, Lord how artthou chang’d! how doft thou and 
Ithy Matter agree? I have browghe hima Prefent; how gree 
you now ? i 

Laun. Well, well, but for mine own part, as I have fet 
up my reft to run away, fo I wilfnot reft till i have run 
fome ground ; my Mafter’s a very Few, give him a prefent, 
| give him a halter, I am famifhte in his tervice.. Y ou may 


tell every finger | have with my Ribs : Father, I am glad 


| you are come,give me your prefent to one Mafter Ba ffanio, 
who indeed gives rare new Liveries, if I ferve not him, | 
| will run as far as God has any grovnd.O rare Fortune,here 


comes the man, to him Father, for I am a Jew if I ferve the. 


i Jew any longer. 
| Enter Baflanio wish a follower or two. 


Baff. You may do fo, bur let it be fo hafted, that fup- 
| per be ready at the farthest by five of the Clock : fee thefe 
l Letters delivered, put the Liveries to making, and dechire 
Gratiano to come anon to my Lodging. 

Laun. To him Father. 

Gob. God blefs your worfhip. 

Ba. Gramercy, would thou ought with me ? 

Gob. Here’s my fon Sir, a poor boy. , 

Lawn. Not apoor boy Sis,but the Rich Jews man that 
would Sir, as my Father fhall {pecify. 

Gob. He hath agreat infection fir, as one would fay to 
i ferve. 

Laun Indeed the fhort and the long is, I ferve the Jew, 
and have a defire as my Father fhail fpecify. | 

Gob. His matter and he(faving your worlhips reverence) 
are fcarce carercofins. 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew 
having done me wrong, doth caule me as my, Father being 
‘Lhope an old man fhall frutify unto you, 

Gob. Ihavehere adih of Doves that I would betow 
upon your worfhip, and my fuit is. 

Laun, In very brief, the fuit is impertinent to my felf, 


las your worfhip ‘fhall know by this honeft old: man ; 


and though I fay it, though old man, yer poor man my 
Father. 

Baff. One fpeak for both, what would you? 

Lann, Serve you fir. 

Gib. Thisisthe very defe& of the matter fir. 

Baff. | know thee well, thou haft obrain’d thy {uit, 
Shylock, thy Malter fpoke with me this day, 

And hath prefer’d thee, if it be preferment, 
To leave a rich Jews fervice, ro become 
The follower of fo poor a Gentleman. 

Clo. The old proverb isvery well parted between my 
Maftet Shylock and you fir, you have the grace of God fir, 
and he hath enough. 

Baff, Thou {peak’ft it well ; go Father with thy fon, 
Take leave of thy old Matter, and enquire 
My Lodging out; give hima livery, 

More garded than his fellows: fee it done. 

Clo. Father in, {cannot geta fervice, no, Ihave ne’re 
a tongue in my head well, if any man in /rzly have a fairer 
table which doth offer to {wear upon a book, | fhall have 
goodfortune;go too,here’s a fimple line of life here’s a {mall 
trifleof wives, alas fifteeu wives is nothing, a leaven wid- 
dows and nine maids is a imple coming in for one man, 
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fimple feapes : ‘vellif Forrave bea woman, fhe’s 2 good 
wench for thisgere: Father come, Ile take my leave of 
the Jew in the twinkling. 
Exit Clown. 

Baff: Upsay thee good Leonardr, think on this, 
Thefe things being houghe and orderly beftowed, 
Return in hafte, for I do feaft to night 
My beft efteem’d acquaintance, hie thee, gone. 

Leon. My belt endeavours fhalt be done herein. 
Exit, Leonato. 


Enter Gratiano, 

Gra. Where’s your Mafter. 

Leon. Yonder fir he walks. 

Gra. Signior Baffanio. 

Baf. Gratiano. 

Gra, Ihave a fuit to you. 

Baf. You have obtain’d it. 

Gra. You muft not deny me, I muk go with you to 
Belmont. 

| Baf. Why then you muft : but hear thee Gratiano, 

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice, 
Parts that become thee happily cnough, 
And in fuch eyes as ours appear.not faults ; 


| But where they are not known, why there they how 


Something too liberal, pray thee take pain 
To allay with fome cold drops of modefty 
Thy skipping fpiric, left through thy wild behaviour 
L be mifconfter’d in the place I go to, 
And lofe my hopes. 
Gra. Signior Bafjanio, hear me, 
If I donot put on a {ober habit, 
Talk with refpe&t, and (wear bur now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, luok demurely, 
Nay, more, while Grace isfaying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and fay, Amen; 
Ufe all the obfervance of civility, 
Like cne well Rudied ina fadoftent ~ 
To pleafe his Grandam, never trutme more. 
Baf, Well, we fhall fee your bearing. l 
Gra. Nay but I bar to night, you fhall not gige me 
By what we doto oighr. . 
Bf No that were pity. 
I would entteat you rather to puton 
Your boldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpole merriment: but fare you well, 
I have fome bufincfs 
Gra And! muft to Lorenzo.and thereft: 
But we will vific youat fupp-r-time. Exeunt. 


Pe 


Enter J.ffica and tke Clown. 


Fef. Lam forry thou wilt leave my Father fo, 
Our houfe is hell, and thou a Devil 
Did’ robit of fome raft of tedioufness ; 

But fare chee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 
And Lancelet, foon at (upper fhalt thou kce 
‘Lorenzo, who is the Mafters gucht, 

Give him this Letter, doit fecretly, 

And fo farewel : I would not have my Father 
See me talk with thee. 

Clo. Adieu, tears exhibit my tongue, moft beautiful 
Pagan, moft iweet Jew, if a Chriftian did not play the 
knave and get thee, I am much deceived; but adieu,thefe 
foolith drops do fomewhat drown my manly fpirit : 
adieu. Exit. 

Sef. Farewel good Lanceler. 

Alack, what hainous {in is icin me, 

To be afham’d to be my Farhers Child, 

But tho I am a Daughter to his Blood, 

I am not to his manners, O Lorenzo, 

[f thou keep promile, [ {hall end this Rrife, 


and then to fcape drowning thrice, and to be in peril) Become a Chriftian, and chy Loving Wife. 


of my Lile with the edge of a Feather-bed , here are 


N 3 Enter. 





aap 


a 


1 52 , 
Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Sal. rino, end Solania. 


Lo. Nay, we will flink away in fupper-time, 
Dilguife us at my lodging, and return all jaan hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not {poke as yet of Torch-bearers. 

Sol. ’Tis vile untefs itmay be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook. , m 

Lor. °Tis now but four a clock, we have two hours 
To furnifhus; friend Lancelee whar’s the news ? 


Exter Lancelet wuha Letter. 


Lan. And it fhall pleafe you to break up this, it thall 
frem to figaify. 
Lo. I know the hand, in faith ’tis a fair hand, 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
| the fair hand that writ. 
Gra, Love-news in faith. 
La. By your leave fir. 
Lor. Whether goeft thou? 
La, Marry to bid my old Mafter the Few to fup to 
night with my new Mafter the Chriftian: 
Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Feffica 
I will not failher, fpeak it privately : 
Go gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Mask to 
night? 
l| am provided of a Torch-bearer, 
Sal. I marry, I’! be gone about it ftraight. 
Sof. And fo will I. 
Lor.Meet me and Gratianoat Gratiano’s lodging 
Some hour hence. 
Sal. Tis gocd wedo fo, 
Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Fefica ? 
Lo. { muft needs tell thee all, fhehath dircéted 
How Iifhall take her from her fathers houfe, 
What Gotd and Jewels the is furnifht with. 
What Pages fuit fhe hath in readinefs 5 
If e’rethe Few her Father come to heaven, 
lt will be for his gentle daughters fake 5 
And never dare misfortune crofs her foot, 
Unlefs the do it under this excufe, 
That fhe is iffue to a faithlefs Few: 
Come go with me, perufe this as thou gocft, 
Fair Fefica fhail be my Torch-bearer. 


Exit Clown è 


Exit. 


Exit, 
Enter Jew, and his man that was the Clown. 


Few. Well, thou fhalt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylocke and Baffanio ; 
What Fe/ica, thou fhalc not gurmandize 
As thou haft done with me 5 what Fefica? 
And fleep, and fnore, rend apparel our. 
Why Feffica | fay. 
Clo. Why Feffica. 
Shy. Who bids thee call? 1 donot bid thee call. 
Clo, Your worfhip was wont to tell me 
l could do nothing without bidding. 


Enter Jeflica. 


Fef. Call you? what is your will? 

Sky. Iam bid forth to fupper Feffica, 
There are my Keys: but wherefore fhould I go? 
[ am not bid for love, they flatter me, 
Bur yet lIe go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriftian. Fefica my gitl, 
Look to my houfe, | am right loath to go, 
There is fomeill a brewing towards my reft, 
For | cid dream of money-bags to night: 

Clo, I befeech you fir go, my young mafter 
Doth expeét your reproach. 

Sby. So do I his, 

Clo, And they have confpired together. 1 will not fay 


T be Marchant of V enice. 


you fhall fee a mask bur af you do, shen it was nor for 
nothingrhat my Nofe fell ableeding on black Munday 
laft,at fixa clocki’ch’ morning, falling out that year on 
Afh-wednefday was four year inthe afternoon. 
Shy. VVhat are their Masks? hear you me Feffica, 
Lock up my doors, and when youhear the Dium 
And the vile fquealing of the wry-neckt F fe, 
Clamber not you up to the Cafements then, 
Nor thruft your head inro the publick ftreet 
To gaze on Chriftian fools with varnifht iaces; 
But ftop my houles ears, | mean my Cafementss, 
Let not the found of fhallow foppery enter 
My foberhoufe. By Facobs ftaff l fwear, 
Lhaveno mind of Feafling forth to night : 
But Iwill go ; go you betore me Sirrab. 
Say I will come. 
Clor. I will go before Sir. 
Miftrefs look ourat window forall this; 
There will comea Chriftian by, 
Will be worth a Few’s cye. | 
Shy. oe fayes that fool of Hagars off-{fpring ? 


a. 
Fef. His words were fare well Mittrifs, nothing elfe. 
Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder : 

Snail-flow in profit, but fleeps by day 

More than the wildcat, drones hive not with me, 

Therefore Iparr with him, and part with him 

‘To one that! would have him help to watt 

His borrowed purfe. Well Feffica goin, 

Perhaps I will return immediately ; 

Do as J big you, fhut doors after you, faft bind, faf 

ndy 


A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. Exit, 
Jef. Farewel, and if my fortune be not croft, 
I have a Father, you a Daughter loft. Exit. 


Enter the Maskers, Gratiano and Salino. 


Gra. This is the penthoufe under which Lorenzo 
Defired us to make a ftand, 
Sal. His hour is almoft paf. 
Gra. Andit ismarvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 
Sal. O ten times faker Venus Pigeons flye 
To fteal loves bounds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited. 
Gra. That ever holds, who rifeth froma feaft 
With that keen Appetite that he fitsdown ? 
Where is the Horfe that doth untread again 
His tedious meafures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them firt ? all things that are, 
Are with more fpirit chafed than enjoyn’d. 
How like a younger ora prodigal 
The skarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hug’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wind 5 
Flow like a prodigal fhe doth return 
With over-wither’d Ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent and begzer’d by the ftrumpet wind ? 


Exter Lorenzo. 


' Salino. Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereaf- 
ter. : 
Loren, Sweet friends, your patience for my long a- 


bode, 
Not I’but my affairs have made you wait; 
When you fhall pleafe to play the thieves for Wives 
le watch as long for you then; approach ; 
Here dwells my Father Few. Hoa, who’s within ? 


Téffica above. 
Fef. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 


Albeit Ple {wear that I do know your tongue. 
rs 


Ler. l 
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Lo, Lorenzo, arid thy Love. 
Fef. Lorenzo certain and my Love indeed, 
For who Love I fo much ? and now who knows 
But you Lorenzo, whether | am yours ? 
Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts are witnefs that thou art. 
Fef. Here, catch this casker, itis worth che pains, 
I am glad ^is night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much afham’d of my exchange 5 
But Love isblind , and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies thar themfelves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufh 
To fee me thus transformed toa boy. 
Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer. 
Fef. What, muft | hold a Candle to my fhame ? 
They in themfelves goodfooth are tootoo light. 
Why, ’tis an office of difcovery, Love, 
And I fhould be obfcur’d. 
Lor. So you are {weet, 
Evenin the lovely garnifh of a boy s but come at once, 
For rhe clofe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ftaid for at Baffanio’s Feaft. 
Fef. will make faft the doors, and guild my felf 
With fome more Ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
Lor, Bethrew me but I love her heartily. 
For the is wife, Jf I can judge of her, 
And fair fhe is, If that mine Eyes be true, 
And true fhe is, as fhe hath prov’d her felf; 
And therefore Jike her felf, wife, fair and true, 
Shall the be placed in my conftanc Soul, 


Enter Jeffica. 


What, art thoucome ? on gentlemen, away, ; 
Our masking mates by this time for us ftay. Exit. 
Enter Anthonio, 


Ant, Who’s there? 

Gra. Signtor Anthonio. 

Ant, Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 
Tis nine a clock, cur friends all tay for you, 
No mask to nighr, the wind is come about, 
Baffanio prefently will go aboord, 

[have fence rwenty out rofeek for you. 

Gra. lam glad on’t,I defireno more delight 
Than tobe under Sail, and gone to night. Exeunt. 
Enter Portia with Morrocho, and both their Trains. 


Pro, Go, draw afide the Curtain, and difcover 
The feveral Caskets to this noble Prince 
Now make your choice. 

Mor, The firft of Gold, who thisinfcription bears, 
Who choofethme, fhall gain what men defire. 
The fecond Silver, which this promife carries, 
Who choofeth me, fhall get asmuch ashe deterves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 
How (hall I kanow if I do choole the right ? 

Por. The one of them contains my Préture Prince, 
If you choofe that, thenI am yours withall. 

eMar, Some God dire& my judgment, let me fee, 
I will furvey the inferiptions, back again ; 
What fays this Leaden Casket ? 
Who choofeth me, mutt give and hazard all he hath. 
Muft give for what ? for Lead ? 
This Casket threatens men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages : 
A golden mind ftoops not ro fhows of Drofs, 
(le then nor give nor hazard ought for Lead. 
What fayes the Silver with her virgin hue ? 
Who choofeth me, fhall get as much ashe deferves. 
As much as he deferves, paufe there Morrocho, 
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And weigh thy value with an even hand, 

If thou beeft rated by the eftimation, 

Thou doft deferve enough, and yet enough 

May not extend fo far asto theLady ; 

And yet to be afeard of my deierving, 

Were but a wéak difabling of my telf. 
‘Asmuch as I deferve, why that’s rhe Lady. 

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortun es 

In graces, and in qualities of Breeding: 

But more than thefe, in love I do deferve. 

What if Iftray’d no farther, but choofe here ? 
Let’s fee once more this faying Grav’d in Gold. 
Who choofethme, fhall gain what many men defire: 
Why that’s the Lady, all the world defires her : 
From the four corners of the Earth they come 

To kifs the fhrine, this mortal brearhing Saint. 
The Hircantan Delerts andthe vaft Wildes 

Of wide Arabia are as through Fares now 

For Princes to come view fair Fortia. 

The Watery Kingdom, whofe ambitious head 

Spets in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To ftop the forrain Spirits, but they come 

As o`re a Brook to fee fair Portia. 

One of thefe threc contains her heavenly piéture. 
Is% like that Lead contains her? *twere damnation 
To think fo bafe a thought; it were too grofs 

To rib her fearcloth in the obfcure Grave ; 

Or fhall i think in Silver fhe’s immur’d 

Being ten times undervalued to tri’d Gold ; 

O fintul thought, never {0 rich a Jem 

Was fet in worfe then Gold ! They have in England 
A Coin that bears the figure of an Angel 

Stampt tn Gold, bur that’s infculpt upon : 

But here an Angelin a Golden Bed 

Lies all within. Deliver me the Key; 

Here do I choofe, and thrive I as I may. 

Por. There take it Prince, andif my form lie there, 
Then I am yours, 
Mor. O hell ! what have wehere, a carrion death, 

Within whofe empty eye there is a written fcrow! ; 


Al that glifters is not gold, 
Oft:n have you heard that told + 
Many a wan his life hath fold 
But my ontfide to bebold : 
Guildedtimber do worms ixfold : 
Had you been as wife as bold, 
Young in limbs, in judgment old, 
Your anfwer had not beeninfcrold, 
Fare you well, your {wit is cold 


Mor. Cold indeed, and labonr loft, 
Then farewel heat, and welcome frot: 
Portia adicu, Í have too griev’d a keart 


To take a tedious leave: thus tofers part. Exit. 
Por. A gentleriddance: draw the Curtains, po ; 
Let ail of hiscompleétion choofe me fo. Exennt. 


Enter Salarino and Solarte. 
Flo. Cornets. 


Sal. Why man I faw Baffenio under fail, 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 
And in their (hip | am fure Lorenzo js not. 

Sol, The villain Few with outcries rais’d the Duke, 
Who went with him to fearch Beffenio’s fhip. 

Sal. He comes too fate, the hip was under fail 5 
But there the Duke was givento underftand 
That ina Gondslo were {een together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Feffice 
Befides, Anthonio certified the Duke 
They were not with Baffanio in his fhip. 

Sel. Inever heard a paffion fo confus’d, 
SO ftrange, outragious, and fo variable, 

As 


LL a A eens 


asa | 
As the Dog Few did utter in the ftreets 5 
1 My Daughter, Q my Ducats, O my Daughter, 
Fed with a Chriftian, O my Chriftian Ducats ! 
Juftice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter 5 
A fealed Bag, two fealed Bags of Ducats , 
| Of double Ducats, wie pon by my Daughter, 
And Jewels,iwo rich and precious Stones, _ 
- by my Daughter, Juftice find the Girl, 
| She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
Sal, Why all the Boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 
Sol. Let good Anthonio look he keep his day, 
Or he fhall pay for this. 
| Sal, Marry well remembred, 
I reafon’d with a Frenchman yefterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow feasthat part, 
TheFrench and Exnglifh, there mifcarried 
A Veffel of our Country richly fraught : 
| I thought upon Anthonio when he told me, 
And wifhtin filence that it were not his, 
Sol, You were beftto tell eAnthoxio what you hear, 
Yet donot faddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the Earth , 
I faw Baffanioand Anthonto part, 
Baffavio told him he would make fome {peed 
| OF his return: he anfwered, do not fo, 
Slubber not bufinefs for my fake Baffanie, 
But ftay the very riping of the time, 
| And for the. Few’s bond which he hath of me, 
Let it notenterin your mind of Love ; 
iBemerry,and employ your chiefeft thoughts 
| To Courthhip, and fuch fair oftents of Love 
| Asthall conveniently become you there 5 
And even there his eye being big with tears, 
| Turniog bis face, he put his hand behind him, 
| And with affeftion wondrous fenfible 
| He wrung Ba/fanio’s hand, and fo they parted. 
| Sal. I think he only loves the world for him, 
‘I pray thee lec us go and find them out, 
And quicken kis embraced heavinels 
With fome delight or other. 


Sal. Do we fo. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Neriffa and a Servitor. 


Ner. Quick, quick I pray thee, draw the curtain flraight, 
The Prince of Arragon hath tane his oath, 
| And comes te his ele€tion prefently. 


Enter Arragon, bis Train, Portia, 
Flor. Cornets. 


Por. Behold there ftand the caskets noble Prince, 
| IF you choofe that wherein I am contain’d | 
i Straight fhall our nuptial rights be folemnizd: 
i But if thou fail, without more fpeech, my Lord, 
You muft be gone from hence immediately. f 
Ar. 1am enjoyn’d by oath to obierve three things ; 
Firft never to unfold to any one 
| Which casket ’twas I chofe ynext, if I fail 
Of cheright casket, never inmy Life 
To wooe a Maid in way of Marriage : 
Laftly,if Ido fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
Por. To thefe injunétions every one doth {wear 
That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf, 
Ar. And fo have laddreft me, fortune now 
| Tomy hearts hope : Gold, Silver, and bafe Lead. 
Who chufech me, muft give and hazard all he hath, 
You fhal! look fairer ere I give or hazard. 
i What fayes the Golden Cheft, ha, let me fee: 
i Vyhbo chufeth me, fhall gain what many men defire: 
| What many men defire, that many may be meant 


T hbe Merchant of Venice, 


By the fool muliitude that chufe by fhow, 

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach, 
Which pays not to thinterior, but like the Martler 
Builds in the. weather on the outward wall, 


‘Even in the force and rode of calualry, 


I willnot chufe what many men defire, 

Becaufe I will nor jump with common {pirits, 

And rank me with the barbatious multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Silver Treafure-houfe, 
Tell me once more, vhat title thou doft bear ; 
Who chufeth me, hall get asmuchas he deferves : 
And well faid too, for who fhall go about 

To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable 

Without the tamp of merit; let none prefume 
To-wear anund ferved dignity - 

O that cftates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv’d corruptly, and that clear honour 
Were purchaft by the merit of the wearer ; 

How many then fhould cover that ftand bare? 
How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low pleafantry would then be gleaned 
From the true feed of honour ? And how much honour 
Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To be new varnifht ? Well, but to my choife ; 
Who chufeth me, thall get asmuch ashe deferyes, 

I will affume defert ; give me a key for this, 


‘And inftantly unlock my fortunes here. 


Por Too long a paufe for that which you find there, 
Ar. What's here the portrait of a blinking idior, 
Prefenting me afchedule? [ willread it: 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 
How much unlike my hopes and my deferving? 
Who chufeth me, fhall have as much as he deferves. 
Did I deferve no more than a fools head ? 
ls that my prize? are my deferts no better ? 
Po. To offend and judge are ditinat offices, 
And of oppofed natures. 
Ar, What is here ? 


` The fire fiven times evied this, 
Seven times tried that judgment is , 
That did never chufe annfs, 
Some there be that fhadows kifs, 
Such have hut a foadiws blifs : 
There be fools alive wis 
Silver’d o’re, and [o was this: 
Take what wife you will to bed, 
Twill ever be your head : 
So be gone fir, you are {ped. 


Ar. Still more fool I fhall appear 
By the time I linger here. 
With one fools head I came to wooe, 
But I go away with two. 
Sweet adieu, Ple keep my oath, 


Patiently to bear my wroath. 


Per. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moth : 
O thefe deliberate fools when they do chufe, 
They have the wifdom by their wit to lofe, 

Wer. The ancient faying is no herefie, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny. 

Por. Come draw the curtain Werriffa. 


Enter Meflenger. 


Mef. Where ismy Lady ? 
Por. Here, what would my Lord ? 
Mef. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignify ch’approaching of his Lord, 
Frow whom he bringeth fenfible regreets: 
To wit (befides commends and courteous breath ) 
Gifts of rich value 3 yer I have not feen 
Solikely an Ambaflador of love. 


A day in April never came fo fweet, 
To fhow how coftly Summer was at hand, 
As this fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. Nomore ! pray thee; Iam half afeard 
Thou wile fay anon, heis fome kin to thee, i 
Thou fpend’ft fuch high day wit in praifing him : 
Come, come, Werriffa, for I long to fee 
Quick Cupia’s Poft, that comes fo mannerly. 


Ner. Baffanio Lord, love, if thy will it be. Exeunt. 


= tae 





Atlus Tertius. 


Enter Solanio ana Solatino. 


Sol. Now, what news on the Ryalto ? 

Sal.Why yet it lives there uncheckt,that Anthonso hath a 
fhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Seas;the Goodwins, 
I think, they call the place, avery dangerous flat, and fa. 
tal, where the carcafles of many a tall fhip lic buried, as 
they fay, if my goffips report be an honeft woman of her 
word. 

Sol, I would fhe were as lying a Goflip ‘in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours believe fhe wept for 
the death of a third husband : but itis true, wirthont any 
flips of prolixity, or croffing the plain high-way of talk, that 
the good Anthonio, the honeft Antho. O that I had a title 
good enough to keep his name company } 

Sal. Come, the fuli ftop. 

Sol. Ha, what faycft thou? Why the end is, he hath loft 
a fhip. 

Sal I would it might prove the end of his loffes. 

Sol, Let me fay Amen betimes, left the Devii crofs my 
| prayer ; for here he comes in the likenefs of a Few. How 
now Shylocke, what news among the Merchants? 


Enter Shylocke. 


Shy. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you, of my 
daughters flight. 

Sal, That’s certains I for my part knew the Tazlor that 
made the wings fhe flew withal. 

Sol. And Shylocke for his own part knew the bird was 
fiede’d, and then it is the complexion of them all co leave 
the Dam. 

Shy. She is damn’d for it. 

Sal. That’scertain, if the devil may be her Judg. 

Shy. My own ficfh and blood to rebel. 

Sol. Out uponit, old carrion, rebels it at chefe years. 

Shy. Ifay, my daughter is my flefh and blood. 

Sal. These is more difference between thy fizfh and hers, 
than between Jet and Ivory; more between your bloods, 
chan there is between red wine and shennifh But tell us, 
do you hear whether Azthonio have had any lofs at fea, or 


no? 

Shy. There I have another bad match, a bankrout, a pro- 
digal, who dare fcarce fhew his head onthe Ryalea, a beg- 
gar that was us’d to come fo {mug upon the Marc: let him 
look to hisbond, he was wont to call me Ufarer; let him 
look to his bond 3 he waswont to lend money for a Chri- 
ftian curtfie; let him look to his bond. 

Sal. Why I am fure if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his 
fieh: what's that good for? 

Shy. To bait fith witbal, if it will feed nothing elfe, it 
will feedmy revenge s he hath difgrac’d me, and hindred 
me half a million, laught at my loffes, mockt at my gains, 
{corned my Nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my 
friends, heated mine enemies 5 and what’s the realon? Tam 
a Few: Hathnota Few eyes? Hath not a Jew hands, or- 
pans, dimenfions, fenfes, affections, paons? fed with the 
fame food, hurt with the fame weapons, fubjeét to the fame 
difeafes, healed by the fame means, warmed and cooled by 
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the fame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is? Jf you prick 
us, do wenot bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? 
if you poyfon us,do we not.dic? and if you wrong us, fhal! 
we not revenge ? If we arelike you in thereft, we will re- 
femble you in chat. If a few wrongaChritian, what is his 
humility, revenge? If a Chriftian wrong a few, what 
fhould his fufferance be by a Chriftian example? Why, re- 
venge. The villany you teach me I will execute, and it fhall 
go hard put I will better the inftruétion. 


Enter aman from Anthonio. 


Gentlemen, my Mafter Antbonioisat hishoufe, and defircs 
to (peak with you both. 
Sal. We have been up and down to feck him, | 


Enter Tubal], 


Sol. Here comes another of the tribe 32 third cannot be 
matcht, unlefs the devil himfelf turn Few. 
Exeunt Gentlemes, 


Shy. How now Tubal, what news from Geneva? hat 
thou found my daughter ? 

i Tub, I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot find 
er. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there, a Diamond gone 
cot me two thoufand Ducats in Frankford ; the curfe ne- 
ver fell npon‘our Nation till now, I never felt it til) now, 
two thoufand Ducatsin that, and other precious, precious 
Jewels : Iwould my daughter were dead at my foot, and 
the Jewels in her ear: would fhe were hearft at my foot, 
and the Ducats in her Coffin: no news of them ; why 
fo? and I know not how much is fpent in the fearch : 
why then lofs upon lofs, the thief gone with fo much, 
and fo much to find the thief, and no fatisfa&tion, no re- 
venge, nor no ill luck ftirring, but what lights a my fhoul- 
ders , no fighs but a my breathing, notears but a my fhed- 
ding. 

Tab. Yea other men have ill luck too, Anthonio, as Lheard 
in Genona. 

Shy. What, what, what, ill fuck, il] luck ? 

Tub, Hath an efrgofie caft away, coming from Tripo- 
lis. | 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God 3 is it true ? is it 
true ? 

Tub. Ufpoke with fomeof the Saylors that efcaped the 
wrack. 

Shy. I thank thee good Tubal; good news, good news ; 
ha, ha, here in Gerona. 

Tx. Your daughter fpentin Genona, as I heard, one night 
fourfcore Ducats. 

Shy. Thou ftick’t a Dagger in me; I fhall never fee my 
gold again, fourfcore Ducats at a fitting, fourfeore Du- 
cats ! 

Tub. There came divers of cA xthonio’s Creditors in 
my Company to Venice, that {wear he cannor chufe but 
break. 

Shy. 1 am very glad of it; Vle plague him, I’le torture 
him ; I am glad of ir. 

Tub. One of them fhewed me a Ring that he had of your 
Daughter for a Monky- 

Sby. Out upon her, thou tortureft me, Tubal, it was my 
Turku, l had itof Leab when I was a Batchelor; I would 
not have givenit for a wildernefs of Monkies. 

Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone. ` 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true 3 go, Tubal, fee 
mean Officer, be-fpeak him a forenight before, 1 will have. 
the heart of him, if he forfeit 5 for were he oughe of ¥- 
nice, L can make what merchandize I will; go, Tubal, and 
meet me at our Synagogue; go, good Tabal, at our Syna- 
gogue, Tubal. 


Enter 
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Enter Baflanio, Portia, Gratiano, amd all their train. 


Por, | pray you tarry, paufe a day or two 
Before you hazard; for in chufing wrong 
i lofe your company ; therefore forbear a while, 
Therc’s formething tells me (but it isnot love), 
I would not lofe you, and you know your felf, 
Hare counfels not in fuch a quality ; 
But left you fhould not underftand me well, 
Ard yeta maiden hath no tongue but thought, 
I would detain you here fome month or two 
Before you venture for me. Icould teach you 
How to chuferight , but then Iam forfworn; 
So will I never be, fo may you mils me ; 
But if youdo, you’l make me wifh a fin, 
That I had been forfworn: Befhrew your eyes, 
They have o’re-look’d me, and divided me ; 
One half of me is yours, the other half 
Mine own, I would fay : but firft mine, then yours. 
And fo all yours: Othefe naughty times 
Puts bars between the owners and their rights. 
And fo tho yours, not yours (prove it fo), 
Let Fortune go to hell for it, not I. 
| fpeak too long, but ’tis to peize the time, 
| To itchit, and draw it out in length, 
To ftay you from ele&ion. 
Baff. Let me chufe 5 
For as 1am J live upon the rack. 
Por. Upon the rack, Baffanio, then confels 
What treafon thereis mingled with your love. 
Baff. None but that ugly treafon of miftruft, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and life, 
°Tween {now and fire, as treafon and my love. 
Por. 1, but I fear you fpeak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do {peak any thing. 
Baff. Promife me life, and Ile confefs the reuth. 
Por. Well then, confefs and live. 
Baff. Confefs and love 
Had been the very fum of my confeffion : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
‘Doth teach me anfwersfor deliverance : 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. 
Por, Away then, i am lockt inone of them, 
If you dolove me, you will find me out. 
Nerriffa, and the reft, Rand all aloof, 
| Let mufick found while he doth make his choice ; 
Thenif he lofe, he makes a Swan-like end, 
Fading in mufick. That the comparifon 
May ftand more proper, my eye fhall be the ftream 
And watrydeath-bed for him: he may win, 
And what is mufick then ? Then mufick is 
Even as the flourifh, when true fubjecéts bow 
| To anew crowned Monarch : Such itis, 
As are thofe dulcer foundsin break of day, 
That creep into thecreaming brideproom’s ear,’ 
-And fummonhim to marriage. Now he goes 
With no lels prefence, but with much more love 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monfter : I ftand for facrifice, 
The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives ; 
With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The iffue of th’ exploit :-Go Hercules, 
Live thou, I live, with much more difmay 
I view the fight, than thou that mak’ft the fray. 
Here Mufick. 


A Song the who? Baffanio commments on the Caskets 
to himfelf. 


Tel me where is fancy bred, 
Or inthe beart, or in the head: 


How begot, how nonrifhed, 
It is engendred in the eyes, 
With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 
Let us allring Fancies knell, 
Ile begin it, 
Ding, dong, Bell. 

All. Ding, dong, Bell. 


Reply, reply. 


Baff. So may the outward fhows be leaft themfelves. 
The world is Rill deceiv’d with ornament. 
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupr, 
But being feafon’d witha gracious voice, 
Obfcures the fhow of evil? In Religion, 
What damned error, but fome fober brow 
Will blefs it, and approve it witha text, 
Hiding the grofsnefs with fair ornament : 
There is no vice {o fimple, but aflumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts ; 
How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As ftairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ? 
Who inward fearcht, have livers white as milk, 
And thefe affume but Valour’s excrement, 
To render them re-doubted. Look on beauty, 
And you fhall fee tis purchaft by the weighr, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Make thera lighteft that wear moft of ir; 
So are thofe crifped fnaky golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambols with the wind 
Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known 
To be thedowry of a fecond head, 
The feull that bred them in the Sepulcher, 
Thus ornament is but the guilded fhore 
To a moft dangerous fea ; the beautious {cart 
Vailing an Indsan beauty : In aword, 
The feeming truth whieh cunning times put on 
To entrap the wifeft. Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard Food for Midas, 1 will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudg 
*Tween man and man ; but thou, thou meager lead, 
Which rather threatneft than doft promife ought, 
Thy palenefs moves me more than eloquence, 
And here chufe }, joy be the confe quence. 

Por. How all the other paffions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and rafh embrac’d delpair s 
And fhuddring fear, and green-ey’d jea'oufie, 
O love be moderare, allay thy extafie, 
In meafure rain thy joy, fcant this excefs, 
] feel too much thy bieffing, make it lets, 
For fear 1 furfeit. 

Baf]. What find I here? | 
Fair ‘Portia’s counterfeit. Whatdemy-god 
Hath come fo near creation, move thete eyes? 
Or whether riding on the balilsof mine 
Seem they in motion ? Here are fever’d lips 
Parted with fugar breath, fofweet a bar 
Should funder fuch {weet friends: here in her hairs 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 
A golden mefh t’ intrap the hearts of men 
Fafter than Gnats in Cobwebs : but her eyes, 
How could he fee to do them ? Having made one, 
Methinks it fhould have power to fteal both his, 
And leave it felf unfurnitht: Yet look how far 
The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In underprifing ; fo far this fhadow 
Doth limp behind the fubftance. Here’s the {crowl, 
The continent, and f{ummary of my Fortune. 


You that confe not by the view. 
Chance as fair, aud chufe as trues 
Since this fortune falls 10 you, 
Be content, and feek no new. 
If you be well pleafed with this, 
Jin 
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And hold you fortune for your blifs, 
Turn you where your Lady's, 
And claim her with a loving ksfs, 


A gentle fcrowl ; Fair Lady, by your leave, 

iI come by note to give, and to receive, 
Like one of two contending jn a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes; 
Hearing applaufe and univerfal fhout, 

Giddy in {piric, ft-ll gazing ina doubt, 
Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no. 

So thrice fair Lady ftand I even fo, 

As doubtful whether what I fee be true, 

Until confirm’d, fign’d, ratified by you. 

Por. You fee,my Lord Baffanio, where Iftand, 

Such as I] am; tho for my felt alone, 

I would not be ambitious in my with, 

To with my felf much better yet for you, 

| would be trebled cwenty times my felf, 

A thoufand times more fair, ten thoufand times 
More rich, that to ftand high in your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account; butthe full fum of me 

Isfum of nothing ; which toterm in grofs, 

Isan unleffoned Girl, unfchool’d, uapractiz’d : 
Happy is this, fhe is not yet fo old 

But fhe may learn; happier then in this, 

She is not bred fo dull but fhe can learn 5 
Happiett of all is, thather gentle {pirit 

Commits it felf to yours to be directed, 

As from her Lord, her Governour, her King. 
My felf,and what is mine, to you and yours 

| Isnow converted, But now I was the Lord 

Of this fair Manfion, Mafter of my Servants, 
Queen o’re my felf, and evennow ; but now 

| This Houfe, thefe Servants, and this fame my felf 
Are yours, my Lord, I give them with this Ring, 
Which when you part from, lofe, or give away, 
Let it prefage the ruin of your love, 

Í And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Baff. Madam, you have bereft me ofall words; 
| Only ay blood {peaks to youinmy veins, ` 
And there is fuch confufion in my powers, 

As after fome oration fairly fpoke 

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleafed multitude, 

Where every fomething being blent together, 
Turns toa wild of nothing, fave of joy 

| Expreft, and noc exprelt , but when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then pareslife from hence ; 
O then be bold to fay, Baffanie's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time, 
That have tood by, and feen our withes profper, 
Tocry good joy, good joy, my Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord Baffanio, and my gentle Lady, 
[ with you all the joy that you can with ; 

For I am fure you can with none from me: 
And when your honors mean to folemnize 
The bargain of your Faith, I do befeech you 
Even at chat time I may be married roo. 


Baff. With all my heart, fo thou canttget a Wife. 


Cra. I thank your Lordthip, you have got me one. 
My eyes, my Lord, can look as fwift as yours : 
You flaw the Mifris, I beheld the Maid - 

You lov’d, Ilow’d for intermiffion. 
No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you: 
Your Forrune ftood upon the caskets there, 
And fo did mine too, as the matter falls : 
For wooing heat, until I fweat again, 

| And {wearing till my very rough wasdry 

| With Oaths of love, at laft, if promife laft, 
I got a promife of this fair one here, 
To have her love; provided that your Fortune 
Atchiv’d her Miftrifs. 
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Por. Is this true, Nerriffa ? 
Ner Madam, it is fo, fo you Rand pleas’d withal. 
Baff. And do you, Gratiano, mean good Faith ? 
Gra Yes Faith my Lord. 
wet Our Feaft fhall be much honoured in your Marrl- 
Gra. We'l play with them, the firftboy for athoufand 
Ducats. 
Ner. What, and Rake down? 
Gra. No, we hall ne’re win at that fport, and ftake 
down. 
But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his Infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian Friend, Salerie ? 


Enter Lorenzo, Jellica, and Salerio, 


Baf. Lorenzo and Salerio , welcome hither. 
If that che youth of my new interefthere 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave 
| bid my very Friends and Country-men, 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 
Por.Sodo 1, my Lord; they areintirely welcome. 
Lor. I thank your honour: For my part, my Lord; 
My purpofe was not to have feen you here ; 
But meeting with Salersoby the way, 
He did intreat me paft all faying nay, 
To come with him along. 
Sal. I did, my Lord, p 
And have reafon for it, fignior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. | 
Baf. E’te I ope this Letter 
Í pray you telt me how my good Friend dotb, 
Sal. Not fick, my Lord, unlefs it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unlefsinmind ; his Letcer there 
Will thew you hiseftate. 


Opens the Letter. 


Gra. Nerriffa, cheer yond ftranger, bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salerio ; what’s the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal Merchant, good Anthonie? 

[ know he will be glad of our fuccefs: 

We are the Fafons, we have won the fleece. 
S'al. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 
Por. There are fome fhrewd contents in yond fame Pa- 


per, 

That fteals the colour from Baffanio’s cheek : 
Some dear Friend dead, elfe nothing in the world 
Could turn fo much the conftitution 
Of any conftant man, What worfe and worfe J 
With leave, Baffanio, 1 am half your felf, 
And muft freely have the half of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 

Bif O fweet Portia ! 
Hereare a few of the unpleafant’ R words 
Thatever blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 
When 1 did firft impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all rhe wealth Thad 
Ranin my veins. I was a Gentleman, 
And then I told you true 5 and yet deat Lady, 
Rating my felf at nothing, you fhall fee 
How much I was a beggar, when [told you 
My ftate was nothing, | fhould then have told you, 
That I was worfe than nothing: For indeed 
J haveengag'd coy felf toa dear Friend ; 
Engag’d my Friend to his meer Enemy, 
To feed my means. Hereisa Letter, Lady ; 
The paper as the body of my Friend, 
And every word init a gaping wound, 
Iffuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio 2 
Hath all his ventures fail’d ! what, not one hit ! 
rrom Tripolis, from Jfexico, and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 
And not one Vefiel {cape the dreadful touch bx 
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Of Merchant-marring Rocks ? 

Sal, Not one, my Lord. 
Béfides, ic fhould appear, that if hehad 
The prefent money to dilcharge the Few, 
He would not take it: Never did I know 
A creature that did bear the fhape of many 
So keen and greedy to confound a man. 
He pliesthe Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 
If they deny him Juftice. Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himfelf, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateft port have all perfwaded withhim, 
But none can drive him from the envious plea ` 
Of Forfeiture of Juftice, and his Bond. 

Jef. When! was with him, I have heard him {wear, 
To Tuball and to Chus, his Countrymen, 
That he would rather have Anthonto’s fiefh 
Than twenty times the valueof the fum 
That he did owe him : and Iknow, my Lord, 
If law, authority, and power deny not, 
lt will go hard with poor Anthonio, 

Por, Is it your dear Friend that is thus in trouble? 

Baf. The deareft Friend tome, the kindeft man, 
The belt condition’d, and, unwearied fpirit, 
In doing courtefies: and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in Jtaly. 

Por, What fum owes he the Few 2 

Baf. For me three thoufand Ducats. ` 

Por. What, no'more ? 
Pay him fix thoufand, and deface the bond : 
Doub!e fix thoufand, and then treble that, 
Before a Friend of this defcription 
Shall lofe a hair through my Baffanio’s Fault. 
Firft go with me to Church, and call me Wife, 
And then away to Venice to your Friend : 
For never fhall youlie by Portia’s fide 
With an unquiet foul. You fhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it ispaid, bring your true Friend along : 
My Maid Nerriffa, and my felf mean time, 
Willlive as Maids and Widows: Come away ș 
For you fhallhence upon your Wedding-day: 
Bid your Friends welcome ; fhow a merry cheer: 
Since you are dear bought, I willlove you dear. 
But let mehear the Letter of your Friend. 


Sweet Baffanio, my Ships have all mifcarried, my Credi- 
tors grow cruel, my Eftate ws very low, my Bond to the Jew és 
forfest : and fince in paying it it is smpoffible I fhould live, al 
debts are cleared between you and 1,if Imight fee you at my 
death: Notwithflanding ufé your pleafure : if your love do nos 
per{wade youto come, let not my Letter. 


Por. O loved difpatch all bufinefs, and be gone. 
Baf. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
. [Twill make hafte 5 but till I come again, 
No bed hall e’re be guilty of my ftay. . 
Nor reft be interpofer ’twixt us twain. Excunt, 
Enter the Jew, and Salanio, and Anthonio, and the 
Jaylor. 


Few. Jaylor, look tohim: tellnot meof mercy: 
This is the Foo! that lends out money gratis. 
Jaylor, look to him, 

Ant. Hear me yet good Shylocke. 

Few. Ple have my bond: fpeak not againft my bond - 
I have {worn an Oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou call’ me dog before thou had’ft a caufe 5 
Burt fince lamadog, beware my phangs. 

The Duke fhall grant me Juftice. Ido wonder, 
Thou naughty Jaylor, that chou art fo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeft. 
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Ant. \ pray thee hear me fpeak. 
Jew. lle have my bond : I will not hear thee fpeak : 
Ile have my bond s and therefore {peak no more. 
Ple not be made a loft and dull-ey’d Fool, 
To fhake the head, relenr, and figh, and yield 
To Chriftian interceffors. Follow not: 
I'le have no fpeaking ; T will havemy bond. 
Sol. It isthe moft impenetrable cor 
Thatever kept with men, 
Ant. Let him alone ; 
"le follow him no more with boctlefs prayers, 
He feeks my life; his realon well I know ; 
l oft deliver’d from his Forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me 5 
Therefore he hates me, 
Sal. lam fure the Duke will never grant this Forfeiture 
to hold. : 
Ant. The Duke cannot dény the courfe of law; 
For the commodity that ftrangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied, 
Will much impeach the Jultice.of the State, 
Since thar the trade and profit of the City 
Contfifteth of all Nations, Thereforr go, 
Thefe griefs and loffes have fo bated me, 
That I fhall hardly fpare a pound of ficfh 
To morrow tomy bloody Creditor. 
Well, Jeylor, on; prayGod Baffansecome 
To. fee me pay his debt, and then I care not. 


E xit Jew 


Exeunt. 


Enter Portia, Nerriffla, Lorenzo, Jcflica, a manof 
Portia’s. 


Lor, Madam, although! {peak itin your prefence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity, which appears moft ftrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 
But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour, 
How true a Gentleman you fend relief, 
How dear a loverof my Lord, your husband, 
I know you would be prouder of the work 
Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 
Por, I never did repent for doing goods 
Nor fhall not now : for in companions 
That do converfe and wafte the time together, 
Whofe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muft be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of mannersand of fpirit. 
Which makes me think that this Anthonio, 
Being, the bofom-lover of my Lord, 
Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the coft I have beftowed 
In purchafing the femblance of my foul 
From out the ftate of hellifh cruelty. 
This comes too near the praifing of my felf 5 
Therefore no more of it: here other things, 
Lorenzo, | commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my houfe, 
Until my Lord’s return: For mine own part, 
I have toward. heaven breath’d a fecret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Werriffa here, 
Until her husband and my Lord’s return. 
There isa Monaftery two miles off 
And there we will abide. Ido defire you 
Not to deny this impofition, 
The which my love and fome neceflity 
Now lays upon you. 
Lor. Madam, withall my heart, 
| hall obey you in all fair commands. 
Por. My people do already know my mind, 
And will acknowledg you and Feffica 
In place of Lord Baffanioand my felf. 
So fare you well till we fhali meet again. 
Lor, Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on = 
ef, 
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Fef. \ with your Ladyship all hearts content. 

Por. Uthank youfor your wifh, and am well pleas’d 
To wifhit back on you: Fare you wellfefice.  Exeunt. 
Now Balthazar, as | have ever found thee honefi true, 

So let me find thee ftill : take this fame Letter, 

And ufethouall the endeavour of a man 5 

Infpeed to Mantua, fee thou render this 

Into my Coufin’shand, Dottor Bellario, 

And took what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them I pray thee with imagin’d {peed 

Unto the Traneét, to the common Ferry 

Which trades to Venice : wafte no time in words, 
But get thee gone ; I hall be there before thee. 

Bal, Madam, I go withall convenient {peed. 

Por. Come on Nerriffa, [have work in hand 
That you yet know not of: we'l fee our husbands 
Before they think of us? 

Ner. Shall they fee us ? 

Por. They fhall, Nerriffa; but in fech a habit, 
That they fhall think we are accomplifhed 
With that we lack. Ile hold thee any wager 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
le prove the prettier Fellow of the two, 
And wear my Dagger with the braver grace, 
And fpeak between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice 5 and turn two minoing fteps 
Into a manly ftride, and {peak of Frays, 
Like a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable Ladies fought my Love, 
Which I denying, they fell fick and died. 
I could not do withal : then Ple repent, 
And with for all that, that I had nor kilf’d them ¢ 
And twenty of thefe pony lies I’le tell, 
That men fhall {wear 1 have difcontinued fchool 
Above a twelvemonth. I have within my mind 
A thoufand raw tricks of thefebragging Jacks, 
Which! will praétice. 

Ner, Why, thall we turn tomen ? 

Por. Fie, what a queftion’s that, 
If thou wert near aleud interpreter ? 
But come, I’le cell thee all my whole device 
When | amin my Coach, which ftays for us 
At the Park Gate; and therefore hafte away 5 
For we muft meafure twenty miles to day. Exeunt. 
Enter Clown and Jeffica: 


Clown. Yes truly: For look you, the fins of the Father 
are to be laid upon the children 5 therefore | promife you, | 
fear you. | wasalways plain with you 3 and fonow I {peak 
my agitationof the matter: therefore be of good cheer ; 
for truly 1 think you aredamn’d: there is but one hope in 
it that can do youany good, and that is but a kind of ba- 
ftard-hope neither. 

Jef. And what hope is that I pray thee? 

Clow. Marry you may partly hope that your Father got 
you not, that you are not the Zew’s Daughter. 

Fef. That were a kind of baftard-hope indeed : fo the 
fins of my Morher fhould be vifired upon me. ! 

Clow. Truly then | fear you are damned both by Fa- 
ther aud Mother: thus when I hun Sylla, your Father, I 
fall into Charibdss, your Mother: Well, youare gone both 


ways. 

Fef. Ufhall be faved by my husband ; he hath made me 
a Chriftian. 

Clow. Truly the more to blame he , we were Chriftians 
enow before, e’ne as many as could well live one by another: 
this making of Chriftians will raifr.the price of Hogs, if we 
grow all to be Pork-eaters, we fhall nog fhortly have a rath- 
er on the coals for money. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Fef. Vie tell my Husband, Lancelet, what you fay: 
* 
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here he comes, 

Lor. { fhall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launceler, if 
you thus get my Wife into corners. 

Fef. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Lancelet and 
[ are out ; he tells me flatly, there is no mercy for me in 
Heaven, becaufe I am a Jew’s daughter ; and he fays, 
you are no good member of the Commonwealth ; for in 
queing Jews to Chriftians, you raife the price of 

ork. 

Lor, I fhall anfwer that better tothe Commonwralth 
than youcan the gettingupof the Negro’sbelly: the Afcor 
is with child by you, Lancelet. 

Clow. Itis much that the Moor fhould be more than rea- 
fon: butit fhe be lefs than an honcft woman, fhe is indeed 
more than [ took her for. 

Lor, How every Fool can play.upon the word ! I think 
the beft grace of wit will fhortly turn into filence, and dif- 
courfe grow commendable in none only but Parrats. Goin, 
firrah, bid them prepare ‘for dinner. 

Clow. That is done, fir, they have all Romacks. 

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wit-{napper are you / then bid 
them prepare dinner. 

Clow. That is done too, fir, only cover is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover then fir ? 

Clow. Not fo fir, neither, I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion ! wilt thoufhew 


the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant ? I pray chee un- 


derftand a plain man in his plain meaning : goto thy fellows ; 
bid them cover the table, ferve in the meat, and we will 
come in to dinner. 

Clow. For the table fir, it fhall be ferved ins for the meat 
fir, ic(hall be covered; for your coming in to dinner fir, 
why let.it be as humors and conccits fhall govern. 

Exit Clown. 

Lor. O dear difcretion, how his words are fuited ! 

The Fool hath planted in his memory ` 
An Army of good words; and Idoknow 

A many Fools that ftand in better place, 
Garnifhe like him, that for a trickfic word 
Defic the matter: howcheer’it thou Feffica? 
And now good fiveet fay thy opinion, 

How doft thou like the Lord Baffanio’s wife ? 

Fef. Paftall expreffing: itis very meet 
The Lord Baffanio live an uprightlife 
For having fuch a bleffingin his Lady : 

He finds the joys of heaven here unearth : 

And if on earth he do not mean it, it 

Is reafon he fhould never come to heaven. 

Why, if two gods fhould play fome heavenly match, 
And on the wager tay two earthly women, 

And Portiaone, there muft be fomething elfe 
Pawn’d with the other 5 for the poor rude world 
Hath not her Fellow. 

Lor. Even fuch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife. 

Jef. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that, 

Lor. l will anon: firft let us go to dinner. 

Sef. Nay, lec me praife you while [have a ftomack, 

Lor. No, pray thee, terit ferve for table-talk ; 

Then howfome’re thou fpeak’t ’mongh other things, 
I fhall digeft ir. 
Fef. Well, Ple fet you forth. 


Exeust. 








Actus Quartus. 


Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Anthonio, Baffanto, exd 
Gratiano. 


Duk. What, is Anthonio here ? 
4nt, Ready, fo pleafe your Graee. 
O 
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Duk, Iam forry for thee : thou art come toanfwer 
A ftony advertary, aninhumane wretch, 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dramof mercy. 
Ant. | have heard 
Your Grace hath ta’ne great pains to qualifie 
His rigorous cour(e: but fince he ftands obdurate, 
And thar no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his enviesreach, 1 do oppofe 
My Patience to his Fury, and am arm’d 
To {ufter with aquietnets of {pirit 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 
Du. Go one and call the Few into the Court. 
Sal. Heis ready atthe door : he comes, my Lord. 


Enter Shylocke. 


Duk. Make room, and fet him ftand before our Face. 
Shylocke, the World thinks, and! think fo too, 
That chou bur lead’ft this Fafhion of thy Malice 
To che Jaft hour of aét, and then ’ris thought 
Thou’lt thew thy Mercy and Remorfe more ftrange 
Thanis thy ftrange apparent cruelty, 

And where thou now exaét'lt the penalty, 
Which ts a pound of thispoor Merchant’s fiefb, 
Thou wilt not only lofe the Forfeiture, 
Buttouch'd with humane gentlenefs and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal, 

Glancing an eye of pity on hisloffes 

That have of late fo hudled on his back, 

Enow to prefs a royal Merchant down, 

And pluck commileration of his ftate 

From braffic bofoms, and rough licarts of fling, 
From ftubborn Turks, and Tartars never train’d 
To offices of tender courtelie. 

We allexpe& a gentle anlwer, F.w. 

Few. I have poficft your Grace of what I purpote, 
And by our holy Sabbath have I {worn 
To have the Due and Forfeit of my bond. 

If you deny it, let the danger light 

Upon your Charter, and your Cities Freedom. 
You’l ask me why [ rather chufe to have 

A weight of carrion ficfh, than to receive 
Three rhoufand Ducats? Ple not anfwer that. 
But fay it ismy humour, is it anlwered ¢ 

What if my houte be troubled witha Rat, 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thoufand Ducars 
To have it bain’d 2 What, are you aniwei'd yet ? 
Some men there are love not a gaping pig: 
Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat: 
And others, when the Bag-pipe fingsi’ th’ nofe, 
Cannot contain their Urine for affection. 
Mafters of paffion{waysit to the mood 

Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your anfwer. 
As there is no firm reafon to be rendred 

Why hecannotabide a gaping pig, 

Why he aharmlefs neceffary cat, 

Why he a wolien bag-pipes but of force 

Muft yield to fuch inevitable fhame, ` 

As to offend himfelf, being offended ; 

So can Í give no reafon, nor I will not, 

More tħan a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing 
I bear Anthonin, that I follow thas 

Afofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwered ? 

Baf. Thisisno anfwer, thou unfeeling man, 
Toexcufe the current of thy cruelty. 

Few Lam not bound to pleafe thee.with my anfwer. 

Bef. Doallmen kill the th ng they do not love ? 

Few. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? 

Baf. Every offence isnot a hace at firft. 

Few, What, would’ thou have a Serpent fting thee 

twice ? 

Ant. I pray you think you queftion with a Few. 
You may as well go ftand upon the beach, 
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And bid the main flvod be at his utual height, 

Or even as weil ule gueftion with the Wolf, 

The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: When you behold, 

You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 

To wag their high tops, and to make no noife 

When they are fretted with the gufts of heaven. 

You may as well do any thing moft hard, 

Asteek to foften-that, than which what harder, 

His Fewifh heart? Therefore I do beteech you 

Make no mnre offers, ute no farther means, 

But with all brief and plain conventency 

Let me have judgment, and the Few his will. 

Baf. For thy thrée thoufand Ducars here is fix, 
Jew. If every Ducat in fix thoufand Ducats 

Were infix parts, and every part a Ducat, 

.L would not draw them, I would have my bond. 
Duk How fhalt thou hope for mercy, rendring none? 
few. What judgment fhall 1 dread, doing no wrong? 

You have among you many a purchas‘d flave, 

Which like your Affes,; and your Dogsand Mules, 

You ufe in in and in flavifh part, 

Becaufe you bought them. Shall t fay to you, 

Let chem be free, marry themto your heirs ? 

Why fweat they under burthens? Let cheir beds 

Be made as foft as yours, and let their pallats 

Be feafon'd with {uch Viands: you will anfwer, 

The flavesare ours. So do I anfwer you. 

The pound of flefh which I demand of him, 

Is dearly bought, ‘tis mine, and | will haveir. 

If yon deny me, fie upon your Law, 

There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 

I ftand for judgmenc; anfwer, fhall \ have it? 

Duk. Upon my power I may difm:fs this Court, 

Unlefs Bellerio, a learned Do&or, 

Whom I have fent for to determine this, 

Come here today. 

Sal. My Lord, here ftays without 

A Meffenger with Letters from the Doétor, 

New come from Padua. i 
Dut. Bringus the Letters, call the Mt Mengers. 
Baf. Good cheer Anthonio : Whatman, courage yet : 

The Few fhal! have my flefh, blood, bones, and all, 

E’re thou fhalttofe for me one drop of blood. 
Art. l am a tainted Weather of the flock, 

Meeteft for death: the weakeft kind of Fruit 

Drops earlicft to the ground, fo ler me. 

You cannot better be employ'd, Baffunio, 

Than co live ftill, and write mine Epitaph. 


Enter Neriffa. 


Dx. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both. 
My Lord B.llarte greets your Grace. 
| Baf. Why doft thou whet thy knife foearneftly ? 
Few. Tocut the Forfeiture from that bankrout there, 
Gra. Noton thy foale, bnt on thy foul, harfh Few, 
Thou mak’ft thy knife.keea: but no metal can, 
No, not the hangman's Axe bear half the keennefs 
Of thy fharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Jew. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make, 
Gra. O be thou damn'd inexorable dog, 
And for thy life lee Juftice be aecus'd. 
Thou almoft mak’ me waver in my Faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That fouls of Animals infule themfelves 
Into the trunksof men. Thy currith fpirie 
Govern’d a Woolf, who hang’d for humane flaughters 
Even from the Gallows did his fel foul fleet, 
And whil’ft thou layeft in thy unhallowed Dam, 
Infus’d it felf in thee : For thy defires 
Are woolvith, bloody, fterv’d, and ravenous. 
ew. Till thou canft rail the feal from off my bond, 
Thou but offend’ft thy Lungs to {peak fo loud. 
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Repair thy wit, good youth, or ic will fall 
aeinn I ftand here for Law. 
Du. This Letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and Learned Doétor in our Court: 
Where is he ? 
Ner.Heattendeth herehard by 
To know your anfwer, whether youl admit him? 
Du. Withallmy heart. Some Three or Four of you 
Go give him courteous conduét to thts place, 
Mean time the Court {hall hear Bellarso’s Letter. 


OUR Grace fhall underfiand, that at the receit of your 
Y Letter, Lams very fick: but inthe inftant tlat your mef- 
fenger came, in loving vifitation, was with me a young 
Dottor of Rome, bis Name is Balthafar : I acquainted hin 
with the Cafe in controverfie, between the Jew and Anthonio, 
the Werchant :We turn'd o're many Books together : He is frr- 
nifhed with my Opinion, which bettered with his own Learn- 
ing, the greatne/s whereof I cannot enough commend, comes 
with bins at my importunity, to fill up your Graces Requeft in 
my flead. I befeech you, let bis lackof years be no iwpedi- 
ment to lee'him lack, a reverend ehimation: For I never knew 
fo young a body with foold ahead. I leave bim to your gra- 
cious acceptance, whofe trial {hall better publish his conmmenda- 
tion, 


Enter Portia fer Balthafar. ' 


Da. Youhear the Learn’d Bellerio what he writes, 
And here (I takeit) is the Doétor come. 
Giveme yourhand, Came you from old Bellarto ? 
Por. I did, my Lord. 
Dw. Youare welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this prefent queftion in the Court ? 
Por. 1 am informed throughly of the Cafe. 
Which is the Merchant here, and which the Few ? 
Dn. Anthonio and old Shylocke, both ftand forth. 
Por. Is your name Shylocke ? 
Few. Shylocke is my name. 
Por. Of a ftrange Natureis the {uit you follow, 
Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impungne you, as you de pretend. 
You ftand within his danger, do you not ? 
eAnt.1, fo he fays. 
Por. Do you confefs the bond 2 
Ant, I do. 
Por. Then muft the Few be merciful. 
Few. On what compulfion muft I? tell me that, 
Por. The quality of mercy is not ftrain’d, 
fc droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Uponthe placebeneath. Itis twice blef, 
it blefeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
Tismightieft inthe mightieft, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better than his Crown. 
His Scepter fhewsthe force of temporal power, 
The attribute to Awe and Majetty, 
Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings. 
But Mercy is above this {ceptred {way, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 
[tis an Attribute to God himfelf 5 
And earthly power doth then thew likeft God’s, 
When Mercy feafons Juftice, Therefore Few, 
Tho Juftice be thy plea, confider this, 
That inthe courfe of Juftice none of us 
Should fee falvation. We do pray for mercy, 
And that fame prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. 1 bave fpoke thus much 
To mitigate the juftice of thy plea ; 
Which if thou follow, this ftri€t courfe of Venice 
Mutt needs give fentence againft the Merchant these, 
Shy. My deeds upon my head, I crave the Law, 
The Penalty and Forfeit of my bond. 
Por. Is he not able to difcharge the money ? 
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Baf. Yes, here I tender it for him in rhe Court, 
Yea, twice the fum, if chat will not fuflice, 
[ will be bound to pay it ten times o’re, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, wy heart. 
If this wil) noc fuffice, 1¢ muft appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I befeech you 
Wreft once the Law to your Authoriry. 
To doa great right, do a little wrong, 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 
Por. It mult not be, there is no power in Venice 
Can altera decree eftablifhed. 
> Twill be recorded for a Prefident, 
And many anerror by the fame example 
Will ruth into the State: Ie cannot be. 
Sew. A Daniel come to judgment, yea, a Daniel. 
O wife young Judg, howdo I honour thee ? 
Por. l pray you look upon the bond. 
Jew. Here “tis, molt reverend Doctor, here it is, 
Por. Shylocke, there’s thrice thy money offered thee, 
_ Shy. An cath, an oath, I havean oath in heaven. 
Shall {lay perjury upon my foul? 
No, not for Venice. 
Por. Why; this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the few may claim 
A pound of fiefh, to be by him cuc off 
Neaseft che Merchant’s heare. Be merciful, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me tear the bond, 
Fw. When it is paid according to the tenure, 
It doth appear you are a worthy Judg: 
You know the Law, your expofirion 
Hath been moft found. I charge you by the Law, 
Whereof you area well-deferving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. Bymy foull {wear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alterme. I flay hereon my bond. 
e4n. Molt heartily I do befecch the Court 
To give the judgment. 
Por, Why then thus it is: 
You mult prepare your bofom for his knife. 
pr O noble Judg ! O excellent young man ! 
or. For the intenet and purpole of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penalry, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 
Jew. Tis very true. O wife and upright Judg 
How much more elder art thou than chy looks ? 
Por. Therefore lay bare thy bofom. 
Jew. 1, bis bref, 
So tays the bond, doth it not, noble Judg ? 
Nearefthisheart, thofe are the very words. 
Per. {¢ is fo. Are there ballance here to weigh the 
ficth ? 
Few. | have them ready. 
Por, Have by fome Surgeon, Shylock, on your charge, 
To ftop his wounds, left he fhould bleed ro death. 
Few. It is not nominated in the bond, 
Por. {tis not focspreft, but what of that? 
*Twere good you do fo much for charity. 
Jew. l cannot find it, ’tis not in the bond. 
Por. Come Merchant, have you any thing to fay? 
efnt. Bur little: Lam arm’d and well prepar'd. 
Give me your hand, Baffanie : Fare you well. 
Grieve not that I am falla to this for you : 
For hercin Fortune fhews her felf more kind 
Thanis hiscutom. It is ftill her ufe 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with holloweye, and wrinkled brow 
Anage of poverty. From which lingring penance 


| Of fuch a mifery, doth fhe cut me off. 


Commend me to your honourable Wife; 
Tell her the procefs of Anthorio’s end ; 
Say how I lov’d you; {peak me fairindeath : 
And when the talc is told, bid her be judg, 
Whether Baf/suio had notoncea Love : 
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Repent 


A EAA E E O e a r one A a ra 


164 


Repent not you that you thall lofe your Friend, 

And he repents not that he pays your debt 5 

For if the Few do cut but deep enough, 

Ple pay it inftantly with all my heart. 

Baf. Anthonia, i am married to a wife, 

Which is as dear to me as life it felf; 

Bat lifeit felf, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me efteem’d above thy life. 

| would lofe all, I facrifice them all 

Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Por, Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 
if fhe were by to hear youmake the offer. 
Gra..J have a wife whom I proteft Ilove, 

[ would fhe werein heaven, fo the could 

Intreat fome power to change this cursifh Few. 
Ner.°Tis.well you offer tt behind her back, 

The with would make elfe an unquiet houfe. 

Few, Thele be ihe Chriftian husbands. Ihave adaughter, 

Would any of the Rock of Barrabas 

Had beenher husband, rather than a Chriftian. 

Werrifletime, I pray thee purfue fentence. 
Por. A pound of that fame Merchant’ flefh is thine, 

The Court awards it, and the Law doth give it. 
Few. Moft riehtful Judg. j 
Por. And you mutt cut this fiefh from off his breaf, 

The Law allows it, and rhe Court awards it. 

Few. Moft learned Judg, a fentence, come, prepare. 
Por. Tarry a little, there is fomething elfe. 

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood, 

The words exprefly are a pound of fiefh. 

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of ficth , 

But in the cutting it, if thou doft fhed 

One drop of Chriftian blood, thy lands and goods 

Are by the Laws of Venice confilcate 

Unto theStrate of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judg; 
Mark Few, O learned Judg. 
Shy Is that the Law ? 
‘Por. Thy felf thalt fee the A& : 

For as thou urgeft Juftice, beaflur’d 

Thou fhalt have juftice more than thou defireft. 
Gra. Olearned Judg / mark Few, a learned Judg, 
Few. 1 take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 

And let the Chriftian go. 

Baf. Here is the money. 
Por. Soft, the Few fhail have all jultice, foft, no hafte, 

He fhall have nothing but the penaity. 

Gra. O Few! anupright Judg, alearned Judg. 

` Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flcth, 

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou leis nor more 

Büt juft a pound of fiefh: If thou tak’ more 

Or tefsthan a juft pound, be it fo much 

As makes it light or heavy in the fubftance, 

Or the divifion of the twentieth part 

Of one poor feruple: nay, if the fcale do turn 

Butin the eftimation of a hair, 

Thou dieft, arid all thy goods are confilcate. 

Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, Few. 

Now Infidel, { have thee on the hip. 
Por, Why doth the Few paufe ? Take thy Forfeiture. 
Sby. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Raf.1 have it ready for thee 5 here it is. 
Por, He hath refus’dit inthe open Court: 
He fhall have meerly juftice and his bond. 
Gra. A Daniel fill fay I, a fecond Daniel. 
I thank the Few for teaching me that word. 
Sby. Shali I not have barely my principal ? 
Por, Thou fhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture, 

To be takenfo at thy peril, Few, 
Shy, Why then the Devil give him good of it : 

l'le tay no longer q seftion. - 

Por. Varry Jew, 
The Law hath yet another hold on you : 
It is enadted in the Laws of Venice, 
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Uf it be proved againftan Alen, 
That by direét, or indirect artempts, 
He feek the life of any Citizen, 
The party *gainft the which he doth contrive; 
Shall ferzeon half hisgoocs, the other halt 
Comes tothe privy Coffer of the State, 
And the Offenden’s life lies in the merey 
Of the Duke only, gainft all other voice ; 
Io which predicament I fay thou ftand’R ; 
For it appears by manifelt proceeding, 
That indircétly, and dire&ly too, 
Thou had contriv’d againft the very tife 
Of thedefendant : and thouhatt incurr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehearft, 
Down therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 
Gra, Beg that how maift have leave to hang thy felf: 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the State, 
Thou haft nor left the value of a cord, 
Therefore thou muft be hang’d at the States charge. 
Da. That thou fhalt feethe differenceof our fpirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it: 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthonio’s ; 
The other half comes to thegeneral State, 
Which humblenefs may drivetinto a fine. 
Por.}, for the State, not for Anthonio 
Shy. Nay, take my tife and all, pardon not that; 
You take my houfe when you do take the piop 
That coth fuftain my hcule: you take my life 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 
Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio? 
Gra. A Haltet gratis, nothing elfe for God's fake. 
Ant. So pleafe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 
Tam content, fo he will let me have 
The other half inufe, torender it 
Upon his death, unto the Gentleman 
That lately ftole his daughter. 
Two things provided more, that for this Favour 
He prefently become a Chriftian s 
The other, that he do record a gift 
Hercinthe Courtof all he dies pofieft 
Unto his Son Lorenzo, and his Daughter, 
f _ De. He fhall do this, or clfe 1 do recant 
The pardon that I fare pronounced. here. 
| Por. Aré-thou contented, Fe ? what dof thon fay ? 

Shy. | am content. 

Por: Clark, draw a ceed of gift, 

Shy. 1 pray you give me leave to go from hence, 
Iam not well; fend the deed after me, 

And Iwill fign ir. 

Du. Get thee gone, but do it, 

Gra. In Chriftning thou fhalt have two Godfathers. 
Hed 1 been Judg, thou fkould’ft have had ten more, i 
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Font. Exit. 

Da, Sir, Vintreat you with me home to dinner. 

Por. 1 humbly dodefire your Grace of pardon 3 
I muft away this night toward Padya, 

And itis meet I prefently fet forth. 

Dx. ï am forry that your leifure ferves you nots 
Anthonio, gratifie this Gentleman 5 
Forinmy mind you are much bound to him. . 

. Exit Duke and hus train. 

Baf. Mok worthy Gentleman, J and my Friend, 
Have by your wifdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties, in lieu whereof 

Three thoufand Ducats due unto the few, 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal, 
int. And ftand indebted over and above 
Inlove and fervice to you evermore, 
Por. He is well paid thatis well fatisfied, 
And I delivering you, am fatisfied, 
And therein do account my {elf well paid. 
My mind was never yet more mercinary. 
I pray you now me when we meet again. 


I wifh 
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I wifh you well, and fo E take my leave. 

Baf. Dear Ür, of force I mutt attempt you further. 
‘Take fome remembrance of us as a tribute, Atlus Quintus. 
Not as a Fee: grant metwo things; I pray you 
Nor to deny me, and to pardon me, oo 

Por. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield. Enter Lorenzo and Jefficas 
Give me your gloves, lIe wear them for your fake, 


And for your love Ple take this Ring from you, Lor. The Moon fhines bright. In {uch a night as this, 


Donot draw back your hand, I’le take no mores When the {weet wind did gently kifs the trees, 
And you in love fhal not deny me this. And they did make no noile, in fucha night, 
Baf, This Ring, good fir, alasit is a trifle; Troylis methinks mounted the Troyan wall, 
[ will nor thame my telf to give you this, And figh‘d hisfoul toward the Grecsan tents, 
Por. Iwill have nothing elfe but only this, Where Creffed lay that night. 
And now methinks I have a mind toir. Te. In fuch a night 
Baf. There’s more depends on this than on the value: Did Thiby feartully o’re-trip the dew, 
The deareft Ring in Venice will I give you, And faw the Lion's fhadow e’re himfelf, 
ì And find it out by Proclamation ; And ran difmayed away. 
| Only for this I pray you pardon me, Lor. 1n fuch a night 
Por. 1 fee fir, you are liberal in offers 5 Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
You taught me firk to beg, andnow methinks Upon the wild Sea-banks, and waft her Love 
You teach me how a beggar fhovld beanfwer’d, To come again to Carthage. 
Baf. Gond fir, this Ring was given me by my wife ; Fef. Intucha night 
And when fhe put it on, fhe mace me vow Medea gathered the inchanted herbs 
Thar I fhould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it. That did renew old Efon. 
Por, That fcufe ferves many men to fave their gifts ; Lor. Infuch a night 
Andif your wife’be not a mad woman, Did Fefica teal from the wealthy Few, 
And know how well { have deferv’d this Ring, And with an unthrift Love did run from Trapt 
She wou'd not hold out enemy for ever As far as Belmone, 
For giving it tome : Well, peace be with you. ‘Jef. In fucha night 
Exeunt. | Did young Lorenzo {wear he lov’d her well, 
Ant My Lord Baffanso, let him have the Ring. Stealing ker foul with many vows of Faith, 
Let his defervings, and my love withal, And ne’re a true one. 
Be valued againft your wives commandment. Lor. Infach amight 
Baf. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, Did pretty Feffica (like a little fhrow ) 
Give him the Ring, and bring himif thou cant Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 
Unto Anthonio’s houle: away, make hate. Exi Grati Fef. | would out-night you did no body come: 
Come, you and! will thither prefently, But hark, I hear the footing of aman. 
And inthe morning early will we both 
Fiy toward Belmont, come eAnthorio. ; Enter Meflenger, 
Exeunt. 
Lor, Who comes fo faft in filence of the night? 
Enter Portia and Nerriffa. Mef. A Friend. 
Lor. A Friend! what Friend? yourname I pray you 
. Per, Enquire the Few’s hoole out, give him this deed, Friend? 
And let him fign it, wel away to oighr, Mef. Stephano is my name, and I bring word 
And be a day before our Husbands home : My Miftris will before thebreak of day 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. Be here at Belmone : the doth ftray about 
By holy croffes, where fhe kneels and prays 
Enter Gratiano. For happy wedlock kours. 
Lor, Who comes with her ? 
Gra, Fair fir, you are well. o’retane: Jef. None but a holy Hermit and her maid. 
My Lord Baffanieupon more advice, - I pray you is my Mafter yet return'd ? 
Hath fent you here this Ring, and doth intreat Ler, He is not, nor we have noc heard from him; 
Your company at dinner. But go wein I pray thee Jéfice, 
Por That cannot be: And ceremonioufly let us prepare 
His Ring J do accept mof thankfully, Some welcome for the Miftris of the heufe, 
And fo l pray you tellhim: Furthermore, 
I pray you fhew my youth old Shylock’s houfe. Exter Clowns. 
Gra. That will I do. 
Ner. Sir, Lwould {peak with you: Clow. Sola, fola; wo ha, ho, fola, fola. 
[le fee if I can ger my husband’s Ring Lor. Who calls ? 
Which I did make him {wear to keep for ever. Clow. Sola, did you fee M. Lerenxo, and Mrs. Lorenz, 
Por, Thou maift | warrant. We fhallhave old {wearing, fola, fola. 
That they did give the Ringsaway to men; Lor, Leave hollowing, man : here. 
But we’l out-face them, and out-fwear them too: Clow. Sola, where ? where ? 
Away, make hafte, thou know’it where I will carry. Lor. Here. 
Ner. Come good fir, will you thew meto this houfe ? Clow. Tell him, there’s a Poft come frommy Matter, with 


his horn fullof good news; my Mafter will be here e're 
morning, {weet love. 
Lor. Let’s in, and there expeét their coming. 
And yet no matter: why thould we go in? 
My Friend Seepbano, fignifie, pray you, 
; Within the houfe, your Miftris is at hand, 
And bring your Mulick forth into the air. 


Exeunt. 
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How {weet the Moon-light fleeps upon rhis bank 5 
Flere will we fit, and let the founds of Mufick 
Creep in our cars 5 foft ftilnefs, and the nigitt 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony - 
Sit Feffica, look how the floor of heaven 
| Ts thic inlayed with patterns of bright gold 3 
There’s not the fmalteft Orb which thou behold’ft, 
But in his motion like an Angel fings, 
Still quiring co the young ey’d Cherubims } 
Such harmony isin immortal! fouls 5 
But whilft this muddy vefture of decay 
Doth grofly clofe in it, we cannot hear it; 
Come hoe, and wake Diana with a hymn, 
With fweetelt turches pierce your Miftris ear, 
And draw her home with Mofick. 

Fef. Lam never merry when I hear fweet Mufick. 


Play Mufick, 


Lor. The Reafon is, your fpirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood , 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet found, 
‘Or any air of Mufick touch their cars, 
You thall perceive chem make a mutual ftand ; 
Their favage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze 
By the {weet power of mufick : therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Orphens drew teats, ftones, and floods, 
Since naught fo fteckifh, hard, and full of rage, 
But mufick for the rime doth change his Nature : 
The man that hath no muftck in himielf, 
Nor is not moved with concord of fweet founds, 
Is fit fortreafons, ftratagems, and {poils; 
The motions of his {pirit are dull as night, 
And his affetions dark as Erebus : 
Let no fuchman be trufted : marx the Mofick. 


Enter Portia and Nertiffe. 


Por. That light we fee is burning in my hall: 

How far that little candle throws his beams, 

So fhines a good deed in a naughty world. 
Ner. When the Moonfhone, we did not fee the candle. 
Por. So doth the greater plory dim thelefs ; 

A fubfticute fhines brightly asa King 

Until a King be by, and then his Rate 

Empties it telf, 2s doth an inland brook 

Intothe main of waters: Mufick, hark. 
Ner, Iris your mufick, Madam, of the houfe. 
Por. Nothing is good I {ee without refpea: 

Methinks it founds much f{weeter than by day- 
er. Silence beftows that vertue On it, Madam 
Por. The Crow coth fing as fweetlyas the Lark 

Whenneither is attended-: and 1 think 

The Nightingale, if the fhould fing by day, 

When every Goofe is cackling, would be thought 

No better a Mufician than the Wren. 

How many things by feafon feafon’d are 

To their right praife and true perfeétion ? 

Peace, how the Moon fleeps with Exdimion, 

And would not be awak’d ! 


Mufick, 


Mufick ceafes. 


Lor. That is the voice, 
Or lt am much deceiv’d, of Portia, 

Por, He knows meas the blind man knows the Cuckow, 
by the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear Lady, welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for our husbands welfare, 
Which {peed, we hope, the better for ovr words - 
Are they return’d ¢ 


Tbe Merchant of Venice. 


Lor, Madam, they are not yer 5 
But there is come a meffenger before; 
Fo fignifetheir coming. 
Por. Goin Nesriffa, 
Give order to my fervants, that they take 
No nore at all of our being abfenr hence, 


| Nor you Lorenzo, Fefficanor you. 


A Tucket founds. 


Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his Trumpet : 
Weare no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not, 

Por, This night methinks is but the day-light-fick, 
It looks alittle paler, *risa day, 
Such as the day is when the Sun is hid. 


Enter Baffanio, Anthonio. Gratiano, and their 
Followers, 


Baf: We fhould hold day with the Antipcd s, 
If you would walk inabfence of the Sun. 

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light ; 
For alight Wife doth mske a heavy husband, i 
And never be Baffanio fofrom me 5 
But God fort all: you are welcome home, my Lord. 

Baf. I thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend ; 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, 

To whom lam io infinitely bound. 

Por. You fhould in all fenfe be mush bound to hin: 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. i 

Ant. No more than Iam well acquitted of, 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe 5 
ft muft appear in other ways ihan words, 

Therefore Í {cant this breathing courtefie. 

Gra. By yonder Moon I {wear youdeme wrong ; 

Én Faith I gave itto the Judge's Clerk; 
Would he were gelt that hadit for my parr, 
Since you do take it, Love, fo much at heart. 

Por. A quarrel, hoe, already 5 what’s the matter? 

Gra. Abouta Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That fhe did give me, whofe Poefie was 
For all the world like Curlers Poetry 
Upon a Knife 5 Love me, and leave me nor, 

Ner. What talk you of the Poche or the value? 

You fivore to me when F did give it you, 

That you would wear it till the hour of death, 

And that it fhould lie with you in your grave, 

Tho not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 

You fhould have been refpeétive, and have kept it. 
Gaveita Judg’s Clerk ! but well I know 

The Clerk will ne’re wear hair on’s Face that hadit. 

Gra, He will, and if he live tobe a man, 

Ner. If, if a woman live to be a man, 

Gra. Now by this band! gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, alittle ferubbed boy, 

No higher than thy felf, the Judg’s Clerk, 
A prating boy that bege’d it asa Fee; 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I muft be plain with 
To part fo fligħtly with your Wives firft gift, 
A thing ftuck on with Oaths upon yonr finger, ` 
And fo riveted with Faith unto your flefh , 
| gave my Lovea Ring, and made him (wear 
Never to part with it, and here he Rands > 
I dare be fworn to him, be would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his finger for the wealth 
That the world mafters. Now in Faith, Gratieno, 
You give your Wife toounkind a caofe of grief: 
And ‘twere to me | fhould be mad at it. 

Baf. Why 1! were beft to cut my left hand off, 
And fwear I loft the Ring defending it. 

“Gra. My Lord Baffanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judg that bege’d it, and indeed 
Deferv’d it too: and then the boy, his Clerk, 


you; 


That 
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That took tome painsin writing, he begg’d mine, 
And neither Man nor Mafter would take ought 
But the two Rings. É 
Por, What Ring gave you, my Lord ? 
Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me. 
Bef. 1f \could add a Lie unto a Fault, 
| would deny ic; but you fee ray finger 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. 
Por. And even lo void is your falfe heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne’re come in your bed 
Until I fee the Ring. a e 
| Ner. Nor I in yours, till I again fee mine, 
Baf. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I gave the Rings 
[f you did know for whom I gave the Ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly i lefe the Ring, i 
When nought would de accepted bur the Ring, 
You would abate the ftrength of your difpleafure. 
Por. If you had known the vertue of the Ring, 
Or half her worthinefs that gave che Ring, 
Or your owo honour to contain theRing, 
You would not then have parted with the Ring. 
| What man is there fo much unreafonable, 
[ff you had pleas’d co have defended it 
With any terms of Zeal, wanted the modefty 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony ? 
Nerriffa teaches me what to believe, 
LIe dic for’r, bur fome Woman had the Ring. 
Baf. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul, 
No woman had it, but a civil Doctor, 
Which did relule three thoufand Ducats of me, 
And bege’d the Ring; the which I did deny him, 
And fuffer'd him to godifpleas’d away : 
Even he that had held up the very life 
Of my dear Friend. What fhould I fay, fweet Lady ? 
I was infore’d to fend it after him 5 
HI was befec with fhame and courtefie; 
My honour would noclet ingratitude 
So much be-fmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by thcfe bleffed candles of the nighr, 
Had you been there, [think you would bave bege’d 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doétor. 
Por, Let oot that Dodtor ¢’re come near my houfe, 
Since he hath gotthe Jewel that I loved, 
And that which you did fwear to keep for me: 
I willbecome as liberal as you, 
I'le not deny him any thing! have, 
i No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed : 
Know him I fhall, I am well fure of it. 
Lie nor a night from home : Watch me like Argos : 
If youdo not, if Ibe lefr alone, 
Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 
Vle have the Doétor for my bedfellow. 
Ner. And Uhis Clerk: therefore be well advis’d 
How you do leave me to mine own protection, 
Gra. Well, do you fo: let not me take him then ; 
For if I do, Ple mar the young Clerk’s pen. 
Ant. Tamth’ unhappy fubjeét of thefe quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieve not you, 
You are welcome notwithftanding. 
Bef. Po. tia, forgive me this entorced wrong, 
And in the hearing of thefe many Friends, 
I fwear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
| Wherein I fee my felf 
Por. Mark you but that : 
In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf: 
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In eacheye one, {wear by your double felf, 
And there’s an Oath of credit. 
Baf. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this Fault, and by my foul I fwear 
I never more will break an Oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my body for thy wealth, 
Which bur for him that had your husband’s Ring 
Had quite mifcarried. [ dare be bound again, 

My foul upon the Forfeit, that your Lord 
Will never more break Faith advifedly. 

Por. Then you fhall be his furety ‘give him this, 
And bid him keep it better chan the other. 

Ant. Here Lord Baffanio, {wear to keep this Ring, 

Bay. By heaven it isthe fame I gave the Doétor. 

Por, {had itof him: pardon Baffanio ; 

For by this Raog the Door Jay with me. _ 

Wer. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 

For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Doétor’s Clerk, 
In lieu of this, lat night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this islike the mending of high ways 
In Summer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What, are we Cuckolds ¢’re we have deferv’d it ? 

Por. Speak not fo grofly ; youare all amaz’d ; 
Here isa Letter, read it at your Icifure ; 

It comes from Padua from Bellario: 

There you fhall find that Portia was the Do&tor, 
Nerriffa thereher Clerk. Lorenzo here 

Shall witnels I fet forth as foon as yov, 

And but even now return’d : [ have not yet 
Entred my houle. Anthonse, you are welcome, 
Ard I have becter news in ftore for you 

Than you expeét 5 unfeal this Letter foon, 
There you fhall find three of your “rgofies 
Arerichly come to harbour fuddenly. 

You fhall not know by what ftrange accident 

I chanced on this Letter. 

Ant. lam dumb. : 

Baf. Were you the Doétor, and I knew you not ? 

Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold f 

Ner. I, bur the Clerk that never meansto doit, 
Unlefs he live until he be a man. 

Baf. (Sweet Doctor) you thall be wy bedfellow, 
When I am ablent, then lie with my Wife. 

_ Ant. (Sweet Lady) you have given melifeand living 5 
For here | read for certain, that my fhips 
Are fafely come to Rhodes. 

Por. How now, Lorenzo? 

My Clerk hath fome good comforts too for you. 

Ner. 1, and le give them him without a Fee. 
There do J give to you and feffica, 

From the rich Few, a {pecial deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dies poffefs'd of. 

Lor, Fair Ladies, youdrop Manna in the way 
Of ftarved people. 

Por, Iris almoft morning, 

And yet [am fure youare not fatished 

Of thefe events at full. Let us goin, 

And charge us there upon interrogatories, 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo: che firft interrogatory 
That my Nerriffa hall be {worn on, is, 

Whether till the next night the had rather flay, 
Or goto bed, now being two hours to day. 
But were the day come, | fhould wifh it dark, 
Till I were couching with the Do@or’s Clerk, 
Well, while I live, ile fear no other thing 


Sofore, as keeping fafe Nerriffa's Ring. Exeunt. 


As 
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As you like it. 





Attus Primus. 





Enter Orlando azd Adam. 
Orlando. 
S Iremember Adam, it was upon this 


V Q ar’, IA NIR » . 

Sey sd fafhion bequeathed me by will, but a 
ADONE poor thoufand Crowns, and as thou 
Cs Vee faift, charged my brother on his blef- 


7 7 fing to aa a well 5 and Oe be- 
S57 AVES NED gins my fadnels: My brother Jaqaes 
FQ) CAVE € he neers at fchool, ic report {peaks 
BOOMING goldenty of his profit : for my part 
he keeps me ruftically at home, or (to 
fpeak more properly ) ftays me hcre at home unkept: for 
cali yov that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that 
differs not from the ftalling of an Oxe? his horfes are 
bred better, for befides that they are fair with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage, and to that end Riders dear- 
ly hir’d: but i( hisbrother ) gain nothing under him 
butgrowth, for the which his Animals on his dunghills 
are as much bound to him as 1: befides this nothing that 
he fo plentifully gives me, the fomething that nature gave 
me, his countenance feems to take from me: he lets me 
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and 
as muchas in him lies, mines my gentility.with my edu- 
cation. Thisisit Adam that grieves me, and the fpirit 
of my Father, which I think is within me, begins to mu- 
tiny againft this fervitude. 1 will no fonger endure it, 

tho yet I know no wife remedy how to avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 
Adam, Yonder comesmy Mafter, your brother. 
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throat, till this other had puil’dout thy tongue for fay- 
ing fo; thou haft rail’d on thy felf, 

cAdam. Sweet Matter be patient, for your Fathers re- 
membrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Let me go I fay- 

Orla, 1 wiil not till I pleafe: you fhall hear me s my fa- 
ther charp’d you in hiswillto give me good education: 
you have train’d me up like a peafant, obfcuring and hi- 
ding from me all gentleman-like qualities 5 the fpirit of my 
father grows ftrong in me, and! will no longer endure 
it: therefore allow me fuch exercifes as may become a 
gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left me 
by reftament , with that J will go buy my foriunes, 

Oli, And what wilt thou do? beg when tharisfpent ? 
Well Sir, get you in. Iwill not long be troubled with 
you: you fhall have fome part of your will, | pray you 
leave me. 

Orla. { willno further offend you, than becomes me for 
my good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Isold dog my reward ? moft true I have lof 
my teeth in your fervice: God be with my old mafter, he 
would not have fpoke fuch a word. Exit Orl. Ad, 

Oli. Is it even fo, begin you to grow upon me? | will 
phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand crowns 
neither ; holla Dennis. 

Enter Dennis. 
Den, Calls your worhhip. 
Oli. Wasnot Charles the Duke’s Wraftler here to fpeak 


Orlan. Go apart Adam, and thou fhalt hear how he i with me? 


will fhake me up. 

Oli. Now Sir, what make you here? 

Orla. Nothing : 1 am not taught to make any thing. 

Ol:, What mar you then Sir ? 

Orla. Marry Sir, 1] amhelping you to mar that which 
~ made, a poor unworthy brother of yours with idle- 
nefs. 

Oli. Marry Sir, bé better employed, and be naught a 
while, 

Orla. Shall I keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them? 
what prodigal portion have Lipent, that I fhould come to 
fuch penury ? 

Oli. Know you where you are fir? 

Orla. O fir, very well: here in your Orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom Sir ? 

O-la. 1, better than him I am before, knows me: i 
know you aremy eldeft brother, and in the gentle con- 
dition of Blood you fhould fo know me: the courtefy of 
Nations allows you my better, in that you are the firft 
born; hut the fame tradition takes not away my Blood, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt us; I have as much 
of my Father inme, as you: albeit I confefs your com- 
ing before me is nearer to his reverence. 

Oli. What Boy. ( this. 

Orla, Come, come elder brother, you are too young in 

Oli. Wilt chou lav hands on me villain? 

Orla. 1 am no villain: | am the youngeft Son of Sir 
Rowland de Boyes : he was my Father, and he is thrice a 
villian that fays fuch a Father begot villains: wert thou 
not my brother, | would not take this hand from thy 





Den. So pleafe you, he is here at she door, and impor- 
tunes accefs to you. 

Olz, Call him in: "twill bea good way: and to mor- 
row the wraftling is. 

Enter Charles. 

Char. Good morrow to your worfhip. 

Oz. Good Mounficur (harles; whars the new news 
at the new Court ? 

Char. There’sno news at the Court Sir, but the old 
news: that is, the old Duke is banifhed by his younger 
brother the new Duke, and three or four [oving Lords 
have put themfelvesinto a voluntary exile with him, whofe 
Lands and vevenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he 
gives them good leave to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell if Rofatind the Dukes daughter be ba- 
nifhed with her Father ? 

Cha. Ono; for the Dukes Daughter her Coufin fo loves 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that the 
would have followed their exile, or have died to ftay behind 
her ; fheis at the Courr,and no Sefs beloved of her Uakle, 
than his ownDaughter,and never two ladies loved as they do. 

Olt, Where will the old Duke live ? 

Cha. They fay he is atready inthe Forreft of Arden, 
and a Many merry men with him ; and there they live 
like the old Robin Hood of England, they fay many young 
Gentlemen flock to him ever y day, and fleet the time care- 
lefly as they did in the golden wortd. 

Ols: What,you wraftle to morrow before the new Duke? 

Charl. Marry do I fir ; and 1 come to acquaint you 
with amatter; J am given, fir, fecretly ro underftand that 

your 





te 


As you like it. 


unger brother Orlando hath a dilpofition to come 
Pigura apainft me to try a fall: to morrow, the I 
wraftie for my credir, and he that efcapes me se out 
(ome broken limb, Mhall acquit him well; your Brot “ 
but young and tender, and for your love 1 would be loat , 
to foile him, as f muft for mine own honour if he comein ; 
therefore out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint 
you withal, that either you might ftay him from his in- 
tendment, or brook fúch difgrace well as he fhall run into, 


in that ic is a thmg of his own fearch, and altogether a~- 


int my wil, , 
En Gip daks L thank thee for thy love to me, which 
chou fhalt find 1 will mo% kindly requite: I had my felf 
noticeof my Brorhers purpofe herein, and have by under- 


Ihand means laboured to diffwade them from it; but he is 
'refolute. 


I tell thee Charles, It is the ftubborneft young 
fellow of France, fullof Ambition, an envious Emulator of. 


fevery mans good parts, a fecret and villanous Contriver. 
againft me his natural Brother; therefore ufe thy Difcre- 


tion, | had as lief thou didft break his neck as his finger. 


j And thou wert beft look to’t; for if thou doft him any 
| fight difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himfelf on 


thee, be will pra&tice againft thee by poyfon, to entrap 


thee by fome treacherous device, and never leave thee till 


i he hath tane thy life by fome indirett means or other: for 


[affure thee (and almoft with tears I fpeak it) there is not 
k fo young, and fo villanons this day living. I {peak but 


I brotherly of him; but fhould 1 enatomize him to thee , 


keep your Worfhip. 


as he is, I muft blufh and weep, and thou muft look pale 
d wonder.. l 
Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: if he 
come to morrow, lle give himhis payment; ifever he go 
alone again, Wle never wraftle for prize more, and fo God 


a jer. 
Oli. Farewel good Charles, . Now will I ftir this Game- 
fter: ‘I hope { fhallfee an end of iim, for my foul (yer I 


i knownot why) hates nothing mofethan hes yet he’s gen- 


tle, never fchool’d, and yet learned, full of noble device, 


tof all forts enchantingly beloved, and indeed fo much in 


the heart of the World, and efpecially of my own people, 


who beft know him, that I am altogether mifprifed; bur 


jit (hali nort be fo long, this‘Wraftler thall clear all: 


no:hing remains, but that I kindle the_boy thither, which 


j aow Ple go about, ; 


Exit 








Scena Secunda. 


Enter Rofalind avd Celia, 


Cal, J ptay thee Kofalind, fweet my Coz, be merry. 


Kof. Dear Celia; 1 fhow more mirth than I am Mi-. 


firefs of, and would you yet were merrier: unlefs you 
could teach me to forget a banifhed Father, you mutt not 
learn me how to remember my extraordinary pica- 
fure, 

Cel, Herein 1 fee thou lov’ft me not with the fall weight 
that 1 love thee; if my Uncle thy banifhed Father had 
banifhed thy Uncle the Duke my Father, fo thou hadft 
been ftill with me, IF could have taught my love to 


| take thy Father for mines fo wouldft thou, if the truthof 


thy love to me were fo righteoufly temper’d, as mine is to 
thee. 

Rof. Well, 1 will-forget the condition of my eftate, to 
rejoyce in yours. 

Ceh Youknow my Father hath no Child but !, nor none 
is like to have, and truly when he dies, thou fhalt be his 
heir? for what he hath taken away from thy Father per- 

force, 1 will render thee again in Affection; by mine ho- 
į nour I will, and wheo I break that Oath, let me turn mon- 


_whetftone of the wits, 


e 
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fter; therefore my fweet Rofe, my dear Rofe be merry. 
of. From henceforth | will, Coz, and devife {ports: ler 
me fee, what think you of falling in love ? 

Cel. Marry J prethee do, ro make fport withal ; but 
loveno man in good earneft, nor no further in {port neither, 
than with fafety ofa pore bluth, thou maift in honour come 
off again. 

Rof. What (hall be our fport then? 

Cel, Let us fic and mock the good houfewife Fortune 
= wheel, chat her gifts may henceforth be beRtowed 
equally. 

Rof. 1 would we could do fo; for hér benefits are migh- 
tily mifplaced, and the bountiful bligd Woman doth moft 
miftake in her gifts to Women. 

Cel. ’Tis true, for thofe that the makes fair, fhe fearc© 
makes honeft ; and rhofe that fhe mékes honeft, (he makes, 
yery ill-favouredly. 

Rof. Nay now thou goeft from Fortunes Office to Na- 


tures: Fortune reigns in gifts of the World, not in she 
lineaments of Nature. 


Enter Clown, 


f- 

Cel. No; when Nature hath made 
fhe not by Fortune fall into the fire? Tho Nature hath gi- 
ven us wit to fiout at Fortune, hath not Fortune fent in 
this fool to cut off this argument ? 

Rof. Indeed Fortune isthere too hard for Nature, when 
Fortune makes Natures natural, the cutter off of Natures 
wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes work neither, 
but Natures, who perceiving our natural wits too dull 
to realon of fuch goddefiės, hath fent rhis Natural for 
our whet{tone: for alwaysthe dulnefs of the fool, is the 


How now Wir, whether wander 


a fair creature, may 


you? 

Clow. Miftref, you muft come away to your father. 

Cel. Were you made the Meffenger ? 

Clow. No by mine honour, but I was bid to come for you. 

Rof. Where learned you that Oath fool? 

(lo. Of a certain Knight, that fwore by his Honour 
they were good Pancakes, and fwore by his Honour the 
Muftard was naught: Now I'le Rand to it, the Pancakes 
were naught, and the Muftard was goad, and yet wasnot 
the Knight forfworn, 

Cel, How prove you that in 
knowledg ? 

Rof. Tmarry, now unmuzzle your wifdom. 

Clo, Stand you both forth now: ftroke your chins; «nd 
{wear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards (if we had chem ) thou art. 

Clo. By my knavery (if l had it) then I were; butifyou 
lwear by that that is nor, you are not forfworn ; No more 
was this Knight fwearing by his Honour, for he never had 
any ; orif he had, he had fworn it away, before ever he 
faw thole Pancakes, or that Muftard. 

Cel, Prethee, who is that thou means’t ? 

Clo. One that old Fredrick your Father ioves. 

Rof. My Fathers love is cnough co honoor him enough ; 


fpeak no more of him, youl be whipt for taxation, one 
of thefe days. 


Clo. The more pity that fools 
what wife men do foolifhty. 

Cel. By my troth thou faieft true- For, fince the lictle 
wit that fools have was filenced, rhe litele foolery that 


the preat heap of your 


may not {peak wifey, 


wife men have makes a great fhew; Here comes MounGeur 


Le Bex. 


Enter Le Bev. 


Ref: With his mouth-full of news. 


Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their 
young. 


Rof. Then fhall we be mews-cram’d. 
Cei. 
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Cel. All the better ; we fhall be rhe more marketable. 
Boon-jour Mounfieur le Bex, what news? 

Le Ben. Fair Princefs, 
You have lok much fporr. 

Cel, Sport; of what colour ? 

Le Bex. What colour Madam? How fhall 1 anfwer 

our 

r Rof. As wit and fortune will. 

(lo. Or as the deftinies decrees. 

Cel. Well faid, that was laid on with a Trowel. 

(io. Nay, if ] keep not my rank. 

Rof. Thou lofeft thy old fmell. 

Le ben. You amafe me Ladies: | would have told you 
of good wraftling, which you have loft the fight of. 

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wraftling. 

Le Ben. \ will tell you the beginning 5 and if it pleafe 
your Ladifhips, you may fee theend, for the beft isyet to 
do, and here where you are, they are coming to perform 


it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that -is dead and buried. 

Le Beu. There comes an old Man, and his three Sons, 

Cel. 1 could match this beginning with an old rale. 

Le Beu, Three proper young men, of excellent growth 
and prefence. 

Rof. With bills on their necks: Be it known unto all 
men by thefe prefents. 

Le Ben. The eldeft of the three, wraftled with Charles 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, rhat there is little hope 
of life in him: So he ferv’d the fecond, and fo the third : 
yonder they lie, the poor old man their Father, making 
fuch pitiful dole over them, that all che beholders take 
his part with weeping. 

Rof. Alas. 

Clo, But what isthe fport Mounfieur, that the Ladies 
have loft ? | 

Le Bea. Why this is that I fpeak of. 

Clo, Thus menmay grow wifer every day. It is the firft 
time that ever 1 heard of breaking of Ribs was {port for 
Ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promife thee. 

Rof. But is there any elfe longs to fee this broken Mufick 
in his fides ? Is there yer another doats upon Rib-breaking ? 
Shall we fee this wraftling Cofin? 

Le Beu. You mutt if you ftay here, for here is the 
place appointed for wraftling, and they are ready to per- 
form it. 

Cel. Yonder fure they are coming. Let us now fay 
and fee it. 


Flourifh. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, Charles 
and Attendants. 


Duk, Come on, fince the youth will not be entreated, 
| His own peril on his forwardnefs. 

Rof. 1s yonder the man? 

Le. Even he, Madam. 

Cel. Alas, heis too young: yet he looks fuccefsfully 

Dak. How now daughter and Cofin : ` 
Are you crept hither to fee the wraftling ? 

Rof. 1 my Liege, fo pleafe you give us leave. 

Du. You will take little delight in it, L can tell yov, 
there is fuch odds in the man : in pity of the challengers 
youth, I would fain diffwade him, but he will not be 
entceated. Speek to him Ladies, fee if you can move 
him. 

Cel. Call him hither good Mounfieur L. Bex. 

Duke. Do fo ; l'le not be by 

Le Ben, Mounficur the Challenger, the princefs calls for 


ou. 

Orla. 1 attend them with all refpe& and duty. 

"Rof. Young man, have you challeng’d Charles the 
| Wraftler ? 





As you like it. 


come bur as orhersdo, to try with fim the ftrength of 
my youth. 

Cel. Young Genileman. your {pirits are too bold for 
your years: you have feen cruel proof of this mans 
ftrenpth, if you faw your {elf wich your eyes, or knew 
your felf with your judgment, the fear of your adven- 
ture would counfe! you to a more equal enterprife. We 
Pray you for your own fake to embrace your own fafery, 
and give over this attempt. 

Rof. Do young fir, your reputation fhall not therefore 
be mifprifed ; we will make it our fuit to the Duke, that 
the wraftling might not go forward. 

Orl. Ibefeech you, punnifh me not with your hard 
thoughts , wherein I confefs me much guilty to deny fo 
fair and excellent Ladics any thing. But fet your fair 
eyes, and gentle wifhes go with me tomy trial, where- 
inif I be foil’d, there is bur one fham’d that was never 
gracious : if kil’d, but one dead that is willing ro be fo: | 
fhalldo my friendsno wrong, forl have none co lament 
me; the world noinjury, for init 1 have nothing: only 
in the world I fill up a place, which may be better tupplied, 
when I have made it empty. 

Rof. The little ftrengeh thar Ihave, | would it were 
with you. 

Cel. And mine to eek-out hers. 

Rof. Fare you well : pray heaven | be deceiv’d in you. 

Cel. Your hearts defires be with you. 

Char. Come, where is this young gallant , that is fo 
defirous to lye with his mother earth ? 

Orlo. Ready fir, but his will hath in it a more modeft 
working. 

Duk. You thall try but one fall. 

Char. No, | warrant your Grace you fhall not entreat 
p to a fecond, that have fo mightily perf{waded him from 
a firk. 

Orla. You mean to mock me after: you fhould not 
have mockt before - but come your ways. 

Rof. Now Hercules be thy {peed young man, 

Cel. 1 would I were invifible, tocatch the ftrong fellow 
by the leg. They Wraftle. 

Rof. Ohexcellent young-man. 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, Ican tell who 
fhould down. | Shose. 

-Duk. Nomo re, no more. i 

ae Yes I befeech your grace, I am not yet well brea- 
thed. 

Duk. How do’h chou Charles ? 

Le Beu, He cannot Ipeak my Lord. 

Duk. Bear him away : 

What is thy name young man ? 

Or. Orlando my Liege, the youngeft fon of Sir Row- 
land de Boyes. 

Duk, i would thou had’ft been fon to fome man elfe, 
The world efteem'd thy father honourable, 

But I did find him ftill mine enemy : 
Thou fhould’ft have berrer pleas’d me with this deed, 
Had’ft chou defcended froman:rher houfe ; 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 
| would thou hadft told me of another Father. 
Exit Duk. 
Cel. Were Imy Father ( Coze ) would I do this ? 
Orl. 1am more proud to be Sir Rowlonds fon, 
His youngeft fon, and would nor change that calling 
To be adopted heir to Fredrick. 
Rof. My Father lov’d Sir Rowland as his foul. 
And all the world was of my Fathers mind, 
Had I before known this young man his fon, 
| fhould have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he fhould thus have ventur 7d. 
Cel. Gentle Cofin, 
Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 
My Fathers rough and envious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart; Sir, you have well defery’d, 


Orl. No fair princefs : he is the general challenger, ]| If you do keep your promifes in love, 


But 
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Bur jufly as you have exceeded allin promife, 
Your Miftris fhatl be happy. 
Rof. Gentlemany -r 
Wear this for me: one outof fuits with fortune, 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means, 
Shall we go Goz: ? 
Cel, I: fare you well fair Gentleman. 
Orla, CanI not fay, Ithank you ? My better parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here Rands up 
Is but aquintine, a more livelefs block. N 
Rof. He calls us back : my pride fell with my fortunes. 
("le ask him what he would: Did you call Sir ? 
/Sir, you have wraftled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies, 
Cel. Will you go Coze? : k 
Rof. Have with you : fare you well, Exit 
Or, What paffion hangs thefe weights upon my tongue < 
I cannot {peak to her, yet fhe urg'd conference. 


Enter Le Beu. 


O poor Orlando | thou art overthrown 
| Or Charles, or fomething weaker mafters thee. 
Le Ben. Good Sir, ldo infriendfhip counfel you 
Í To leave this place: Albeit you have deferv’d 
High commendation, true applaufe, and love ; 
Yet fuchis now the Dukes condition, 
That hemifconfters all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More {uits you to conceive, than I ro {peak of. 
Orl. I thank you Sir 3 and pray you tell me this, 
| Which of the two was Daughter to the Duke; 
That here was at the Wraftling ? 
Le Bex, Neither his Daughter, if we judg by manners, 

Boe yet indeed the raller is his Daughter, 
| The other is Datighter rothe banifh’d Duke; 
| And here detain’d by her ufurping Uncle 
To keep his Daughter company, whofe loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of Sifters : 
Buti can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tane difpleafure gaint his gentlé Neice, 
| Grounded upon no other argument, 
But thatthe people praile her for her vertues, 
| And pity her for her good Fathers fake ; 

And on my lile his malice *gainft the Lady 
| Will fuddenly break forth: Sir, fare you well, 

Hereafter in abetrer world. than this, 
| [fhall defire more love and knowledg of you. 

Ori, 1 ret much bounden to you: fare you well ! 
Thus muft I from the faske into the fmother. 
From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant Brother, 

| But heavenly R ofaline. 
l Exit. 
\ 








Scena Tertia. 


Enter Celia, and Rofaline, 


Cel, Why Cofin., why Rofeline, Cupid have mercy, 
| Not a word? 
Rof. Not one to throw at a dog. 


Cel, No, my words are too precious to be caft away 


upon curs, throw fome of them at mes come, lame me 
with reafons, 
| _ Rof. Then there were two Cofinslaid up, when the onë 
fhould be lam’d with reafons, and the other mad without 
j any. 
Cel, Butis all this for your Father ? 
3 Rof. No, fome of it ıs for my Childs Father: Oh how 
4 full of briers is this working day-world. 
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Cel, They are but Burs, Colin, thrown upon thee io 
holiday foolery; if we walk notin the trodden paths, our 
very petticoats will catch chem. 

Roof. I could thake them off my coat, thefe Burs are in 
my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Rof. | would tryif I couldery hem, and have. him. 

Cel, Come, come, wraltle with thy affcétions. 
> n O they take the partofa becter wraftler than my 
elf. 


Cel, O, a good wifh upon you 3 you will try in time in 
defpight of a fall; but turning thefe j:fts out of fervice, let 
us talk in good earneft; Is it poffible on fuch a fedden 


| you fhould fall into fo Rtrange a liking with old Sir Rowlaads 


youngeft fon ? 

Rof. The Duke my Father lov’d his Father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore enfue that you fhould love his 
Son dearly? By this kind of chafe, I fhould hate him, 
for my Father hated his Father dearly; yet 1 hate not 
Orlando. 

Rof. No faith, hate him not for my fke. 

Cel, Why fhould I not ? doth not he deferve well ? 


Enter Duke with Lords, 


Rof. Let me love him for that, end do you love him, 
Becaufe I do, Look, here comes the Duke. 
Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 
Dek. Miftris, difpatch you with your fafeft haf, 
And get you from our Gourt. 
Rof. Me Uncle! 
Duk. You Cofin, 
Within thefe ten days if that thon beeft found 
So near our publick Court as twenty miles, 
Thou dieft for ir, 
Rof. Ido befeech your Grace 
Let me the knowledg of my fault bear with me : 
If with my felf F hold intellig-nce , 
Or have acquaintance with mine own defires, 
If that 1 donot dream, or benot frantick, 
(As IdotruftI am not) then dear Unkle, 
Never fo much as in a thought unborn, 
Did I offend your Highnefs. 
Dek. Thus do all Traitors , 
If their purgation did confit in words, 
They are as innocent as grace it felf, 
Let ir fuffice thee that I truf thee not, 
Rof: Yet your mitru cannot make me a Trayter ; 
Tell we whereon the liktihocd depends ? 
Dak, Thou are thy Fathers daughter, there’s enough. 
Rof. So was I when your Highnefs took his Dukedom, 
So was] when your Highnefs banifh’d him ; 
Treafon is not inherited my Lord, 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
What's that to me, my Father was:no Traytor; 
Then good my Leige, miftake me not fo much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 
Cel Lear Soveraipn hear me foeck. 
Duk. 1 Celia, we faid her for your fake, 
Elfe had fhe with her Father rano’d along. 
Cel, I did noe then intreat to have her ftay. 
It was your pleafure, and your-own remorfe, 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now l know her; if fhe be a Traytor, 
Why foam 13 we ftillhave fl:pt together, 
Rofeat an infant, learn’d, plaid, eat-together, 
And wherefocre we went, like Juno’s Swans, 
Still we went coupled and infeparable. 
Duk, She istoo fubtile for thee, and her fmocthnek 
Her very filence and her patience , 
Speak to the people, and they pity her: 
Thouarta fool, (he robs thee of thy name, 
And thou wilt fhow mare bright, and {eem more vertuous 
When fhe is gone; then opennot thy lips, 
Firm 
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Firm, and irrevocable is my domb, Here feel we not the penalty of Adam, 
Which I have paft upon her, fhe is banifh'd. . The feafons difference, as the Icie phange- 
Cel. Pronounce that fentence then on me, my Liege, | And churlifh chiding of the winters wind, 
[cannot live out of her company. Which whenit baits and blows uponmy body 
_ Duk. Youare a fool, you Neice provide your felf, Even till I thrink with cold, Ifmile,and fay 
If you out-ftany the time, upon mine honoar, This is no flattery: thefe are counfellors 
And in the greatnefs of my word youdie. That fectingly perfwade me what I am : 


Sweet are the ufes of adverfiry 
Exit. Duke &c. | Which like the toad, ugly and venemous, 





Gel. O my poor Rofaline, whither wilt thou go ? Wears yet a precious Jewel in his head 
Wilt thou change father? I will give thee mine : And this our fife exempt from publick haunt, 

I charge thee be not thou more griev’d them 1am. Finds tongues in trees, books inthe running brooks, 

Rof. 1 have more caufe. Sermons in ftones, and good in every thing. 

Cel. Thou haft uot Coufin, Amien, I would not change it, kappy is your Grace 
Prethee be cheerful; know’ft thou not the Duke That can tranflate the ftabboranef of forrune 
Hath banifh’d me his Daughter ? Into fo quiet and fo {weet a ftile. 

Rof. That he hath not. ‘Dak, Sen. Come, fhall we go and kill ué venifon ? 

Cel, No, hath not ? R ofalinelacks then the love. And yet it irks me the poor dapled fools 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one, Being native Burghesof this defert City, 

Shall we be fundred ? thal) we part fweet girl ? Should in their own confines with forked heads 
No, let my Father feek another heir : Have their round haunches goard, ) 
Therefore devife with me how we may fly, 1, Lord. Indeed my Lord 

Whither to go, and what to bear with us, The melancholy Fagues grieves at that, 

And do not feek to take your charge upon you, And in that kind {wears you domore ufurp 

To bear your griefs your elf, and leave me out: Than doth your brother that hath banifh’d you: 
For by this heaven (now as our forrows pale ; ) To day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf, 

Say what thoucanft, le go along with thee. Did Real behind him as he lay along 

Rof. Why, whither fhall we go? Under an oak, whofe antick roop peeps out 

Cel. To feek my Unkle in the Forreft of Arden. Upon the brook that brawls along this wood, 

Rof. Alas, what danger will it be to us, To the which place a poor fequeftred Stag 
( Maids as we are ) to travel forth fo far ? That from the hunters aimhad tane a hurt, 
Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than golde Did come to Languifh s and indeed my Lord 

Cel. le put my felf in poor and mean attie; ‘The wretched animal feav’d forth fuch groans 
And with a kind of umber {mutch my face, That their difcharge did ftreatch hislethera coat 
The like do ycu, fo fhal we pafs along, Almoft to burfting, and the big round tears 
And never ftir affailants. Curs'd one another down his innocent nofe 

Rof. Were it not better, In piteous chafe: and thus the hairy fool, 
Becaufe that] am more than common tall, Much marked of the melancholy Fagues, 

That I did fuit all points like a man, Stood on thextreameft verge of the twift brook, 
A gallant curtclax upon my thigh, Augmenting in the tears. 

A-bore-{pear in my hand, and in my heart Duk, Sen, But what fay Fagues? 

Lie there what hidden womans fear there will, Did he not moralize rhis {pectacle ? 

We’l have a Swafhing and a marfhal cutiide, 1, Lord. O yes, into a thoufazd fimilies. 

As many other mannifh cowards have, Firft, for bis weeping into the needlefs ftream 3 
That do outface it with their femblences. Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak’ft a teftament 

Cel. What fhall I call thee when thou art a man? As wotldlings do, giving thy fum of more 

Rof. Yle have no worfe aname then Feves own Page, {To that which hadroo much: then being alone, 
And therefore look you call me Ganimed, Left and abandoned of his velvet friend ; 

But what will you be call’d ? ‘Tis right, quoth he, thus mifery doth part 

Cel. Something that bath a reference to my ftate The Flux of compacy: anon a carelefsherd 

No longer Celia, but Aliena. Full of the pafture, jumps along by him 

Rof. But Cofin, what if we affaid to fteal And never ftays to greethim ; I quoth Fagues, 
The clownifh Fool out of your Fathers Court : Sweep on, you fat and grazy Citizens, 

Would he not be a comfort to our travel! ? ’Tis juft the fafhion, wherefore do you look 

(cl. He'll go along o’re the wide world with me, Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
Leave me alone to wooe him 3 Let’s away Thus moft inveétively he pierceth through 
And get our Jewels and our wealth together 5 The Body of the Country, City, Court, 
Devile the fitreft time , and fafeft way Yea, and this our life, {wearing that we 
To hide us from purfuit that will be made Are meer ufurpers tyrants, and whats worfe, 
After my flight: now go we in cantent To fright the Animals, andtokill them up ‘ 

To liberty snd not to banifhment. Exeunt.|\ntheic affign’d and native dweling place. 


Du. Sex. Anddid you leave him in this contemplation ? 
2, Lerd. We did my Lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the fobbing Deer. 
Du. Sez. Show me the place, 
I love to cope him in thefe fullen fits, 
For then he’s full of matter 
Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, and two er three Lorde 2. Lor. Pie bring you to him ftraight, Exeune, 
like Forrefters. 








Ailus Secundus. Scena Prina. 


Duk, Sen. Now my Coe-mates, and brother in exile - 


| Hath not old cuftome made this life more fweet . 
Than that of painted pomp? Are not thefe woods 
More free from peril than the envious Court? 


Scena, 
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Scena Secunda. 
Enter Duke with Lords. 


Dub. Can it be poffible that no man faw them? 
It cannot be, fome Villains of my Court 
Are of confence and fufferance in this. 
1. Lord, I cannot hear of any that did fee her, 
The Ladies, her attendants of her Chamber, 
Saw her abed, and in the morning early 
They found the Bed untreafur’d of their Mifttis, 
2. Lord, My Lord, the roynifh Clown, at whom fo oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mifling: 
Hifperia, the Princefs Gentlewoman , 
Confeffes that fhe fecretly ore-heard 
Your Daughter and her Cofin much commend 
| The parts and graces of the Wraftler 
That did-but latcly foil the finowy Charles , 
And fhe believes where ever they are gone 
That youth is furely in their company. 
Duk. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant.hither, 
If he be abfenr, bring his Brother to me. 
Pile make him find him; do this fuddenly y 
And let not fearch and inquifition quail 


To bring again thefe foolifh runaways. Exeunt, 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Orlando, and Adam. 


Orl. Who’s there ? 
Ad, What my young mafter, oh my gentle matter, 
Oh my {weet mafter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here? 
Why are you vertuous ? Why do people love you ¢ 
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bonny prifer of the humorous Duke ? 
Your praife is come tuo {wiftly home before you. 
Know you not Mafter, to fomekind of men, 
Their graces fetve them but as enemies, 
No more do yours 5 your vertues gentle Mafter 
Are fanétified and holy Traytors to you - 
Oh whata world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it? 
Orl. Why, whats the matter ? 
Ad. Ounhappy Youth, 
Come not within thefe doors, within this roof, 
The enemy of all your graces lives. 
Your Brother, no, no Brother, yet the Son 
(Yet notthe Son, | will not call him Son) 
Of him I was about to call his Father, 
Hath heard your praifes, and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you ufe to lic, 
And you within it; if he failof chat 
He will bave ather means to cut you off; 
l overheard him, and his Practices : 
Thisis no place, this houfe is buc a butchery, 
Abhor it, fear it, donorenter it. 
Orl VVhy, whither Adam would thou have me go? 
e4da. No matter whither, for you come not here. 
Ori. What, would’ thou have me go and beg my food, 
Or with abafe and boiftrous Sword enforce 
A thievifh living on the Common rode? 
This § muft do, or Know not what to do: 
Yet this! will noc do, do how I can; 
I rather will fubje& me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody Brother. 
Ada. Butdo not fo; | have five hundred Crowns, 


The thrifty hire I faved ander you Father , 
Which I did ftore to be my fofter Nurfe, 
When fervice fhonld in my old limbs lie lame , 
And unregarded age in corners thrown, 

Take that, and he chat doth the Ravensfeed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age 5 here is the gold, 

All this 1 give you, let me be your fervant, 
Tho I look old, yet 1am ftrong and lufty ; 
For in my Youth I never did apply 

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, 
Nor did not with unbafhful forhead woo 
The means of weaknefs and debilicy, 
Therefore my age.isas a lufty winter, 

Frofty but kindly ; let me go with you, 

le do the fervice of a younger man 

In all your bufinefs and neceffities. 

Ori. Oh good old man, how wellin thee appears 
The conftant fervice of the antick world, 
When fervice fweat for duty, not for need? 
Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times, 
Where none will fweat, but for promotion, 
And having that do choak their fervice up, 
Even with the having 3 it isnot fo with thee; 
But poor old man, thou prun’ft a rotten tree, 
That cannot fo much as a bloffom yield, 

In lieu of all shy pains and husbandry 3 

But come thy ways, we’ go along together, 

And ere we have thy youihful wages fpent, 

We’lllight upon fome fetled low content. 
eAda. Mafter go on, and I wil follow thee 

To the laft gafp with truth and loyalty. 

From feventy Years, till now almoft tourfcore 

Here liv’d I, butnow live here no more. 

At feventeen Years, many their fortunes feck, 

But at fourfcore, it is too late a week. 

Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 


Than to die well, and not my Mafters debter. Excunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Rofaline for Ganimed, Celia for Aliena, 
and Clown, alias Touchftone. 


Rof. O Jupiter, how merry are my fpirits? 

Clo. | care not for my Spirits , if my legs were not 
weary. 

Rof. 1 could find in my heare to difgrace my mans 


-| apparel, and to cry like a Woman; but I muft comfort 


the weaker veflel, as Doublet and Hofe ought to fhow it 
felf couragious co a Petticoat; therefore courage, good 
Aliena. : 

Cel, | pray you bear with me, I can go no further. 

Clo, For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear 
yous yet! fhould bear nocrofs if] did bear you, for | 
think you have no money in your purfe. 

Rof. Well, this is the Foreft of Ardea. 

Clo. 1, nowam lin Arden, themore fool 1, when! was 
at home | was ina better place ; but Travellers muft be con- 
tent. 


Enter Corin, and Silvius. 


Rof. 1, be fo good Tonchflone, look you who comts 
here, a young man and an old, in folemn talk. 

Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you fill. 

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew’ft how I do love her. 

Cor. | partly guefs; for I have low’d ere now. 

Sil, No Corin, being old, thou can’Ñ not gues, 
Tho ın thy Youth thou waft as truc a Lover , 
As ever Ggh’d upon a midnight pillow ; 
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But if thy love were ere like to mine, 

As fure I think did never man love fo; 
How many aétionsmoft ridiculous, 
Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafy ? 

Cor. Into a thoufand that I have forgotten. 

Sil. Oh thou didft then never love fo heartily 5 
If thou remembreft not the flighteft folly, 

That ever love did make thee run into, 

Thou haft uot lov’d. 

Or if thou haf not fate as Ido now, 

Weaiying thy hearer in thy Miftris praife, 

Thou haft not lov’d. 

Orif thouhaft not broke from company, 

Abruptly as my pafon now makes me, 

Thou haft not lov’d. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exeunt. 

Rof- Alas poor Shepherd! fearching of their wound, 
Thave by hard adventure found mine own. 

Clo, And I mine 3 | remember when I was in love, | 
broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid him take that for 
coming a nights to Fane Smile, and I remember the kifling 
of her batlet, and the Cows dugs that her pretty chopt 
hands had milk’d z. and I remember the wooing of a peaf- 
cod inftead of her, from whom I took two cods, and giv- 
ing her them again, faid with weeping tears, wear thefe for 
my fake ; we that are true Loversrun into ftrange capers ; 
but “4 allismortalin nature, fo isall nature in love, mortal 
in folly. 

Rof. Thou fpeak’t wifer than thou art ware of. 

Clo, Nay, I fhallne’re be ware of mine own wit, till 
}{ break my fhins againtt it. 

Rof, Fove, Fove, this Shepherds paffion 
1 {smuch upon my fafhion. 
_ Clo. And mine, but it grows fomething ftale with 
Mec. 
Cel, I pray you, one of you queftion yon’d man, 
[f he for gold will give us any food, 
I faint almoft to death. 

Clo. Holla 3 you Clown. 

Rof. Peace fool, he's not thy kinfman- 

Cor. Who calls ? 

Clo; Your betters Sir. 

Cor. Elfe are they very wretched. 

Rof. Peace I fay ; good even to you friend. 

Cor. And to you gentle Sir, and to you all, 

Rof. I prethee, Shepherd, if chat love or gold 
Can inthis Delert place buy enrertainment, 
Bring us where we may reft our felves, and feed 5 
Here’s a young Maid with travel much oppreffed, 
And faints for fuccour. 

Cor. Fair fir, I pity her, 

And with for her fakemore than for mine own, 
My fortunes were moreableto relieve her; 
But I am fhepherd roanother man, 
Anddo not fheer the Fleeces that I graze: 
My matter is of churlifh difpofition, 
And little wreaks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hofpitality. 
Befides his Coat, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on fale, and at our fheep-coat now 
By reafon of his abfence there is nothing 
That you will feed on : but what is, come fee, 
And in my voice moft welcome fhall you be. 

Rof: What is he that fhall buy his flock and pafture ? 

S That young Swain that you faw here but erc- 
while, 
That little cares for buying any thing, 

Rof. 1 pray thee, if it and withhonefly, . 
Puy thou the Cottage, and the pafture, and the flock, 
And thou fhalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages ; 
[like this place, and willingly could 
Walte my time in it. 

Cor. Affuredly the thing is tobe fold, 


Go with me, if you like upon report, 
The foil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful Feeder be, 

And buy it with your gold right fuddenly, 


Exeunt, 





Se Streets 


Scena Quinta 


Enter Amyens, Jaques, aud others, 
Song, 

Onder the greenhued tree, 
who loves to lye with me, 

Mind turn his merry Note, 
santo the fweet Bird: throae ; 

Come bither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here fhall he fee no enemy, 

But winter and rough Weather, 


Jaq. More, more, I prethee more. 

Amy. \t will:meke you melancholy Mounficur Fagues. 

Faq. | thank it; More, I prethee more, 

I can iuck melancholly out of a fong. 

As a Weazel fucks eggs 5; More, I prethee more. 
Any. My voice is ragged, 1 know I cannot pleafe you. 
Fa. Ido not defire you to pleafe me, 

Ido defire you to fing; 

Come, more, another ftanzo: Call you’em ftanzo’s? 
eAmy. What you will Mounficur Fagues. 

Faq. Nay, Icare not for their names, they own me 
nothing. Will you fing. 

eAmy. More at your requeft, than topleafe my felf. 

Faq. Well then, if ever {thank any man, Ile thank 
you ; but that they call complement is like th’encounter 
of, two dog-Apes. And when aman thanks me heartily, 
methinks I have given him apenny, and he renders me rhe 
beggerly thanks, Come fing, and you that will not, hold 
your tongues. 

Any. Well, Pleend the fong. Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will drink under this tree ; he hath been all this 
day to: look you. 

Faq. Andi have been all this day to avoid him : 

He is too difputable for my company : 
I think of as many matters as he, but I give 
Heaven thanks, and make no boaft of them. 
Come, warble, come. 
Song. 
Whe doth ambition fhun, 
and loves to lye sth Sun, 
Seeking ehe food be cats, 
And pleas’d with what be gess 5 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Here {hall ke fee, no enemy, 
Bet Winter and rough Weather. 


Altogether here. 


Faq. Vle give youa verfe to this note, 
Thatl made yefterday in defpight of my invention. 
eAmy. And Ple fing it. 
Fag. Thus it goes. 
If it do come to pafs, 
Thae any man turn Afs; 
Leaving his wealel and cafe, 
A fiubborn will co please, 
Ducdime, ducdame,ducdame 3 
Here {hall he fee, grofs fools as be, 
And if be will come to me. 
eA my, What's that Ducdams ? 
Fag. ’Tisa Greek invocarion, to call fools into a cira 
cle. le go fleep if Ecan: if I cannot, Vie rail againft all 


- 


the fir born of Egypt. 
Amy. And Ple go feek the Duke, 
His banket is prepar’'d. Excunt. 
Scena 
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Scena Sexta. 


Enter Orlando, and Adam. 


Adam, Deat Mater [ can go no further : 

O I die fot food. Herelie 1 down, 

And meafure out my grave. Farewel kind mafter. a 
Orí. Why how now Adam? No greater heart m thee: 

Live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy felf a little. 

If" this uncouth Forreft yield any thing favage, 

I will either be food for it,or bringit for food to thee: 

Thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. 

For my fake be comfortable, hold death a while 

At the armsend: Iwill here be with thee prefently, 

And if I bring thee not fomething to eat, 

] will give theeleave to die ; bur if thou dieft 

Before] come, thou arc a mocker of my labour. 

Well faid, thou lcok’ft cheerly, . 

And l'le be with thee quickly ; yet thou lieft 

In the bleak air. Come | will bear thee 

Tofome fhelter, and thou fhalt not die 

For lack of adinner; 

It there live any thing in this Defert. 


Cheerly good Adam. Eent. 





Scena Septima. 


' Enter Duke S:n., and Lord, like ont-laws. 


Du. Sen. I think he be transform’d into a beaft, 
For I] can nowhere find him, like a man. 

1, Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here washe merry, hearing of a Song. 

Du. Sen. If he campaét of jarrs, grow Mufical, 
We fhall have fhortly difcord in the Spheres : 
Go fcek him, tell htm I would fpeak with him. 


Enter Jaques 


t. Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach. 
* Du, Sen. Why how now Monfieur, what a life is this 
That your poor friends muft woo your company, 
What, you look merrily. , | 
Faq A fool, a fool; I meta foli’th Forreft, 
A motley fool (a miferable world : ) 
As I dolive by food, I meta fool, 
Who taid him down, and bask’d him ia the Sun, 
Andrail’d on Lady Fortune in gosd terms, 
In good fet terms, and yet a motley fool. 
Good marrow fool ( quoth I: ) noSir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath fenr me fortune, 
And then he drew a Dial from his poak, 
And looking on it, with lack-fuftre eye, 
Says, very wifely, it is ten a clock : | 
Thus we may fee ( quoth he ) how the world wags: 
’Tis but but an hour ago fince it was nine, 
And after one hour more, “twill be eleven, 
And fo. from hour te hour, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour tohour, we rot, androt, 
And thereby hangs a tale. When Idid hear 
The motley fool, thus moral on the time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 
That foots fhould be fo deep contemplative : 
And I did laugh, fans intermiffion 
An hour by his Dial. Oh noble fool, 
A worthy fool. Motley’s the on'y wear. 
Du. Sen. What fool is this °° i i 
Faq. Oworthy fool ; one that hath been a Courtier, 
And fays, if Ladies be young, and fair , 
They have theeift to know ic: and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 





I thought that all things had been favage 


| After a voiage : He hath ftrange places cram’d 


With obfervation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. © that I were a fool, 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Du. Sen. Thou fhalt have one. 

Faq. Itis my only foit, 

Provided that you wetd your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in chem, 

That! am wife. Imuft have liberty 

Withal, as large a charter asthe wind, 

To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo fools have 
And they that are moft gauled with my folly, 
They moft muft Laugh: And why fir muft they fo ? 
The why is plain, as way to Parifh Church; 
He, that a fool doth very wilely hit, 

Doth very foolifhty, altho he fmart 

Seem fenlefefs of the bob. If nor, 

The wife-man’s folly is anatomiz’d 

Even by the fquandring glances of a fool, 
Inveft me in the motley : Giveme leave 

To {peak my mind, andI will through 

Cleanfe the foul bedy of th'infeéted world; 

lf they will patiently reccive my medicine, 

Du. Sen. Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldft da, 

faq. What, for a Counter, would I do, but good? 

Ds. Sen. Moft mifchievous foul fin, in chiding fin: 
For thou thy felf haft been a Libertine, i 
As fenfual as the bruitith fting it felf, 
And all th’imboffed fores, and headed evils, 

That shou with licenfe of free foot haft caught, 

Would’ thou difgorge into the general world. 
Jaq. Why who cries out on pride, 

That can therein tax any private party: 

Doth it not flow ashugely as the Sea, 

Till that the weary very means do ebb, 

What woman in the City do I nams, 

When that I fay the City woman beats 

The coft of Princes on unworthy fhoulders ? 

Who can come in, and fay that I mearher, 

When fuch.a oneasfhe, fuch isher neighbour ? 

Or what is he of bafeft funétion, 

That lays his bravery is not on my coft, 

Thinking that I mean him, but therein fuits 

His folly to the mettle of my fpeech, 

There tben, how then, whar then; let me fee wherein 

My tongue hath wrong’d him ; if it do him right, 

Then he hath wrong’d himfelf ; if he be free, 

VVhy then my taxing like a wild-Goofe flies 

Unclaim’d of any man. But who comes here ? 

Enter Orlando. 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq. VVhyl have eat none yer, 

Orl. Nor fhalt not, till neceffity be ferv'd. 

Jaq. Of whatkind fhould this Cock come of 2 

Du. Sen, Art thou thus bolden’d man by thy diftrefs? 
Or elfe a rude defpifer of good manners, 

That in civil:ty thou feem’{t fo empty ? 

Orl. You touch’d my vainat firft, che thorny point 
Of bare diftrefs, that hath tanefrom me thefhew . 
Of fmooth civility ; yet am1in land bred, 

And know fome nurture ; But forbear, I fay, 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till], and my affairs are anfwered. 

Faq. And you willnot be anfwer'd with reafon, 
I mut die, 

Du. Sen. VVhat would you have ? 


Your gentlenefs {hall force, more than your force 


Move us to gentlenefs, 


Orl. I almoft die for food, and letme have ir. 
Du, Sen. Sit downand feed, and welcome to our table 
Orl. Speak you fo gently? Pardon me, ] pray you, 
here 
And therefore put 1 on the countenance - 
Of ftern command’ment. But whate’re you are 
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That in this defart inacceffible, 
Under the fhade of mclancholy boughs, 
Lofe, and negleét the creeping hours of time 3 
If ever you have look’d on better days; 
If ever been where Bells have knoll’d to Church ; 
if ever fate at any good mans feaft 5 
lf ever from your eye-lids wip’d a tear, 
And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied, 
Let ecntlenefs my ftcong enforcement be, 
| la the which hope I bulh and hide my Sword. 
Du. Sen. Trueis it that we have feen bettet days, 
And have with holy bell been knowld to-Church, 
And fate at good mens fealts, and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops, that facred pity hath engendred : 
And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs, 
And take upon command, what help we have 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 
Ori. T,hen but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles like aDoe ) | goto find my Fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath manv weary ftep 
Limpt in pure love; till he be firft fuffic’d, 
Oppreft with rwo weak evils, age and hunger, 
1 will not touch a bit. 
Du. Sen. Go find him out, 
And we will noching wafte till you return. 
Orl. [thank ye,and be bleft for your good comfort. 
Du. Sen. Thou feet we are not all alone unhappy: 
This wide and univerfal Theater 
Prefents more woful Pageants than the Scene 
Wherein we play in. 
Faq. All the world’s a ftage, 
And all the men and women, meerly Players s 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His A&s being feven ages. At firft che Infant, 
Mewling, and puking in the Nurfes arms. 
Then, the whining School boy with his Satchel, 
-| And fhining morning face, creeping like Snail 
Unwillingly to School., And then rhe Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with a woful Ballad 
Made to his Miftrefseye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of trange oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in honour, fudden, and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble Reputation, 
Even in the Canons mouth. And then the Juftice 
In fair round belly, with good Caponlin’d, 
With eyes fevere, and Beard of formal cur, 
Full of wile faws, and modern inftances, 
And fo he plays his part. The fixt age thifts 
{nto the lean and flipper’d Pantaloon, 
With {peétacles on nofe, and pouch on fide 3 
His youthful hofe well fav’d, a world too wide 
For his fhrunk.fhank, and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childith trebble pipes, 
And whiftlesin his found. Laft Scene of all, 
That ends this ftrange eventful hiftory, 
Is fecond childifhnefs, and meer oblivion, 
Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fansevery thing, 





Enter Orlando with Adam. 


Ds Sex. Welcome: fet down your venerable burthen, 
and let him feed. 

Orl. 1 thank you moft for him. 

e4d. So had you need, 
| fearce can {peak to thank you for my felf. 

Du. Sen, Welcome, fall too: I will not trouble you,. 
As yet to queftion you about your fortunes : 
Give us fome mufick, and good Coufin, fing. 


Song, 
Blow, blow, thou winter winde, 
| Then art.not Jo unkind, as mans ingratitude s 


The fair, the chafte, and unexpreMive the. 
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Thy tooth 3s not fo keen, becaufe thon art not feen , 
Altho thy breath be rude. 
Heigh bo, fing heigh ho, unto the green holly, 
Moft friend fhip is faining ; m fè Loving meer folly : 
The heigh ho, the bol] Y, 
This Life is mof ply, 


Frieze, frieze, thou bitter skie, that doft not bite Jo nigh 
as benefits forgot : 

Tho thou the waters warp, thy fring is not fo fharp, 
as friendvemembred not, 


Heigh ho, fing Ge. 


Du. Sen. If that you were the good fir Rowlands fon, 
As youhave whifper'd faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witnefs, 
Moft truly limn’d, and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither: I am the Duke 
That lov’d your father : the Refidue of your fortune, 
Go to my Cave and tell me. Good.old man, 
Thou art right welcome, as thy Mafter is; 
Support him by the arms pive me-your hand, 


And let me all your fortunes underftand Exem. 


aeea aa 
Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 
Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. 


Du, Not fee him fince ? Sir, fir, chat cannot be : 
But were {not the better parr made mercy, 
I fhould not fee an abfenr argument 
Of my revenge, thou prefent : butlook to it, 
Find out thy brother wherefoere he is, 
Seek him with Candle: bring him dead,or living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
Tofeek a living in our Territory. 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doft call thine, 
Worth feizure, do we Fea our hands, 
Till thou canft quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
Of what we think apainft thee. 
Ol Oh that your Highnefs knew my heart in this : 
| never lov’d my brother in my fife. 
Duke. More villain thou, Well, pufh him out of doors, 
Andlet my Officers.of fuch a nature 
Make an extent upon his Houfe and Lands: 


Do this expediently, and turn him going. Exeunt, 





Scena Secunda. 
Enter Orlando. 


Orl, Hang there my verfe, in witnefs of my love, 
And thou thrice Crowned Queen of night furvey 
VVith thy chift eye, from thy pale {phere above 
Thy Huntrefs name, that my full life doth {way. 

O Rofalind, thefe Trees thall be my Books, 
Andin their barks my thoughts Ple charaéter, 
That every eye, which in thisForreft looks, ` 
Shall fee thy virtue witnefs every where. 

Run, tun Orlando, carve on every Trees 


Exit. 
Enter Coren and Clown. 


Co. And how like you rhis Shepherds life M. Touch/tone? 
Clow, Truly fhepherd » in refpet- of it felf, it is a 
good life; butin refpeét that it is, a Shepherds life, it is 
naught. Ip refpect thatic is folitary, 1 like it very well : 
but in refpe&t thatit is private, it is a vesy vild life. Now 
in refpeét icisin the fields, it pleafeth me well: but in 
refpectitis notin the Court, Ìt is tedious, Asitisa {pare 
life 
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life (look you) it fits my humour well : but as there is no 
more plenty init, it goes much againft my ftomack. Has’t 
any Philofophy in thee, Shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that ] know the more one fickens, 
the worfe at eafe he is: and thathe that wants money, 
means, and content, is without three good friends. That 
the property of Rain is to wet, and fire to buen: That 
good pafture makes fat fheep: and that a great caufe of 
the night, is lack of the Sun : That he that hath learned 
no wit by Nature, nor Art, May complain of good breed- 
jog, or comes of avery dull kindred. 

Clo, Such a one is anatural Philofopher. 

Was’t ever in Court Shepherd ? 

Cor. No truly. 

Clo. Then thou art damn’d. 

Cor. Nay; ] hope. 

Clo, Truly thou art damn’d, like an ill roafted Egg, all 
on one fide. 

Cor, For not being at Court? your reafon. 

Clo, Why, if thou never was’t at Court, thou never 
faw’ft good manners; If thou never faw’ft good manners, 
then thy manners muft be wicked : and wickedne(s is fin, 
and fin isdamnation : Thou artin aparlous ftate, Shep- 
herd.. 

Cor, Not a whit Zouchffone: thofe that have good 
manners atthe Court, areas ridiculous in the Countrey, 
as the behaviour of the Countrey is moft mockaole at the 
Court. You told me, you falate notat the Court, but 
you kifs your hands; that courtefy would be uncleanly, if 
Courtiers were Shepherds, 

Clo. Inftance, briefly ; come inftance. 

Cor, Why we are fill handling our Ewes, and their 
Fels, you know, are preafy. 

Clo. Why, do not your Courtiers hands fweat-? and 
isnot the preafe of Mutton as wholfome as the fweatof a 
man? Shallow, fhallow ; a better inftance I fay: Come. 

Cor. Befides, our hands are hard. 

Clo, Your lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow agen : 
a more founder inftance, come. 

Cor. Andthey are often tarr’d overwith the furgery 
of our fheep ; and would you have us kifs Tar? The 
Courtiers hands are perfumed with Civet. 

Clo. Moft fhallow man: Thou worms meat in re- 
{pect of a good piece of ficfh indeed, learn of the wife 
and perpend; Civet is of abafer birth than Tar; the 
very uncleanly fluxof aCat. Mend the inftance, Shep- 
herd. 

Cor. You have too Courtly a witfor me; lle reft. 

Clo, Wilt thou reftdamn’d ? God help thee fhallow 

man; God make incifionin thee, thou art raw. 
_ Cor. Sir, Tama true Labourer, Learn that Ieat ; get 
thae I wear; owe go man hate, envy no mans happineis ; 
glad of other mens good, content with my harm 3and 
the greateft of my pride, is to fee my Ewes graze, and my 
Lambs fuck, 

Clo. That is another fimple fin in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to offer to get yourli- 
ving, by the copulation of Cattel, to be a Bawd ‘to a 
Bell-weather , and to betray < fhe-Lamb of a twelve- 
month toa crooked pated old Cuckoldly Ram, out of all 
reafonable match. If chow be’ not damned for this, the 
Devil himfelf ‘will have no Shepherds 5 1 cannot fee how 
thou fhould’tt fcape. 

Cor. Here comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Miftreffes 
Brother. 


Enter Rofalinde. 


Rof. From the Eaffto Weftern Fude, 
no jewel és like Rofalinde, 
Her worth being mounted on the wind, 
through all the World beards Rofalind. 
Al the Pitkures faire? Lend, 
are but black to Rofalind : 


I d 
Let no face be kepi in mind, 
but the moft fair Rofalind. 


Clo. Plerime you fo, eight years together; dinners, 
and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted: it is the right 
Butter-womens rank to Market. 

Ref. Out Fool. 

Clo, For a tafte. 


If a Hart do lack a Hind, 

Let him feek out Rofalind : 
If the Cat will after kind, 

fo be fure will Rofalind : 
Winter Garments muft be lin'd, 

fo muft flender Rofalind ; 
They that reap muft fheaf and bind, 

then to Gart with Rolalind. 


Sweeteft meat hath fowrelt rind, 
fuchanat is Rofalind. 

He that firceteft rofewil find, 
muft find Loves prick, and Rofalind. 


Thisis the very falfe gallop of Verfes; why do you infc& 
your felf with them ? 

Rof. Peace you dull fool, 1 found them ona tree. 

Clo. Truly the tree yields bad fruit. 

Rof. Pie graff ic with you, and then I fhall graff it 


witha Medler : then it will be the earlieft fruit Pth’ coun- 


trey : for yov’! be rotten ere you be half ripe, and that’s 
the right virtue of the Medler. 

Clo. You havefaid ; but whether wifely or no, Ict the 
Forreft judg. 


Enter Celia with a Writing, 
Rof. Peace, here comes my fifter reading, ftand afide. 
Cel. Why fhonld this defert be, 
for it és unpeopled? No; 
Tongs I’le hang on every tree, 
that forall civil fayings Ow. 
Some, bow brief the life of man 
runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the firetching of a fpan, 
bucklefs in his fum of age. 
Some of violated vows, 
"swine the fouls of friend and friend, 
But upon the fairest bows, 
or at every fentence end 5 
Will I Rofalinda wrste, 
teaching all that read, toknow 
This quinteffence of every fprive, 
heaven would in little fhow. 
Therefore heaven Nature chang’d, 
that one a fhould be fill’d 
With all Graces mide enlarg’d, 
nature prefently diftsll'd 
Helen’s cheeks, but not his beare, 
Cleopatra’s Majefly 5 
Attalanta’s better part ; 
fad Lucretia’s Afodefly. 
Thus Rofalind of #ang parts, 
by Heavenly Sinod was devis'’d, 
Of many faces, eyes and bearts, 
to bave the touches dearch priz'd. 
Heaven would that fhe thefe gifts fooxldbave, 
and Ito live aud die her flave. 


Rof. Omok gentle Fupieer, what tedious homily of 
Love have you wearied your Parifhioners withal, and 
never crid, Have patience good people? 

Cel. How now ! back friends ; Shepherd go off 2 little: 
go with him, fitrah. 

Cle. Come Shepherd, fet us make an hononrable re- 
treat, tho not with bag and baggage, yet with fcrip and 

P 3 ferippage, 
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fcrippage. 

Cel. Didh thou hear thefe Verfes ? 

Rof. O yes, l beard them all, and more tno, for fome 
of them had ın them more feet than the Verfes would 

Car. 
° Cel Thats no matter, the feet might bear the Veries. 

Rof. 1, but che feer were lame, and could not bear them- 
felves without the verfe, and therefore ftood lamely in the 
ver fe. 

Cel. But didt thou hear without wondring, how thy 
name fhould be hang’d and carved upon thefe trees ? 

Rof. 1 was feven of the oine days out of wonder, before 
youcame: forlook here what l found on a Palm tree ; 
| was never fo berim’d fince Pythagoras time that I was an 
Irifh Rat, which i can hardly remember, 

Ceł, Tro you, who hath done this ? 

Rof Is itaman? 

Cel. And a chain that you once wore, about his neck : 
change your colour ? 

Rof. 1 prethee who ? š 

Cel, O Lord, Lord, itis ahard matter for friends to 
meet 3 but Mountains may beremov’d with Earthquakes, 
and foencounter. 

Rof. Nay, but whois it ? 

Cel. Is it pofhible ? 

Rof. Nay, lprethee now, with moft petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me whoit ts. 

CeL O wonderful, wonderful, and mot wonderful won- 

| derful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of al 
hoping. 
| RF Good my complexion, doft thou think though ! 
| am caparifon’dlike a man, I have a doublet and a hofe 
in my difpofition? One inch of delay more, is a fouth- 
fea of difcovery. Iprethee tellme, who is it quickly, and 
fprak apace; I would thou could ftammer, that thou 
mighrft pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as 
Wine comes out of anarrow mouth’d bottle : either too 

| much at once, ornone at all. I prethee take the Cork 
out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a mao in your belly. 

Rof. ts heof Godsmaking 2? What manner of man? 
Is hishead wortha hat? or hischin worth a beard ? 

(el. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Rof. Why God will fend more, if the man will be thank- 
ful; tet me Ray the growth of his beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of hischin. | 

Cel. Itis young Orlando, that. tript up the Wraftlers 
heels, and your heart, both inan inftant. - 

Rof. Nay, but the Devil take mocking: {peak fad brow, 
and true maid. 

Cel. Vfaith (Ccz) ’tishe. 

Rof. Orlando ? 

Cel, Orlando. ; 

Rof. Alas the day, what fhal! I do with my doublet 
and hofe ? What did he when thoufaw’& him? What 
faid he ? How look’d he? Wherein went he? What makes 
he here ? Did he ask for me ? Whereremainshe? How 


Exit. 


As yon like it. 


Cel. There lay he ftretch’d aiong like a Wounded 
knight. 

Rof. Tho it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well becomes 
the ground. 

Cel. Cry halla, to the tongue, I prethee: it curvets 
unfeafonably. He was furnifh’d like a hunter. 

Rof. O ominous, he comes to kill my Harr. 

Cel. I would fing my fong without a burthen, chov 
bring’ me out of tune, 

Rof. Do you not know lama woman, when I think I 
muft fpeak : {weer, fay on. 


Enter Orlando and Jaques. 


Cel. Youbringmeout. Soft, comes he notnear ? 

Rof. Tis he, fling by, and note him. 

Jaq. Ithank you for your company 3 but good faith, I 
had as lief have been my {elf alone. 

Ori. And fohad I : but yet for fafhion fake 
i thank you too, for your fociety. 

Jag. God buy you, let’s meet as little as we can. 

Orl. Ido defire we may be better ftrangers. 

Faq. l pray you marre no more trées with Writing 
Love-fongs in their barks. 

Orl. I pray you marre no more of my verfes with read- 
ing them ilfaveuredly. 

faq. Rofalinde is your loves name? 

Ori. Yer, Jug. 

Jag. I donot tike her name. : 

Ori. There was no thoughtof pleafing yow when fhe 
was chriften’d. 

Faq. What ftacure is fhe of? 

Ori. Juft as high as my heart. 

Faq. You are full of prettyanfwers 5 have you not been 
acquainted with goldfmiths wives,&¢cond them out ofrings. 

Ori. Not fo: but Ianfwer youright painted cloath, 
from whence you have ftudied your queftions. 

Jaq. You have animble wit; I chink ’rwas made of 
eAtralanta’sheels. Will you fit down with me, and we 
two will railapainft our Miftrefs the world, and all our 
mifery. 

Qril. 1 will chide no brether in the world but my &lf 
againft whom I know no faults. 

Jaq The work fauls you have, isto be inlove. 

Orl, ’Tis a fault I will not change for your ‘beft virtue . 
Tam weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was fecking for a Fool, when I 
found you. 

Orl. He is drowned in the brook, look but in, and you 
fhal fce him- 

Jaq. There | fhall fee mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cipher. 

Jaq. Vie tarty no longer with you, farewel good figni- 
or Love. 

Ori. Lam gladof your departure : Adieu good Mon- 
fieur Melancholy. 

Rof: 1 will fpeak to himlike a fawcy Lacky, and under 


parted he with thee? And then fhalt thou fee him again ?, that habit play the knave with him: do you htar Forrefter. 


Anfwer me in one word. 

Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantuas mouth firft: 
tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages fize : to 
fay J andno, to thefe particulars, is more than to anfwer 
in a Catéchifm. 

Rof: But doth he know that Iam in this Forreft, and 
in mans apparel? Lookshe as frefhly as he did the day 
he Wraftled ? 

Cel. It isas eafie to count Atomes as to refolve the pro- 
pofitions of a Lover: but take a tafte of my finding him, 
and relifh it with good obfervance. I found him under a 
tree like a dropp’d Acorn. 

Rof. It may well be call’d Joves tree,when it drops forth 

| fuch fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good Madam. 

Rof. Proceed., 
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Orl. Very well, what would you ? 

‘Rof. [pray you, what is’ca clock ? 

Orl. You fhould ask me what time o” day : there’s no 
clock in the Forreft. 

Rof. Then there is no true Lover in the Forreft, elfe 
fighing every minute, and groaning every hour would de- 
tet the lazy foot of time, as well asaclock. 

Orl. And why not the {wift foot of time ? Had not 
that been as proper ? 

Rof. By no means fir; Time travels in divers places, 
with divers perfons; (le tell you who Time ambles with- 
al, who time trots withal, who time gallops withal, and 
who he ftands ftil] withal. 

Or!. | prethee, whom dosh he trot wichal] ? 

‘Rof. Marry he trotshard with a young maid, between 
the contract of her marriage, and the day it is folemniz’d : 

i\ 
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if the-interim be but a fennight, Times pace is fo hard 
that it feems thelength of feven years. 

Orl. Who ambles time withal? f 

Rof. With a Price that lacks Latine,and a rich man 
that hath not the Gout: for the one fleeps eafily becaufe 
he cannot Rudy, and the other lives merrily, becaufe he 
feels no pain: the one lacking the burthen of lean and 
watteful Learning ; the other knowing no burthen of heavy 
tedious penury. Thefe time ambles withal. 

Orl. Whomdoth he gallop withal ? 

Rof. With a thief to the gallows: for though he go 
las foltly as foot can fall, he chinks himfelf too foon 
there. 

Orl. VVhom ftays it {till withal.? 


Rof. VVith Lawyersin the vacation; for they fleep be- 


tween Term and Term, and then they perccive not how 
time moves. 

Orl. VVhere dwell you,pretty youth ? 

Rof. VVith this fhepherdefs my fifter: here in the 
skirts of the Forreft, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orl. Are you native of this place? t- 

Rof. As the Cony that you fee dwell where fhe is kiud- 
led. 
Orl. Your accent is fomething finer, than you could 
purchafe in fo removed a dwelling. 

Rof. 1 have been told fo of many: but indeed, an old re- 
ligious Unkle of mine taught me to fpeak. who was in 
his youth an inland man, one that knew Courtlhip too 
well ; for there he fell in love, I have heard him read ma- 
ny Ledturesagainft it, Ithank God, Jam not a VVoman 
to be touch’d with fo many giddy offencesas he hath 
generally tax’d their whole fex withal. i 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal evils that 
he laid to the charge of women ? 

Rof: There were none principal, they were all like one 
| another, as half-pence are, every ones fault feeming mon- 
| ftrous, till his fellow fault came to match it. 

Orl, I prethee recount fome of them. 
| Rof. No: I willnotcaft away my phylick, but on thofe 
that are fick. ‘There isa manhaunts the Forreft, that a- 
i bufes our young plants with carving Rofalind on their 
barks 5 hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on bram- 
‘bles; all ¢ forfooth ) deifying the name of Refalind. If 
could meet that Fancy-monger,1 would give him fome 
good counfel, for he feems to have the Quotidian of Love 
upon him. 

Orl. Lam he that is fo Love-fhak’d ; Ipray you tell me 
your remedy. 

Rof. There isnone of my Unkles marks upon you ; 
he taught me how to know.a manin love: in which cage 
of rufhes, I am fure you are not prifoner. 

| Orl. What were his marks ? 
Rof. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blew eye 
j and funken, which you have not; an onqucftionable {pirit . 
| which you havenot : a beard negle&ed, whichyou have 
not : (but I pardon you for that, for fimply your having no 
beard, isayounger brothers revenue ) then your hofe 
fhould be ungarter’d, your bonnet unbanded, your fleeve 
unbutton’d, your fhoo unti’d, and every thing about you 
demonftrating acarelefs defolation; but you are no fuch 
man, you arerather a point device in your accouftrements, 
as loving your felf , thanfeeming the Lover of any other. 
Ort. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe 
I Love. 
Rof. Me believe it ?You may as foon make her that you 
Love believe is, which! warrant fhe isaprer to do, than 
| toconfefs fhe do’s: that isone of the points, in the which 
women ftill give the lye to their confciecces. Butin good 
! footh, are you he that hangs the verfes on the trees, where- 
in Rofalind is {fo admired ? 

Orl. L{wear to thee youth, by the white hand of-Ro. 
| falied { am he, that unfortunate he. 

Rof. But are you fo much in love as your -rimes {peak ? 

Orf. Neither rime nor reafon can exprefs how much. 
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Rof. Love is meerly a madnefs, andi teli you, deferves 
as wella dark houfe, and a whip, as mad men do: and 
the reafon why they are not fo punifb’d and cured, is thar 
the Lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whippers are in love 
too: yet I profefs curing it by counfel. 

Orl, Did you ever cure any fo ? 

Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. 
me his Love, his Miftrefs : and I fet him every day to woo 
me. Atwhich time would], being but a moonith youth, 
grieve,be effeminate, changeable, longing and liking,proud 
fantaftical, apith, thallow, inconftant, tull of tears, full of 
{miles : for every paffion fomething, and for ne pafhion 
truly any thing, as boys and women are for the mof 
part cattle of this colour : would now like him, now loath 
him 5 then entertain him, then forfwear him ; now weep 
for him, then {pit athim; that I drave this fuitor for his 
mad humour of love, to a living humour of madnefs, 
which was to forfwear the full ftream of the world and 
to live in anook meerly Monaftick : and thus | cur'd him, 
and this way willl take upon me to walhyour Liver as 


clear as a found fheeps heart, th 
sthat there fhall no 
Spot of love in’t, ot be one 


Orl. I wou'd notbe cur’d youth. 
Rof. I would cure you, if you would but call me Rofg- 
r mie come “at day to my Coar,and woo me, 
rt, Now by the faith of my | ill ; 
where ir is. f HE ESU Ti 
Rof. Go with me toit, and P'le thew it you: and b 
the way, you fhall tell i i ke. 
pag ay a au} tell me where in the Forreft you liye: 
Orl. With all my heart, good youth, 





He was to imagine 





Rof. Nay, Nay, you muft call me Rofalind ; Come fitter 
will you go ? Exennt. 
ae. a 


Scena Tertia, 
Enter Clown, Audrey, and Jaques, 


- Cla, Come apace good Audrey, 
Goats, Andrey: and now Andrey, am I the man yet ? 
Doth my. fimple feature content you? + 

And, Your fedturcs, Lord. warrant us: what features ? 

Clo. Lam here with thee, and thy Goats, as th: mot 
capricious Poet honeft Ovid was among the Goths. 

Jaq Oknowledg ill inhabited, Worle than Fove in a 
thatch‘t houle, 

Clo, When a mians verfes cannot be underftood, nora 
mans goad wit feconded with che forward child, under. 
ftanding : it ftrikes a man more dead than a great reckon- 
ing in a littleroom; truly, I would the Gods had made 
thee Poetical, i 

Aud. 1 do notkoow- what Paeticial is : 
deed and word: is ıs a truethìng ? 

_ Clo. No truly: for the trueft Poetry isthe moft fain- 
ing, and Lovers are given to Poetry: and what they 
{wear in Poetry, may be faid as Lovers, rhey doe feign. 

Aud. Doycu wifh then that the Gods had mide me 
Poetical ? 

Clo. ldo ttuly : for thou fwear’t to me thou art ho- 
net; Now if chou wert a Poer, I might have fome hope 
thov didft feign. 

Aud, Would you not have me honeft ? 

Clo. No truly, unlefs thou wert hard-favour’d: for 
honelty coupled to beauty, is to have Honey afawce to 
Sugar. 

Jaq. A material fool. 

And. Vi M,1 am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods 
make me honeft. 

Clo, Truly, and to caft.away honefty upon a foul flut 
were to put good meatinto an unclean dith, 

= l am not a flut, though I thank the Gods Jar. 
foul. 

Ch, Will, praifed be the Gods for thy foulnef; : 

fluctithnef: 


I will fetch up your 


is it honek in 
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‘. 





130 








ae 


AS you like ai 


RT 


fluttifhnets may come hereafter. Burt bz 11, asit may be, 
i wif marry thee : and to that end, I have bren with Sir 
Oliver Martext, the Vicar of the next Vilage, who hath 
promis’d to meet mein this place of the Forreft, and to 
couple us. 

Faq. | would fain fee this meeting, 

And. Wel, the Gods give us joy. 

Clo. Amen. A man may,if he were of a fearful heart, 
tagger in thisattempt; for here we haveno Temple but 
the Wood 3 no affembly but Horn beafts. But what tho? 
Courage. Ashornsareodious, they are neceflary. Itis 
taid, manv a man knows no end of his goods , right : ma- 
ny a man has good Horns. and knows no end of them. 
Well, that is che dowry of his wife, "tis none of hisown 
getting 5 horns, even {o poor men alone ; No, no, the no- 
blet Deer bhath them ashuge as the Rafeal: Is the fingle 
man therefore bleffed ? No, as a wall’d Townis more wor- 
thier thana village, fo is the forchead of a married man. 
more honourable than the bare brow ofa Batchelor: 
and by how much defence is better than no skillyby fo much 
ts ahorn more precious than to wanr.- 

_ Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 
Here comes Sir Oliver : Sir Olsver Mar-text. you are well 
met. Will you difpatch ushere under this tree, or fhall 
we go with you to your Chappel ? 

Ol. ts there none here to give the woman ? 

Clo. i will not take her on gift of any man. 

Ol. Truly the muft be given,or the marriage is not lawful. 

Jeq. Procecd, proceed! PIe give her. 

Cle. Good even, good M. What ye callt: how do 
you Sir, you are very well met: godild you for your laft 
company, iam vety glad to fee yov, even a toy in hand 
here Sir : Nay, pray be covered. 

Fag. Will you be married, Motley? 

Clo. As the Ox hath bis bow fir, the horfe his curb, 
and the Fa'con his bells, fo man hath his deGre, ard as 
Pigeons bill, fo wedlock wonld be nibling. 

Jaq. And will you ( beinga man of your breeding) be 
marricd under a bufh like a beggar? Get you ro Church, 
and have a good Prieft that can rel] you what marriage is ; 
this f llow will but joyn you togerheras they joyn Wain. 
fcot, thenone of you will prove a fhrunk pannel, and like 
Breen timber, warp, warp. 

Clo. | amnot in the mind, but! were better to be mar- 
ried of bhim than of another; for heisnct like to marry 
me well ; and not being well married, it will be a good 
excufe.far me hereaftet to leave my wile. 

Jag. Go thou with me, 

And tet me counfel thee. 

Clo. Come {weet Audre. 

We muĝ be married, or we muft live in bawdry: 
Farewel good M. Oliver : Not O fweer Olsver,.O brave 
Oliver, leave me not bekind thee: Bur wind away, be gone 
I fay, J will not to wedding with thee. 

Ol, ‘Tis no matter ; ne’re a fantaflicat knave of them 
all thal] flout me out of my calling. Exeynt. 








Scena Quarta. 
Enter Rofalind and Celsa. 


Rof. Never talk to me, Iwill weep, 

(el Dol prethee, but yet have the Grace to confider 
that tearsdo nor become aman. 

Rof. But have I not caufe to weep? 

Cel. As good caufe at one would defire, 
Therefore weep. 

Rof. Flis very hair 
is of the diffembling colour. 

Cel. Something browner than Fadas’s : 
Marry» his kiffes are Zudas’s own children. 

Rof. (faith his hair is of a good colour. 

Cei. An excellent colour : 


Your Chefnur was ever the onely colour: 

Rof. And pis kiffing is as full of tantty, 
As the touch of holy bread. 

Cel. He hath bought a pair of ehaft lips of Derana ; a 
nun of wintersfifterhood kiffes nor more religioufly, the 
very ice of chaftirg is in them, 

Ref. But why did de {wear he would come chismorning, 
and comes not 

Cel. Nay certainly there is no truth in him 

Rof, Do you think fo ? 

Cel. Yes, l think beis nota pir! ->urfe, nor a herfe-fteal- 
er: but for his veriry in love, ! do chink him as concave 
as a covered gobier, or a worm-eaten nut. 

Rof. Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but] think he is nor in. 

Rof. You have heard him {wear downright he was. 

Cel. Was,is not is: befides, the oath of a Lover isco 
ftronger than the word of a tapfer, they are borth the con- 
firmer of falfe reckonings; he attends here in the torr on 
the Duke, your Farher 

Rof. | met the Duke yefterday, and had much quefti- 
on with him : he askr me of what parentage | was ;1 told 
bim of as good as he;fo he laugh’c, and let me go. But what 
talk we of Fathers, when there is Iuch a man as Orlando? 

Cel. O that’s a brave man, he writes brave verfes, {peaks 
brave words, fwears brave oaths,and breaks ihem bravely, 
quire travers athwart the heart of bis lover, as a puiiny 
Tilrer, that fpurs his horfe bu: on one fide, breaks his 
Raff like a noble goofe ; but all’s brave that youih mounts, 
and folly guides: who comes here ? 

Estir Corim. 

Corin, Mitrefs and Mafter, you have enquit.d 
After the Shepherd that complain'd of love, 

Whom you faw fitting by me on the Turf, 
Praifing the proud difdainful Shepherdefs 
Thar was his Miftrels. 

Cel Well, and whacof him? 

Cor, If you will {ee a pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale complexion of true Love, 

And the red glow of {corn and proud difdain, 
Gohencea little and I thal! condugé you, 
lf you will mark it. 
Rof. O come let us remove, 
The fight of Lovers feedeth thofe in love : 
Bring us to this fight,and youfhall fay 


Ple prove a bufy aétor in their play. E veunt. 





Scena Quinta. 
Enter Silvius and Phebe. 


Sit, Sweet Phebe do not {corn me, do not, Phebe, 
Say thar you love menor, but fay not fo 
In bitternefs; the common executioner, 
Whofe heart th’ accuftom’d fight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, 
But firftbegs pardon? will you fterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloudy drops ? 

Enter Rofalind, Celia, and Corin, 

Phe. t wouid not be thy executioner, 
I fie thee, for | would not injure thre ; 
Thou tell’A me there is murther in minecyes 

’ Tis pretty fure, aad very probable, 

Thart eyes thart are the frail A and fofreft things, 
Who (hur their coward gates on atomies, 
Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Now | do frown onthee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyescan wound, now ler them kill thee - 
Now counterfeit ro fwound, why now fall down, 
Or if thou can’ft not, oh for fhame, for fhame, 
4 ye not, rto fay mine eyes are murtherers : 

Now thew the wound mine eye harh made in thee; 


Scratch thee but with a pin, and there. remains 
Fee 





As you like it. 





one idar ot ic: Lean but upon a ruth, 
The Cicatrice and capable impreffure 
Thy Palm fome moment keeps: but now mine eyes 
WhichI have darted at thee, hurt thee nor, 
Nor l am fure there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 
__ Sil. Q dear Phehe, 
If ever ( as thacever may be near ) 
You met in fome frefh check. the power of fancy; 
Theo fhall you know the wounds invifible 
That loves keen arrows make. 
Phe. But til that time 
Come not thou near me ; and when that time comes, 
Affli& me with thy mocks, pity menor, 
As till chat time I fhall not pity thee. 
Rof. And why I pray you who might be your mother 
That you infult, exult, and all at once 
Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty 
| As by my faith, I fee no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark tobed : 
Muft you be therefore proud and pitilefs ? 
Why what. means this ? why do you look on me? 
I feeno more in you than in the ordinary 
Of natures faleework ? ’ods my little life, 
I think fie means to tangle mineeyes too: 
No faith, proud Miftrefs, hope not after ir, 
Tis nor your inky brows, your black filk hait, 
Your bugle cye-balls, nor your check of cream 
That can entame my (pirits to. your worfhip. 
You foolifh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puffing with wind and rain, 
You area thoufand times a properer man 
Than fhea woman. °Tis fuch fools asyou 
That makes the world full of ill-favoured children: 
Tis not her plafs, but you that flatters her, 
And out of you fhe fees her felf more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can (how her : 
‘But Miftrefs, know your {clf, down on your knees 
And thank Heaven, fafting fora good mans love ; 
For I muk tell: you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can, you arenot for all markets: 
Cry the man mercy, love him; take his offer, 
Foul is moft foul, being foul to bea fenffer, 
So take her to theè, Shepherd, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth,! pray youchide a year together, 
I had rather hear you chide that this mah wooe. 
Rof. He’s fail’n in love with youc foulnefs, and the'l 
Fallin love with my anger. If it be fo, as faft 
As fhe anfwers thee wich frowning looks, Ple fauce 
Her with bitter words : Why look you foupon me ? 
Phe. Forno ill sill {í bear you. 
Rof. Ipray you do nor fall in tove with me, 
For I am faller thañ vows madein wine: 
Befides, Ilike you not: if you will know my honfe, 
Tis at rhe tuft of Olives, here hard by : 
Will you go Sifter ? Shepherd ply her hard: 
Come fitter Shepherdefs, look on ‘him: better 
And be not proud, thoall the world'could fee, 
None could befo abufed in fight.as he. 
Come to our flock, : Exit, 
Pke. Deed Shepherd, now! find thy faw of mi ght, 
Whoeverlov’d, that lov’d not acfirft fight? 
‘Sil. Sweet Ph:be. 
Phe. Hah: what fayc thou Silins? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, pisy me. - 
Phe. Why Iam forry for thee, gentle Silvius. 
Sil. Where ever.{orrow. is, relief would be < 
If youdo forrow at my griet in love, 
By giving love, your forrow and mv grief 
Were both extermin’d. 
Phe, Thou haftmy love, isnot that neighbourly ? 
Ss, Y would have you. 
Phe, Why that were covetoufnef, : 
Silvins 5 the time was, that l hated thee ; 
w 



















And yet itis not that I bear thee love, 

But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well, 

Thy company, which erft wasirkfome tome, 

I will endure 5 and I'le employ thee too: 

But donot look for further. recompence. 

Than thine own gladnefs, that thou arrimployed. 
Sil, Soholy, and foperfce is my love, 

And fuch a poverty of. grace, 

That I fhall think it a moft plentious crop 

To glean the broken ears after the man 

That the main harveft reaps: lofeaow and then 

A feattered file, and that-I'le hveupon. ( while ? 
Phe. Know’ft thou the youth that fpoke to meere- 
Sil: Not very well, but I have met him oft, 

And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds, 

That the old Carlor once was Matter of. 
Phe. Think not I love him, tho! ask for him 5 

Tis but a peevith boy, yet he talks well, 

But what care l for words ? yet words do well, 

When he that {peaks them pleafes thofe that hear : 

It is a pretty youth, not very pretty, 

But fure ‘he’s proud, and yet his pride becomes him ; 

Hel make a proper man : the beft thing in him 

is hiscomplexion: and fafter than his tongue 

Did make offence, his eye did heal it up: 

He is not very tall, yet for his years he’s tall 5 

His legis bur fo fo, and yet tis well , 

There was a pretty rednefs in his lip, 


A little riper, and more lufty red - 


Than that mix’d in his cheeck 3 "ewes juft the difference 
Betwixt the conftant red, and mingled Damask. 

There be fome women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 
in.parcelsas Idid,would-have gone near 

To fall intove with him ; but for my part 

I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet 

I have more caufe to hate him than to love him, 

For what had he to do to chide at me? 

He faid mine eyes were black, and. my hait black, 


‘Andnow lamremembred, fcorn’d at me ; 


I marvel why I anfwered not again, 
But that’s all one 5 omistance isno quittance. 
le write to him a very taunting Letter, 
And-thou fhalt bearit wilethou, Silvins? 
Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. Ple write it ftraight ; 
The matters inmy head, and in my heart, 
1 wil be bitter with him, and paffing fhort 3 


Go with me, Silvius. Exiure. 








Attus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
Enter Rofalinde, and Celia, and Fagues. 


Faq. I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better acquaiat- 


-ed wnh thee. 


Rof. They fay. you are a melancholly fellow. 

Faq. lamfo 5 ldotove it better than laughing. 

Rof.. Thofethat are inextremity of either, are abomi- 
nable fellows, and betray themfelvesto.every modern cen- 
{ure, worfe chan drunkards, 

Jaq. Why,» “tisgood to be fad; artd fay nothing. 

Rof. Why then tis good to be a poft. 

Jaq, Ihave neither the Scholars melancholy , which 
is emulation; nor the Muficians, which is fantaftical ; nor 
thé Courtiers, which is proud , nor the Souldiers, which 
is ambitious 4 nor the:Lawyers, which is politick ; nor 
the Ladies, which is nice, nor the Lovers, which is 
all thefe 5 but.itis a melancholly of mine. own, compound. 
ed of many fimplcs, extracted from many objets, and in- 
deed the fundty contemplations of travels in which my 
often rumination. wraps e in a mo humorous Qd- 


nefs. 
Rof. A Fravell:r; by my faith you have great reafon 
to 
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to be (ad : 1 fear-you have fold your own Lands, to fee o- 
ther mens; then to have feen much, and to have nothing, 
îs ro have rich eyes and poor hands, 

Faq Yes, I have gain’d my experience. 


Enter Orlando. 


Rof. And. your experience makes youfad : I had rather 
havea fool to make me merry, tban experience to make 
me fad, and to tzavel for it too. 

Orl, Good day, and happinefs, dear Roflainde. 

Faq. Nay then God buy you, and you talk in blank 
verte. Exit. 

Rof. Farewel Mounfieur Traveller 5 look you lifp, and 
wear ftcange fuits; difable al! the benefits of your own 
Country: be out of love with your nativity, and almoft 
chide God for making you that countenance you are, or! 
will fcarce think you have fwam ina Gurdello, Wh 
how now Orlando, where have you been all this while?you 
ia lover ? and you ferve me fuch another trick, never come 
in my fight ‘more. 5. 

Orl. My fair Rofalinde, I come within an hour of my 
promife. 

Rof. Break an hours promife in Jove ? he that will di- 
vide a minute into athoufand parts, and break but a part 
of the thoufaud part of a minute in the affairs of love, it 
may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clape him oth* fhoul- 
der, but l'le warrant him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me dear Rufalinde. l 

Rof. Nay, and you be fo tardy, come no more in my 
fisht, | had aslief be Woo'd of a Snail. 

Orl. Of a Snail ? i 

Rof. 1,of aSnail; for thohe comes flowly, he carries 
| his houfe on his head : a better jointure I think than you 
make a woman: befides, he brings his deftiny wich 
him. 

Orl. What’sthat ? i 

Rof. Why horns , which fuch as you are fain to be be- 
holding to your wives for: but he comes armed in his for- 
tune, and prevents the flinder of his wife. 

Ori. Vertus isno horn-mak<r : and my. Rofalinde is ver- 
(uous. 

Rof. And lam your Rofalinde. 

Cel. ¥t pleafes himto calf you fo ; buthe hath a Rofa- 
linde of a better leer than you. 

Rof. Come, woo me, woo me: fornow [ am in a ho- 
ly-day humour, and like enough ro confent - What would 
you fay to me now, and I were your very, very Rofa- 
linde ? 

Orl. t would kifs before I fpoke. 

Rof. Nay you were better fpeak firft, and when you 
were pravell‘d for lack of matter, you might take occafion 
to kifs ! very good Orators when they are our, they will 
i fpir, and for lovers, lacking (God warn us ) matter, the 
} cleanlieft thift is rokifs. 

Orl. Howif the kifs be denied ¢ 
Rof. Then the puts youtoentreaty, and there begins 
new matter. ‘ 
|- Orl. Whò could be out, being before his Beloved Mi- 
ftrefs ? ; 


1 fhould think my honefty ranker than my wit. 
Orl, What, of my fuit? . 


fuir. 
Am not [ your Réfalinde ? 


Orl. 1 take fome joy to fay you are, becaufe I would be |. 


talking of her. 
Rof. Well, in hér perfon, I fay I will not have you. 


Orl. Then in mine own perfon, I dye. : 
Rof. No faith, die.by Attorney : the poor .world.is 


| almoft fix thoufand years old, and in all this time there. 


was not any man died in his own perfon (. vidilicet ) in 
1a love caufe: Troilus had-his brain dafh’d out with a 


Rof. Marry that fhould you if I were your Miftrefs, or 


Rof. Not out of your apparrel, and yet out of your 





As yon like it. 


Grecian club, yer he did what he could to die before, and 
he ts one of the patterns of love. Leander, he would 
have liv’d many a fair year, tho Hero had turt'd Nun, if 
it had not been for a hot Midfummer-night, for good 
youth ) he went but forth to wafh inthe Hellefponr, and 
being taken with thecramp, was drown’d, and the foolith 
Chroniclers of that age, found it was Hero of Seftos. 
But thefe are all lies, men have died from time to time, and 
worms have eatenthem, but not for love. 

Orl. lwould not have my right Rofolinde of this mind, 
for I proteft her frown might kill me. 

Rof. By this hand, it will not kill a flie ; hut come. now 
I willbe yout Rofalinde in a tnore’ coming-on dilpofiticn : 
and ask me what you will, 1 will grant icz 

Orl. Thenlove me, Rofatinde, ` 

ae Yes faith will }, Fridays and Saturdays, and 
âll. 
Orl. And wilt thou have me ? 

Rof. \, and twenty foch, 

Orl. What faift thon ? 

Rof. Are you not good? 

Orl. 1| hope fo. 

Rofalinde. \Why then,can one defire too much of a 
good thing: Come fifter, you fhall be the Frieft, and mar- 
ry Us: give mie your hand Orlando: VVhat do you fay 
fifter ? 

Orl. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. {cannot fay the words, 

Rof. You mult begin, will you Orlando. 

Cel. Goto, will you Orlando have so wife this 
linde? 

Ori. 1 will. 

Rof. But when ? 

Orl. VVhy now, as faft as fħe can marry us. 

a, Then you muft fay, l take thee Rofalinde for 
wife, 

Orl. Itake thee Rofalinde for wife. 

Rof. (might ask you for your commiffion, 

But | do take thee Orlando for my husband: thete’s a girl 
Bocs before the Prieft, and certainly a womans thought 
tuns before her aétions. 

Ort. So do all thoughts, they are wing’d. 

Rof. Now tell me how long you would have her, after 
you have poffeft ‘her ? 

Orl. For ever and a day. 

Rof. Say aday, without theever : No, no Orlando,men 
are ef pril when they woo, December when they wed: 
Maids are Afay when they are ‘maids, butthe sky chan- 
ges when they are wives; | will be more jealous of thee, 
than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen, more clamorcu: 
than a Parrat againft rain; more new-fangled than 
an ape; more giddy ia my defires than a monkeys | will 
weep for nothing like Diana in the Fountain, and | will 
do that when you are difpos'd to be merry: | will 
cok like a Hyen, and that when thou art inclin‘d t 

cep. É 

Orl. But will.my Rofalinde do fo? 

Rof. By wy life fhe will do as! do. 

Orl. O but fhe is wife. 

Rof. Or elfe fhe could not have the wit to do this : the |: 


Rofa- 


wifer,the waywardce : make the doors upona womans wit 


and it will out at the cafement: fhut that, and ‘twilf out 
at the key-hole: ftop thar, it will lye with che fmoak out at 
the chimney. 

Orl.. A wan that had a wife with fuch awit, he might 
fay, wit whither wilt ? 

Rof. Nay, ‘you might Keep that check for it, till you 
mét your wives wit going to your neighbours bed. 

Orl. And what wit could wit have roexcufe that ? 

Rof. Marry. to fay, fhe came to feek you there: you fhal! 
never take her without her'anfwer, unlefs yoo take her 
withour her tongue : O that woman that cannot make her 
fault ber husbands océafion, let her never nurfe her child 
her felf, for the will breed ic like a fool. 

Orl. 


a EEEE 


ba ee 
Orl. For thefe two hours, Rofalinde. 1 will leave thee. 
Rof. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 
Orl. 1 muf attend the Duke at dinner, by- two a clock | 
will be with thee again. 
Rif. 1,go'youe ways, go your ways: I knew what you 
would prove, my friends told me as much, and I thought 
no lefs ; that flattering tongue of yours won me.s tis but 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Rofalinde and Celia. 


Rof. How fay you now, is it not paft two a clock ? 


one caft away,and fo come death: two o’ clock is your) And here much Orlando, 


hour. fa s 

Orl, Ifweet Rofalinde. . 

Rof. By my troth, and in good earncft, and fo God 
mend me, and by all pretey oaths that are not dangerous, 


Cel. i warrant you with pure love and troubled braio. 


Enter Sslyins. 


if you break onejotof your promife, or come one minute | He hath ta’ne his bow and arrows, and is gone forth 
behind your hour, I will think you the moft pathetical | To flecp : look who comes here. 


break-promife, and the moft holtow lover, and the moft un- 
worthyof her you call Rofalinde, that may be choftn out 
of the profs band of the unfaithful ; therefore beware my 
cenfure, and keep your promife, s 

Orl, With no lels religion, than if thou wert indeed 
my Rofalinde ; fo adieu. 

Rof. Well, Timeis the old Juftice that examines all 
fuch offenders, and let time try : adieu. Exit, 


Cel. You have fimply mifus’d our fexin your love-prate : 
we moft have your doublet and hofe pluckt over your head, 
and (hew the world what the bird hath done to her own 
nek. 

Rof. O coz coz coz; my pretty little coz, that thou 
did know huw many fathom deep I am inlove 5 but it 
cannot be founded: my affcétion hathan unknown bottom 
like the Bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather botromlefs, that as faft as you pour af- 
fe€tion in, it runs out. 

Rof: No, that fame wicked Baftard of Venus, that was 
begot of thought, conceiv’d of fpleen, and born of mad- 
nefs, that blind rafcally boy, that abufes every ones eyes, 
becaufe his own are out, let him be judg, how deep 
am in loves Vle tellthee eLiiena,] cannot be out of the 
fight of Orlanda : Ple go find a fhadow, and figh tillhe 
come. 


Cel, And Fle fleep. Exenst. 








Scena Secunda. 
Enter Jaques and Lords, Forrefters. 


Faq. Which ishe that killed the Deer ? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Faq. Let’s prefent him to the Duke like a Roman Con- 
queror, andit would do well to fer the Deers horns upon 
his head, for a branch of Victory ; have youno fong For- 
refter for this purpofe ? 

Lord. YesSir. 

Jaque. Singit: *cis no matter how it be in tune, fo it 
make noife enough. 


Mufick, Song. 

What fhal: he have that killed the Deer? 

His Leather skin and borns to wear s 
‘Then fing bins home, the reft (hall bear this burthen ; 
Take then no feorn to wear the born, 

dt was acreft ere thon waft born, 

Thy fathers father wore st, 

And thy father bore it, 

The horn ahe born the lufty born, 


Is not a thing to langh to feorn- Exsunt. 


Scena 


Ssl. My errand is to you, fair youth, 
My gentle Phebe, bid me give you this: 
1 knew not the contents, but as I guefs 
By the fern brow, and wafpifh ation 
Which fhe did ufe as fhe was writing of it, 
I¢ bears anangry tenure ; pardon me, 
Tam buc asa guilelefsmeffenger. 
Rof. Patience her felf would ftartle at this letter, 
And play the fwaggerer, bear this, bear all : 
She fays Iam not fair, thatllak manners, 
She calls me proud, and that fhe could noct love me 
Were man asrare as Phenix: ’0d’s my will, 
Her Jove isnot the Hare thar I did hunt, 
Why writes fhe foto me ? Well Shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 
Sil. No, l prote, | knaw not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 
Rof. Come come, you are a fool, 
And turn’d into the extremity of love. 
I faw her hand, fhe has a leathern hand, 
A free-ftone coloured hand : Iverily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but twas her hands 
She has a hufwives hand, but that’s no matter; 
I fay fhe never did invent this letter, 
This is a mans invention, and his hand: 
Sil. Sure ìt is hers, 
Rof. Why, *tisa boifterous and a cruel file, 
A ftile for challengers ; why, fhe defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriftian 5; womens gentle brain 
Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Effe& 
Than in their countenance 5 will you hear the letter ? 
Sil. Sopleafe you, for ! never heard it yer 3 
Yet heard too much of Phebes cruelty. 
Rof. She Phebesme; mark how the tyrant writes. 
Read. Art thou god, to fhepherd surn’d? 
That a maidens heart hathburn'd 2 
Cana womanrail thus. 
’ Sil. Call you this railing ? 
Rof. Read. Why, thy godhead laid apart, 
Waft thou with a womans heart? 
Did you ever hear fuch railing? 
Whiles the cye of man did woot me, 
That could do no vengeance to me, 
Meaning mea beaft. 
If the feorn of your bright eyne 
Have powerto raife [uch love in m ne, 
Alack,i n me, what flrange effect 
Would they workin mild afpett ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love, 
How tken might your prayers weve ? 
He that brings this love to thee, 
Little knows this love tn me: 
And by him feal up thy mind, 
Whether thae thy youth and kind 
Willthe faithful efer take 
Of me, and all that I can make, 
Or elfe ty bins my love deny, 
eAnd then Die Rudy how to dye. 


Ssl. 
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Sil, Call you this chiding ? 

C-l. Alas poor fhepherd. 
Rof. Do you pity him ? Noy he.deferves no pity: wilt 

| thou.lovefuch a woman ? Whatto make thee an inftrv- 

ment, and play falie ftringsupon thee? not to be endured. 

Well, go your way ro her, (for I fee love hath made 

thee a rame fnake ) and fay this toher, That if fhe love 

me, lcharge her to love thee: if fhe will not, 1 will ne- 

‘vec have her, unlets thou entreat for her: if you bea 

true lover, hence, and not aword 3 for here comes more 

company. Exit. Sil. 


Enter Oliver. 
know ) 
Oliv. Good morrow, fair ones: pray you, ( if you 
Wherein the Purlews of this Forreft ftands. 
A theep-coat, fenced about with Olive-trees. 
Cel. Welt of this place down in the neighbour bottom 
The rankof Offers, by the murmuring ream 
Left on yourrighte’ hand, bring you to the place: 
Butatthis hour the houfe doth keep it felf, 
There’s none within. 
Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then fhoutd l know you by defcription, 
Such garments, and fuch years: the boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and beftows himfelf 
Like aripe Sifter : But the woman low 
And browner than her brother: are not you 
Theownerof the houfe I did enquire for ? 
Cel. It is no boaft being ask’d, to fay we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth he calls his Rofalinde, 
He fends this bloody Napkin ; are youhe? 
Rof. Lam 3 what muft we underftand by this? 
Oli. Sameof my fhame, if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkercher was ftiin’d, 
Cel, I pray you tell it. 








you like it. 


Cel. Are you his brother ? 
Rof. Way’ you he. refcu’d ? 
Cel, Was’c you that did fo oft contrive to kill him ? 
Ob. "Twas 13 but ’tis not]; Ido not fhame 
To tell you what 1 was, fince my conveifion 
So (weetly tafts, being the thing I am. 
Rof: But for the bloody napkin ? 
Oli. By and by. 
When from the firlt to laf. betwixt ustwo, 
Tears our recountments had moft kindly bath’d; 
As how I came Into that defert place. 
In brief, heled me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me frefii array, and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brothers love, 
Who led me inftantly unto. his Cave, 
There ftript himfelf, and here upon his arm 
The Lionefs had torn fome fieth away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cri`d in fainting upon R ofalinde. 
Brief, I recover’d him, bound up his wound, 
And after fome {mall {pace, being ftrong at heart, 
He fent me hither, ftranger as lam 
To tell chis, that you might excufe 
His broken promife, and to give this napkin 
Died in his blood, unto the Shepherd youth, 
That hein {port doth call his Rofalinde. 
Cel, Why how now Ganimed, {weet Ganimed? 
Ols; Many will{woon when they do look on blood. 
Cel. There is no more in it 3 Cofin Ganimed, 
Oli. Look he recovers, 
Rof. I would] were at home. 
Cel. We'llead you thither. 
| pray youtake him by tie arm. 
Ol. Beof good cheer, youth: you aman ? 
You lack a mans heart. 
Rof. 1 do fo, I confefsir. 


‘| Ah firra, abody would think this was well counterfeited, 


Ipray you tell your brother how well | counterfeited : 


Oli. When laft the young Orlando parted from you, | heigh-ho. 


He left a promife to return again 
Within an hour, and pacing through the Forreft, 
Chewing th: food of {weet and bitter fancy, 
Lo what befel; he threw his eye afide, 
And mark what objeét did prefene it {elf 
Uader an old Oak, whofe bows were mofs’d with age, 
And high top bald with dey antiquity ; 
A wretched ragged man, ore-grown with hair 
Lay fleeping on his back 5 about his neck 
A green and guilded {nake had wreath’d it felf, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats approach’d 
The opening of his mouth; but fuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d it telf, 
And with indented glidesdid flip away 
Into abufh, under whofe buthes fhace 
A Lionefs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with catlike watch 
When that the fleeping man fhou’d ftir; for ’tis 
The royal difpofition of that beaft 
To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead 5 
This feen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found, it was his brother, his elder brother. | 
Cel. O Ihave heard him fpeak of that fame brother, 
And he did render him the moft unnatural 
That liv’d amongft men. 
Oli. And well he might fo do, 
For well 1 know he was unnatural. 
Ref. Butto Orlsndo , did he leave him there 
Food to the fuck’d and hungry Liontfs : 
Oli, Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d fo ; 
But Kindnefs nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature ftronger than his juft occafion, 
Made him give battel to the Lionefs , 
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miferable flumber I awaked, 


Ol. This was not counterfeit, there is too great tefti- 
Soot in your complexion, that it was paffion of ear- 
neft. 

Rof. Counterfeit, I alure you. 

Ols. Well then, take a good heart, and- counterfeit to 
be a man. 

Rof. So Ido : buti’faith, 1 fhould have beena woman 
by right. 

Cel. Comes you look paler and paler: pray you draw 
homewards; good fir, go with us. 

Oli. That willl ; for E muft bear anfwer back 
How yon excufe my brother, Rofalinde. 

Rof. 1 thall devife fomething : but! pray you commend 
my counterfeiting to him 5 will you go? 

Exennt. 





Actus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clown and Andrie. 
Clo. We thall find a time e4ndrie, patience gentle Au: 


drie. 
efnd. Faith the Prieft was good enough, for all the old 
gentlemans faying. 

(to. Amoft wicked Sir Oliver , Andrie, a moft vile Mar- 
text. But Asdrie, there isa youth here in the Forref 
lays claim to you. 

Aud 1,1 know who ° is; he hathno intereft in me in 


_, the world; herecomes the man youmean. 


Enter William. 
Clo. It is meat and drink to me tofeea Clown; by my 
troth 


Sr ee 





‘troth, we that have good Wits have much to-anfwer for : 


we fhall be flouting : wecannoc hold. 

Will. Good ew’n, Audrey. 

And, God ye good ev'n, Wiliam. 

‘Will, And good ev’n to you fit. | 

(lo. Good ev'n, gentle Friend. Cover thy head, cover 
thy head 5 Nay, prethee be cover'd. How old are you, 
Friend ? 

Will. Five and twenty, fir. ` 

Clo. A ripe age : is thy name William ? 

Will. William, fic. ` 

Clo. A fair name. Was’t born?’ th’ Forreft here ? 

Will. 1 fir, I thank God. 

Clo. Thank God: a good anfwer: 
Art rich ? 

Wall, Faith fir, fo, fo. 

Clo. So, fo, is good, very good, very excellent good : and 
yet itis not 5 it is but fo, fo. 
Are thou wife ? 
will. I fir, | havea pretty Wit. 
Clo, Why, thou fayeft well : 1 do now remember a fay- 


ing; The Fos! doth think'he is wife, but the wife man} 


knows himfelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Philofopher, 
when he had adefire to eat a Grape, would open his lips 
when he put it into his mouth, meaning thereby, that 
Grapes were made to ear, and Lips to open. 
You do love this maid ? 

Will. 1 do, fir. 

Clo, Give me your hand: Art thou Learned ? 

will. No, fir. a 

Clo. Then learn this of me, To have, is tohave. For itis 
a Figure in Rhetorick, that drink being poured out of a cup 
into a gla(s, by filling che one, dothempty the other. Fur 
all your Writers do confent, that ip/e u he : now you are not 
ipfe ; for} am he. 

Wil!. Which he, fir ¢ 

Clo. He fir, that wuft marry this woman : Therefore you 
Clown, abandon: whichis in the vulgar, teave the focie- 
ty: which in che boorilh, is company, of this Female : 
which in the common, is woman: whichtogether, is, a 
bandon the fociety of this Female ; or, Clown, thou perith. 
eft: or to thy better underftanding, dieft 3 or (to wir) I 
kill thee ; make thee away, tranilate thy life into death, 
thy liberty into bondage: I will dealin poyfon with thee, 
or inbaftinado, or in fteel ; I will bandy with thee in faai- 
on, I wil] o’re-run thee with policy 5 1 wili kill chee a hun- 
dred‘and fifty.ways; therefore tremble and depart. 

Aud. Do, good William. = 

Vill. God ret you merry, fir. Exit. 
Enter Corin. 


Cor. Our Mafter and Miltris feeks you : come away, a- 
way- ) 
Clo. Trip eAudrey, trip Audrey, Lattend, a 


I attend. Excunt 





is. `, 


`: 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Orlando ard Oliver. 


; a 
Or. 19t poffible, that on fo little acquaintance you fhould 
likeher ? chat, bur feeing, you fhould love her 2 
And loving woo? and wooing, the fhould grant ? And will 
you per(cvere to enjoy her? cha ` 
OI. Neither call the giddinefs of it-in queftion, the pc- 
verty of her, ihe fmall acquaintance, my fudden wooing, 


nor judden confenting ; but fay with-me, I love Aliena : 


fay with her, that (he loves me 5 confent with both, that 
we may enjoy cach other : it fhal! besto your good ; For 


As you like it. 
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my Father’s Houfe, and all the Revenue, that was old Sir 
Rowland’s, will eftateupon yous and here live and die a 


Shepherd. 


Enter Rofalind. 


Orl. Youhave my confent. 
Lee your Wedding be to morrow : thither will f 


‘Invite the Duke, and all’s contented followers : 


Go-you, and prepare Aliena; for look you, 
Here comes my Rofaliade, 

Rof. God fave you, brother. 

Orl. And you, fair fifter. 

Rof- Oh my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fec thee 
wear thy heart ina fcarf. 

Ori: [t is my arm. 

Raf. i thought my heart had been wounded with the claws 
of a Lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes cf a Lady. 

Rof. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to 
fwound, when he fhew’d me your handkerchief ? 

Orl, i, and greater wonders than that, 

Rof: O, | know where you are: Nay, ‘tis true: there 
was never any thing fo fudden, bur the fight of two Rams, 
and Cefar’s Thrafonical brag, of, 1 came, far, and overcame: 
For your brother, and my fiiter, no fooner mec, but they 
lcok’d ; no fooner look’d, but they Jov’d ; n0 fyoner lov’d, 
but they Ggh’d; no fooner figh’d, but they ask’d one ano- 
ther the rcafon ; no fooner knew the reafon, but they fought 
the remedy : and in thefe degrees have they made a pair of 
fairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, or elfe 
be incontinent before marriage 5 they are in thevery wrath 
of Love, and they will together. Clubs cannot part 
them, K 
-© Or; They fhall be married to morrow : and I will bid th 
Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing itis to look 
into happinefs chrough another man’s eyes: by fo much the 
more fhal! 1 co morrow be at the height of heart heavinefs, 
by how much I (hall chink my brother happy, in having what 
he wifhes for. 

Rof. Why then to morrow I cannot ferve your turn for 
Rofalinde ? Ja 

Or. l can live no longer by thinking. 

Rof. 1 will weary you then no longer with idle talking. 
Know of me then ( for now I fpeak to fome purpole ) 
that I know you are a Gentleman of good conceit. l fpeak 
nor this, that you fhould bear a good opinion of my 
knowledg : infomuch (I fay) I know yov are: neither 
dol labour for a greater efteem than may in fome little 
meafure draw a belief from you, ro do your felf good, 
and not to grace me. Believe then, if you pleafe. char 
I can do ftrange things: I have fincel was three years old, 
convert with a Magician, moft profound in his heart, and 
yet not damnable. -If you do love Rofalinde fo neat the 
heart, as your gefture cries it out, when your brother 
marries Aliena you fhall marry her. I know into what 
Rreights of Fortune fhe is driven; and it is not impofble 
to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you, to fet her before 
your eyes to morrow, humane as fhe is, and without any 
danger. 

Or, Speak’ thou in fober meanings ? 

Rof. By my Life Ido, which I tender dearly, tho {fay I 
ama Magician: Therefore put you in your beft array, bid 
your Friends: For if you will be married to morrow, you 
fhall, and to Rofalinde, if you will. . 


. Enter Silvius, and Phebe. 


Look, here comesa Lover of mine, anda Lover of hers. 
Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentlench, 
To thew the Letter that I writ to you. 
Rof. I cəre notif Ihave: itis my ftudy 
To feem difpiteful aod ungentle to you : 
Q Yoo 
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You are there followed by a faithful Shepherd ; 
Look epoa him, love him: he worthips you. 
I'he GoodShepherd, tell this youth what tis to love. 
Sil. ttisto be made all of fighs and tears ; 
Anti (o ami for Fkebe. 
Fh.. Bnd t for Gamimed. 
Or. And 1 for Rofatind. 
Rof. Anå for no woman. 
Sil. 1c is to beall made of faith and fervices 
„And to a.n lior l hebe. 
Ph., and Llor Ganimed. 
Or. Aad Ifor Rz'atind. 
Ref. Ang ltor no woman. 2 
Sil. It i; to beall made of fantafie, 
A'limade of paffion, and all mace'of wifhes, 
All adoration, duty and obfesvance, 
All humblenels, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, allcrial, alloblervance 5 
and fo am I for Phebe. 
- Phe. And loam I for Ganimed, 
Or. And foam | for Rofalénd. 
Rof. And fo am I for no woman. 
Phe. li this-be fo, why blame you me to love you? 
Ssl. 1f this befo, why blame you me to love you? 
‘Or If this be fo, why blam! you me to love you? 
Ref. Why d» yvu fpeak too ? Why blame you me to love 
‘ou? 
i Or. To her.that isnot here, nor doth not hear. 
Rsf Pray you no more of this, "cis like the howling of 
Iri Woles againtthe Moon; I willhelp youif Ican3 I 
would love you if I could: To morrow meet meall together; 
I willmarry y vu, if ever I marry Woman, and l'le be marri- 
-ed to morrow : I will fatisfie you, if ever l fatisfi’d man, and 
you fhall be married tomorrow. I will content you, if what | Can do all this thar he hath promifed ? 
pleafes you contents you, and you fhall be married to mor-} Or. I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not 5 
row. As youlove Rofalind meet, as you love Phebe meet, and | As thofe that fear they hope, and know they fear. 
as Lloveno woman, Piemect. Sofare you well, | have tefe 
-you commands. 
Sil. l'le not fail; if Iive. 
Pho. Nort. 
Or. Nor l. Exeunt.. 


And therefore take the prefent rime, 
Wish a bey, ond abo, and a bey nonino + 
For love is crowned with the prime. 

In fpring-tine, &e. 


Between the acres of the Rie, 

With a bey, and a ho, and a bey nonine ; 

Thefe pretty Country-folks wonld lie, 
dn the {pringstime, &c. 


The Carrol they began that bour, 
VV ith ahey, and abo, and a hey nonino ; 
How that a Life was but a Flower, 

dn the [pring-time, &e. 


Clo. Truly young Gentlemen, though there was no great 
matter in theditty, yet the note was very untunable. 
L Pa. You are deceiv’dlir, we keep time, we Loft not our 
time. 
Clo. By my troth, yes: I count it but time loft to hear fuch 
a foolifh fong, Ged buy you, and God mend your voices. 
Come Audrey, Excunt. 









Scena Quarta. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, Jaques, O:lando, Oliver, 
Celia. 


Du. Sen. Dof thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 


Enter Rofalinde ,Silvius, avd Phebe. 


Rof. Patience once more, whiles our compact is urg’d : 
You fay, if I bring in your Rofalinde, 
You will beftow her on Orlando here? 
Du. Sen. That would I, had I Kingdoms to give with her. 
Rof. And you fay youwill have her when | bring her ? 
Or. That would l, were lof all Kingdoms King. 
Rof. You fzy yov’l marry me, if } be willing. 
Phe That willl, ould Idie the hour after. ' 
Rof. Butif you do refufe to marry me; 
You’l give your feir to this moft faithful Shepherd. 
Phe. So is the bargain. 
Rof. You fay, rhat you'l have Phebe, if fhe will? 
Sil. Tho to have her and death were both one thing. 
Rof. Ihave promis’d to make all this matter even: 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your Daughter ; 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his Daughter : 
‘Keep you your word, Phebe, that youl marry me 5 
Or elfe refufing me, to wed this fhepherd ș 
‘Keep your word, Sélvins,. that you’l marry her, 
If fhe refufeme; and from hence ! po 
To make thefe doubts all even. 


re LT NY 
Scena Tertia. 
Enter Clown atid Audrey. 


Clo. To morrow isthe joyful day; Audrey, to morrow 
wilf we be married. 
An, 160 defice it. withall my heart: andI hopeiris no 
difhoneft defire, to defire to be a woman of the world. 
Here-come twoof the banifh’d Duke’s Pages. 


Enter two Pages. 


1. Pa. Well met honeft Gentlernan. 

Clo By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, and a fong, 

2 Pa. We are for you, fit i’th’ middle. 

i, Pa. Shall we clap inco roundly, without havking, or 
fpitting, or faying we are hoarie, which are the only pro- 
lopues to a bad voice. | 

2. Pa, Pfaith iaith, and both in tune, like two Gypfies en 
a hosfe. 


Exit Rof and Cilia. f 
Du. Sen. Tdo remembet in this fhepherds boy, 
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 
Or. My Lord, the firft time that Jever faw him, 
-Methought he was a brother to your daughter , 
‘But my good Lord, this boy is Forreft born, 
And hathbeen tutor’d inthe Rudiments 


Song. Of many defperate ftudies by his Unckle, 
It wasa-Lover andhis Lafs, ‘Who he reports to bea great Magician, 
With a hey and aho, and a hey nonino, 
Lhat.ore the green corn field did pafs Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Inthe [pring time, the only pretty rang time, 
When birds do fing, bey ding a ding, ding. Obfcured inthe circle of this Forreft. 
Sweet Levers love the {pring. Jaq: There is fure another flood toward, and thefe con- 


ples 
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oles are coming to the Ark. Here comes a ‘par of very 
trange beafts, which in all tongues are Cafl’d Fools. 
` Clo, Salutation and greeting to youal 

Fag. Good wy Lord bid him welcome, This is the Mot- 
ley-minded Gentleman that | have to often metin the For- 
rct: he hath been a Courtier he {wears. l 

CLifany man doubt thar,let him put me to my purgaton, 
thave trod a meafure, [have flattred a Lady, I have been 
policick with my friend, {mooth with mine enemy, I have 
undone three Tas.ors, | have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought one. i 

Faq. And how was that tane up? 

Cls. Faith we mee, an found the quarrel was upon the fr- 
nth caute. | ; 
F Fag. How the feventn caule? Good my Lord, like this 

fellow. 

Du Sen. Like -him very well. 

Clo. God'ild you fir, I defie you of the like: 1 prefs in 
here, fir, amoneft the reft of the Countrey copulatives, to 
(wear, and to forfwear, accorciug as Marriage binds, and 
blood breaks: a poor virgin, fir, an ill-favour’d thing, fir, 
but mine own, a poor humour wf mine, fir, to take that that 
no man elie will:-rich honefty dwells like a mifer, fir, ina 
poor houfe, as your Pearl in your Oyfter. 

Da Sen. By my faith heis vety fwift and fententious. 
Glo, According to the Fool’s bolt, fir, and fuch dulcet dif- 
cafes; , an 

Fug. But for the feventh caufe: How did you find the 
quarrel ontite feventh caufe ? 

Clo. WUrona Lie leven times removed (bear your body 
more feeming Andry): a3 thus, fis: Idid diflike the cut ot 2 
certain Courtier’s beard: he f nt me word, IF I faid his 
beard was not cut well, he wasin che mind it was: this is 
call’d the retort courteous, 1I lent him word again, it was 


iwellcut, he would fend me word, he cutit to p leafe him- 


leif : chis is call'd the quip modent. If again, it was not well 
cut, he difabled my judgment : this is cald the reply chur- 
lifh. If again, it was not wellcut, he woutd anfwer, Iipake 
not tiu:: this is coll’d thereproof valiant. If again, it was 
nor well çut, hewould fay, thie: this is calP.d.the counter. 


check quarrelfome : and to to the Lie circumftantiat, and the 


Lie dire&t 

Faq And how oft did-you fay his beard was not well 
cut ? j 

Clo Icurkt go no further than the Lie cireumftantial : nor 
he durft not give me the Lie dirc& : and fo we meafur’d 
fwords, and parted. 

Zag. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 


Lic. 


Clo. O fir, we quarrelin Print, by the book : as you have 
books for good manners : [| willname you the degrees The 
firft, the Retoze courteous: the fecond, the Quip modeft: 
the third, che Reply churlifh : the fourth, the Reproof va- 
diant : the fifth, the Countercheck quarrcIfome: the fixth, 
the Lie with circumitance: the feventh, the Lie dire. All 
thefe you may avoid; but the Lie dirc&: and you may a. 
void that too withan it = Tknew when leven. Juftices could 
not rake up a Quarrel, but when che parties were met 
themfclves, one of them thought but.of an If; as, If you 
faid fo, then I faid fo: and they fhook hands, and fwore 
fe te Your If isthe only peace-maker: much virtue in 

f. 


Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, mý Lord ? He’s as good at 
any thing, and yerta Fool. 

Du, Sen. He ules his Folly like a ftalking-horfe, and un- 
der the prefencation of that he fhoots his Wie. 


Ent.y Hymen, Rofalind, and Celia. 
Stil Maufick, 
Fymen: Then ss there mirth in h aven, 


When earthly things made even 
attone wogerbher. 
* 


187 


Geod Dake receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 

Yea, brought her hither, 
That thou mighi’h joya her hand with hi, 
Whofe heart within his bofom is. 


Rof. To you I give my felf ; for 1am yours. 
Or. To youl give my felf; for I am yours, 
Du. Self there betruch in fight, you are my daughter. 
Or. If there be truth in fight, youare my ‘R ofalind, - 
Phe. \f fight and fhape be true, why then my Loveadieu. 
Rof. Ple have no Father, if you be not he: 

Ple have no Husband, if you be not he: 

Nor ne’re wed woman, if you be not the, 
Hy, Peace hoa: I bar confufion ; 

Tis I muft make conclufion 

Of thefe moft Rrange events : 

Here’s eight that mult take hands, 

To joyn in Hymens bands, 

If truth holds true contents. 

You and you no cruis fhall pare 5 

You and you are heart in heart ; 

You to his Love muft accord, 

Or have a Woman to your Lord, 

You and you are fure together, 

As the Winter to tou! weather : 

Whites a Weclock Hymn we fing, 

Feed your felves with queftioning: 

That reafon, wonder may diminith 

How thus we met, and thefe things finith. 


Song. 


Wedding is great Juno’s crown, 

O bleffed bond of board and bed: 
"70s Hymen peoples every tour, 
High wedlock then be honoured : 

Honour, bizh bonour and renown 


To Hymen, God of every Town. 


Du Ser. O my deir Neece, welcome thou art to me, 
Even daughter, welcome, in no lefs degree. 

Phe. | will not eat my word, now rhou art mine, 
Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. 


Enter Second Brother. 


2. Bro Let me have audience for a word or two: 
l anı the fecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring thefe tidings to this fair A Tembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth refurted to this Forret, 
AddreRtamiohty power whichwere on foot 
In his own conduct, purpolely to take 
His brother here, and put him tothe (word : 
And tothe skirts of this wild Wood he came; 
Where meeting with an old religious man, 
Afier fome qu. ftion with him, was converted 
Both from his entetprize, and from the world : 
His, Crown br queathing ro his banifh’d Brother, 
And all their Lands reftor’d to him again 
That were with him exil’d. This tobe true, 
I dochgage my life. à 

Da. Sen. Welcome, young man: ‘ 
Thou offer’ft fairly to thy brother’s wedding ; 
To one his Lands with-held, and to the ocher 
A Landitfelf at large, aporent Dukedome. 
Firft, in this Forreft, tet us do thote ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this happy number 
That have endur’d fhrewd days and mghts with us, 
Shall fhare the good of our rettirned Fortune, 
According to the meafure of their ftates, 
Mean time, forget this new-fal’n dignity, 

Q2 end 








EQS 
And fallinto our Ruftick Revelry -_ : 
Pliy Mu‘ck, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all, 
With meafure hezp’d in ioy, to th’ Meatures fall. 
Faq. Six, by your patience ; Lf I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a religious Life, 
And thtown into negleét the pompous Court. 
2. Bro, He hath. l 
Faq. To him will I: out of thefe convertites 
Tnere is huch matter to be beard and learn’d: 
You to vour former Honour, I bequeath . 
Your .patience, and your vertue well deferves it : 
You to-a Love that your true Faith doth merit 5 
You to your Land, and Love, and great Allies 5 
You to a long and weil-deferved bed 5 
And you to wrangling 5 for thy loving Voyage 
L; bur for two months vidtuall’d : So to your pleafures ; 
I am for other than for dancing meafures. 
Du. Sen, Stay, Faques, fay. 
Faq. To fee no paftime,1: what youwouldhave, 
Pie ftay co know at your abandon’d.cave, — «Exit. 
Da. Ser. Proceed, proceed, we will begin thele rights, 








T 


‘Taming of 





Afus Primus. 





Enter Beggar and Hoftels, Chriftophero Sly. 


‘ans~Le pheeze you in Faith. 
© Hoff. A pair of Stocks, you Rogue. 

Beg. Yarea baggage; the Siies are 
no Rogues. Look in the Chronicles, 
we came in with Xichard Conguerour : 
” therefore Pancus pallabrie , let the 
world flide: Seffa. 

Hof. You willnot pay for the glaffes 
youhaveburft?  . 

Beg, No, not adenicre: goby S. Feronimy, go to thy cold 
bed, and warm thee. i 

Hoff. know my Remedy; I muft go fetch the Headbo- 
rough. ; 

Big Third, or fouth, or fife Borough, I’le anfwer him by 
Liw; le not budg an inch, boy: Let him come, and 
kindly. Falls afleep. 





Wind horns. Enter a Lord from bunting, with bis train. 


Le. Huntfman, I charge thee tender well my hounds, 
Erach Merriman, the poor Cur isimbot, . 
And couple (lowder with the decp-mouth’d brach. 
Saw ftthou not, boy, how Ss/ver made it:-good 
At the hedg corner, in the coldcft fault, 
1 would rot lofe the Cog for twaaty pound. 


~ Sr SP 2 GAE A PP Te a TE TT E E STOO Or Une n 
ó VODA PO O AP e A Gi E G ttt A E AEG 
m E-a ` F ve yon 
+2 ito p fg a 
z AAA f oath Socal 
s z U = i 5 " 
o -i : $ k W ” A ‘ 
x i A 4 A T- i į a To T : PS 
A Ss. Tae > PF heer by 
% G : a UP F 
< oe F rt, a 
i Goan vf he es Fe, BS 
aa 3 
b 4 F ut r ~œ 
> A 5 ee Pub i 
7 ae $; è 
7 O HE kaii 
Lee 4 
ink y j e 
Pid Š r km h vd 


te 





cong Wepre panes 


T be taming of the Shrew. 











As we docruft, they’l end in true delights. 

Rof. Ic is not the fafhion to fee the Lady the Epilogue: 
but itis no more unhandfome than to fee the Lord ihe Pro- 
logue. If it be true, that good Wine needs no Buf, "tis rrue.| 
that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to good Wine 
they do ufe good Buthes ; and good Plays prove the berter 
by the help of good Epilogues. What a cafe am 1 in then, 
that am neither a good Epilogue, nor cannot infinuate with 
youin the behalf of a good Play? lam not furnifh'd like a 
Beggar; therefore to beg will not become me, My way | 
is to Conjure you ; and l'le begin with the women. I charge 
you (O women) for the love you bear to men, to like as 
much of this Play as pleafes you: And 1 charge you (O 
men ) for the love you bear to women (as I perceive by your | 
fimpring, none of you hates them), rhat between you and | 
the women, the Play may pleafe. If I were a woman, i 
would kifs as many of you as had beards that pleasd me, 
complexious that lik’d me, and breaths that ! defi'd nor, 
And I am fure, as many as have good beards, or good faces 
or {weet breaths, will for my kind offer, when 1 make curt- 
fic, bid me farewel, | Excunt. | 


H E 


the Shrew. 








Scena Prima. 





Finn, Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried upon it at the meereft lofs, 
And twice to day pick’d out the dulleft {ent: 
Truft me, I take him for che better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a Fool, if Eccho were as Beeg, 
I would cfteem him worth a dozen fuch. 
But fup them well, and look unto them all, 
To morrow l intend to hunt again. 

Eunn, I will, my Lord, 

Lord. What’s here? one dead, or druak ? See, doth he 
breathe ? 

2, Hun, He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm’d with 
Ale, this were a bed bur cold to fleep fo foundly. 

Lord. O monftrous beaft ! how like a Swine he lies? 
Grim death, how foul and loathfom is thine image ! 
Sirs, I will pra&ife on this drunken man. 
What think you if he were convey’d to bed, - 
Wrap’d in {weet cloaths : Rings put upon hisfinger ; 
A moft delicious banquet by his bed, 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Would not the Beggar then forget himfelf? 

t. Hun, Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot chufe, 

2. Hun. It would feem ftrange unto hinrwhen he wak’d, 

Lord. Even as afl.ti’ring dream, or worthlefs fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeft : 
Carry him gently to my faireft Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton pi@ures : 
Balm his fou! head. in warm diftilled waters, 
And burn {weet wood to make the Lodging {weer : 
Procure me Mufick ready when he wakes, 

To 
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To make a dulcet and a Heavenly found ; 
Andif he chance to fpeak, be ready ftraight 
( And witha low fubmiflive reverence ) 
Say, what isit your Honour will command ; 
Let-one attend him witha filver Bafon 
Full of Rofe-water, and beftrew'd with Flowers, 
Another bear the Ewer: thethirda Diaper, 
And fay, will pleafe your ‘Lord fhip cool your hands ? 
Some one be ready with acoftly fuir, 
And ask him what apparel he will wear : 
Another tell him of his hounds and horfe, 
and that his Lady mourns at his difeafe, 
Perfwade him that he hath been Lunatick , 
And whenhe fays heis, fay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty Lord : 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs; - 
i It will be pattime pafling excellent, 
If i¢ behusbanded with modelty. 
| 3, Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we willplay our part, 
As he thal! think by our crue diligence 
Heis no lefs than what we fay he is. 
Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his cffice when he wakes. 

i Sond Trumpets. 
Sirrah, go fee what Trumpet ’tis that founds , 
Belike fome noble Gentleman that means 
( Travelling fome journey ) to repofe himf«Ifhere. 


Enter Servingman. 


How now? (whois it) 
Ser. Antpleafe your henour, Playrs 
That offer fervice to your Lordthip, 


Enter Players. 


Lord. Bid them come near: 
Now fellows, you are welcome. 
Pla. We thank your honour: 
Lor. Do youintend to ftay with me tonight ?- 
2. Pla. So pleafe your Lordthip to accept our duty. 
Lord. Withall my heare. This fellow Lremember, 
Since once he plaid a Farmet’s eldeft fon, 
‘Twas where you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well : 
I have forgot your name: but fure thar part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform’d 
Sim. [think ’twas Soto thac your honour means. 
Lord. *Tisvery true, thou didft it excellent : 
Well you are come to mein happy time, 
The rather for } have fome fport in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can affift me much. 
There is a Lord will hiar you play to night: 
But Lam doubttulot your modefties, 
Left over eying of hisodd behaviour, 
(For yet his honour never heard a Play ) 
You break into fome merry paffion, 
And (o offend him : for I tell you firs, 
If you thould fmile, he grows impatient. 
| . Pla. Fear’notmy Lord, we can contain our felves, 
Werehethe verieft antick in*the world: 
Lerd. Go firra, take them to the Buttery, 
And give them friendly we'come every one, 
Let them want nothing that my houfe affords. 
Exit one withthe Players. 
Sirra go you to Bartholmew my page, 
And fee him dreft in all fuits like a Lady : 
That done, conduét hiro'to the Drunkards chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him obzitance: 
Tell him from me (as he will win my love J 
He bear himfelf with honourable action 
Such as he hatch obferv'd in noble Ladies 
Unto their Lords, by them accomplifhed, 
Such duty. to the Drunkard let him do: 
With foft low tongue, and lowly courtely, 


And fay: What is’cyour Honour will command, 
Wherein ycur Lady, and your humble Wife, 
May fhew her duty, and make known hr love. 
And then with kind embracements, tempting kiffes, 
And witb declining head into his bofome 

Bid him fhed tears, -asbeing overjoyed 

To fee her noble Lord reftor’d to health, 

VVho for this feven years hath efteemed hin 

No better than a poor and loathfom begger : 

And if the boy have not a womans gift 

To raina fhower of commanded tears, 

An Onion will do well for fuch a fhift, 

VVhich ina Napkin (being clofe convey’J) 

Shall in defpight enforce a watry cyc: 

See this difpatch’d with all the hafte thou canft, 
Anon I’le give thee more inftructions. 

Exit a Setvingman. 


I Know the boy will well ufurp the grece, 

Voice, pate, and ation of a Gentlewoman. 

i long to kear him call the Drunkard, husbands 

And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter, 
VVhen they do homage ro this fimple peafanr, 

le in tocounfel them: haply my prefence 

May well abate the over merry fpleen, 

VVhich otherwife would grow into extreams, 


Enter aloft the Drunkard with attendants, fome witb apparel, 
Bajon and Ewer, and other appu:tiensnces, asd Lord. 


Beg. For Gods fake a pot of fmall Ale. 

1. Ser. Wt pleafe your Lordfhip drink a cup of fack ? 

2. Ser. Wilt pleafe your Honour tafte of thefe Con- 

ferves ? 

3. Sere What raiment will your Honour wear to day ? 

Beg. Lem Chriflopbero Slie, call not me honour, nor 
Lordfhip: I ne’re drank fack in my life: andif you give 
me any Conferves, give me Conferves of Beef: nere ask 
me what raiment lle wear, for have no more Doublets 
than Backs; no more Stockings than Leggs: nor to 
more Shooes thanFeet, nay fometimes more Fert than 
Shooes, or fuch Shoots as my Toes look through the over- 
leather. 

Lor, Heaven ceafe this idle humour in-your Honour. 
Oh that a mighty man of fuch defcenc, 

Of iuch pofifftons, and fo high efteem, 
Should’be infufed with fo foul a {pixie. 

B-g. What, would .you make me mad ? Am not IChri- 
fropbero Slie, old She fon of Bu ton-heath, by birth a Pec- 
ler, by education aCard-maker, by tranfmuration a bear- 
herd, and now by prefent profeffion a Tinker. Ask far- 
rian Flackes the fat Ale-wife of Wincce, if fhe know me 
not: ifthe fay 1 am not xiv.d. on the {core for theer Ale, 
(core me up for the lying knave in Chriftendome. What I: 
am not beftraughr: here’s 

1, Man. Oh thisic is that makes your Lady mourn. 

2. Man. Oh this is it that makes your fervants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it that ycur kindred huns your 
As beatenhence by your ftrange Lunacy. (houle, 
Oh Noble Lord, bethink thee of thy bicth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhmest, 
And banifh hence the abject lowly dreams : 

Look how thy fervants do attend on thee, 

Each in his ofice ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have Mufick ? Hears, Apolle plays, 
And twenty caged Nightingales do fing. 

Or wile thou feep ? Wel have thee toa Couch, 
Softer and {weeter. than the luftful bed 

On purpofe trimm’d up for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilewalk , we will bcltrow the ground. 
Or wilt thou cide ? thy horfes fhall be trapp'd, 
Their harnefs ftudded all with Gold and ‘Pearl. 

Doft thou love hawking ? thou haft Hawks will {car 
Above the morning Lark. Qr wile thou hunt, 
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Thy Hounds fhall make the Welkin anfwer them, Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 
And fetch thrill ecchoes from rhe hollow earth. Beg. *Tis much, fervants leave me and her alone: 
t. Man, Say thou wilt courfe, thy Grayhounds are as | Madam undrefs you, and come now to bed. 
As breathed Stags: |, fleetcr thanthe Roe. fwift | La. Thrice noble Lord, let meentreat of you 
2.M Doft thou love pidtures ? we will fetch thee fraight } To pardon me yet for anight or two : 
| Adonis painted by a running brook, Or if not fo, until the Son be fer. 
{| And Cstberea: allin fedges hid, For your phyficians have exprefly charg’d, 
| Which teem to move, and wanton with her breath; In peril to incur your former malady, 
Even as the waving fedges play with wind, ThatI fhould yer abfent me from your bed 5 
Lord. We’lfhew thee Fo, as fhe wasa maid, l hope this realon ftands for my excufe. 
And how fhe was beguiled and furpriz’d, Beg. I, it ands fo that I may hardly tarry fo long . 
As lively painted, asthe deed was done. Bur I would be loth to fall into my dreams again: | will 


3. Man.Or Daphne roming through a thorny wood, | therefore tarry indefpight of the fie(h and the blood. 
Scratching her Legs, that one fhall fwear fhe bleeds, x 


And at thar fight fhall fad Apollo weep, Enter a Meflenger. 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. i 

Lord, Thouart a Lord, and nothing buta Lord : Mef. Your honours Players hearing your amendment, 
Thou haft a Lady far more beautiful, Are come to play a pleafant Comedy, 
Than any woman in this wainiog age. ' For fo your Do&ors hold it very meet, 

' 1. Man. And till the tears thar the bath fhed for thee, | Seeing too much fadnefs fiath congeal’d your blood, 
Like envious floods, o’rerun her lovely face, . And melancholly is the Nurfeof frenzy, 
She was the faireft creature in the world, Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play, 
And yet fhe is inferior to none. And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 

Beg. Am la Lord, and have I fuch a Lady ? Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life. 
Or do I| dream ? or have 1] dream’d till now ? Beg. Marry 1 wil, let them play, is it not a Comon- 
.do not fleep: [ fee, I hear,-l {peak : ty, a Chriftmas gambold, or a tumbling trick? 
I{mell fweet favours, and | feel foft things: _ Lady. No my good Lord, it is more pleafiag Ruff, 
Upon my life I ama Lord indeed, Beg. What, houfholdftuff ? 
And not a Tinker, nor Chriffopbero Slie. Lady. \t is akind of hiftory. 
Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight, Beg. Well, we'l fee’t : 
And once again ‘a pot o’ch’ fmalleft Ale. Come Madam Wife, fit by my fide, 

2. Man. Wile pleafe your Mightinels to wath your | And let the world flip, we thall ne’re be younger: 

hands ? a 

Oh how we joy to fee your wits reftor’d, Flonrife, Enter Lucentio, and bis man Tranio. 
‘Oh that once more you knew but what you are : 
Thefe fifteen years you have been ina dream, Luc. Tranio,fince forthe great defire [had 
Or when you wak’d, fo wak’d asif you flept. To fee fair Padua, nurfery of Arts, 

Beg. Thefe fifteen years, by my fay, a goodly nap, 1 am arriv’d,for fruitful Lambardy, 
Buc did I never {peak of all that time ? The pleafant garden of great Italy, 

1, Men. Ob yes, my Lord, but very idle words, And by my fathers love and leave am arm’d 
For tho you Jay here in this goodly chamber, With his good will, and thy good company. 

Yer would you fay, ye were beaten out of door, My trufty fervant well approv’din all, 
And rail upon the Hoftels of the houte, Here let os breathe, and happly inftitute 
And fay you would pretent her at the Leet, A courfe of Learning, and ingenious ftudies. 
Becaufle fhe brought Srone Jugs, and no feal’d quarts : Psfa renowned for grave Citizens 
Sometimes you would call our for Cicely Hacker, Gave me my being, and my father firft 
Beg. I, the womans maid of the houle. A Merchant of great Traffick through the world; 
3. Ma. Why fir, you know no houfe, nor no fuch maid, | Vixcentio’s come of the Bentivolii, 
Nor no fuch menas you have reckon’d up, Vincentio’s fon, brought up in Florence, 
As Stephen Slie, and old Fobn Naps of Greece, Ir fhall become to ferve all hopes conceiv'd 
And Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, ` To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds: 
And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe, And therefore Tranio, for the time I Rudy, 
Which never were, nor no man ever faw, Virtue and that part of Philofophy | 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. willl apply, that treatsof happinefs, 
Ali. Amen. By virtue fpecially to be atchiev’d. 
Tell me thy mind, for I have Pifa left, 
Enter Lady with Attendants. Andamto Padazcome, ashe rhat leaves 
A thallow plath, to plunge him in the deep, 

Beg. \ thank thee, thou fhale not fofe by ir. ‘And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirft, 

Lady. How faresmy noble Lord ? Tra: Me Pardonato, gentle mafter mine, 

Beg. Marry § fare wel, for here is cheer enough. Tam inall-affeéted as your felf, 

Whereis my Wife ? Glad that youthus continue your refolve, 

La. Here noble Lord, what is thy will wirh her ? To fuck the fweets of {weet Philofophy. 

Beg. Are you my Wife, and will nor call me Husband ? | Only (good mafter ) while we do admire 
Mymen fhould call me Lord, Jam your good man. This virtue, and this moral difcipline, 

La, My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, | Let’s be no Stoicks, nor no flocks | pray 3 
{am your Wife in ail obedience. Or fo devote to ef riftotles checks, 

Beg. Lknowit well, what moft Icall her ? As Ovid be an outcaft quite abjur’d : 

Lord; Madam. Balk Logick with acquaintance that you have, 

Beg. Alce Madam, or Jone Madam? And practice Rhetorick in your common talk, 

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe, fo Lords call Ladies: | Mufick and Poefy ufe toquicken you, | 

Beg. Madam wife, they fay that I have dream’d, The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyficks, 

And flept about fome fifteen year and more. Fallro them as your ftomack ferves you: 

Lady, }, and the time feems thirty untome, No profit grows, where is no pleafure tane ; 
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In brief fir, ftudy what you moft affect. 
Luc Gramercies Tranio, wel! doft thou advife, 
If Biondello thou wert come afhore, 
Wecould at once put us in readinefs, 
And take a lodging fir to entertain 
Such friends (as time) in ‘Padua fhall beget. 
But Ray a while, what company is this ? 
Tra. Matter fome fhew to welcome us to Town. 


Enter Baprifta with his two daughters, Katherina and 
Bianca, Gremio a Pantalown, Hortenfio a Suitor 
to Bianca, Lacen. Tranio, faud by. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farthe, 
For how I firmly am refolv’d you know : 
That is, not to beftow my youngeft daughter, 
Before 1 have a husband. for the elder : 
If either of you both love Katherina, 
| Becaufe 1 know you well, and love you well, 
Leave fhalt you have to court her at your pleafure. 
Gre. Tocarther rather. She’stoo rough forme, 
There, there Hortentio, will you any Wife ¢ 
Kat. 1 pray you fir, is it your will 
To make a ftale of me amongft thofe mates ¢ 
Hor. Mates maid, how mean you that ? 
No mates for you, 
Unlefs you were of gentler milder mould. 
Kat, faith fir, you thall never need to fear, 
l wis it isnot half way to her heart : i 
But if it were, doubt not, her care fhall be, 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ftool , 
And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool; 
Hor. From all fuch Devils, good Lord, deliver us. 
Gre. And metoo, good Lord. 
Tra, Hufh'd mafter; here’s fome good paftime toward, 
That wench is flarkmad, or wonderful froward. 
Lac. Butin the others filence dol fee. 
Maids mild behaviour and fobriety. 
Peace Tranio. 
Tra. Well faid Mafter, mum, and gaze your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may foon make good 
What t have faid, Bianca get you in, 
And letit not difpleafethee, good Bianca, 
For I willlove thee ne’re the lef my girl. 
Kat. A pretty peat, it is belt put finger in the eye, 
and fhe knew why. 
Bian, Sifter content you in my difcontent. 
Sir, to your pleafure humbly I fubferibe : 
My books andinftruments fhall be my company, 
On thém ro look and praétice by my felf. 
Lae. Heatk Tranio thou maift hear Minerva (peak. 
Hor. Signior Baptita, will you be fo ftrange, 
Sorry am I that our good will effects 
Bsanca’s prick 
Gre. Why will you mew her up 
(Signior Baprifta ) for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 
Bap. Gentlemen content ye: Iam refolv’d : 
Go in Bianca. i 
And for I know fhe taketh moft delight 
In Mufick, Intruments, and Poetry, 
School-malters will] kecp within my houfe, 
Fit to inftrua her youth. If you Horsenci, 
Or fignior Gremio you know any fuch, 
Prefer chemhicher , for co cunning men, 
I will be very kind and liberal, 
To mine own children, in good bringing up, 
And fo farewel : Katherina you may ftay, 


For I have more to commune with Branca. Exit. 
Kat. Why, and { cruft | may go too, may I not ? 

What (haU I be appointed hours as tho 

CBelike ) | knew nor what to take, 

And what to leave ? Ha. Exit. 


Gre, You may goto the devils dam : your pifis are fo 


good, here is none will hold you: our love is not fo great 
Hortentio , but wemay blow our nails together, and faf 
it fairly out. Ourcake's dow on both fides, Farewel, 
yet for the love I bear my fweer Biares, if 1 cen by any 
means light ona fic man to teach her that wherein Mhe ce- 
lights, t will wifh him toher father. 

flor. So will 1 Signior Gremio: but a word] pray : tho 
the nature of our quarrel yer never brook’d parlee, know 
Now upon advice, ittoucheth us both ; that we may yer 
again have eccefs to our fair Miftrefs, and be happy 
ae in Bianca’s love, to labour and effet one thing tps - 
cially. 

Gre. What’s that I pray ? 

Flor. Marry fir, to geta husband for her fitter. 

Gru. A husband ; a Devil. 

flor, (fay a husband. 

Gre. Ifay a devil: Think’s thou, Hortentio, though her 
facher be very rich,any man is fo very a fool co be married 
tohell ? 

Hor, Tuth Gremio; tho it pafs your patience mnd minc 
to endure her lewd alarums, why man, there be good fel- 
lows in the world, and a man could lighton them, woul j 
take her with all her faults, and money enough. 

Gre Icannoc tell , but | had as lief take hez dowry 
with this condition , tobe whipt at the high crofs every 
morning. 

Hor, Faith ( as youfay ) there’s {mall choice in rotten 
apples: come, fince this bar in law makes us friends, i: 
fhail be fo forth friendly maintain’d, til! by helping Bap- 
tiffa’s eldeft daughter toa husband, we lec his young:ft free 
for a husband, and then have to’c afrefh: Sweet Bianca, 
happy man be his dole ; ine thar runs fafteft gets che Ring ; 
How fay you Signior Gremio? 

Grem. I am agreed, and would I had given him the beft 
horfein Padna to begin his wooing that would throughly 
woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the houfe of her. 
Core on. 

Exeuntambo. Manet Tranio and Lucencis 

Tra. I pray fic tell me, is it poMble 
That love fhould on afudden cake fuch hold ? 

Luc. Oh Tramso, till 1 found ic to be true, 

[ never thought it poflible or likely. 

But fee, while idly I tood looking on, 

{ found the effe& of Love inidlencfs, 

And now in plainnefs toconfefs co thee 
That art to meas fecret and as dear 

As Anns to the Queen of Carthage was: 
Tranto I burn, l pine, I perih Tranio, 

If Larchieve not this young modeft gicl : 
Counfel me Tranio, for 1 know thou cant : 
Amt me Tranio, for l knew thou wilt. 

Tra. Mafter itis no time tochide you now, 
Affe tion is not rated from the heart; 

If love touch’d you, nought remains but fo, 
Redime fe captum quam queas minimo, 

Luc. Gramercies Lad : go forward, this contents, 
Theret will comfort, for thy countel's found. 

Tra. Mafter, you look'd fo longly en the Mad 
Perhaps you marked not what's the pich of all. 

Luc. O yes, I faw fweee beauty in ber face 
Such as the daughter of eSgenor had, 

That made great Jove to humble him ro her hand, 
When with his knees he kift the Cretan ftraad. 

Tra. Saw you no more ? mark’d you not how ker fitter 
Began to fcold, and raife up fuch 2 form , 
That mortalears mighthardly endure thedin , 

Luc. Tranio, I {aw her coral lips to move; 
And with her breath fhe did prefume the air, 
Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then’tis time to ftir him from his trance : 
I pray awake fir; if you love the Maid ; 
Bend thoughrcs and wits to atchieveher. Thus it ftands: 
Her eldcft fifter is fo curft and threwd, 
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That call the facher rid his hands of her, 
Matter, yourlove muft live a maid at home, 
And therefore has he clotely mew’d her up, 
Bvcaule fhe will nor be annoy’d with fuiters. 
Lue. Ah Tranio, what a cruel Fathers he ? 
But arı thou not advis’d, he took fome care 
To get her cunning School-mafters toinftru& her. 
Ira. I marty am | fir, and now ’tis plotted. 
Lac. \ have it Tranio. 
Tre. Maftcr, for my hand, 
Bo hcur inventions meet and jumpin one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firft. 
Tra. You wil) be fchool-mafter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That’s your device. 
- Lae: yt is May it bedone ? 
Tra, Notpofhible: for who fhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's fon, 
Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Vifithis Countreyman, and banquet them ? 
_ Luc. Bafta, content thee: for Ihaveit full. 
We have not yer been feen in any houfe, 
Nor can we be diftinguifh’d by our faces, 
For manor mafter: then it follows thus 5 
Thou fhalt be malter, Tranio in my Red : 
Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as Í fhould, 
| will fome other be, fome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan or meaner man of Pifa. 
*Tis hatch’d, and fhall be {0 3 Tranio at once 
Uncale thee : take my colour’d hat andclouk, 
When Biondelo comes, he waits on thee, 
But ! will charm him firft to kecp his tongue. 
Tra. So had you need: 
In brief Sit, fich-it your pleafure is, 
And tam tied to be obedient, 
For fo' your. father charp’d me at our parting : 
Be ferviceable tomy fon( quoth he ) 
Altho I think ’cwas in another fence, 
| am content to be Lucentio, 
Bec:ufe fo well Ilove Lucentio. 
Lu: Trantobe fo, becaufe Lucentio loves, 
And ler me be a flave, t’atchieve that maid, 
Whole fudden fight hath thral’d my wounded eye. 





Enter Biondello. 


Here comes the rogue. Sirra, where have you bten ? 

Bion, Where have been? Nay, how now, where are 
you? Mafter, has my fellow 7, anio ftol’n your clothes ; 
or you ftol’n his or both? Pray what’s thenews? 

Luc. Sirra,come hither, ’tis no time to jelt, 

And therefore frame your manners to the time, 
Your fellow Traniohere to fave my life, 

Puts my apparel and my count’nance on, 

And | for my efcape have put on his : 

For ina quarrel fince ] came afhore, 
TkilPdamarn, and fear ! am deferied : 

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes : 
While ] make way from hence to fave my life : 
You underftand me ? 

Fian. bhir, nerea whit: 

Luc. Andnot ajotof Trenioin your mouth, 
Trsioischang’d into Lucentio. 

Bion, The better for him, would 1 were fo too. 

Tre. So would I, faith boy, to have the next with af- 
ter, that Lucentio indeed had Baptsfta’s youngeft daughter. 
But firra, not for mý fake, but your mafters, E advife you 
ufe your manners difcreetly in all kind of companies : 
When I am alone, why then I am Tranio; but inall places 
elfe, your Matter Lucentio, 

Luc. Tranio lets go: 

One thing more refts, that thy felf execute, 
To make one “mong thefe weoers: if thou ask me why, 
Sufficeth my reafons are froth good and weighty, 
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Exeunt. The Prefenters above freak, 
| 1. Man. My Lord you nod, you do-ncr aind the 
play. 
Keg. Yes by Saint 4un dol, a geod metter furely: 
Comes there any more of it? 
Lad. My Lord cis but b: gun, 
Beg. ‘Tis a very excellent piece of work. Madam 
Lady : would ’i were done. They fit and mark, 


Enter Petruchio, avd bhis man Grumio. 


Pet. Verona for awhile I take my leave, 
To fee my friends in Padua 5 butos all 
My beft beloved and approved friend 
Flortentéio, and I trow this is the houfe: 
Here firra Grumio, knock | fay. 
Gra. Knock fir ? whom fhould I knock ? Is there any 
man has rebus’d your werthip ? 
Pet, Villian Ufay, knock me here foundly. 
Gra. Knock you here fir ? Why fir, what am] Gr, 
That I fhouldknock you here fir ? 
Pet. Villian I fay knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well,or I’le knock your knaves pate, 
Gra. My Mafter is grown quarreliome : 
Ifhould knock you firft, 
And then I know after, who comes by the wo. ft. 
Pet. Willit not be ? 
Faith firra, and you'll not knock, Ple ring it, 
le try how you can Sol, Fa, and fing it. 
i fe rings biws by the Ears. 
Gre. Help miftris help, my maft:r is ntad. 
Pet, Now knock when Ibid you: firra villain. 


Ewer Hortentio. 


Hor, How now what’s the matter ? My old friend 
Grumio, and my good friend Petruchio ? How do you all 
at Verona ? 

Pet, Signior Hortentio, come you to part the fray ? 
Contutts le core bene trovatto, may 4 fay. 

flor, Allanoftra cafaben venuto multe bonorato fignior 
mio Petruchio. 

Rife Grumio, we wiil compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay ’tisno matter fir, what he leges in Latine. lf 
this be not a lawful caufe for me to leave his fervice, Jook 
you fir: Hebidme knock him, end rap him foundly fir. 
Well, was ir fic fora fervant to ufe his mafter fo, being 
perhaps ( for ought | fee ) two and.thirty, a peep out ? 
Whom would to God | had well knock’t at frf, then had 
not Grumie come by the wort, 

Pet. A fencelefs villain : pood Hortentio, 

I bad the rafcal knock upon your gate, 
And could not get him for my heart to doit. 

Gru. Knock atthe gate ? O heavens: {peak you not 
thefe words plain ? Sirra, Knock me here: rap me here: 
knock me well, and knock me foundly. And come you 
now with knocking atthe gate ? 

Pet. Sirras be gon, or talk nor I advife you. 

Flor, Petruchio patience, | am Grumio’s pledg : 

Why this a heavy chance ‘twixt himaud you, ° 
Your ancient trufty pleafant fervant Grumio ; 

And ull me now (fweet friend } what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Fee Such wicd as {catters young men through the world, 

To feek their Fortunes farther than at home, 
Where {mall experience grows but in afew, 
Signior Horrentio, chusit ftands with me, 
eAntonso my father isdeceatt, 

And I have thruft my felf into this maze, 
Happily to wive and thrive, as beft Imay : 


| Crownsinmy purfe I have, and goods athome, 


And fo am come abroad to {ce the world. l 
Hor. Petruchio, thall I then come roundly to thee, 
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And with rhee toa ihrew’d ill- avourd wite? 
Thou’dft thank me bur a litre for my counfel ; 
And yet Ple promile thee fhe fhall be rich, 
And very rich: but th’art too much my friend, 
And Pie not with thee co her. 
Pet, Signior Aortentio, *cwixt {uch friends as we, 
Few words fuffice ; end therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wile : 
( Aswealthisburthen of my wooing dance ) 
Be the as foul as was Florentrus Love, 
As old as Sibed, as curft and threw’d 
| As Socrates Zantippe, ora worle : 
She movcs me not, or not removes at leaf 
Affections edge in time. Were fhe as rough 
As are the (welling Adriatick feas. 
[ come to wive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. : 
Gra, Nay look you ür, he tells you flatly what his 
mindis: why give him Goldeoough, and marry him toa 
Puppet or an Agiet baby, or an old trot with ne’re a tuoth 
lin her head; tho (he have as many difeafes as two and fifty 
horfes. Why nothing comes amifs, fo money comes witi- 
all. 
| Hor. Petruchio, fince we are ftept thus far in, 
17 willcontinue tbat 1 broach’d in j<ft, 
i lcan Petruchio help thee to a wife 
| With wealthenough, and youug and beautious, 
| Brought up as bet becomes a Gentlewoman. 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
i Is, that fhe is intolerable curft, 
And fhrew’d, and froward, fo beyond all meafure, 
That were my (tate far worfer than itis, 
I would noc wed her for amine of Gold. 
Pet, Hortentio peace: thouknowlt not golds effeét, 
Tell me her fathers name, and’tis enough ; 
For l will boord her, tho fhe chide as lood 
As thunder, when the cloudsin Au:umn crack, 
Hor, Her father is Baptifte Minola, 
Anaffable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her name is Katherina Minola, 
Renown’d in Padua for her tcolding tongue. 
Pet. L know her Father, tho I know not her, 
And he knew my deceafed Father well : 
[ will not flecp Hortenfia till I fce her, 
And therefore ler me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this frit encounter, 
Unicfs you will accompany me thither. 
| Gru, | pray you fir let him go while the humour lafts. 
| A my word and fhe knew him as well as I do, he would 
think {colding would do little good upon him. She may 
perhacs callhim half a fcore Knaves, or fo: Why that’s 
nothing ; and he begin once, he'l rail in his rope tricks. 
Ple tel! you what fir, and fhe ftand him buta little, he will 
throw a figure in her face, andfo disfigure her with it, 
that fhe fhall have no more eyestofee withal than a Cat: 
you know him not fir. 
Hor. Tarry Petruchio, I muft go with thee, 
For in Baptifta’s keep my treafure is : 
He hath the Jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngeft daughter, beautiful Brancs, 
Ard her with-holds he from me. Other more 
Surors to her,-and rivals inmy Love ; 
Suppoling it a thing impoflible, 
For thole defe&ts | have before rehcarft, 
That ever Xarherine will be woo'd : 
Therefore this order hath Baptifta tanc, 
That none fhall have accefs unto Biance, 
| Till Katherine the Curit have gota husband. 
Gru. Katherine the curft, 
| A title for a maid, of all titles the wort. -> 
Hor. Now hall my friend Peirwebio do me grace, 
And offer me difpuis’d in fober robes, 
| To old Baprifte as a fchool-mafter. 
| Well Seen in Mulick co inkrudt Biaxca, 
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That fo I may by this device ar leaf 
Have leave and leifure to make love to her, 

And unfufpeéted court her by her telf. 


Erter Gremio and Lucentio difguifed, 


Gru. Here’sno knavery. See, to beguile the old folks 
how the young folks lay their heads together. Matter, 
mafter, look about you: Who goes there? ha. 

Hor. Peace Grumio, it is the Rival ot my Love 
Petruchio ftand bv a while. 

Gru. A proper ftripling, and an zmorous. 

Gre. O very well, Ihave perus’d the note, 

Hark you fir, le have them very fairly bound, 

All books of Love, (ee that at any hand, 

And fee you read no other Leétures to her : 

You underftand me, over and befide 

Signior Bapréfta’s Liberality, 

Ile mend it with a Largels. Take your paper too, 
And let me have them very wel) perfum’d, 

For fhe is fweeter than perfume ic felf 

To whom they go to: what will you read to her ? 

Luc. Whatere I read to her, Die plead for you; 
As for my Patron, ftand you fo affured ; 

As firmly as your telf were fill in place, 
Yea and perhaps with more fuccefsful words 
Than you , unlels you were a fcholar, fir. 

Gre, Oh this learning, what a thing it is. 

Gru. Oh this Woodcock, what an afsitis. 

Pet. Peace firra. 

Hor. Gru. mum: God fave you fignior Gremio. 

Gre. And you arewell mez, Signior Hortentio. 
Trow you whitherl am going ? To Baprifta Acinolo, 


T promis’d to enquire carefully 


About a School-mafter for the fair Bsanca, 
And by good fortune I have lighted well 
Onthis yonng man: For learning and behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry 
And other books, good ones, | warrant ye. 
Flor, Tis well; and I have meta Gentleman 
Harh promis'd me to help one to another, 
A fine Mufitian to inftrn& our Miftrefs, 
So fhall { no whit be behind in ducy 
To fair Bianca {0 belov'd of me. 
Gre. Beloved of me, and chat my deeds fhall prove. 
Gru. And that his bags fhal! prove. 
Hor. Gremio,’ tis now no time to vent our love, 
Liten tome, andif you {peak me fair, 
Ile tell you news indifferent good for either, 
Here is a Gentleman whom by chance! met 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woo curft Katharine, 
Yea and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe, 
Gre. So faid, fo done , is well ; 
Hfortentio, have youtold him all her faules 2 
Pee, 1 know fhe is an irkfome brawling {cold ; 
If thar be all, Mafters,1 hear no harm. 
Gre. No, fayeft me fo, friend ? What Countreyman? 
Pee. Born m Perona, old Butonio’s fon ; 
My Father dead, my fortune lives for me, 


| And [do hope, good days and long, to fee. 


Gre, Oh fir, fuch a life with fucha wife were Rrange , 
But if you haveaftomach, ro’ta Gods name, 
You fhall have me affifting you in all. 
But will you wooe this Wild-cat ? 

Pet. Will] live ¢ 

Gru. Will he wooeher ? or lie hang her. 

Pet. Why camel hither, bucto that intent ? 
Think you alittle din can daunt mine ears? 
Havel notin my time heard Lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the fea, puft up with winds, 
Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with fiear ? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the feld ? 
And Heavens Artillery chunderin che skies ? 

Have 
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Hw. [notin ap iched batel heard 
| Loud Larums, neighing feeds, and trumpets clangue ? 
And do you allmcof a womans torgue ¢ 
| Thargives not hall fo great a blew to hear, 
As witta Chefenui in a Farmers-hre. 
Tu'h, wih, fear toys with bugs. 
Gru. Gorhe fears none. 
Gre. Hortent ahatk: 
Coie Gonclemanes happily arriv’d, 
My mind pelumes for his own good, and yours, 
Hor \proms’d we would be Contributors, 
sud bear his charge of wooing whatfoever. 
Gre. And fo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gra. | would I were as fure of a good dinner, 


Enter Tranio b#ave, and Biondello. 


Tra. Gentlemen God fave you. If lmay be bold, 
Tell me 1 befeech you, whichis the readieft way 
To the houle of Signior Baptifta Minola ? 


Bio, He that has the two fair daughters: is't he you 





mean? 
Tra. Even he Biondelh, 
Gre. Hark you fm, you mean not her to 
Tra. Perhap; himand her, what have you todo ¢ 
Pet. Not her ihat chides fir, at any hand | pray. 
Tra, \love no chiders fir: Bsondello, let's away. 
Luce Well begun Tranio. 


Hor. Sir, a wordere you go: 
Are you aSuitor to the Maid you talk of, yeaorno ? 
Tra. And if I be, Sir, is it any offence ? 
Cre, No: if withourmore words you will get you henee. 
Tra. Why fir, pray,are not the ftreets as ftee 
For me, as for you ? 
Gre. But fo is not fhe. 
Tra. Foc what reafon | befeech you. 
Gre. For this reafonif youl know, 
That fhe’s the choice love of Signior Gremio. 
Hor. That fh.’s the chofen of Signior Hortentio, 
Tra. Softly my Mafters: If you be Gentlemen, 
Do me this right: hear me with patience. 
Baptifleis a noble Gentleman, 
To whom mv Father is not all unknown; 
And were his daughter fairer than fhe is, 
She ary more futors have, and me for one. 
Fair Ledaes daughter had a thoufand wooers, 
Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, 
And fo fhe fhall. Lucentio hall make one, 
Tho Paris came, in hope to {peed alone. 
Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all. 
Lu: Sir, give himhead Lknow he’l provea Jade. 
Pet. Hortentio,to whatend are all thefe words > 
Hor. Sic, kt me be fo bold, as toask you; 
Did you yet ever fee Baprifia’s daughter ? 
Tra. No fir, but hear Ido that he hath two: 
The one as famous for a {ealding tongue, 
Asis the other for beauteous modefty- 
Per, Sir, fir, the tirft?’s for me, let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules, 
And let it be more than Aicides twelve, 
Fee, Sir, underftand you this of me ¢ infooth ) 
The youngeft daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her futher keeps trom al} accefs of fuirors, 
And will not promife her to any man, 
Uatil the elder fitter firft be wed- 
The younger then is free, and not before. 
Tra. If it befo fir, rhat you are the man 
Muft fteed us all; and me amongR the reft: 
And if you break thrice, and do this feek, 
Atchieve the elder: fet the younger tree, 
For our accefs, whofe hap fhall be to have her, 
Will not-fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate. 
Ror. Sir you fay well, and well you do conceive, 
And finee you do profefs to bea tutor, 
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You muft as we do, granfie rhis Gentleman 

To whom we all reft generally beholding. 

Tra. Sir, I fall not be flack, in han whereof, 

Pleafe ye we may contr.ve this afternoon, 

And quaff carowles to our Miftrefs health, 

And de as acverfaries do in law, 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 
Grn. Bion. O excellent motion: fellows ters 
Hor. The motions good indeed, and be it fo, 

Petruchio, 1I fhall be your Ben venuto, 


be gone. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Katharina acd Bianca. 


Bsan. Good fifter wrong menot, nor wro 
To make a bondmaid aig flave of manii Eyo 
That I ditdain: but for thefe other goods, 
Unbind my hands, Ple pull them off my felf, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoar, 
Or what you will command me willldo - 
So well I know my duty to my elders. ` 
Kat. Of allthy fuiters here I charge thee celf 
Whom thou luv’ft beft : fee thou diff mble nor. 
Bian. Believe me fiter, of ll the men alive, 
| never yet beheld thar fpecial face, 
Which I could fancy more rhan any other. 
Kat. Minion thou lyeft, is it not Aortentio ? 
Bian. If you affeet him filter, here] {wear 
e plead for you my felf, but you thall have him. 
Kat. Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 
You will have.Gremiotokeep you fair. 
Bian. Is it for him you envy me fo? 
Nay then you j:ft, and new] well perceive 
You have but jefted with meall rhis while , 
Iprethee filter Kate, urtie my hands, 
Kat. 1f that be jef, then all che ret wasfo. Serikes her. 


Enter Baptifta, 


Bap, Why how now, Dum?, whence prows this info- 
lenc: ? 
Bianca ftand afide, poor girl fhe weens: 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her, 
For fhame thou Hilding of ad. vibth {pirie, 
Why doelt thou wrong ber, that did ne’re wrong th ee. 
When did fhe crofs thee with a bitter word ? 
Kat Her filence flouts me, and l'te be reveng'd. 
Plies after Bianca. 
Bap, What in my fight ? Bianca get thee in. Feit. 
Kat. What will younorfufferme: Nay Hee 
She is your treafure, fhe muft have a hushand, 
luft dance bare-foot-on her wedding day, 
And for your love ro her lead apes in hell; 
Talk not come, I willgo fit and weep, - 
Till lcan find occafion of revenge, 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus pries’d asl ? 
But who comes here ¢ 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio, inthe habit of a mean man, Pe. 
truchio with Tranio, with bis boy bearing a Lute and 
Books, 


Gre. Good morrow neighbour Bapeiffa. 

Bap. Good morrow neighbour Gremio: God fave you 
Gentlemen 

Pee. And you good fir: pray have you not a daughter, 
call’d Katherina, fair and vertuous ? 

Bap. | havea daughter fir, calà Katherina. 

Gre, Youare too blunt, go co it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me fignior Gremio, give me leave. 
lam a Gentleman of Verona fir, 
That hearing of her beauty and hes wit, 
Her affabiliey and bafbful modefty , 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am bold to fhew my fclf a forward gueft 

Within 
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within your houle, to meke mine eye the witnels 
Of that reporr, which I lo oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, 
I do prefent you with a man of mine 
Cunning in Mufick, and the Mathematicks, 
To inftru& her fully in thofe fciences, 
Whereof 1 know fhe is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or elle you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 
Bap. Yare welcome fir, and he for your good fake. 
But for my daughter Katherina, this I know, 
She isnot for your turn, the more’s my grief. 
Pet: J fee you do not mean to part with her. 
Or elfe you like not of my company. 
Bap. Miltake me not, | {peak but what I find, 
Whence are you Gr? What may I call yoor name. 
Pes, Petrnchio is my name, Antonio’s ton, 
A man well known throughout all Jealy. 
Bap. | know him well : you are welcome for his fake. 
Gre. Saving your tale Petruchto, 1 pray let us that are 
poor petitioners {peak too ? Bactare, you are marvailous 
forward. i 
Pet. Oh, Pardon me fignior Gremie, 1 would fain be do- 
ing. . 
“Gre I doubt it not fir. But you will curfe 
Your woving neighbours : this is a gift 
Very grateful, | am fure of it, to exprefs 
The like kindnefs my felf, that have been 
More kindly beholding to you thao any : 
Free leave give unto this young Scholar, that hath 
Been long ftudying at Rbemes, as cunning 
In Greck, Latine, and other Languages, - 
As the other in Mufick and Mathematicks : 
His name is Cambio: pray accept his lervice. 
Rap. Athoufand thanks fignior Gremio: 
Welcome good Cambio. But gentle fir, 
Methinks you walk like a ftranger, 
Mav I beto bold,to know thecaufe of your conting ? 
Tra. Pardon me, fir, the bolanefs is mine own; 
That being a ftranger in this City here, 
Do make my felf a tuitor to yout Daughter, 
Unto Bianca, fair and vertuous: 
Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me, 
In the preferment of the eldeft fitter, 
This liberty is al] thacI requeft, 
That upon knowledg of my parentage, 
I may have welcome ’mong ft the reft that woo, 
And free accefs and favour as the reft. 
And toward the education of your Daughters, 
I here beftow a fimple inftrumenr, 
And this {mall packet of Greek and Latine books, 
if you accept them, then their worth is great: 
Bap. Lucentio is your name: of whence! pray. 
Tra. Of Pifa fir, fon to Vincentio. 
Bap. A mighty man of Psfa by report, 
[know bim well: you are very welcome fir : 
Take you the Lute, and you the fet of books, 
You wall go {ee your pupils prefently. 
Holla, within. 


Enter æ Servant, 


Sirra, lead thefe Gentlemen 

Tomy two Daughters, and chen tell them both 
Thefe are their Turors, bid them ufe them well, 
We will go walk alittle in the Orchard, 

And then to dinner: you are paffing welcome, 
And fo I pray yoo allto think your felves. 

Pet. Signior Baptifte, my butinefs asketh hafte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo, i 
You know my Father well, and in him me, 

Left foly heir to allhis Lands and Goods, 
Which | have bettered rather then decreaft, 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughters lovce, 


| They call me Katerine, that do talk of me, 
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What dowry fhail I have with her co wife. 

Bap. After my death, the one halfof my Lands, 
And in poff.flion twenty choufand Crowns. 

Pet. And tor that dowry, I’le affure her of 
Her widow-hood, be it that the furvive me, 
In a my Lands and Leafes whatfoever, 
Let {oecialities be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kcpe on either hand. 

Bap. 1, whenthe fpecia) thing is well obtain’d, 
Thacis, her love: for chat is allin all, 

Per. Why that is nothing : for! cell you Father, 
[ am as peremptory as fhe proud minded: 
And where two raging fires meet together 
They do confume the thing that feeds their fury: 
Tho little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extream gufts will blow out fire and all : 
So Ito her, and fo fhe yiclds to me, 
For lam rough, and woo notlike a babe, 

Bap. Well maiftthou woo, and happy be thy fpeed : 
But be thou arm’d for fome unhapy. words. 

Pet. 1, to the proof, as Mountains are for winds, 
Thatfhake not,tho they blow perpetually. 


Enter Hortentio with bis head broke. 


Bap. How now my friend, why doft thou look fo pale » 
Hor. For fear, I promife you, if look pale. 
Bap. What,will my Daughter prove a good Mufitian? 
Hor. 1 think fhe’ll fooner prove a fouldier, 
Iron may hold with her, bur never Lures. 
Bap. Why then thou can’it not break herco the Lute? 
Hor. Why no,for fhe hath broke the Lute to me: 
1 did bur tell her the miftook her frets, 
‘And bow’ her hand to teach her fingering, 
When Ç with a moitt impatient devilifh (pirit) 
Fretscall you thefe? (quoth fhe ) Ile fume with them : 
And wichthat word fhe ftruck me on the head, - 
And through mv intrument my pate made way, 
And there I tood amazed for a while, 
4s ona Pillory, looking through the Lute, 
while fhe did call me RKafeal, Fidler, 
And twangling J ck, wich twenty fuch vild terms, 
As had the ftudied to mifufe me fo. 
Per; Now by the world, it is a luty Wench, 
I love her ten times more thenere I did, 
Oh how! long to have fome chat with her. 
Bap. Well go with me, and be not fo difcomfited. 
Proceed in pradtife with my younger Daughter, 
She’s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns 5 
Signior Petruchio , will you go with us, 
Or fhall I fend my daughter Kate to you. 


Exit.. Manet Pettuchio. 

Pet. I pray youdo. latrend her here. 
And woo her with fome fpirit when fhe comes. 
Say that fhe rails why then Ile tell her plain 
She fings as fweetly as a Nightingal 5 
Say that the frown, Ple tay fhe looks as clear 
As morning Rofesnewly wafh’d with Dew ; 
Say fhe be mute, and will not {peak a word, 
Then I’le commend her volubility, 

i And fay the uttereth piercing eloquence : 

If fhe do bid me pack, Tle give her thanks, 
As tho fhe bid me ftay by her a week , 
[F the deny to wed, Ile crave the day 
When I fhallask the banes, and when be matried, 
But here fhe comes, and now Petruskio (peak. 


Enter Katerina. 
Good morrow Kate, for that’s your name J hear: 
„Kat. Well have you heard, but fomething hard of 


t hearing. 
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‘Per, Youlye infaith, for you are call’d plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and fometimes Kate the curft: 
But Kate, the prettieft Kate in Chriftendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my {upper dainty Kate, 
For daintiesare all Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation, 
Hearing thy mildnefs prais’d in every ‘Town, 
Thy vertucs fpoke of, and thy beauty founded, 
‘Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs, 
My felf am mov’d to woo thee for my wile. 
Ket, Mov'd , ingood time, let him that mov’d you 
hither, 
Remove you hence: i knew you at the firft 
You were a movable. 
Pee, Why, what’s a movable ? 
Kat. A joyn’d Rool. 
Pet, Thou haft hitit: come fit on me. 
Kat. Affesare made to bear, and foare you. 
Per, Womenare made to bear, and fo are you. 
Kat. No fuch Jade fir as you, if me you mean. 
_ Pet. Alas good Kate, J will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light. | 
Kat. ‘Too light for fucha fwain as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my weight fhall be. 
Pet, Should be, fhould: buz. 
Kat. Well tane, and like a buzzard. 
Pet. Oh flow-wing'd Turtle, fhall a Buzzard take thee? 
Kat. J, fora Turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 
Per. Come, come you Wafp, faith you are too an- 
ry. 
i Kas. If I be wafpith, ’beft beware my fting. 
Pet, My remedy is then to pluck it out. 
Kat. 1, If the fool could find it where it lies. 


Pet. Who knows not where a Wafp does wear his fting ? 


in his tail. 

Kat. In his tongue ? 

Pee, Whofe tongue ¢ 

Kat. Yoursif you talk of tales,. and fo fare well 

Per. What with my tongue in your tail. 

Nay, come again , good Kate, Iam a gentleman. 
Kat. That Vle try. fhe ftrckes him. 
Pet. 1 fwear lle cuff you, if you-ftrike again. 

Kat. So may yov lofe your arms. 

Ifyou ftrike me you are no gentleman, 

Aadif no gentleman, why then no arms. 

Pet, A Herald Kate? Ohput me in thy books. 

Kat, What is your Creft, a Coxcomb ? 

Pet. A combleis Cock, fo Kate will be my Hen: 

Kat.: No Cock of mine, youcrow too like a craven. 

Pet, Naycome Kate; come; you muft not look fo 

lower. 

Kat. Itismy fatfhion when I fee a Crab. 

Pee. Why heres no Crab, and therefore look not 
Tower. 
| Kat..Thereis, there is. 

Pet. Then fhew it me. 

Kat. Had Ia glafs, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face. 

Kat. Well aim’d of fuch a young one: 

Pet, Now by S. Grorge Lam too young for you. 

Kat. Yet you ate wither’d. 

Pct. “Tis with cares. 

Kat: I cate not. 

Pet, Nay hear you Kate. Infooth you fcape not fo. 

Kat. I chafe yov if l tarry 5 Let me go. 
| Pes. No,nota whit,l find you pafing gentle : 

’Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fullen, 

| And now I find report a very liar, 

For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous, 
Bur flow in fpeech, yet fweet as{pring-time flowers. 
Thou can’ft not frown, thoucan’ft not looka {cance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 

Nor haft thou pleafure to becrofsin talk: 

But thou with mildnefs entertain’ thy wooers. 
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With gentle conference, ftoft, and affable. 

Why does the world report that Katedoth limp? 

Oh fland’rous world: Kate lke the Hezle wig 

Is traight, and flender, and as brown in hue 

As Hazle Nuts, and fweeter than the Kernels: 

Oh lec me fee thee walk: thew doft not hale. 
Kat, Go fool, and whom thou keep’ command, 
Per. Did ever Diaz fo become a Grove, 

As Kate thischamber with her princely gate ; 

O be thou Dian, and let her be Karte, 

And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian {portful. 
Kate. Where did you ftudy all this goodly {peech? 
Pet. Itis extempore, from my mother wit. 


Kate. A witty mothers. wislefs elfé her fon. 
Pet. AmI not wife ? 


Katee Yes, keep you warm. 

Pet. Marry fo I mean {weet Katherine in thy bed : 
And therefore fetting all chis chat afide, 
Thus in plain terms : your father bath confented 
That you thall bemy wife; your dowry ‘greed on, 
And will you, nill you, { will marry you. 
Now Kate, lama husband for your turn: 
For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth mak: me like thee well; 
Thou muft be married tono man but me. 


Exter Baptifta, Gremio, Trayno. 


For I am he am born to tame you Kate, 

And bring you from a wild Kat to a Kate 

Conformable as other houfhold Kates ; 

Here comes your father, never make denial, . 

I muk, and will have Katherine to my wife. (daughter? 
Bap. Now Signior Petruchio, how {peed you with my 
Pet. How but wellfir? how-but well? 

It were impoffible! fhould {peed a mifs. (dumps? 
Bap. Why how now Daughter Katherine, in your 
Kat. Call you me daughter ? now I promite you: 

You have fhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 

To with me wed to one half Lunatick, 

A madeap ruffian, and a fwearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Pet. Father; ‘cis thus, your felf and all the world 

That talk’d of her, have talk’d amifs of her ; 

If fhe be curft, it is for policy, 

For fhe’s not froward, but modeft as the Dove, 

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 

For patience fhe will prove a fecond Griffels 

And Roman Zucrece- for her chaftity . 

And toconclude, we have greed fo well together, 

That upon Sunday isthe wedding day. 

Kae. Vile fee thee hang’d on Sunday firft. Cirk. 
Gre. Hark: Petruchio, the fays fhe’l fee thee hang’d 
Tra.Is this your {peeding 2?-nay then good night our part. 
Pet. Be patient gentlemen, I choofe her for my felf, 

If fhe and I be pleas’d, what’s that ¢o you? 

"Tis bargain’d "twixe us twain being alone, 

That fhe fhall ftill be curf in company. 

l tell you ’ris incredible to believe 

How, much fhe loves me; oh the kindeft Kate, 

She hung about my neck, and kifs and kifs 

She vi'd fo faft, protefting oath on oath, 

That in a twink fhe won me to her love. 

Oh you are novices,’tis a world to fee 

How tame when men and women are alone,,. 

A meacock wretch can make the curfteft Shrew 5 

Give me thy band Kate, I will unto Venice 

To buy apparel *gainft the wedding day ; 

Provide the feaft Father, and bid the pueftse 

I will be fure my Katherine (hall be fine. 

Bap. iknow not what to fay, but give me your hands, 

God fend you joy, Petruchio, tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen fay we, we will be witneffes. 
Per. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen adieu, 


Y 
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will to Venice, Sanday comes apace, 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array, 
And kif; me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 
i Exit Petruchio, and Katherine. 


Gre, Was ever matchclapt up fo fuddenly ? 

Bap. Faith Gentleman, now I play a Merchant’s part, 
And venture madly on a defperate Mart. 

Tra. ‘Twas a commodity lay fretting by you ; 
‘Twill bring you gain, or perifh on the feas. 

Bap. The gain [ {cek, isquiet me the match. 

Gre, No doubt but hehath gora quiet catch: 
But now Baprifta, to your younger daughter » 
Now is theday we long have looked for 5 
lam your neighbour, and was fuitor firft. 

Tra. And lamone that love Bianca more 
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs. 

Gre. Youngling, thou canft notlove fodear as I. 

Tra, Grey-beard, thy love doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth fry : 

Skipper, ftand back ; «is age that nourifheth. 
Tra. But Youth in Ladies eyes that flourifheth. 
Bap. Content you Gentlemen; I will compound this 

- ftrifes 

Tis deeds mult win-the prize, and he of both 

‘That can affure my daughter pgreateft dower, 

Shall have Bianca's Love. 

Say Signior Gremio, what can you affure her? 

Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the City 
Is richly furnifhed with place and gold, 

Bafons and Ewerstolave her daincy hands : 

My Hangings all of Tiréan Tapeftry : 

Inivory Coffers {have ftuft my Crowns: 

In Cyprefs Chefts my Arras Counterpoints: . 

Coftly Apparel, Tents and Canopies, 

Fine Linnen, Turky Cuthions, boft with Pearl, 

Vallens of Venice gold, in needle-work 5 

Pewter and Brafs, and all things that belongs 

To houle, or houfe kecping: then atmy Farm 

| have ahundredmilch-kine tothe Pail, ` 

Six fcore fat Oxen ftanding in my Stalls 5 

And all things an{werable to this portion. 

My felf am ftruck in years, E muĝ confefs ; 

And if Idie to morrow, this ts hers, 

if whillit f live fhe will be only mine. ' 

Tra. That only came well in: Sir, lift co me 5 
lam my Father’s Heir, and onlySon; — 

If Imay have your Daughter to my Wife, 

Vie leave her Houfes three or four as good, 

Within rich Pifa Walls, as any one 

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua , 

Befides twothouland Ducats by the year. 

Of fruit(ul Land; all which fhall be her Joynter. 

What, have! pincht you, fignior Gremio? —; 
Gre, Twothoufand Ducats by the year of Land ; 

My Land amounts not to. fo much in all : 

That fhe fhall have, befidesan Argofie 

That now is lying in Marfels Road. 

What, have 1 choakt you with an Argofie ? 

Tra Grensio, ‘tisknown my Father hath no lels 
Than three great Argofics, befides two Galliafles 
And twelve tite Galliess thefe I will affure her, 
And twice as much, what e’re chou offer’{t next. 

Gre Nay, I have offer’d all ; Ihave no more 5 
and The can have no more ihan all I have; 

If you like me, fhe fhall have me and mine. 

Tra Why then the Maid is mine from all the World 
By your firm promife 4 Gremio is out-vied. 

Bap. I mult confefs your Offer is the belt , 
| And ler your Father make her the affurance, 

She is your own , elfe you muft pardon me: 

If you fhould die before him, where's her dower ? 
Tra. That’s but a cavil; he isold, Iyoung. 

Gre. And may not young men die as well asold ? 
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Bap. Well, Gentlemen; 1 am thus refolv’d, 
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{On Suaday next, you know, 


My daughter Katherine isto be married: 
Now on the Sanday following fhal! Bianca 
Be Bride to you, if you make this aflurance ; 
If not, to fignior Gremio; 

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. 


Exit. 
Gre. Adieu good neighbour : now I fear thee not: P 


{Sicrah, young Gamefter, your Father werea fool 


To give thee all, and in his waini 
Set foot under thy table: tur, a mra 
An old Italian Fox isnot fo kind, my boy. 

Tre. A vengeance on your crafty withered hide - 
Yer | have fac’d it witha card of ten: 
Tis in my head to do my mafter good : 

I {ee no reafon but fuppos'd Lucentio 

Mutt pet a Father, call’d fuppos’d Vincenrio- 

And that’sa wonder: Fathers commonly ; 

Do get their children ¢ but in thiscafe of wooing, 

A child fhall get a fire, if I fail nor of my cunning. 
Er. 


Exit, 








Actus Tertius. 


Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, and Bianca. 


Luc. Fidler, forbear 5 you gtow too forward fir : 
Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment 
Her fifter Katherine welcom’d you withal ? 

Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is 
The patronefs of heavenly harmony ; 

That giveme leave to have prerogative ; `’ 

And when in Mufick we have fpent an hour, 

Your Leéture thall have leifure for asmuch, 
Luc. Prepofterous Afs that never read to far; 

To know the caufe why Mufick was ordain’d : 

Was it not to refrcfh the mind of man 

After his ftudies, or his ufual pain ? 

Then give me leave to.read Philofophy ; 

And while I paufe, ferve in your harmony. 

Hort. Sirrah, | willnot bear thefe braves of thine. 

Bian, Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ftrive for that which refteth in my choice: 

[am no breeching fcholar in the {chools ; 

le not be tied to hour, ‘nor pointed times, 

But learn my Leffonsas | pleafe my felf ; 

And to cut off all ftrife, here fit we down, 

Take you your intrument, play you the whiles, 
His Leéture will be done e’re you have tun’d. 

Hort. Yov’lleave his Lecture when I am in tune ? 

Luc, That will be never: tune your inftrument. 

Bian. Where left we lat? 

Luc. Here, Madam : Hic sbat Simos, bic ef Sigeia tellus; 
kic fleterat Priami regia celfa fenis. 

Bian. Conftrue them. 

Luc Hic ibat, as I told you before, Simois, Lam Lucentio, 
hic eff, fon unto Vineentio of Pifa, Sigeia rem, difguifed 
thus to get your Love, bic feererat, and that Lucentio that 
comesa wooing, Priemi, is my Man Tranio, regia, beat- 
ing my Port, cel/a fenis, that we might beguile the old Pan- 
taloon. x 

Hort. Madam, my inftrument’s in tune. 

Bian. Let’shear. O fie, rhe treble jits. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian, Now let me fee if ! canconttrue it: Hic that fimo- 


ir, | know you not, hic eff figeia relins, truk younot, bic 
fleverat priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, prefume not, 
celfa fenis, defpair not. 


Hort, Madam, ’ris now in tune. 
Luc. All bur the Bafe. 
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en mere gS SE 


198 


Hert. Thebafe isright s cis the bafe knave that jars. 
Luc. How fiery and froward our Pedant is ! 
Now for my Life that knave doth court my Love: 

| Pedafcule, Vile watch you better yer: 
Ia time I may believe, yet I miftruft. 
Bian. Miftruft it not; for fure e£acides ` 
wes cFjex call’d fo from his Grandfather. 
Hort. { rouft believe my Matter ; elfe | promife you, 
1 1 fhould be arguing fill upon that doubt : 
But lét ıt ret : now Litio to you: 
Good mafter, take it notunkindly, pray, 
| That I have been thus pleafant with you both. 
Bian You may go walk, and give me leave a while ; 
My Leffons make not Mufick in three parts. 
Luc. Are you fo formal, fir ? well, | muft wait 
And watch withal: for but 1 be deceiv’d, 
| Our fine Mufician groweth amorous. 
Hor, Madam, before you touch the inftrument, 
i To learn the order of my fingering, 
| muft begin with Rudiments of Art, 
Í| To teach you Gamoth in a briefer fort, 
| More pleafant, pithy, and effectual, 
Than hath been taught by anyof my trade; 
And thereit isin writing fairly drawn. 
Bian. Why, l am paft my Gamoth long ago. 
Hor. Yetread the Gamorh of Hortenfto. 
Bian. Gamoth|am, the ground ol all accord: 
Are, to pleafe Hortenfio’s paflion : 
Beeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord, 
i Cfant, that loves me with all affection : 
iD folre, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 
Elams, how pity, or I die, 
Call you this Gamoth? tut, 1 likeit not; 
i Old fafhions pleafe me beft ; I am not fo nice 
To change true rules for old inventions. . 


Enter e Meffenger. 


` Nick. Miltris, your Father prays you leave your books, 
And help co drefs your fifters chamber up 5 
You know to morrow is the Wedding. day. 
Bian. Farewell (weet Matters both ; I muft be gone. 
Luc. Faith Miftris then I have no caule to ftay. 
Hor. But | have caufe to pry into this pedant 5 
Methinks he looks as tho he were in Love : 
Yer if thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble 
To caft thy wandring eyes on every ftale 3 
Seize thee that Lift ; if once | find thee ranging, 
Hortenfio will be quit with chee by changing. Exit. 
Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and 
others, attendants. 


Bap. Signior Lucentio, this the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petrachio fhould be married , 
And yet we hear not of our fon in Law. 
Whar will be faid ? what mockery will it be, 
To want the Bridegroom when the Prieft attends 
To {peak che ceremontal Rites of Marriage ? 
What fays Lucentio to this fhame of ours ¢ 

Kate. No hame but mine 5 1 muft forfooth be forc’t 
To give my hand oppos’d againft my heart, 
Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of fpleen, 
Who woo’d tn hafte, and means to wed at leifure. 
I told you I, he was a frantick Fool, 
Hiding his bitter jefts in blunt behaviour ; 
And to be noted for amerry man : 
He’! woo a thoufand, point the day of Marriage, 
Make Friends, invite 5 yes and proclaim the Banes ; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath wood. 
i Now muf the World point ar poor Katherine, 
f And lay, lorhere is mad Petruchios Wife, 
Jf it would pleafe him come and marry her. 

Tre. Patience good Katherine and Baptifta too 3 
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Upon my Life Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever Fortune ftays him from his word, 
Tho he be blont, I know him pafling wife ; 
Thohe be merry yer withal he’s honeft. 
Kate, Would Katherine had never feen him tho. 
. Exit weeping. 
Bap. Go Girl: I cannot blame thee now to weep 
For fuch an injury would vex a faint, 
Much more a threw of thy impatient humour. 


Enter Biondello. 


Bron, Mafter, Mafter ; news, 
heard of. 

Bap. Is itnew and old too? how may that be? 

Bee Sa, Is it not news to hear of Perruchio’s com- 

ing? 

Bap. Ishecome ? 

Bso. Why no fir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bio. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here ? 

Bio, When he ftands where | am, and fecs you there, 

Tra. Butfay, what to thy old news ? 

Bio. Why Petruchio is coming in anew hat and an old 
jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice turn’d; a pair of 
boots that have been candle-cafes, one buckled, another 
lacd ; an old rufty {word tane out of the Town- Armory, 
with a broken hilt, andchaple(s ; with two broken point: 
his horfe.hip’d with an old mothy faddle, the ftirropsof no 
kindred : befide poffeft with theGlenders, and like to mofe 
in thechine ; troubled with the Lampaffe, infected with the 
Fafhions, full of Windgalls, {ped with Spavins, raied with | 
the Yellows, paft cure of the Fives, ftark fpoil’d with the 
Staggers, begnawn with the Bors, Waid in the back, and 
fhoulder-fhotten, neer leg’d before, and witha half checkt 
Bit, anda headftall of fheep’s Leather; which being re- 
ftrain’d to keep him from fumbling, hath been often burtt, 
and now repaired with knots ; one Girth fix times piec’d, 
and a Womans Crupper of Velure, which hath two Letters 
for her name, lairly fet downin Ruds, and here and there 
piec’d with packthred. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? : 

Bio. Oh fir, his Lackey, for all the World éompari- 
fon’d like the Horfe ; with a Linnen flock on one Leg, 
and akerfey boot-hofe on the other, gartied with a red | 
and blew Lift; anold hat, and the humor of forty fancies 
prickt up in’c for a feather: a Monfter, avery Monfter in 
apparel, and not like a Chriftian Foot boy, or Gentleman's 
Lackey. 

Tra, *Tisfome odd humor pricks him to this fafhion ; 
Yer oftentimes he goes but mean apparell’d. 

Bap 1am glad he’s come, howfoever he comes. 

Bio. Why fir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didft thou not fay he comes ? 

Bio. Who ? that that Perruchio cam ? 

Bap. I, that Petruchio came. 

Bu. No fir ; 1 fay his horfe comes with him on his back. 

Bap. VVhy that’s all one. 

bso. Nay by S. FJamyl hold you a penny, a horfe anda 
man is more thanone ; and yet not many. | 


and {uch news as you never 


Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 


Pet. Come, where be thefe Gallants? who's at home ? 
Bap. You are welcome fir. 
Pet. And yet I come not well. 
Bap. And yet you halt nor. 
Tra. Not fo well apparell’d as1 with you were. 
Pet. VVere it better I fhould rufh in thus. 
But where is Kate ? where ismylovely Bride ? 
How does my father? Gentles, methinks you frown, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 
Asif they faw fome wondrous Monument, 
Some 
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Some Comer, or fome unufual prodigy ? 
Bap. VVhy fir, you know this is your VVedding-day: 
Firft were we fad, fearing you wouldnot come; 
Now fadder that you come unprovided. 
Fic, doff this habit ; fhame to your Eftate, 
An eye-fore to our folemn feftival, 
Tra. And ‘tell us what occafion of import 
Hath all fo tong detain’d youfrom your wife, 
And fent you hither fo unlike your felf ? 
Pet. Tedious ir were totell, and harfh to hear 3 
Syfficeth I am come tokeep my word, 
Tho infome part enforced to diprefs , 
VVhich at more leifure ! will fo excufe, 
As you fhall well be fatisfed withal. 
But where is Kate? 1 ftay too long from her. 
The morning wears ris time we were at Church. 
Tra. Seenot your Bride in thefe unreverent Robes 5 
Gotomy chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 
Pee, Not1; believe me, thus \’le vific her. 
Bap. But thus | craft you will nor marry her. 
Pet. Good footh even thus; Therefore ha’ done with 
words; ` 
To me fhe’s married, not unto my clothes: 
Could [ repair what the will wear in me, 
As l could change thefe poor accoutrements, 
'T were well for Kate, and better for my {elf- 
But what a fool em I tochar with you, 
When | fhould bid good morrow to my Bride, 


And feal che title with alovely kifs ? Exit 
Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire: 

We will perfwade him, be it poflible, 

To put on better e’re he goto Church. 
Bap. Vle after him, and fee the event of this. Exit 


Tra, But fir, Love concerneth us toadd 
Her father's liking; which to bring to pafs 
As before I imparted to your Worfhip ; 
l am to geta man; what ere hebe 
It skillsnot much; we'l fit him to our turn ; 
And he fhall be Vincentio of Pifa, 
And makeaflurance herein Padua 
Of greater fums than | have promifed : 
So fhall you quietly injoy your hope, 
And marry {weet Bianca with confente. 
Luc.’ V Vere it not that my fellow (choo!-mafter 
Doth watch Bsanca’s (teps fo narrowly, 
’Twere good methinks to fteal our Marriage ; 
“| VVhich once perform’d, lec all the world fay no, 
le keep mine own defpight of all the world. 
Tra. That by degrees we mèan to look into» 
And watch our vantage in this bufinefs : 
VVe'l over-reach the gray-beard Gremio, 
The narrow prying father Minola, 
The quaint Mufician amorous Litio ; 
All for my Mafter’sfake Lucentio. 


Enter Gremio. 


Signior Gremio, came you from the Church ? 
Gre. As willingly ase’re I came from {chool. 
Tra. Andis the Bride and Bridegroom coming home ? 
Gre. A Bridegroom fay you ? ‘tisa groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom ; and that che girl fhall find. 
Tra. Curfter than fhe ? why ‘tis impoffible. 
Gre. VVhy he’s adevil, a devil, avery fiend. 
Tra. VVhy he’s a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 
Gre. Tut, fhe’s a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool co him: 
l'le tell you fir Lacentio , when the Prieft 
Should ask if Katherine (hould be his wife? 
I by gogs woons quothhe; and {wore foloud, 
That all amaz'd the Prieft let fall the book ; 
And as he ftoop’d again to take it up, . 
This mad-brain’d bridegroom took him fuch a cuff, 
That down fell Prieft and book, and book and Pricft. 
Now take them up (quoth he) i” any lift. 
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Tra. What faid the Wench when he rofe up again ? 
Gre. Trembled and fhook : for why, he Mamp’d and 

fwore, 

As if the Vicar meant to cozen him. 

But after many Ceremonies done, 

He calls for Wine: a health quoth he ; as if 

He had been aboard carowzing to his Mates 

After a ftorm: quaft off the Mulcadel, 

And threw the Sops all in the Sexton’s face : 

Having no other reafon, but that his beard 

Grew thin and hungerly, and feem’d to ask 

His fops as he was drinking. This done, he took 

The Bride about the neck, and kift her lips 

With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting 

Allthe Church did eccho: and I feeing this, 

Came thence for very fhame ; and after me 

Iknow the Rout iscoming: Such a mad Marriage 

Never was before. Hark, hark, Ihear the Minftrels play. 

| Mufick plays. 
Enter Petruchio, Kate, Bianca, Hortenfio, Baptifta. 


Per. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your 
pains : 
I know you think to dine with meto day, 
And have prepar’d great ftore of Wedding-cheer , 
Buc fo itis, my hafte dothcall me hence ; 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. st poflible you will away to night ? 
Pet. | muft away today before night come: 
Make it no wonder: if youknew my bufinefs, 
You would intreat me rather go than ftay. 
And honeft company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away my felf 
To this moft patient fweet and verrucus Wife ¢ 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 
For I muft hence, and farewel to you all. 
Tra. Let usintreat you ftay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 
Gre. Let me intreat you. 
: Pet. It cannot be. 
Kat. Let me intreat you: 
Per, Lam content. 
Kat. Ate youcontent to flay ? 
Per. Lamcontent you fhall intreat me flay ; 
But yet not ftay, intreac me how you can. 
Kat. Now if youlove me ftay. 
Pet. Grumio, my horfe. 
Gru. | fir, they be ready ; the Oats have eaten the 
horfes. 
Kat. Nay chen’ 
Do whatthou cant, 1 willnot goto day ; 
No, nor to morrow, nor till I pleafemy felf: 
The door isopen fir, there lies your way, 
You may be jogging whiles your boots are green: 
For me, l’le not be gone till I pleafe my felf: 
Tis like you’l prove a jolly furly groom, 
That cake iton youar the Arlt fo roundly. 
Pet. O Kate content thee, prethee be not angry. 
Kat. I will beangry : What haft thou to do ? 
Facher, be quiet; he fhall ftay my leifure. 
Gre. I marry fir, now it begins to work. 
Kat. Gentlemen, forward to the Brida!-dinner. 
feea woman may be made a fool, 
If the had not a fpirit co refit. 
Pet. They fhall go forward Kare, at thy command. 
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her : 
Go tothe feaft, revel and domineer ; 
Carowfe full meafure to her Maiden-head ; 
Be madand merry, or go hang your felves : 
But for my bonny Karte, fhe muft with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor ftare, nor fret, 
I will be Matter of what is mine own; 
She is my goods, my chattels, fheismy houfe, 
My houfhold-ftuff, my field, my barn, 
R 2 My 
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My IMy horse, caralken) amma it cles a iiacaie i= = tri my cxc, my als, my any thing ; 
And here fhe ftands fe) her who ever dare; 
[Ile bs ing mine action on the proudeft he 
That flopsmy way in Padua: Grumieo 
Draw forth thy Weapon; we are befet with thieves 5 
Refeue thy Miftris if thou beaman: 
Fearnot fweet Wench ; they thall not touch thee Kate 
Me buckler thee apainit a Million. Exeunt P. Ka. 
Bap. Nay, let them go 4 acouple of quiet ones. 
Gre Went they not quickly ,I fhould die with laughing. 
Tre. OF all mad matches never was the like. 
Luc. Miftris, what’s your opinion of your fifter ? 
Bian That being mad her felf, fhe’s madly mated. 
Gre i warrant him Petruchio is Kated. 
Bep. Neighbours and Friends, tho Bride and Bridegroom 
wants 
For to fupply the places at the table, 
ou know there wants no junkets at the feaft: Lucentio, 
You fhall fupply the Bridegroom's place, 
And let Bianca take her fifters room. 
Tra. Shall {weet Bianca pra&tice how to bride it ? 
Bap. She fhall Lucentso « Come genclemen, let’s go. 
Exeunt. 
Enter Grumio. 


Gru. Fie, fie onall tired fades, on all mad Matters, and 
| all foul ways: Was ever man fo beaten? Wasever man fo 
raide ? Was ever man fo weary? Iam fent before to make 
a fire, and they are coming after to warm them: now were 
I not a little pot, and foon hot, my very tips might freeze 
to my teeth, my tongue to theroof of my mouth, my heart 
in my belly, e’'re 1 fhould come bya fire ta thaw me; but I 
with blowing the fire {hall warm my felf: for confi idering the 
weather, a taller man than I will take cold . Holla, hoa Car- 
tis. 


Enter Curtis. 


Curt, Whois it that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice : if thou doubt it, thou maift flide 
from my fhoulder to my heel, withno greater arun but my 
head and my neck. A fire good Curt. 

Car. {s my Mafter and his Wife coming, Grumio: 

Gru. Oh I, Curtis, 1; and therefore fire, fire, caft on no 
water. 

Cur. Is fhe fo hot a fhrew as fhe’s reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this Froft; but thou 
know’t Winter tames Man, Woman and Beak: ini ithath 
tam’d wy old Matter, and my new Miftris, and my felf, fel- 
low Curtis. 

Cur. Away you three-inch fool; 1 amno beaft. 

Gru. Am but three inches? Why thy horn isa foot, 
and fo longam I at the leant. But wilt thou make a fire, or 
fhall 1 complain on thee to our Miftris, whofe band ( fhe be- 
ing nowathand) thou fhalt foon feel to thy. cold comfort, 
for being flow in thy hot office. 

| Cur. I prethee, good Grumio» tell me, how goes the 
World? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine ; and 
therefore fire: do thy duty, and have thy duty; for my ‘Ma. 
ter and Miftris are almoft frozen to death. 

Cur. Theres fire ready 5 and therefore good Gramio the 
news. 

Grn. VVhy Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news as thou 
wilt. 

Cur, Come, you are fo full of conicatching, 

Gru.VVhy therefore fire; for I have caught extream cold. 
VVhere’s the Cook ? is fupper ready, the houfe trimm’d, 
rufhesftrew'd, cobwebs fwept, the ferving-men in their new 
Fuftian, their white ftockings, and every officer his wedding 

i garment on? Be the Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, 
Carpets laid, and every thing in order ? 

Cur. All mugs and therefore I pray thee what 
news ? E - 
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Gru. Firft, know my horfe is tired, my Matter and Miftris 
al’n out. 

Cur, How ? 

ow. Out of their faddies into the dirt; and thereby hangs 
a tale. 

Cur. Lers ha't good Grumio, 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Car. Here. 

Gru. There. 

Cur. This ’tis to feelatale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore’tis call'd afenfible rale : and this Cuff 
was but to knock at your ear, and befeech liftning : > now I 
begin : Imprimis, we came down a foul hill, my mafter 1iding 
behind my Maftris. | 
Cur, Both of one horfe ? 

Gru. VVhat’s that to thee ? 

Cur. VVhy a horfe. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale: but had’ thou not croft me, 
thou fhould’ft have heard how her horfe fell, and the under | 
herhorfe: thou fhould’ft have heard in how miery a place, 
how fhe was bemoil’d, how he left her withthe horfe upon 
her, how he beat me t her horfe ftumbled, how fhe 
vvaded through the dirt to pluck himoff me, hovv be {wore, 
hovv fhe pray’d that never pray’d before, how I cri’d, hovv 
the horfes ranavvay, how her bridle vvas burft, hovv Toft 
my crupper, vvith many things of vvorthy memory, vvhich | 
novy fhall diein oblivion, and thou return unexperienc’d to 
thy grave, 

Cur. By this reckoning he is more fhrew than fhe. 

Grn. 1, and that thou and the proudeft of you all fhall 
find vvhen he comeshome. But vvhat talk lof this? Call 
forth Nathaniel, Fofeph, Nicholas. Philip, Walter, Sugerfop, 
and the reft: let their heads be flickly comb’d, “their blevv 
‘coats brufh’d, and their gartersof an indifferent knit ; let 
them curtfle vvith their left legs, and not prefume to touch 
a hair of my mafter’s horfe tail, rill they kis their hands 
Are they allready ? ! 
Cur. They are. 

Gru. Call them foreh. | 
Car. Do you hear ho? You muft meet my mafter to 
countenance my miftris. . 
Gru. VVby fhe hatha face of her ovvn. 

Cur. VVho knowvs not that ? : 

Gru. Thou it feems, that calls for company to countenabce 


Cur, I call them forth to credit her. 
Enter four or five Serving men. 


Gru. VVhy fhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Nat. VVelcome home Grumio. 

Phil. Hovy novy Grumio ? 

Tof. What Grumio. 

Nick. Fellow Grumio. 

Nath. How now old fad. 

Gra. Welcome you : how now you: what you: fel-j 

low you: and thus much for greeting. Now my {pruce 

companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? : 

Nat.. Allthingsare ready; how near is our mafter ? 

Gru. E’ne at hand, alighted bysthis: and therefore be 

= ey paflicns filence, L hear my Ma- 
er. 





Enter Petruchio and Kate. 


Pet, Where be thefe knaves? What no man at doot to 

hold my ftirrop, norto take my horfe? Where is Vatha- | 
niel, Gregory, Philip? ) 
AU Ser. Here, here fir, here fir. 

Pet. Herefir, here fir, here fir, here fir, 

You loggerheaded and unpolifht grooms. 

What ? no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 

Where is the foolith knave I fene before ? | 
Gru. 
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Gru Here fir, as foolifh as] was before: - and fits as one new rilen from a dream. Awa 
Pet. You pefant, fwain,you whorefon malt-horfe drudg, | heiscoming hither. 
Did I not bid thee meet me inthe Park, 


Ys Away, for 


And bring along the rafcal knaves with thee ? Enter Petruchio. 

Gru. Nathaniel’s coat fir, was not fully made, 
And Gabriels pumps were all unpink’c i’th’ heel : Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign, 
There was no Link to colour Peters hat, And "tis my hope to end fuccefstully : 
And Walters dagger was nor come from fheathing : My faulcon now isfharp, and paffing empty, 
Lhere were none fine, but Adem, Rafe, and Gregory, And till fhe ftoop, the muft not be full gorg’d, 
The reft were ragged, old, and beggarly, | For then fhenever looks upon her lure, 


Yet as they are, they come to meet you. Another way Ihave to man my haggard, 
Pet. Go rafcals, go and fetch my fupper in. Ex. Ser.| To make her cone, and know her Keepers eall : 


Where is the life thar late Lled? `- That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe Kites, 
Where are thofe ? Sit down Kate. That bait and beat, and will not be obedient - 
And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, toud. She cat no meat to day, nor none fhall ear, 

Laft night fhe flept not, nor conight thall not : 

Enter Servants with fupper. As with the meat, fome undeferved faule 

Ile find about the making of the bed. 
Why when I fay ? Nay good {weet Kate be merry. And here l'le fing the pillow, chere the bolfter, 
Off with my boots, you rogues: youvillians, when 7 This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets : 


[, and amid this hurly | intend, 

That all isdone in reverend care of her, 

And in conclufion, fhe fhall watch all night, 

And if the chance to nod, l'le rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her ftill awake , 

This is a way to killa Wife with kindnefs, 

And thus Ple curb her mad and head-ftrong humour, 
He that knows better how to tamea fhrew, 

Now let him fpcak, “tis charity to thew. 


It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
As he forth walked on his way. 


Out you rogue, you pluck my foot awry, 
Take that, and mend the plucking of the other. 
Be merry Kate: Some water here. what hoa. 


Enter one with water. 


Where’s my Spaniel Troslus ? Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my Coulin Ferdinand come hither: 

One Kate that you mult kifs, and be acquainted with, 
Where are my flippers ? fhail I have fome water ? Doth fancy y bur Lucentio? 
Come Kate and wafh,and welcome heartily : [ tell you fir, fhe bears me fair in hand. 


You whorefon villain will you let ic fall ?, Flor. Sir, to fatisfie you in what t have faid, 


Enter Tsanioand Hortenfio, 


Tra. Is't poflible friend Lifio, that Miftrels Bianca 
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Kat. Patience Ipray you, "twas a fault unwilling. Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching, 
Pet. A whorefon beetle-headed flap-ear’d knave; 
Come Kate fit down, I know you have a fomack, 
Will you give thanks, fweet Kate, or elfe fha]l | ? 
Whatr’s this, Mutton ? 
Ser, 1, 
Pet. Who brought it? 
Ser. I, 
Per. *Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat: 
What dogs are thefe? where is the rafcal Cook ? 
How durft you villains bring it from the dreffer, 
And ferve icthus to methat loveit not ? 
There, takeic to you, trenchers, cups and all: 
You heedlefs jolt-heads, and unmanner’d flaves. 
What, do you grumble ? P'le be with you ftraight. 
Kat. | pray you husband be not fo difquiet, 
The meat waswell, if you were fo contented. 
Pet. 1 tell thee Kase, twas burnt and dried away, 
And I exprefly am forbid to touchit: 
For it engenders choller, planteth anger, 
And better *twerethat both of us did faft, 
Since of our felves, our {elves are chollerick, 
Than feed it with fuch over-rofted fleth : 
Be patient, to morrow’t fhall bemended, 
And for this night we'l faft for company. 
Come I will bring thee to thy Bridal Chamber- i Exeunt. 


Enter Bianca: 


Luc, Now Miftre(s, profit you in what you read ? 
Bian. What Mafter read you firft, refolve me that > 
Luc, 1 read that | profefs rhe arr co love. 

Bian, And may you prove fir, mafter of your art? 

Luc. VVhile you fweec dear prove miftrefs of my 

heart. 

Hor, Quick proceeders marry; now tell me I pray, you 
that durft (wear that your muiftrefs Bianca lov’d me in the 
VVorld fo well as Lucentio. 

Tra. Oh defpightful Love, unconftant woman kind; 1 
tell thee Lifo this is wonderful. A 

Hor. Miftake no more, I amnot Lifio, 

Nor.a Mufician as I feem to be, 

But one that fcorn to live ig this difguife, 
For fuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of fuch a Cullion ; 
Know fir, thar lam calbd Hortentfio. 

Tra. Signior Hortenfio, Ihave often heard 
Of your entire affe&tion to Bianca, 

And fince mine eyes are witnefs of her lightnefs, 
Iwill wich you if you be fo contented, 
Forfwear Bsancaand hiz love for ever. 

Flor, See how they kifs and court; Signior Lycentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, but do forfwear her, 


Enter Servants feverally. 


Nath. Peter, didft ever fee the like ? As one unworthy all the former favours 
Peter He kills her in her own humour. , That 1 have fondly Ratterd her withal. 
Gru. Where is he? Tra. And here | rake the like unfained oath, 
Never to marry with her, tho the would intreat. 
Enter Curtis, a Servant. Fie on her, fee how beaftly fhe doth court him. 


Hor. VVould all the world bue he had quite forficora 
Cur. Inher Chamber, making a fermon of contineocy | For me, that I may furely keep mine oath: 
to her, and rails, and f{wears, and rates, that the ( poor |! will be married to a wealthy Widow, 
foul ) knows not which way to ftand, to look, to fpeak,} E’re three days pats, g hass long lor’d me, 
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As Ihave lov’d this proud difdainful Haggard : 
And fo farewel Sigmor Lusenteo: 
Kindnefs in Women, not their beauteous looks 
Shalt win my Love: and fol take my leave, 
In refolution as. {wore before. 
Tra. Miftris Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace 
As fongeth toa Lover’s bleffed cafe : 
Nay, l have tane you napping, gentle Love, 
And have forfworn you with Hortenfio. 
Bian, Tranio you jeft: but have you both forfworn me? 
Tra. Miftriss we have. 
Luc. Thev we arerid of Lifio. 
Tra. T faith he’! have a luty Widow now, 
That fhal! be woo’d and wedded in a day. 
Bian, God give him joy. 
Tra. l and he'i tame her: 
Bian. He fays fo Tranio. 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming fchool. 
Bian. The taming fchool: what is there fuch a place ? 
Tra. | Miftris, and Petruchio is the Mafter 
That ceacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a fhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


Enter Biondello. 


Bion, Oh Matter, Mafter, Ihave watcht fo long 
That | am dog-weary; but atlaft I {pied 
Anancient Angel coming down the hill 
Will ferve the turn. 

Tra. What is he, Biondello ? 

Bio. Maher, a Marcantant, or a pedant 5 
Lknow not what3 but formal in apparel 5 
In gate and countenance furly, like a father. 

Luc. And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra Vf he be credulous, and truft my tale, 
l'le make him glad to feem Vincentio, 

And give afluranceto Baptifta Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio : 
Take me your Love, and then let me alone, 


Enter e Pedant. 


Ped. God fave you fir. 
Tra, And you fir: you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you atthe fartheft ? 
Ped. Sir, at the fartheft for a Week or two 3 
But thenup farther, and as far as Pome 5 
And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life: 
Tra. What Countreyman | pray ? 
Ped. Of Mantua. 
Tra. Of Mantua fir; marry God forbid ; 
And come to Padua, carelefsof your life? 
Ped, My life fir ! how] pray ? for that goes hard. 
Tra. Tisdeath for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua , know you not the caufe ? 
Your Shipsare ftaid at Venice, and the Duke 
For private quarrel *twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publifh’d and proclaim’d it openly: . 
’ Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 
You might have heard it elfe proclaim'd about. 
Ped, Alas fir, it is worfe for me than fo; 
For j have bills for money by exchange 
From Flerence, and muft here deliver them, 
Tra. Well fir, to do you curtefie, 
This will I do, and this I will advife you : 
Firft tell me, have you ever been at Pi/a? 
Ped. I fir, in Pifa have I often been; 
P:/g renowned for grave Citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio? 
Ped. 1 know him not, bur | have heard.of him 5 
A Merchant of incomparable Wealth. 
Tra. He is my father, fir and feoth to fay, 
[In count’nance fomewhat doth refemble you. 
Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyfter, and all one. 
+ ? 
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Tra. To fave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will 1 do you for his fake ; 
And think it not the worft of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to fir Vincentio: 
His name and credit fhall you undertake, 
And in my houfe you fhall be friendly lodg’d : 
Look that you take upon you as you fhould ; 
You underftand me fir: fo fhall you ftay 
Till you have done your bufinefs in the City: 
If this be court’fie fir, accept of ir, 
Ped. Oh fir I do, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my Life and Liberty. 
Tra, Then go with me to make the matter good : 
This by the way J let you underftend, 
My father is here look’d for every day, 
To pafs affurance of a dowre in marriage 
*Twixt me and one Baptifta’s daughter here: 
In all thefe circumftances I'leinftru& you : 
Go with me fir to cloath you as becomes you. 
Exeunt. 








Attus Quartus. 


Scena Prima. 


Enter Katherina and Grumio. 


Gr. No,no forfooth, | dare not for my life. 
Kat. The more my wrong; the more his {pite appears: 
What did he marry me to famifh me ? 
Beggars that come unto my father’s door, 
Upon intreaty have a prefent alms; 
If not, elfewhere they meet with charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 
Nor never needed that! fhould intrear, 
Am ftarv’d for meat, giddy for lack of fleep ; 
With Oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed ; 
And that which fpights me more than all thefe Wants, 
He doesit under name of perfeét Love: 
As who would fay, if I fhould fleep or eat 
*Twere deadly fickneG, or elfe prefent death: 
I prethee go and get me fome repaft ; 
l care not what, fo it be wholfome food. 
Gru What fay you ro a Neats-foot? 
Kat, *Tispafling good; I prerhee Jet me have it. 
Gru. | fear it istoo phlegmatick a meat : 
How fay you to a fat Tripe finely broil’d ? 
Kat. (like it wells good Grumio fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot tell; | fear’tis chollerick : 
What fay youto a piece of Beef and Moftard ? 
Kat. A difh that l do love to feed upon. 
Gru. I, but the Muftardis too hot alittle. 
Kat. Why then the Beef, and let the Muftard reft. 
Gra. Nay then! will nor ; you fhall have the Muftard, 
Or elfe you get no Beef of Grumio. 
Kat. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru, Why then the Muftard withour the Beef. 
Kat. Go get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flave, 
Beats him. 
That feed’ft me with the very name of meat : 
Sorrow on thee, andall the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my mifery : 
Go get thee gone,! fay, 


Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio with meat. 


Pet. How fares my Kare ? What, fweeting, all amort? 
Hor. Miftris, what cheer ? 
Kat, Faith as cold ascanhbe. 
Pet, Pluck up thy fpirirs ; look cheerfully upon me: 
Here Love, thou feeft how diligent Iam, 
To drefs thy meat my felf, atid bring it thee : 
: Tam 
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I am fure, fweet Kate, thiskindnefs merits thanks. 
what, not a word ? Nay then, thoulov’ftit not : 
And all my pains is forted to no proof. 
Here rake away the difh. 

Kat. I pray you let it ftand. . 

Per. The pooreft fervice is repaid with thanks, 
And fo thall mine before you touch the meat. 

Kat. 1 thank you fir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame : 
Come Mittris Kate, \’le bear you company. 

Pee. Eat icup all Hortentio, if thou loveft me: 
Much good doit unto thy gentle heart 5 
Kateeat apace ; and now my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy Fathers houfe, 
And revel itas bravely as the beft, 
With filken coats and caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things: 
With Scarff , and Fanns, and double change of brav’ry, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this knav’ry. 
Witb haft thoudin’d? The Tailor ftays thy leafure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treafure. 


Enter Tailor, 
Come Tailor, let us fee thefe ornaments, 
Enter Haberdather. 


Lay forththe gown. What news with you fir ? 

Fel. Hercisthe cap your worthip did befpeak. 
Pet. Why this was moulded ona porrenger, 

A Velverdith: Fie, fie, "tis lewd and filthy, 

Why ’tis acockle or a walnut-fhell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, ababies cap ; 

Away with it, come let me have a bigger. 

Kat. le have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 

And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe. 

Pet, When you are gentle, you fhall have one too, 

And not till then. 

Hor, That will not be in haft. 
Kat. Why fir, I truft I may have leave to fpeak, 

And {peak I will. I am no child, no babe, 

Your betters haveendur’d me, fay my mind. 

And if you cannot, beft you {top your ears. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elfe my heart concealing it will break, 

And rather than it fhall, | will be free, 

Even to the uttermofk as [ pleafe in words. 

Per. Why thou fay’ft truce, it is a paltry cap, 

A cuftard coffen, a bauble, filken pie, 

I love thee well in that chou lik’{tir not. 

Kart. Love me, or love me not, llike the cap, 

And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pee. Thy gown, why I: come Tailor let us fee’t, 

O mercy God, what masking ftuffishere ? 

What ? this afleeve? ‘tis like a demi-cannon, 

What, up and down carv’d likean apple.tart ? 

Here {nip, and nip, and cut, and flith and flath, 

Like to a Cenfor in a barbers fhop: 

Why whata Devils name Trilor call'ft thou this? 
Hor, \ {ee the’s like to have neither cap nor gown. 
Tat. You bid me makeit orderly and well, 

According to the fafhion, and the time. 

Pet. Marry and did: but if you be remembred, 

l did nor bid you mar it ro the time. 

Go hop me over every kennel home, 

For you fhall hop without my cuftome fir : 

Ile none of it: hence, make your beft of it. 

Kat. | never faw a better fafhion’d gown, 

More queint, more pleafing, nor more commendable ; 

Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Per, Why true, he means to make a pupper of thee. 
ae She fays your Worthip means to make a puppet 

of her. i 
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Pet. Oh moft monftrous arrogance : 
Thou lyeft, chouthred, thou thimble, 
Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, nail , 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter-cricket thou : 
Brav'd in mine own houfe witha skein-of thred : 
Away thou Rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
Or 1 fhall fo be meet thee with thy yard, 
As thou fhalt think on prating whil’t thou liv’ 
I tell thee l, that thou haft mar’d her gown. 

Tail. Your worship is deeciy’d, the gown is made 
Juft as my Matter had diregtion: 

Grumio gave order how it fhould be done. 

Gru. | gave him no order, | gave hia the fluff. 

Tail. But how did you defire it fhould be made? 

Gru. Marry fir with needle and thred. l 

Tail. But did you not regueft to have it Cut ? 

Gre. Thou haft fac’d many things. 

Tail. 1 have. 

Gra. Face not me: thou haft brav’d many men, brave 
not me : I will neither be fac’d nor brav’d. I fay unto thee 
| bid thy mafter cue out the gown, but I did not bid him 
cut it to pieces. Ergo thov lieft. 

Tail. Why here is the note of the fathion to 

Pet. Read it, 

Gru. The note lies in’s throatif he fay I faid fo, 

Tail. Imprimis, a loofe bodied gown. 

Gru. Mafter, if ever | {aid loofe-bodied gown, fow me 
in the skirts of ir, and beat me to death with a bottome 
of brown thred: I faid a gown. 

Per. Proceed. 

Tail. With a fmallcompaf cape. 

Gru. I confef the cape. 

Tail. With a trunk fleeve. 

Gru. I confefs two fleeves, 

Tail. The fleeves curioufly cut. 

Per. 1 there’s the villany. 

Gru. Error i'thbill fir, error i'th bill: I commanded 
the fleeves fhould be cut out, and fow’d up again, and that 
l'le prove upon thee, tho chy little finger be armed in a 
thimble. 

Tail, This is true that I fay, and I had thee in place 
where, thou fhouldft know it: 

Gru. Lam for thee ftraight : take thou the bill, give me 
thy meet-yard, and {pare not me. 

=" God-a-mercy Grumio, then he fhall have no 
odd’s. 

Pet. Well fic in brief the gown isnot for me. 

Gre. You are i’th right fir, "tis for my miftris. 

Pet. Go take it up unto thy mafters ufe. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life: Take up my Mifrefs 
gown for thy mafters ufe. 

Pet. Why fir, what’s your conceit in that ? 

Gru. Oh fir, the conceit isdeeper than you think for ; 
Take up my Miftris gown unto his mafters ufe. 

Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Pet, Hortentio, fay thou wilt fee the Tailor paid: 
Go take it hence, be gone, and fay no more. 

Hor. Tailor, Pie pay chee for chy gown to morrow, 
Take no unkindnefs of hishafty words: 

Away I fay, commend me to thy Matter. Exit. Tail 

Pet. Well,come my Kate, we will unto your fathers; 
Even in thefe hone(t mean habiliments : 

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garmentspoor : 
For ’tis the mind that maks the body rich. 

And as the Sun breaks through the darkeft clouds, 
So honor peereth in the meaneft habit. 

What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 
Becaufe his feathers are more beauriful ? 

Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye ? 
Ohno, good Kare : neirher art thou the worfe 
For this poor furniture, and mean array. 

If thou accountedft it fhame, lay it on me. 
And therefore frotick, we will hence forthwith: 


teftify: 


To 
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To feaft and {port us at thy fathers houfe, 
Go call my men, and let usftraight to him, 
And bring our horfes unto Long-/ane end, 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 
Let’s fee, ] think ’tis now fome feven aclock, 
„And well we may come there by dinner time. 
Kat I dareaffure you fir. ’tis almoft two. 
And twill be fupper time cre you come there, 
Per. it hall be feven cre I go to horfe: 
Look what | {peak, or do, or think to do, 
You are ftill crofling it ; fics let’t alone, 
| will not go to day, andere | do, 
it fhal! be whata clock I fay it is.. i 
Hor, Why fo: this gallant will command the fun. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreft like Vinentio. 


Tra. Sirs, this is the houfe, pleafeit you that call. 
Ped. \ what elfe, and butI be deceived, 
Signior Baptifie may remember me 
Near twenty years ago in Genoa. 
Tra. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegafus : 
Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe 
With fuch aufterity as longeth to a Father. 


Enter Biondello. 


Ped. I warrant you: but fir, here comes your boy. 
'Twere good he were {chool'’d. 

Tra Fear you nothim : firrah Brondello, 
Now do your duty throughly | advife you : 
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio, 

Bion. Tut, fear notme. 

Tra. But haft thou done thy errand to Baptifla? 

Bion, \ told him that your Father was in Venice, 
And that you look’t for himin Padya. 

Tra, That’s a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Baptifta: fet your countenance, fir. 


Enter Baptita and Lucentio and Pedant booted 
and bare-headed, 


Tra. Signior Baptifta youare happily met : 
Sir, this isthe gentleman I told you of, 

i pray you Rand good Father to me now, 
Give me Bianca for my pattimony. 

Ped. Soft fon : fir by your leave, having come to Padue 
To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe 
Of love between yoar daughter and himfelf : 
And for the good report I hearof you, 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 
And fhe to him ; to ftay him not too long, 

| amcontent ina good fathers care 

To have him matcht, andif you pleafe to like 

No worfe than I fir upon fome agreement, 

Me fhall you find moft ready and moft willing 
With one confent to have her fo beftowed : 

For curious } cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptifta, of whom | hear fo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay, 
Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me well : 
Right true it is, your fon Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and fhe loveth him, 

Or both diffemble deeply their affections 5 
And therefore if you fay no more than this, 
That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And pafs my daughter a fufficient dowre, 

The match is made and all isdone, 

Your fon thal] havemy daughter with confent 

Tra. I thank you fir, where then do you know beft 
We be afhed, and fuch affurance tane, 

As fhall with either parts agreement ftand. 
Bap. Not in my houfe Lucentio, for you know 
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Pitchers have ears, and | have many fervants, 
Befides old Gremzois harkning fill, 
And haply we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, and it like you fir ; 
There doth my father lie; and there this night 
We'l pafsthe bufinefs privately and well : 

Send for your daughter by your fervant here, 
My Boy hall fetch the Scrivener prefently, 
The worft is this, that at fo flender warning, 
You are like tohave a thin and flender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well: 

Cambio hie you home, 
ftraight : 

And if you will tell whathath hapned, 

Lucentio’s Father is arriv'd in Padua, 

And how (he’s like to be Lusentio’s wife. 

Bson, 1 pray the gods fhe may withall my heart. 

Exs, 


and bid Bisnca make her ready 


Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone, 
Enter Peter. 


Signior Bapts/ta, (hall lead the way, 
VVecome, one mefs is like to be your cheer 
Come fir, we will better itin Pifa. 

Bap. I follow you. Exennt 
Enter Lucentio, and Biondello. 


Bion. Cambio. 

Luc. VVhat fait thou Biondello ? 

Biond You faw my Mafter wink and laugh upon you. 

Luc. Biondello, what of that? 

Biond. Faith nothing ; but has left me here behind 
> expound the meaning, or moral of his figns and to- 

ens. 

Luc. I pray the moralize them. 

Biond. Then thus. Baptifta is fafe talking with the de- 

ceiving Father of a deceitful Son» 

Luc. And what of him? 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the fup- 
per: 

Lec. And then? : 

Bion. The old Prieft at St. Lake’s Church is at your com- 
mand at all hours. 

Luc: And what of all this? 

Bion. I cannot tell, except they are bufied about a 
countefeit affurance 5 take you affurance of hery Cus pri- 
vilegio ad Imprimendum folum , to th’ Church take the 
Prieft, Clark, and fome fufficient honeft witnefles : 
If this be not that you look for, | haveno more to fay, 
Butbid Bianca farewel for ever anda day 

Luc. Hear’h thou Biondello. 

Bion. I cannot tarry ; I knew a wench married in an af- 


‘ternoon as fhe went to the Garden for Parfeley to ftuffa 


Rabit, and fo may you fir: and fo adieu fir, my Mafter 
hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke’s to bid the 
Prieft be ready to come againft you come with your appen- 


dix. Exit. 
Lue. I may and will; if the be fo contented : 

She will be pleas’d, then wherefore fhould I doubt? 

Hap whathap may, lle roundly go about her: 

It fhall go hard if l| Cambio go without her. Exit. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate,.Hortenfio. 


Pes. Comeon a Gods name, once more towards our 

Fathers. 
Good Lord how bright and goodly fhines the Moon : 

Kate. The Moon, the Sun ; it is not Moon-light 
now. 

Per. I fayit is the Moon that fhines fo bright. 

Kat. 1 know itis the Sun that fhinsfo bright. ; 

et, 
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Pet. Now by my Mothers Son, and that’s my fclf, 
It hall be moon, or far, or what I lift, 
Or ere I journey to your fathers houfe : 
Goon, and fetch our horfes back again, 
Ever more croft andcroft, nothing but croft, 
Hor. Say ashe fays,or we fhall never go, 
Kat. Forward I pray, fince we have come/o faf, 
And be it moon, ot fun, or what you pleafe : 
And if you pleafe tocall it a rufh Candle, 
Hence forth I vow it fhall be fo for me. 
Pet, \fay it isthe moon. . 
Kat, [know it is the moon. 
Pet. Nay then youlie: it is the bleffed Sun. 
Kat. Then God be bleft, it is the bleffed Sun, 
But Sunit is not, when you fay it is not. 
And the Moonchanges even as your mind: 
What you will have it nam’d, even thatit is, 
And fo it fhall be fo for Katherine, 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won. 
Pee. Well, forward, forward, thusthe bowl fhould run, 
And not unluckily againft the Bias: 
But fof, Company is comming here. 


Enter Vincentio. 


Good morrow gentle Miftris, where away ? 
Tell me {weet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haft thou beheld a frefher Gentlewoman : 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks : 
What Stars do fpangle Heaven with fuch beauty, 
As thofe twoeyes become that heavenly face? 
Fair lovely Maid, once more good day tothee : 
Sweet Kate embrace her for her beauties fake. 
Hor. A will makethe man mad to make a woman of 
him. 
Kat, Young budding Virgin, fair, and frefh, and fwect, 
Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of fo fair a child ; 
Happier the man whom favourable Stars 
Allots thee for his lovely bedfellow. 
Pet. Why how now Kare, I hope thou are not mad, 
Thisis a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou fai’ft he ts. 
Kat. Pardonold father my miftaking eyes, 
That have been fo bedazled with the fun, 
That every thing I look onfeemeth green: 
Now I perceive thou art a reverend Father : 
Pardon l pray thee for my mad miftaking. 
Pet. Do good old grandfir, and withall make known 
Which way thou travelleft, if along with us, 
We fhall be joyful of thy company. 
Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miftris, 
That with your ftrange encounter muchamaz'd me: 
My name is call’d Vincentio, my dwelling Pifa, 
And bound lam to Padua, thereto vilit 
A fon of minc, which long l! have not feen. 
Pet, What: is his name ? 
Vin, Lucentio, gentle fir, 
Pet, Happily met, the happier for thy fon : 
And now by Law, as well as reverent age, 
I may intitle thee my loving father ; 
The fifter to my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy Son by this hathmarried : wonder not, 
Nor be not griecyed, fhe is of good efteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth 
Befide, fo qualified, as may befcem 
The Spoufe of any noble gentleman : 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 
And wander we to fee thy honeft fon, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous, 
Vin. Butis this crue, or isit elfe your pleafure, 
Like prefent travellers to break a jeft 
Upon the company you overtake ? 
Hor. 1 do aflure thee father fo it is. 
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Per. Come go along and fee the truth hercof. 
For our fir merriment hath made thee jealous. 


Exeune. 
Hor, Well Petruchio, this has put me in heart. 


| Have to my Widow, if the be froward, 
| Then haft thou taught Hortentioto be untoward, 


Exi. 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio 
15 ont before, 


Bion. Softly and fwiftly fir, for che Prieft ts ready. 
Luc. | fly Biondeflo, but they may chance to we thee 
at home, therefore leave us. Exit 
Bion. Nay faith, Ple fee the Church a your back, and 
then come back to my miftris as foon as I can. 
Gre. 1 marvael Cambio comes not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentio, Grumio 
with Attendants, 


Pee. Sir heres the door, this is Lucentio’s houfe, 
My Fathers bearsmore toward the Market- place, 
Thither muft 1, and here I leave yov fir. 
Vin. You fhall not choofe but drink before you go, 
I chink 1 fhall command your welcome here ; 
And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. Knock, 
Gre. They’re bufy within, you were beft knock louder. 


Pedant looks out of the window. 


+ What’s he that knocks as he would beat down the 
gate ! 

Vin, {sSignior Lucentio within fir? 

Ped, He’s within fir, but not to be fpoken withal. 

Vin, What if aman bring him a hundred pound or 
two to make merry withal. 

Ped: Keep your hundred pounds to your felf, he fhall 
need none as long as I live. 

Pet. Nay,! told you your fon was well beloved in Padsa; 
do you hear fir, to leave frivolous circumftances , 
| pray you tell fignior Lxacentio that his Father is 
come from Psfa, and is here at the door to {peak with 
him. 

Ped. Thou lieft, hisfather is come from Padua, and 
here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Artchou his father ? 

Ped. { fir, fo his mother.fays, if 1 may believe her, 

Pee. Why how now Gentleman : why this is flat kna- 
very to take upou you another mans name. 

Ped, Lay hands on the villain, l believe he means to 
cozen fome body in this City under my countenance. 


Enter Biondello. 


Bion. | have feen them in the Church together, God 
fend em good fhipping : but who ishere ? mine old Ma- 
Rer Vincentio: now we are undone and brought to no 
thing. 

Vin. Come hither Crackhemp. 

Bion, | hopeI may choofe Sir. 

Vin. Come hither you rogue,what have you forgotme? 

Bion, Forgot you, no fir: ! cou'd not forget you, for J 
never faw you before in all my life. 

Vin, What, you notorious villain, did’R thou never ice 
thy Mafters Father Vincentio ? 

Bion. What my old worfhipful old mafter ? yes mar- 
ry fir, fee where he looks out of the window, 

Vin. 1s't fo indeed ? He beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help, here’s a mad man will murther 
me, 
Peda. Help, fon, help Signior Baptifta. 

Pet. Prethee Kate let’s Rand afide and fee the end of 
this controverfy. 


Enter Pedant with fervents, Baptifta, Tranio. 
n Tra. 
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Tra, Sit, what are you that offer to beat my fer- 
vant ? 

Vin, What am 1 fir 3 nay what are you fir ? oh immor- 
tal God’s : oh fine villain, a filken doubler, a velvet hofe, 
a fcarlet cloak, and a copataio hat : oh lamundone, 1 am 
undone: while I play the good husband at home, my fon 
and my fervant fpend alfat the Univerfity. 

Tra. How now, whar’s the matter ? 

Bap. What is the man lunatick ? 
~ Tra Sit, you feema fober ancient Gentleman by your 
habit ; but your words fhew you a mad many; why fir, 
what concerns it you, if [wear Pearl and Gold; I thank 
my good Father, I am able to maintain it. 

Vin. Thy father / oh villain, he is a Sail-maker in Ber- 

amo. 

Bap. You miltake fir, you miftake fir. pray what do you 
think is his name ? 


Vin. His name,as if] knew not his name: 1 have brought | 9 


him up ever fince he was three years old, and his name is 
Transo, 

‘Ped. Away, away mad afs, his name is Lucentio, and he 
is mine onlyfon and heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Vincentio. 

Vin Lucentéo! oh he hath murthered his Mafter; lay 
hold on him] charge you in the Dukesnames oh my fon, 
my fon, tell me thou villain, where is my fon. Lucen- 
tio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer 5 Carry this mad knave tothe 
Goal ; father Baptifta, I charge you fee that he be forth 
coming. 

Vin. Carry me tothe Goal? 

Gre. Stay officer, he fhall not go to prifon. 

Bap. Talk not Signior Gremio, 1 fay he fhall go to 

rifon. , 
j Gre. Take heed fignior Baptiffe, lef you be coni- 
catch’d in this bufinefs ; I dare fwear this is the right Vin- 
cents. 

Ped. Swear if thou dar’ft. 

Gre. Nay, Idare.not {wear it. 

Tra..Then thou wert beft fay that I am not Leccen- 

fioe 

Gree Yes, 1knowthee to be Signior Lucentio, 

Bap, Away with the dotard , to the Goal with him, 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca» 


Vin. Thus Rrangers may be hal’d and abusd; oh mon- 
ftrous villain. 
Bion, Oh we are {poil’d, and yonder he is, deny him, for- 
{wear him, or elfe we are all undone. 
Exit Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant as faft as may bes 


Luc, Pardon fweet father. 
Vine Lives my {weet fon? 
Bion, Pardon dear Father. 
Bap, How haft thou offended, where is Lucentio? 
Luc. Heres Lucentio, right fon to the right Vincen- 
$10. 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit fuppofes bleer’d thine eins 
Gre. Here's packing with a witnefs to deceive us all. 
Vin. Where is that damned villain Transo, 
That fae’d and brav’d me in this matter fo ? 
Bap. VVhy, tell me if not this my Cambio? 
Bion. Cambio is chang’d into Lacentso. 
Luc. Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianca's love 
Made me exchange my ftate with Tranto, 
VVhile he did bear my countenance in the town, 
And happily Ihave arriv’d at laft 
Unto the wifhed haven of my blifs 5 
VVhat Tranio did, my felf enforc’d him to; 
Then pardon him {weet Father for my fake. 
Vin. Vie flit the villains nofe that would have fent me 


to the Goal 
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Bap.But do you hear fir, have 
without askiop my good will ? 
Vin, Fear not Baptifia, we will content you, goto : 
but I will in, to be revenged on this villain. Exit. 
Bap. And Ito found the depth of thisknavery. Exar, 
Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not frown 
Exeunt. 
Gre. My cake is dough, but Flein among the reft, 
Out of hope of all, but my fhare of the feat. 
Kat. Husband let’s follow, to fee the end of this ado. 
‘Pet. Firft kifsme Kate, and we will. 
Kat. What in the midft of the ftreet ? 
Pet, Whatart thou afham’d of me? 
Kat. No fir, God fordid, but afham’d to kifs. 
Pet, Why then let's home again: Come firra let’s a- 
way. 
Kat. Nay, | will give thee akifs, now pray thee Love 
ay. 
Pet. Is not this well? come my fweet Kare, 
Better once then never, for never too late, 


you married my daughter 


LExeunt 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Baptifta Vineentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio, and 
Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Grumio, and Widdow : 
The Serving men with Tranio bringing 
; in @ banquet. 


Luc. Atlaft thotong, our jarring notes agree, 
And time itis when raging war is come, 
To {mile at fcapes and perils over blown : 
My fair, Bianca bid my father welcome, 
While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine : 
Brother Petruchio, Gfter Katherina, 
And thou Hortentio with thy loving Widdow : 
Feaft with the belt, and welcome to my houfe, 
My Banquet is to clofe our ftomachs up 
After our great good cheer : pray you fit down, 
For now we fit to chat as well as ear. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, andeatandeat. 
Bap. Padua affords this kindnefs, fon Petrachze, 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
For, For both our fakes I would that word were true: 
Pet. Now for my life Hortentio fears his widdow. 
Flor, Then never truft me if I be afeard. 
Pet. You are very fenfible, and yet you mifs my 
fence : 
Imean Hortentiois afeard of you. 
Wid. Hethat is giddy thinks che world turns round. 
Pct. Roundly replied. 
Kat. Miftris, how mean you that? 
Wid, Thus I conceive by him. 
Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortentso that ? 
Hor, My Widdow fays, thus fhe conceives her tale. 
Pet. Very well mended, kifs him for that, good 
Widdow. 
Kat: He thatis giddy thinks the world turns round. 
I pray you tell me what you meant by thar. 
Wid. Your Husband being troubled with a threw, 
Meafurs my husbands forrow by his wo; 
And now you know my meaning. 
Kat. A very Mean meaning, 
Wid. Right, Imean you. 
Kat. And f am mean indeed, refpeéting you. 
Pet. To her Kate. , 
Hor. Toher Widdew. 
Pet. Abundred marks, my Kate do put her down. 
Hor. That’s wy office. 
Pet.Spokelike an officer ; ha to thee lad. 
Drinks to Hortentio. 
Bap. 


Bap How lke, Gremis rhefe quick witted folks? Per. What ? 

Gre Believe me fir, they But together well; flor. She will not. 

Bisn. Head, and but an halty witty body, Pet. The fouler fortune minc, and therc an end. 
ould fay your Head and But were head and horn. i 

Vin. 1 Miftrefs Bride, hath that awakened you ? Enter Katherina. 


Bsan. 1, but not frighted me, therefore I’le fleep a- 


gain. Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katherina. 
Pee. Nay that you fhall not Goce you have begun: Kat, What is your will Sir that you fend for me ? 
Have at you fot a better jeftor two. Pet, Where is your Sifter, and Horrentie’s wife ? 
Bien. Am | your Bird, I mean to fhift my buth, Kat. They fic con fercing by the Parlor firc. 
And then purfue meas you draw your Bow. Pet. Go fetch chem hither, if they deny to come, 
Youare welcome all. Exst Bianca. | Swinge me them foundly forth unto their husbands : 
Per. She hath prevented me, here fignior Traniv. Away I fay, and bring them hither ftraighr. 
This bird you aim’d at, tho you hit her nor, Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
Therefore a health to all char fhot and mift. Flor. Aad foit is: I wonder whatit boads. 
Tra. Oh fir, Lucentio Nipt me like his Gray-hound, Per, Marry peace it boads, and love, and quiet life, 
Which runs himfelf, and catches for his Mafter. An awful rule and right fupremacy : 
Per. A good fwift fimile, but fometbing currith. And to be fhort, what not, that’s (weet and happy. 
Tra. Tis well fir. that you hunted for your (elf: Bap. Now fair befal the good Petruchio; . 
Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a bay. The wager thou haft won,and I wil! add 
Bap. Oh, oh Petruchéo, Tranio hits you now. Unto their loffes twenty thoufand Crowns, 
Luc. \thank thee for that gird good Tranio. Another dowry to another daughter, 
Hor. Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you here ? For fhe is chang'd as fhe had never been. 
| Pee. A has alittle gall’d me I confe fs: Pes. Nay,I will win my wager better yet, 
And as the Jet did glance away from me, And.fhow more fign of her obedience, 
Tis ten to one it maim’d you too outright. Her new built vertue and obedience. 
Bap. Now in good fadnefs fon Petrruchio, 
think chou hak the verieft threw of all. Enter Kate, Bianca, asd Widdow, 
Per. Well, 1 fay no ; and therefore for aflurance, 
Let’s each one fend unto his wife, See where fhe comes, and brings your lroward Wives 
‘And he whofe wife is moft obedient, As prifoners to her womanly perfwafion : 
Tocome ar firt when he doch fend for her, Katherine, that cap of yours becomes you not, 
Shall win the wager which we will propøfe. Off with that bable, and chrow it underfoot. 
Hor Concent, what’sthe wager? Wid. Lord let me never have acaule to figh, 
Luc. Twenty Crowns. Till 1 be brought to fuch a filly pafs. 
| Pet. Twenty Crowns. Bian. Fie what a foolifh duty call you this? 
Vle venture fo much of my Hawk or Hound, Luc. I would your duty were as foolifh too: 
But twenty times fo much upon my Wife. The wifdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
| Luc. A hundredthen. Hath coft me five hundred Crowns fince fupper time. 
Hor, Content. Bian. The more fool you for laying on my duty. 
Pet. A match, "tis done Pet. Katherine, ( chargethee tell thefe headf&rong wo- 
Hor, Who fhall begin ? men, what duty they owe to their Lords and husbands. 
Luc. That will F. Wsd. Come, come, you're mocking: we will have no 
Go Biondello, bid your Miftrels come tome : telling. 
Bion. | go. Exit.| Pet. Comeon fay, and firt begin with her 
‘Bap. Son, l'le be yonr half, Bianca comes. Wid. She fhall not. 
Lac. Me have no halves: Ile bear it all my (elf. Per, | fay fhe fhall, and firtt begin with her. 
Kate, Fie, fie, unknit that thredtning unkind brow, 
Enter Biondello. And dare not {cornful glances from thofe eyes, 
To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governour 
ow now, what news ? le blots thy beauty as frofts bite the meads, 
Bion. Sir, my Miftrefs fends you word Confounds thy fame, whirlwinds fhake fair buds, 
hat fhe is bufe, and cannot come. And in no lence is meet or amiab le. 
Pet. How ? fhe’s bufie, and cannotcome: is that an an- | Awoman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
(wer ? Muddy, ill feeming, thick, berefe of beauty, 
Gre, 1, and akind one too: And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty 
Pray God Sir yoor wife fend you not a worfe. Will dain tofip, or touch one drop of it. 
Peec. I hope better. > Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy keeper, 
Hor. Sirta Béondello, po and intreat my wifeto come to | Thy Head, thy Soveraign: One that cares for thee, 
me forthwith. Exit Biondello. | And for thy maintenance. Commits his bady 
Pes. Oh ho, intreat her , nay then fhe muft needs | To painful labour, both by fea and land : 
come. To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold, 
Hor. 1am afraid Sir, do what you can, WhilP thou I’ warm at tome, fecure and [afe, 
And craves no o ther tribute at thy hands, 
Enter Biondello. But love, fair looks, and true obedience s 
Too little payment for fo great a debr. 
ours will not be entreated : Now, where’s my wife ? Such duty as the Subje&t owes the Prince, 
Bion, She fays you have fome goodly Jeft in hand, Even {uch a woman oweth to her husband: 
She will notcome : fhe bids you come to her. And when the is froward, peevifh fullen, fower, 
Pee Worle and worfe, fhe will not come: And not obedient to his honeft will, 
Oh vild, incolerable, not to be indur’d : VVhat is fhe butafoul contending Rebel, 
Sirra ime to your Miftrefs, And gracelefs traitor to her loving Lord ? 
Say !command her to come tome. Exse.| 1am afham’d that women are fo fimple, 
Hor. ‘know her anfwer. To offer war where they fhould kneel for peace : 
* 
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Or feek for rule. fupremacy, and fway, 
When they are bound to ferve, love, and obcy. 
Why are our bodies foft, and weak, and {mooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
But that our fuft conditions, and our hearts, 
Should well agree with our external parts? 
Come, come, you froward unable worms, 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My heart is great, my reafon haply more, 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown 3 
But now | fee our Launcesare but ftraws: 
Our ftrength as weak, our weakne(s paft compare, 
Thar feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft arc, 
Then vale your Romacks, for it is no boot, 
And place your hands below your husbands foot : 











Altus Primus. 





Enter young Bertram Court of Rofiilion, his Mother and He- 
lena, Lord Lafew, allin black, 


Mother. 


ry. N delivering my fon from me, I bury a 
AEE? fecond husband. 

Rof. And in going, Madam, weep 
* o’re my Father’s death anew, but | 
muft attend his Majefties command, to 
whom iam now in Ward, evermore 
in fubje€tton. 

Laf. You fhall find of the King a 
husband , Madam, you fir a father. 
He that fo generally is at all times good, muft of neceflity 
hold his virtueto you, whofe worthinefs would ftir it up 
were it wanted, rather than lackic where there is fuch 
abundance. 

Mo. What hopeis there of his Majefties amendment ? 

Lof. He hath abandon’d his Phyfitians, Madam, under 
whole praétices he hath pecfecuted time with hope, and 
finds no other advantage in the proccfs, but only the lofing 
of hope by time. 

Mo, This young Gentlewoman had a Father, O that had! 
how fad a paflage ’tis, whofe skill was alinoft as great as 
his honefty, had it ftrerch’d fo far, would have made nature 
immortal, and death fhould have play „for lack of work. 
Would, for the Kings fake he were living, I think ic would 
be the death of the Kings difeafe. 

Laf. How call'd you rhe man you {peak of Madam ? 

Mo. He was famous fir, in his profeffion, and it was his 
great right to befo; Gerard de Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent indeed, Madam, the King very 
lately {poke of himadmiringly and mourningly: he was 
skilful enough to have fiv'd ftill, if knowledg could be fet 
up againft mortality. 

<i What is it ( my good Lord) the King languifhes 
o 
Laf. A Fiftula my Lord. 
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Intokenof which duty, if he pleafe, 
My hand is ready, may it do him eafe. 
Pet. Why there’s a wench: Come on, and kifs me 
Kate. 
Luc. Well go thy ways old Lad, for thou fhalt ha’r. 
Vin. ‘Tisa good hearing when children are toward. 
Exc. But a harfh hearing, when women are froward. 
Pes. Come Kare, we’l to bed, 
We three are married, but you two are fped. 
*Twas I won the wager tho you hit the white, 
And being a winner, God give you good night. 
Exit Perr ucho. 
Hortenf. Now go thy ways, thou baft ramd acur 
Shrow. 
Luc. Tis a wonder, by your leave, the will be ram’d fo. 








All's well that ends well. 


Scena Prima. 
















Rof. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I wouldit were not notorious. Was this Gen- 
tlewoman the Daughterof Gerard de Narbon? 

Mo Hisfole child my Lord, and bequeathed to my o- 
ver-looking. Ihave thofe hopes of her good, that her edu- 
cation promifes her difpofitions fhe inherits, which makes 
fair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean mind carries vertuous 
qualities, there commendations go with pity, they are 
vertues and traitors too: in her they are the betrer for 
their fimplenefs 5 fhe derives her honefty, and atchieves her 
goodnefs, 

Lafew. Yout commendations, Madam, get from her 
tears. 

Mo. ‘Tis the beft brine a Maiden can feafon her praife 
in. The remembrance of her Father never approaches 
herheart, but the tyranny of her forrows takes all liveli- 
hood from her cheek. No more of this Helena, go to, no 
r left it be rather thought you affeét a forrow, than to 

ave 

Hel. 1 doaffe& a forrow indeed, but I have it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentations is the right of the dead, 
exeeffive prief tbe enemy to the ae 

Mo. It the living be enemy to the grief, the excefs 
makes it foon mortal. 

Rof. Madam, I defire your holy withes. 

Laf, How underftand we that? 

Mo Be thou bleft Bertram and fucceed thy Farner 
In manners as in fhape : thy blood and virtue 
Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodnefs 
Share with thy birth-righe: Love all, cruft a few, 

Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 

Rather in power than ufe : and keep chy friend 
Under thy own lifes key : Be checkt for filence, 

But never tax’d for fpeech : What heaven more will, 
That thee may furnifh, and my pea pluck down, 
Fallon thy hand: Farewel my Lord, 

Tisan unfeafon’d Courtier, good my Lord 

Advife him. 
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His arched arrows, his hawking eye, his curls 
In our hearts table: heart too capable 

Of every line and trick of his fweet favour. 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Muf fan&tify his Relick. Who comes here ? 


Enter Paroles. 


One that goeswith kim: 1 love him for his fake, 
And vet I kaow him a notorious Liar, 

Think hima great way fool, lolcly a coward, 

Yer thefe fixt evils fit to fc in him, | 
That they take place, when Virtues fteely bones 
Looks bleaki’th cold wind 5 witbal, fulloft we fee 
Cold wifdom waiting on fuperfluous foly. 

Par. Save you fair Queen. 

Hel, And you Monarch. 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you medicating on Virginity ? 

Hel, 1: you have [ome {tain of fouldier in you: Let 
me ask you aqueftion. . Mao is enemy to virginity, how 
may we barrocado it againft him ? 

Par, Keep him out. 

Hel. But he affails, and our virginity though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak: unfold us fome warlike trefft- 
ance. 

Par. There is none : Man fetting down before you will 
undermine you, and blow you up. l 

Hel. Blefs our poor Virginity from underminers, and 
blowers up. Is there no Military policy how Virgins might 
blow up men ? _ 

Par. Virginity being blown down, Man will quicklier 
be blown up : marry in blowiug him down again, with 
the breach your felves made, you lofe your City. Ic isnot 
politick, in the common-wealth of nature, to preferve 
virginity. Lofs of Virginity, is rational encreafe, and 
there was never virgin got, till virginity was firit loft. 
That you were made of, ismetal to make Virgins. Vir- 
ginity, by being once loft, may be ten times found : by 
being ever kepz, it is ever loft: "tis too cold a companion : 
away with’t. 

Hel. 1 will kand foør’t a tittle, though therefore I dic a 
Virgin. 

Par. There’slitele canbe faid in't 5 "tis againft the rule 
of Nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, is to ac- 
cufe your Mothers 3 which is moft infallible difobedience. 
Hethat hangs himfelf is a Virgin: Virginity murthers 
it felf, and fhould be buried in high-ways out of all 
fan&tified limit, as a defperate Offendrefs againft Na- 
ture. Virginity breedsmites, much like a Cheefe, con- 
fumes it fel to the very pairing, and fo dies with feed- 
ing his own ftomack. Befides, Virginity ispeevifh, proud, 
idle ,made of felf-love,which is the moft inhabited fin in the 
Canon. Keep it not, you cannnot choofe but lofe by’t. 
Out with’t: within ten years it will make ic felf two, 
which isa goodly increafe,and the principal it felf not much 
the worfe. Away with’e. 

Hel. How might one do fir,to lofe it to her own liking? 

Par. Let me fee. Marry ill, to like him that ne’re 
it likes. ’Tis,a commodity will lofe the glofs with 
lying, The longer kept, the lefs worth: Off with’r 
while tis vendible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Vir. 
Binity lke an old Courtier, wears her cap out of fa- 

ion, richly futed, but unfutable, juft like the brooch 
and the toothpick, which were not now : your Date is 
better in your Pye and your Porredg, then in your cheek: 
and your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our 
French wither'd Pears ; it looksill, it eats drily, marry 
tis a wither’d Pear: it was formerly better, marry 
yet "tis a wither’d Pear. Will you any thing with 
ic? 

Hel. Not my virginity yet. 

There fhall your Mafter have a thoufand loves, 





A mother, and a miftrefs, and a friend, 

A Phoenix, Captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddefs, and a foveraign, 

A Counfellor, a Traitrefs, and a Dear : 
His humbleft ambition, proud humility - 

His jarring concord : and his difcord dulcet : 
His faith, his {weet difafter: with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriftendoms 

That blinking Cupid goflips. Now thall he: 

I know not what he fhall, God fend him well. 
The Courts alearning place. andheis one. 

Par. What one i’faith 7 

Fel, That] with well, ’tis pity. 

Par. What's pity ? 

Fiel. That withing well had not a body in’, 
Which might be felt, that we poorer born, 
Whofe baler ftars do fhut them up in wifhes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 
And fhew what wealone muft think, which never 
Returnsus thanks. 


Enter Page. 


Page, Monfieur Parelles, 
My Lord calls for you. 

Par. Little Hellen farewel, if I can remember thec, 
J will think of thee at Court. 

Hel. Monfieur Parolles, you were born under a chati- 
table ftar. 

Par. Under Mars I. 

Hel, Iefpecially think under Mars. 

Par, Why under Mars ? 

Hel, The waters hath fo kept you under, that you muft 
needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. Whenhe was retrograde I think rather. 

Par, Why think you fo ? 

Hel, You go fo much backward when you fight: 

Par. That’s for advantage. 

Hel. So is running away, 

When fear propofes fafety : 

But the compofition that your valour and fear makes in 
you, is a virtue of a good wing, and i like the wear 
well. 

Paroll. ï am fo full of bufinefs, I cannot anfwer thee 
acutely : 1 will return perfeé&t Courtier, in the which 
my inftruétion fhall ferve to naturalifethee, fo thou wilt 
be capable of the Courticrs counfel, and underftand what 
advice fhall thruft upon thee,elfe thou dieft in thine un- 
thankfulnefs, and thine ignorance makes thee away ; fare- 
wel ;: When thou haft leifure, fay thy prayers: when thou 
haft none, remember thy Friends: get thee a good hul 
band, and ufe him as he ufesthee: So farewel. 

Exit. 

Hel, Our remedies oft in our felves do fie, 
Which we afcrible to heaven: the fated sky 
Gives us free fcope, only doth backward pull 
Our flow defigns, when we our felves are dull. 
What power is it, which mounts my love fo high, 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed minc eye ? 
The mightieft {pace in fortune, Nature brings 
To joyn like likes 5 and kifslike-native things 
Impoffible be trange attempts to thofe 
That weigh their pains in fence, and do fuppofe . 
What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ftrove 
To hew her merit, that did mifs her love ? 

(The Kings difeafe ) my proje& may deceive me, 
But my intents are fixt, and will not leave me. Exit, 
Flourifh Corrers. 


Enter tke King of France with letters, and 
divers Attendants. 
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ees net ~ 
King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th’ ears, 
Have tought with equal fortune, and continue 
| A braving war. 
| 3. Lo. G. So’tis reported fir. _ 
Ken. Nay ’cis moft credible, we here receive ity 
1 Acestainty vouch’d from our Coufin Axjiria, 
With Caution, that the Florentine will. moveus 
For ipcedy aid: wherein our deareft friend 
Prejadicates the bufinefs, and would feem 
To have us make denial. 
1, L. G. His love and wifdom 
Approv’d fo to your Majefty may plead 
For ampleft credence. 
Km. He hath arm d our anfwer, 
And Florence isdeni’d before he comes : 
Yet for our Gentlemen that mean to {ee 
The Tufcan fervice, freely have they leave 
| To fand on either part. 
2. Lo. €. It may well ferve 
Í A nurtery to our Gentry, who are fick 
| For breathing and exploit. 
Kin. What’s he comeshere ? 


Enter Bertram, Lafew and Parolles. 


1, Lo G. lt is the Count Rofillion, my good Lord, 
| Young Bertram. 
Kin. Youth, thou bear’ thy fathers face, 
Frank Nature rather curious thanin haft, 
| Hath wellcompos’d thee : Thy Fathers moral parts 
| Maiftthou inherit too: welcome to Paris. 
Ber, My thanks and duty are your Majelties. 
Kin, L would 1 had that corparal. foundnefs now 
| As when thy father and my felf in friéndfhip 
Firft tri°d our fouldierfhip : he did look far 
into the fervice of the time, and was 
Ditcipled of the bravelt. He lafted long, 
But od us both did haggifh Age fteal on, 
| And wore us out of aé& 5 it much repairs me 
To talk of your good:Father 3: in his youth 
| He had che wit, which I can well obferve 
Today in our young Lord: ; bur they may jeft 
| Till their own fcornreturn to them.unnoted, 
| Ere they can hide their levity in honour : 
‘So like a Courtier, contempt nor bitternefs 
| Were in his pride, or fharpnefs, if they were, 
His equal.had awak’d them, and his honour 
Clock to it felf, knew the.true minute when 
Exception bid him {peak, andat this time ) 
| His rongue obey’d hishand. Who were below him, 
He us’d ascreatures of another place, 
And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks. 
| Making them proud of his hun.ility, 
In their poor praife he humbled : fuch aman 
| Might be a copy to thefe younger times 5 
| Which followed well» would demonftrate them now 
But goers backward. 
Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, thanon his tomb: 
Soin approof lives not his Epitaph, 
| Asin your royal fpeech. 
King. Would] were with him: he would always fay, 
( Methinks I hear him now ) his plaufive words 
‘He fcatter’d notin ears, but grafted them 
To grow there and to bear ; fet menot live, 
This his good melancholly oft began 
On‘the Cataftrophe and heel of paftime 
When it wasout: let me not live, (quoth he) 
Afrer my flame lacks oyl, to be the fnuff 
Of younger {pirits, whofe apprehenfive fenfes 
All burnew things dildain 5 whofe jadgments are 
| Meer fathers cf their-parments; whofe conftancies 
Expire before their fafhions : this he wifh’d. 
I after him, doafter him with too: 
* 


( Since [, nor wax, nor honey can bring home, ) 
I quickly were diffolved from my bive, 
To give fome Labourers room. 

2. L. E. Yowre loved Sir, 

They that leaft lendit you, fhalllack you firft, 

Kin. 1 fill a place [know’t 5 how Tong is’s, Count, 
Since the Phyfician at your tathers died., ° 
He was much fam’d. 

Ber, Some fix months fince, my Lord. 

Kin. Uf he were living, L would try him yet. 
Lend me an arm 5 the reft have worin me out 
With feveral applications; Nature and ficknefs 
Debate it at'their leifure. Welcome Count, 

My {ons no dearer. 

Ber. ‘Thaak your Majefty. 

Exit. 


Flourifh. 
Enter Countefs, Steward, and Clown. 
Coun. Iwill now hear, what fay you of this Gentlewo- 


man? 
St. Madam, the care [have had co even your content, 


| wifh might be foundin.the Kalender of my palt endea- 


vours, for then we wound our modefty, and make foul the 
puu of our defervings, when of our felves we publith 
them. 

Con. What do’s this knave here ? Get you gone firrah; 
the complaints I have heard of you, I do not all believe ; 
"tismy flownefs that ldo not 5 for I know you lack not 
folly tocommit them, and have ability enough to make 
fuch knaveries yours. 

) Clo, Tis not unknown to you Madam, lama poor fel- 
ow. —. 

Con, Well fir. 

Clo. No Madam, 

‘Tis not fo well. that Tam poor , though many of the 
rich are damn’d; but if Lhave your Ladifhips good will 
to go the world, Isbel the woman and I will do as we 
may. | 

Coun, Wilt thou needs be a beggat ? 

Clo, 1do beg your good will in this cafe. 

‘Cow. VVhat cate? 

Clo. In dsbels cafeand mine own 3 ferviceis no heri- 
tage, and I think Ifhall never have the blefling of God, 
a iffue amy body, for they fay Barns are blet- 

ings. 

Co. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry ? 

Clo. My poor body Madem requires it, I am driven on 


| by the fieh, and he muft needs go that the devil 


drives. 

Cou: Is this all your worfhips reafon ”” 

Clo, Faith Madam [have other holy reafons 5 fuch as 
they arc. 

Con, May the world know them ? 

Clo. Ihave been ( Madam ) a wicked creature, as you 
and all flefh and blood are, and indeed 1 do marry that! 
may repent. 

Cou Thy marriage fooner than thy wickednefs. 

Clo. Lam outof friends», Madam, and I hope to have 
fr ends for my wives fake. 

Cou, Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. Yare hallow Madam, in great friends, for the 
knaves come to do that for me which 1 am a weary of; 
he that ears my Land, {pares my team, and gives me 
leave to in the crop; if I be his Cuckold, he’s my 


i drudg 5 he that comforts my wife, isthe cherifher of my 


fiefh and blood; he that cherifheth my ficth and blood, 
loves my fiefh and blood ; he that loves my fiefh and 


| blood is my friend : Ergo, he that kiffesmy wife is my 
| friend : if men could be contented to be what they are, 


there were no fear in marriage ; for young Charbon the 
Puritan) . 


ee 
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Puritan, and old Suritan, and old Poyfam the Pap &,howformere their hearts 
are fever’d in Religon, their heads are both one, they may 
joul horns together like any Dear ith Herd. 

Cos. Thou wilt ever b. afoul mouth’d and calumnious 
knave, 

we A prophet, | Madam, and I fpeak che troth the next 
way, for I the Ballad will repeat, which men full true fhall 
find, your marriage comes by deftiny, your Cuckow fings 
by kind. 

(~ Get you Bore fir,Vle talk with you more anon. 

Stew.May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid Hellen 
come to you, of her! am to {peak. 

Cou. Sirrahtell my Gentlewoman I would fpeak with 
her, Hellen \ mean. 

Clo was this fair face the caufe, quoth fhe, 

Why the Grecians facked Troy ? 

Fond done, done fond, was this King Priam’ joy ? 

With that fhe fighed as fhe Rood, bis 

And gave this fentence ther, among nine bad if one be 
good, among nine bad if one be good, theres yet one 
good in ten. 

Cou. What, one good in ten? you corrupt the fong 
firrah. 

Clo. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is the pu- 
rifying a thfong: would God would ferve the world fo all 
the year, we'd find no fault with the tithe woman if ] were 
the Parfon; one in ten quoth a? and we might have a good 
woman born but o're every blazing Star, or at an earth- 
quake, *twould mend the Lottery well, aman may draw 
his heart out ere a pluck one. 

Cox. You'lbe gone fir knave,and do as! command you? 

Clo. That man that (hould be at a womans command, 
and get no hurt done, tho honefty be no Puritan, yet it will 
dono hurt, it will wear the Surplis of humility over the 
black Gown of abigheart: | am going forfooth, the bufi- 
nefs is for Hellen to come hither. 

Exit 

Coz. Well now. 

Stew. 1 know (Madam) you love your Gentlewoman in- 
tirel 

Con. Faith I do: her. Father bequeath'd her to me, and 
fhe her felf without other advantage, may lawfully make 
title to as much love as fhe finds; there is more owing her 
than is paid, and more fhall be paid her than fhe'll de- 
mand. 

Stew. Madam,| was very late more near her than I think 
fhe wifh’d me ; alone fhe was, and did communicate to her 
felf her’ own words to her own ears; fhe thought, I 
dare vow forher, they touch’d not any ftranger ence ; ` 
her matter was, fhe loved your Son ; Fortune fhe faid 
was no goddefs, that had pur fuch difference betwixt 
their two eftates ; Love no God, that would not extead 
his might, only where qualities were level : Queen of 
Virgins that would fuffer her poor Knight furpris’d with- 
out refcue in the firft afflaule or ranfome afterward; 
This fhe deliverd in the moft bitter touch of forrow 
that e’re | heard Virgin exclaim in, which! held my duty 
{peedily to acquaint you withal ; fithence in the lofs 
that may happen, it concerns you fomething co know 
it, 

Coun. You have difcharg’d thishonefty, kcepit to your 
felf; many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, which 
hung fo tottering in che ballance, that I could never believe 
nor mifdoubt : pray you leave me, (tall thisin your bofom, 
and I thank you for your honelt care; EL will {peak with 
you further anon. 

Exit Steward, 


Enter Hellen. 


Old Con. Even fo it was with me whenI was young ; 
If ever we are natures, thefe are ours, this thorn 
Doth to our Rofe of yourh rightly belong , 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is borns 


It is the fhow and feal of natures truth, 

Where loves Rrong paffionis impreft in youtb, 

By our remembrances of days forgone, 

Such were our faults, or then we thought themnone ; 
Her eye isfick 0n’t, I obferve her now. 

Hel, what is your pleafure, Madam ? 

Ol. Cou, Youknow, Helen, I am a mother to you. 

Hel, Mine honourable Miftris. 

OI. Cou. Nay a Mother, why not a Mother ? when J 

fed Mother, 

Methought you faw a ferpent; what’s in Mother, 
That you ftart at it? Ifay, I am your mother, 
And put you in the Catalogue of thofe 
That were eawombed mine 5 “tis often feen 
Adoption fives with nature, and choice breeds 
A native flip to us from forrain feeds : 
You ne’re oppreft me with a mothers groan, 
Yet I exprefs o a mothers care : 
( Gods mercy Maiden ) do’s it curd thy blood 
To fay Iam thy mother ? what’s the matter, 
That this diftempered meffenger of wet, 
The many colour’d Jris rounds thine eye ? 

i Why, that you are my daughter ? 

Hel. That I amnot. 

Ol: Con. ì fay Iamyour Mother, 

Hel, Pardon Madam. 

The Court Roffillion cannot be my brother 5 
I am from humble, he from honoured name 3 
No note upon my Parents, his all noble, 

My Mafter,my dear Lord hei is, and | 

His fervant live, and will his vaflal die : : 

He muff not be my brother. 

Ol. Con. Nor I your Mother. 

Hel. Youare my Mother Madam, would you were 
So chat my Lord your Son were not my brother, 
Indeed my Mother, or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for, than Ido for heaven, 

So I were not his fiter, cant no other, 
Bur I Your Daughter, he muft be my "Brother. 

Ol.Cou, Yes Hellen, youmight be my Daughter inlaw, 
God fhield you mean it not, Daughter and Mother 
Softrive upon your pulfe; what paleagen? 

My fear hath catch’d your fondnefs ! now I fee 

The Miftry of your lovelinefs, and find 

Your fale tears head, now to all fence ’ris grofs : 

You love my Son, invention is afham’d 

A gaint the proclamation of rhy paffion 

To fay thou doft not : therefore tell me true, 
Bur tell me then *tis fo, for look, thy cheeks 

Confefsit "tone to th’other, and thine eyes 

Seeit is fo grofsly flown in thy behaviour, 

That in their kind they {peak it, only fin 

And hellith eo tiethy tongue 

Thar truth fhould be fufpeéted; fpeak, is’t fo ? 

If it be fo, you have wound a goodly clew: 

If it be nor, foriwear't: how ere I charge thee, 

As heaven fhall work in me for mine avail 

To tell me truly. 

Hel. Good Madam pardon me. 

Cou. Do you lovemy Son ? 

Hel. Your pardon noble Miftris. 

Cou. Love you my Son ? 

Hel. Do not you love him Madam ? 

Cou, Go not about, my love hathin’t a bond 
Whereof the world takes note: Come,come, difclofe 
The ftate of your affection, for your paflions 
Have to the full appeach’d. 

Hel. Then I confefs 
Here on my knee, before high heavens and you, 
That before you,and nextunto high heaven,! love yourSon3 
My friends were poor but honeft, fo’s my love ; 

Be not offended, for it hurts not him 
Thar he is lov'd of me: | follow him nor 
By any token of prefumptuousfuit, 
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Nor would I have him, till I dodeferve him, 
Yet never know how that defert fhould be: 
{ know LU love in vain; ftrive again{t hope 5 
Yet inthis captious, and intenible Sive 
l ftill pour in the waters of my love, 
And lack not to lofe ftills thus Zndian like 
Religious in mine error, l adore 
The sun thar looks upon his worfhipper, 
But knows of him nomore. My dearft Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where youdo ; but if your felf, 

| Whofe aged honour cites a verruous youth, 
Did ever in fo true a fame of loving, 
VVith chaftly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
V Vas both her felf and love. O then give pity 
To her whofe ftate is fuch, that cannot choofe 
But lend and give where fhe is fure to lofe; 
That feeks not to find that, fearch implies, 
But riddle like, lives fweetly where fhe dies. 

Cou. Had you not lately an intent, fpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? 

Hel. Madam I had. 

Cou. VVherefore? tell true. 

Hel. {will tell crue, by grace it felf } {wear ; 
You know my Father left me fome prefcriptions 
Of ‘rare and prov’d effcéts, fuch as his reading 
And manifeft experience had colleéted 
For general foveraignty 5 and that he will’d me 
In heedfull ft refervation to beftow them, 

As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were, 

More than they were innote: Amongft the reft, 
There is a remedy, approv’d, fet down , 

To cure the defperate langufhings whercof 

The King is render’d loft. 

Cou. This was your motive for Paris, was it, (peak? 

Hel. My Lord, your fon, made meto think of this; 
Elfe Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 

Had fromthe converfation of my thoughts, 
Happily been abfent then. 
‘Cou. But think you Hellen, 
If you fhould tender your fuppofed aid, 
He would receive it ? He and his phyficians 
Are of one mind, He, chat they cannot help him: 
They, that they cannot help: how fhall they credit 
A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools 
Embowel’d of their doétrine, have left off 
The danger to it felf. 
le Hel. There’s fomething ine 
More than my Fathersskill, which was the great’it 
| OFf his profi Mion, that his good receipt, 
Shall for my legacy be fanttifted 
By th’ luckieft Starsin heaven, and would your honour 
But give me leave, to fuccefs ]’de venture 
The well loft life of mine, on his Graces cure, 
| By fuch a day and hour. 

Con. Do’ft thou believ’t ? 

Hel. | Madam knowingly. 

Con, VVhy, Hellen, hou fhalt have my leave and love, 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 

| To thofe of mine in Court, l'le flay at home 
And pray Godsblefling unto thy attempt : 

| Be gone tomorrow, and be {ure of this , 

| VVhael can help thee to, thou fhalt not mifs. 


Exceunt. 








All s well that ends well. 





Actus Secundus- 


Enter the King with divers young Lords, taking leave for the 
Florentine war : Count Roft, and Parolles: 
Flourifb Corners. 


Kin. Farewel young Lords, thefe warlike principles 
Do not throw from you; and you my Lords farewel + 
Share the advice herwixe you, if both gain, all 
The gift doth ftretch it felf as tis receiv’d 
And is enough for both. 

Lord. G. ’Tis our hope fir. 

After well entered Souldiers, co return 
And find your grace in health, 

King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confefs he owes the malady 
That doth my life befiege ; farewel young Lords, 
Whether I live or die, be you the fons 
Of worthy French men ; ler higher J/taly 
(Thote bated that inherit but the fall 
Of thelaft Monarchy ) fee that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed ict, when 
The braveft queftion fhrinks , find what you feck, 

That fame may cry you loud. | fay farewel. 

L. G. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty. 

King. Thofe girls of Icaly, take heed of them, 

They fay our French lack language to deny 
If they demand: beware of being Captives 
Before you ferve. 

Bo, Our hearts receive your warnings. 

Ksng. Farewel, come hither to me. ( us. 

1. Lo. G. Oh my {weee Lord that you will ftay behind 

Per. ’Tis not his fault, rhe {park. 

2. Lo. E. Oh'tis brave wars. 

Par. Moft admirable, I have feen thofe wars. 

Roffill, I am commanded here, and kept a coil with, 
Too young, and thenext year, and ’tis too early. 

Par. And thy mind ftand to it boy, 

Steal away bravely, 

Roffil. Ifhall ftay here the forehorfe toa fmock, 
Creeking my fhooes on the plain Mafonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no fword worn 
But one to dance with : by heaven, P'le teal away. 
1.Lo.G. There’s honour in the theft. 

Par. Commit it Count. 

2. Lo E. | am your acceflary, and fo farewel. 

Rof. | grow to you, and owr partingis a tortur’d body. 

I, Lo. G. Farewel Captain. 

2. Lo, E. Sweet Monfieur Parolles, | 

Par. Noble Aeroes; my {word and yours are kin, 
good {parks and luftrous, aword good metals, You 
thal) find in the Regiment of Spinis, one Captain Spwrio 
his Cicatrice, with anemblem of war hére on his finifter 
cheek 3 it was this very {word entrench’d it; fay to him 
L live, and obferve his reports of me. 

L.G. We thall noble Captain. 

Par. Mars doat on you for his novices, what will ye do? 

Roff. Stay: the King. 

Par. Ufe amore fpactous ceremony to the noble Lords,, 
you have reftrain’d your felf within the Lift of too cold 
an adieu: be more expreffive to them; for they were 
themfelves in che cap of the time, there do mufter true gate; 
eat, fpeak, and more under the influence of the moft 
receiv’d ftar, and tho the devil lead the meafure, fuch are 
to be followed: after them, and takea more dilated fare- 


wel 


{word-men. 


Roff. And! will do fo. 

Par, Worthy fellows, and like to prove moft finewie 
renar, 
Enter 
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Enter Lafew. 
L. Laf. Pardon my Lord for me and for my tidings, 
King. Vle fee thee to ftand up. (pardon, 
L Leaf, Tnen here’sa man ftands that hath brought his 
{ would you had kneel’d, my Lord, to ask me mercy, 
And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up. 
King. | wouldI had, fo I had broke thy pate 
And ask’r thee mercy tor’s. 
Laf. Goodfaith a crofs, but my good Lord ’tis thus, 
Will you becur’dof your infirmity ? 
Keng. No. 
Laf. O will you eat no grapes my royal Fox ? 
Yes but you will, my noble Grapes, and if t 
My royal Fox could reach them: I have feen a Medicine 
That’s able to break life intoa Rone, 
Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary 
With {prightly fre and motion, whofe fimple touch 
Is powerful to araile King Pippen, nay 
To give preat Charlemain a pen in’s hand, 
And write to her a love-line. 
Ken. What her is this ? 
Laf. Why do€tor fhe: my Lord, there’s one arriv’d, 
If you will {ee her: now by my faith and honour, 
[f ferioufly I may convoy my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have {poke 
With one, that in her fex, her years profeflion, 
Wifdom and Conftancy, hath amaz’d me more 
Than | dare blame my weaknefs: will you fee her ? 
For that isher demand, and know her bufinefs ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 
Kin, Now good Lafew. 
Bring inthe admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder too, or rake off thine 
By wondring how thou took’ft it. 
Laf. Nay, l'le fit you, 
And not be all day neither, 
| Kin, Thus he is {pecial nothing ever prologues. 
Laf. Nay, come your ways. 


Enter Hellen, 


Kin, This haft hath wings indecd. 
Laf. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his Majefty, fay your mind to him, 
A traitor youdo look like, burt fuch traitors 
His Majefty feldom fears, lam Creffeds Uncle, 
That dare leave two together, fare you well. 
Kin. Now fair one, do’s your bufinefs follow us? 
Hel. {my good Lord. 
Gerardde Narbon was my father, 
In what he did profefs, well found. 
Ksag. | knew him. 
Fiel. The rather will Ufpare my praifes towards him, 
Knowing him is enough: on's hed of death, 
Many receits he gave me, namely onc, 
Whichas the deareft iffue of his praétife, 
And of his old experience, th’ only darling, 
He bad me ftore up, as a triple eye, 
Safter then mine own twos more dear 1 have fo, 
And hearing your high Majeftyistouch’d 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
Of my dear fathers gift, ftands chief in power; 
l come to tender it, and my appliance, ' 
With all bound humblenefs. 
King. We thank you Maiden, 
Bue may not be fo credulous of cure, 
When our moft learned Doétors leave us, and 
Uhe Congregated Colledg have concluded, 
That labouring art can never ranfome nature 
From her unaydible eftate : I fay me muft nor 
So ftain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To proftitute our paft cure malady 
To empericks, or to diflever fo 


Exit. 
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Our grear felfand our credit, to efteem 
A fencelefs help, when help paft fenfe we deem. 

Hel. My duty then fhall pay we for my pains; 

Í will nomore enforce mg office on you, 
Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts, 
A modeft one to bear me back again. 

Kin. I cannot give thee lels to be call’d grateful 5 
Thou thought’h to help me, and fuch thanks I give, 
As one near death to thofe that with him live ; 

But whatat full know, thou know’it no parr, 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

Fell, What 1 can do, can do no hurt to try,- 

Since you fet up your reft "gaint remedy ; 

He that of greateft works is finifher, 

Oft does them by the weakeft Minifter : 

So holy Writ, in babes, hath judgment fhown, 
When Judges have been babes, great floods have flowin 
From fimple fources 3 and great Seas have dried, 

When Miracles have by the great’ft been denied. 

Ofc expectation fails, and moft ofe there 

Wh:re moftit promifes: and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldeft, and defpair, moft thifte. 

Kin. | mut nothear thee, fare thee well kind Maid. 
Thy pains not us’d, muft by thy felf be paid, 

Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward, 

Flell. Infpired Merit fo by breath is bard = 
It isnot fo with him that all things knows 
As *tis with us, that {quare our guefs by fhows : 

Buc moft it is prefumption in us, when 

The help of heaven we count the aét of men. 
Dear fir, to my endeavours give confenr, 

Of Heaven, not me, make an experiment. 

lam notan Impoftor, that proclaim 

My felf againft the level of mine aim, 

But know, I think, and think I know moft fure, 
My art ts not paft power,nor you paft cure. 

Keng. Artthou foconfident ? within what {pace 
Hop’ thou my cure ? : 

Hel. The greateft grace lending grace, + 
Ere twice the horfcs of the fun fhall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring. 

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp, 

Soift Hefperus hath quench’d her fleepy Lamp; 
Or four and twenty rimes the Pilots glaf 
Hath told the thievifh minutes, how they pa&, 
What is infirm, from your found parts fhall fly, 
Health fhalt live free, and ficknefs freely die. 

King. Upon-thy certainty andconfiderc:, 
What dar’ft thou venture ? 

Hel. Tax of impudence, 

A ftrumpets boldnefs, a divulged fhame 
Traduc’d by odious ballads: my Maidens name 
Seard otherwife, no worfe of worft extended 
With vileft torture, tet my life be ended. 

Kin. Me thinks in thee fome bleffed {pirit doth fpeak 

His powerful found, wherein an Organ wesk; 

And what impoffibility would flay 

In common fence, fence faves another way : 
Thy life is‘dear. for all thar life can rate 
Worth name of life, inthee lath eftimate: 
Youth, Beauty, Wifdom, Courage, all 
That happinefs and prime, can happy call ; 
Thov this tø hazard, needs muft intimate 
Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate ; 
Sweet practifer, thy Phyfick I will try, 
That minifters thine. own death if | aie. 

Hel. Uf F break time, or flinch in property 
Of what ! {poke,unpitied let me dic, 

And welldelerv’d: not help ng, death's my fee; 
But if ] help, whatdo you promife me? 
Kin Make thy demand. 
Hel, But will you make it even 2 
Kin. l by my Seepter, and my hopes of help. 
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Hel. Then fhalt thou give me with thy kingly band, 
What husband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choofe from forth the royal blood of France, 

My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy ftate: 
But fuch a one thy vaffal, whom! know 
Is freefor me to ask, thee to befow. 
Kin. Hereis my hand, the premifes obferv’d, 
Thy will by my performance fhall be ferv’d : 
So make the choice of thine own time, for I 
Thy refolv’d Patient, on thee ftill rely ; 
More fhould | queftion thee, and more | muft, 
Though more to know, could not be more to truf: 
From whence thou cam’ft, how tended on, but reft 
Unqueftion’d welcome, and undoubted bleft. 
Give me fome help here hoa, if thou proceed. 
As high as word, my deed fhall match thy deed. 
i Extunt. 


Ent er Countefs, and Clown, 


Lady. Come on, fir, t fhallnow put you to the height 
of your breeding. 

Clown, Iwill fhew my felf highly fed,and lowly taught; 
I know my bultnefs is bur to the Court. 

Lady. Tothe Court, why what place make you fpeci- 
al, when you put off that with fuch contempt, but to the 
Court? 

Clo, Truly, Madam, if God have lenta man any manners 
he may eafily pur ic off ac Court: he that cannot make a 
leg, put off’s cap, kifs his hand,and fay nothing,has neither 
leg, hands, lip, nor cap, and indeed fuch a fellow, to fay 
` |precifely, were not for the Court, but for me, I have an 
anfwer will ferve allmen. 

Lady.Marry that’s a bountiful anfwer that fits all quefti- 
ons. 

Clo. [tis like a Barbers Chair, that firs all buttocks, the 
pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, or 
any buttock. 

Lady. Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions ? 

Clo, As ficas ten groats is for the hand of an Atturney, 
as your French Crown for your Taffaty Punk, as Tibs 
Ruth for Tom’s fore-finger, asa Pancake for Shrovetuefday, 
a Morris for May-day, asthe nail to his hole, the Cuck- 
old to his Horr,isa fcolding Quean to aw rangling Knave, 
as the Nuns lip ro the Friar’s mouth, nay, as the Pudding 
to his skin. 


Lady. Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs for all 


queftions ? 

Clo. From below your Duke , to beneath your Con. 
(table, it will fit any queftion. 

Lady. It muft be an an{wer of moft monftrous fize,that 
muft fit all demands. 

Clo, But a trifleneither in good faith, if the learned 
fhould {peak truth of ic: here st is, and all that belongs 
to’t. Ask meif Iam a Courtier, itfhall do you no harm to 
learn. ; 

Lady "To be young again if we could: l will be a 
fool in queftion, hoping to bethe wifer by your an- 
Iwer. 

Lady | pray you fir, are you a Courtier? 

Clo O Lord fir there's a fimple putting off: more,more, 
a hundred of them. ; 

La. Sir Jam a poor friend of yours, that loves you. 

Clo, O Lord fir, thick, thick, {pare not me. 

La. | think fir, you can’ eat none of this homely 
mear. 

Clo. D Lord firs nay put me to’t, I warrant you. 

La. You were lately whipr, fir, as 1 think. 

Clo. © Lord, fir, fpare not me. 

La. Doyoucry,O Lord fir, at your whipping, and 
{parenorme ? Indeed your, O Lord fir, is very fequent ro 
yonr whipping : you would anfwer very well to awhip- 
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ALs well that ends well. 


ping if you were but bound to’r. 

Clo. Ine’re had worle luck in my life, in my, OLord 
fir : I fee things may ferve long. but not ferve ever : 

La.1 play the noble hufwife. with thetimc, to enter- 
tain it fomerrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord fir, why there't ferves well agen. 

La. And end ;firto your bofinefs : give Helen this, 


And urge her toa prefent anfwer back. 


Commend meto my kinfmen, and my fon, 
Thisis not much. 

Clo, Not much commendation to them. 

La. Not much imployment for you, you underhand 
me. 
Clo. Moft fruitfully, | am there, before my legs. 
La. Hafte you agen. Excunt. 

Enter Count, Lafew, and Parolles. 

Ol. Laf. They {ay miracles are paft, and we have our 
Philofophical perfon, to make moderen and familiar 
things fopernatural and caufelefs. Hence is it, that we 
make trifles of terrors, enlconfing our felves into feem- 
ing knowledge, when we fhould fubmit our felves to an 
unknown fear, 

Par, Why ’tis the rareft argument of wonder, that 
hath fhot ourin our latter times. 

Rof. And fo *tis. 

Ol. Laf. to be relinquifh'd of the Artifts. 

Par, So I fay both of Galen and Paracelfus, 

Ol. Laf. Ofalt the learned and authentick fellows, 

Per. Right, fo I fay. 

Ol. Laf. That gave him ovt incurable. 

Par. Why there °’tis, fo fay I too, 

Ol. Laf. Not to be help’d. 

Par. Right , as *rwere aman affur’d of a-—— 

Ol. Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death. 

Par. Jut you fay well: fo would I have faid. 

OIl. Laf. I may truly fay , it isa novelty totke world. 

Par, Ít is indeed if you wilt have it in the fhewing, 
you fhall readit in what do you call there. 

Ol. Laf. A thewing of a heavenly effe& in an earthly 
A&or. 

Par. That’s it, I would have faid the very fame. 

Ol. Laf. Why your Dolphin is noe fuftier : for. me I 
fpeak in refpe&t 

Par. Nay ‘iis ftrange, tis very ftrange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of ir, and he’s of a moft facinerious 
fpirir that will not acknowledge it to be the-——— 

Ol. Laf. Very hand of heaven. 

- Par. h fo I fay. 

OL Laf.Inamoft weak 

Par. And dehile Minifter, great power, great tran- 
feendence , whichfhould indeed give us aturther ufe to 
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be made, than only rhe recov’ry of the King, as to be — | 


O!. Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter King, Helen, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have faid it, you faid well: here comes 
the King. 

Ol. Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays : lie like 
a Maid the better while I have a tooth in my head; why 
he’s able co lead her toa Carranto. 

Par. Mor du vinager, isnot this Helen ? 

Ol. Laf. Fore God I think fo, 

King. Go call before me all the Lords in Court, 
Sit, my preferver, by thy patients fide, 

And with this healthful hand whofe banifh’d fence 
Thov haft repeald, a fecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift, 

Which but attends thy naming. 


Enter three or four Lords. 
Fair Maid, fend forth chine eye, rhis youthful parcel 
Of Noble Batchellors, ftand army beftowing, 
Ore whom both Soveraign power, and fathers voice 
have to ufe; thy fank election make, 
Thou 


| 
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All s mell that ends well. 


Thov haft power to chule, and they none to forlake. 

‘Hel, To cach of you, one fair and vertuous Miftrefs 
Fall when love pleafe : marry to each, but one. 

Old. Laf. Vde give bay curtal, and his furniture, 

My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys, 
And writ aslictle beard. 
King. Perufe them well : 
Not one of thofe, but had a noble father. 
She addreffes her toa Lords 

Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through me, reftor’d the 
King to health. 

_All. We underftand it, and thank heaven for you. 

Hel. Lama fimple Maid, and thercin wealthieft, 
That I proteft ; I finply am a Maid : 

Pleafe ityour Majefty, | havedone already: 
The blufhes in my cheeks thus whifper me. 

Kin. We bluth that thou fhouldit chufe but be refufed ; 
Let not white death fit on thy checks for ever, 

We'l ne’re come there again. 
Make choice and fee, 
Who fhunsthy love, fhuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now Dian from thy Altar dol fly, 
And to impartial fove, that God moft high 
Do my fighs ftream : Sir, will you hear my fuit ? 

1, Lo. And grantit. 

Hel. Thanks fir, all the reft is mute. 

Ol. Laf. Thad rather be in this ch ice, than throw 
A deauf-ace for my life. 

Hel, The honour fir, that flames in your fair eyes, 
Before I {peak too threatningly replies : 

Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wifhes, and her humble love. 

2. Lo. No better if you pleafe. 

Hel. My with receive, 

Which great Jove grant, and fo I cake my leave. 

Ol. Laf. Do allthey deny her? And they were fons 
of mine, Pde have them whip’d, or-I would fend them 
co’ch Turk to make Eunichs of. 

Hel. Be not afraid that | your hand fhould take, 

Ile never do you wrong for your own fake 

Bleffing upon your vows, and in your bed 

Find fairer fortune, if you ere wed. 

. Ol. Laf. Thefe boys are boys of Ice, they’le none have 

her : fure they are baftards to the Engltfh, the French ne’re 
ot em. 

P Hel. Youare too young, too happy, and too good 

To make your foo oucof my blood. 

4. Lo. Fair one, | think not fo. 

Ol, Lor. There’s one grape yet, I am fure my father 
drunk wine. But if chou be’ft not an afs, Lam a youth of 
fourteen: I have known thee already. 

Fel, | dare not fay I take, buc I give 
Meand my lervice, ever whil'ft I live 
[nto your guiding power ; This is the man. 

Keng. Why then young Bertram take her, fhe’s thy 
wife. 

Ber. My wife my Licge? I fhall befeech your highnefs, 
[a fuch a bufinefs, give me leave to ule 
The help of mine own eyes, 

Kin Know’h thou not, Bertram, what fhe hath done 
for me ? 

Ber. Yes my good Lord, but never hope to know why 
| fhould marry her. 

Kin, Thou know’'lt the has rais’d mefrom my fickly 
bed. 

Ber. But follows it my Lord to bring me down 
Muft anfwer for your raifing ? | know her well : 

She had her breeding at my Fathers charge: 
A poor Phyficians daughter my wife? Dildain 
Rather corrupt me ever, i 

Kin. Vis only Title thou difdain& inher, the which 
Ican build up: ftrange is it thar our bloods 
Of colour, weight, and heat pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diftin&tiun: yet ftands off 
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In differences of mighty. If the be 

All that isvirtuous (favewhat thou diflik’R ) 
A poor Phyficians daughter, thou diflik’Rt 
Of Vertue for the name : but do notfo: 
From loweft place, whence vertuous things procced, 
The place is dignified by th’ doers deed. 

Where great addition fwells, and vereue none, 

Ic is a dropfied honour, Good alone, 

Is good without a name. Vilenefs is fo: 
The property by what itis, fhould go, 

Not by the title. She is youn, wile, fair, 

In thefe, to nature fhe’s immediate heir ; 

And thefe breed honour: that is honours {corn, 
Which challenges it felf as honours born, 

And isnot like the fire : Honours beft thrive, 
When rather from our afts we them derive 

Than our fore-goers: the meer word’sa flave 
Debofh’d on every tomb, on every grave ; 

A lying Trophce, and as oft is dumb, 

Where duft, and damn'd oblivion is the Tomb- 

Of honour’d bones indeed, what fhould be faid > 

If thou canft like this creature as a Maid, 

I can create the rc: Vertue and fhe 

is her own dower : Honour and wealth from me. 

Ber. J cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do’t. 

Kin, Thou wrong’ft thy {clf, if thou fhouldtt ftrive to 
chufe. 

Hel, That you are well reftor'd my Lord, I’me glad : 
Let the reft go. 

Kin, My Honor’s at the ftake, which to defeat 
I muft produce my power. Here, take her hand, 

Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
That doft in vile mifprifion fhackle up 
My love, and her deferc : that canft noc dream, 
We poizing usin her defective {cale, 
Shall weigh theeto the beam: That wilt not know, 
Itisin Us to plant thine Honour, where 
We pleafe to have it grow. ‘Check thy contempt ; 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good: 
Believe not thy difdain, but prefently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy duty owes and our power claims. 
Or I will throw thee from my cares for ever 
Into the ftaggets and carelefs lapfe 
Of youth andignorance: both my revenge and hate 
Loofing upon thee in the name of juftice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anfwer. 

Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord: for I fubmit 
My fancy to your eyes, when | confider 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it: 1 find that fhe which late 
Was inmy noblerthoughts moft bafe: is now 
The praifed of the King, who fo enobled, 
Jsas *twere born fo, 

King, Take her by the hand. 

And tell her fhe is thine: to whom I promife 
A counterpoize : if notinihy eftate, 
A ballance more replear. 

Ber. l take her hand. 

Kin, Good fortune, and che favour of the King 
Smile upon the contra&t: whofe Ceremony 
Shall feem expedient on the now born brief, 
And be perform’dto night ; the folemn Feaft 
Shall more attend upon the coming [pace, 
Expeéting abfene friends. As chou lov'tt her, 
Thy love's tome religious ; elfedo'serr. 















Exexxt, 


Parolles and Lafew flay bcbind, comvent- 
ing of this wedding. 


Laf. Do you hear Mounfieur ? a word with you. 
Par. Your pleature fir. 
Laf. Your Lord and Mafter did well to make his Re- 
cantaion: 
Pa 


r. 
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Al's well that ends well. 





Par. Recantation? my Lord? my Mafter ? 
Laf. 1,is it not aLanguage I {peak ? 


Par. Amoftharfhone, and not to be underftood with- | word, elfe Pde call you 


ont bloody fucceeding. My Matter ? 
Laf. Are you companion to the Count Reffillion ? 
Par. Toany Count, to all Counts 5 to what is mary 
Lef. To what is Countsman; Counts mafter is of ano- 
ther itile. 


Par. You are too old fir : Let itfatisfy you, you are too i 


old. 

Laf. I mufttell thee firrah, [ write Man: to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What Idare too well do,I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pretty 
wife fellow. If thoudidft make tollerable vent of thy tra- 
vel, itmight paf; yer the {carfs and the banners about 
thee, did manifoldly diffwade me from believing thee 
a veffel of too great a burthen. I have now found.thee, 
when I lofe thee again, I care not: yet art thou good 
for nothing but taking up, and that thou’rt fearce 
worth. 


Par. Hadft thounot the priviledg of Antiquity upon | 
i Spending his manly marrow in her arms 


| Which fhould fuftain the bound and high curvat 


thee. 
Laf. Donot plunge thy felf too farin anger, left thou 


haften thy trial 5 which is, Lord have mercy on thee for | 


ahen; fomy good window of Lattice, fare thee well,thy 
cafement Ineed notopen, I look through thee, Give me 
thy hand. 

Par. My Lord, you give moft egregious indignity. 

Laf. 1, withal my heart, and thou art worthy of it. 

Par. thave not my Lord deferv’d it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev’ry dram of it, and I will not 
bate thee a fcruple. 

Par. Well, I fhall be wifer. 

Laf. Ev’n asfoon as thou can’ft, for thou haft to pull at 
a {mack ath contrary. Ifever thou beet bound in thy 


skarf and beaten, thou fhalt find what itis to be proud of | 


thy Bondage. I have a defire tohold my acquaintance with 
thee, or rathermy knowledg, that I may fay in the default, 
he is a man I know, 

Par, My Lord youdo me moft infupportable vexati- 


on. 
Laf. I would it were hell pains for thy fake,and my poor 
doing eternal : for doing | am paft, as L will by thee in 
what motion age will give me leave. Exit. 
Par. Well,thou halt a fon fhall take this difprace off me: 
fcurvy, old, filthy, feurvy Lord: Well, [muft be patient, 
there is no fetteringof authority le beat him ( by my 
life Jif I can meet him with any convenignce, and he were 
doutle and doub‘ea Lord Vie have no more pity of his 
age than I would have cf Vle beat him, andif I could 
but mect him agen. 





Enter Lafew. 


Laf. Sirrah, your Lord and M:fer’s married, there’s 
newsfor you: you havea new Miftris. 

Par. i moft unfaioedly befeech your Lordfhip to make 
fome refervationof your wrongs. He is my good Lord; 
whom I ferve above is my Matter. 

Laf. Who ? God ? 

Por. I fir. 

Lof. The Devilitis, that’s my Mafter. Why doeft thou 
garrer up thy arms athis fafhion? Doft make hofe of thy 

i fleeves? Dothother fervants fo ? Thou wert beft fet thy 
lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine Honour, if I 
were bur two hours younger, Ide beat thee : methink’t 
thou arta general offence and every man fhould beat thee. 
l chilik thou waft created for men to breath themfelves up- 
on thee. 

Par, This is hard and undeferved meafure, my Lord. 

Laf. Go to fir, you were beaten in Ztaly for picking a 
kernel out of a Pomgranat, you are a vagabond, and no 
tructraveller ; you are more fawcy with Lords and ho- 


| norable perfonages, than the commiffion of your birth and | 
| Vertue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth another 


knave. I leave you. Ext 
Enter Count R offillion. 

Par. Good, very good,it is fo chen: good, very good, 
let it be conceal’d a while. 

Rof. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever. 

Par, What is the matter {weer heart ? 

Rof. Although before the folemn Prieft I have fworn, 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What ? what fweet heart? 

Ref. O my Parrolles, they have married me : 
Ple to the Tx/can wars,and never bed her. 

Par, Franceis a dog-hole, and it no more merits, 
The treadof amans foot: torh wars. 

Rof. Theres letters frommy mother ; What th’import 
is, [ kaow not yet. . 

Par. 1 that would be known: to’th wars my boy, to’th 
wars : : 
He wears his honour ina box unfeen, 7 
That hugshis kickfy wickfy here at bome, 


Of Mars’s fiery fteed : toother Regions, 
France is a {table we that dwell in’e Jades, 
Therefore to th war. i 
Rof. It fhall be fo, Ple fend her to my houfe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fied : write to the King 
That which Idurft not fpeak. His prefent gift 
Shall furnith me to thofe Italian fields 
Where noble fellows trike: war is no ftrife 
To the dark houfe, and the detected wife. 
Par. Will this Caprichio holdin thee, arr fure ? 
Ref. Go with me to my chamber, and advife me 
Ile fend her ftraight away : To morrow 
Pte to the wars, fhe to her fingle forrow. 
Par Why thefe balls bound,there’s noife inte. *Tis hard 
A young man married, is a man that’s mar’d : 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, : 
The King ha’s done you wrong: buthufh’tisfo. Exit. 
Enter Helena and Clown: 


Hel My Mother greets me kindly, is fhe well 2 

Clo, She isnot well,but yet the ha's her health, fhe's very 
merry, but yet fhe is not well: but thanks be piven Mc's 
very well, and want's nothing th world : but yet fhe is 
not well. 

Hel. If hebe very well, what do's fhe ayl, that he’s 
not very well? 

Clo, Truly the’s very well, indeed, but for two things. 

Hel. What two things ? 

Clo. One that fhe isnot in heaven, whither God fend 
her quickly : the other that fhe’s in earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly. 


Enter Parolles. 


Par. Blefs you my fortunate Lady, 

Hel. 1 hope fir I have your good will to have mine own 
good fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on, and to keep: 
a on, have them ftill. O my knave, how do’s my old. 
Lady ? 

Clo, So that you had her wrinkles and I her money, 

1 would fhe did as you fay. 

Par, Why I fay nothing. 

Clo. Marry you ate the wiferman: for many a mans 
tongue fhakes out his mafters undoing: to fay nothing, 
to donothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is 
tobea great part of your title, which is within a very little 
of nothing. 

i Par. 
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Par. Away, th’arc a knave. 

Clo. You fhouldhwve faid fir before a knave, th’art a 
knave, that’s before tharta knave: this had been truth] 
fir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in your felf fir ? or were you 
taught to find me ? 

(lo. The tearch fir was profitable, and much Foo! may 
you find in’ you, even to the worlds pleafure, and the en- 
creafeof laughter. 

Par. A pood knave r’faith, and well fed, 

Madam, my Lord will go away tonight, 

A very ferious bufinels callson him : 

The great prerogative and rite of -fove, 

Which as your due time claims, he do’s acknowledg, 
But puts it off by acompell’d reftraint : 

Whole want, and whofe delay, is trew’d with fweets 
VVhich they diftil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o’reflow with joy, 

And pleafure drown the brim. 

Hel. VVhat’s his will elfe? 

Par. That you will take your inftant leave a'th King.| 
And make this halt as your own good proceeding 
Strengthned with what Apology you think 
May inake it probable need. 

Ael. VVhat more commands he ? 

Par. That having this obtain’d, you prefenrly 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Hel, In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. | fhall report it fo. 

Hel. 1 pray you come, -firrah. 


Exit. Par. 
Exit. 


Enter Lafew and Bertram: 


Laf. But I hope your Lordfhip thinks not him a foul- 

dier. 

Ber. Yes my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it trom his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted teftimony. 

Laf. Then my Dial goes nottrue, I took rhis Lark for 
a bunting. 

Ber. \do affure you my Lord, he isvery great in know- 
ledg, and accordingly vahianr. 

Laf. | have then finned againft his experience, and tranf- 
greft againft his valour,and my ftate thar way 1s dangerous 
ince 1 cannot find in my heart co repent: Here he 
comes, | pray you make us friends, l will purfue the ami- 
ty. 


Enter Parolles. 


Par, Thele things fhall be done fir. 

Lef. Pray you fir who’s his Tailor ? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. OI know him well, I fir, he fir’sa good workman 
@ very good Tailor. 

Ber. 1s fhe gone tothe King? 

Par: Sheis. 

Ber, VVill the away to night ? 

Par. As you’l have her. 
| Ber, 1 have writ my letters, casketed my treafure, 

Given order for our horfe, and to night, 
VVhen I fhould take poffefhion of the Bride, 
And cre I do begin. 

Laf. A good traveller is fomething at the latter end ofa 
dinner, but on that lies three thirds, and ufes a known 
truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, fhould be once 
heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you Captain. 

Ber, Is there any unkindnefs between my Lord and you 
Mounficur ¢ 

Par, | know not how I have deferved rorun into my 
Lords difpleafure. 


Laf. You have made fhift torun into't, boots and {purs 
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and all: like him thatdeaps into the cuftard, and out of 
ir, youlrun again,cather than fuffer queftion for your re- 
fidence. 

Ber. It may be you have miftaken him my Lord. 

Leaf. And thal] do fo ever, tho I took him at’s prayers. 
Fare you well my Lord, and believe rhis of me, there can 
beno kernel in this light Nut : the foul of this man is his 
cloaths: Trut himnot in matter of heavy confequence : 
I have kept of themtame, and know their nature,- Fare- 
wel Mouoficur, | have {poken better of you, than you 
have or will deferve at my hands, but wc muft do good a- 
gainft evil. 

Par. An idle Lord, I fwear. 

Ber. 1 think fo. 

Par. Why do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, 1 do know him well, and common fpeech 
Giveshim aworthy pals. Here comes my clog. 


Enter Hellena. 
Hel. Ihave, fir, as] wascommanded from you 


Spoke with the King, and have procured his leave 
For prefent parting, only he defires 


‘Some private fpeech with yoo. 


Ber. | thall obey his will, 
You muft not marvel Helen at my courfe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniftration, and required office 
On my particular. Prepar’d | was not 
For fucha bufinels , therefore am 1 found 
So much unfetled: This drives me to entreat yov, 
That prefently you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe than ask why ] entreat you, 
For my refpeéts are better than they feem, 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than fhews ie felf ar the Arh view, 
To you thatknow them not. This to my mother, 
Twill be two days, ere 1 fhal! fee you, io 
[leave you to your wifdom, 
Hel. Sir, lcannothing fay, 
But that Iam your moft obedient fervant. 
Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 
fel. Andever fhall 
With erue obfervance feck toeke out chat 
Wherein toward memy homely ftars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 
Ber, Let that go: my haf is very great. Farewel : Hie 
home. 
Hel Pray fir your pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you fay ? 
Hel, | am not worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare | fay “tis mine: and yet itis, 
But like a timerous thief, moft fain would fteal 
What law do’s vouch mine own. 
Ber: What would you have ? 
Hel. Something, and fcaree fo much: notbing indeed, 
1 would not tell you what! would my Lord : Faith yes, 
Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs, 
Ber. Ipray you ftay not,’ but in hafte co horfe. 
Hel. | fhallnot break your bidding, good my Lord. 
Where are my other men? Mounfieur,farewel.  Exir, 
Ber. Go thou toward home, where | will never come, 
WhilftI can fhake my fword, or hear the drum: 
Away, and for our flight. 
Par. Bravely, Coragio. 
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Enter Clon. 


Aétus Tertius. Clo, © Madam, yonder is heavy news withwuberwesh 
i two fouldiers, and my young Lady. 
| Flourih. Enter the Duke of Florence, tbe wo Frenchmen, La. What is the matter ? i 
with a troop of Souldi Clo, Nay there isfomecomfortin thenews, fome com- 
| pof Souldiers. cai: e E a G - 
me on will noc be kill’d fo foon as | thought he 
Du. So that from point co-poinr; now have you heard, La. Why (hould he bekill’d ? 
| The fundamental reafons of this war, Clo, So fay 1, Madam, if he run away; as | hear he 
| Whofe preat decifion hath much blood fet forth, does; the danger is in ftanding to’t ; that’s the lofs of 
And more thirfts after. ’ men, tho it be the getting of children. Here they come 
1, Lord Holy feems the quarrel willtell youmore. For my part, 1 only hear your fon was 
| Upon your Graces part: black and fearful run away. 
i On the oppofer. 
| Duke Therefore we marvel much our Coulin Frønce Enter H clen and tyo Gentlemen. 
f Would in fo juft a bufinefs fhut his bofom 
Againft our borrowing prayers. French E. Save you, good Madam. 
$ French E, Good my Lord, Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
i The reafonsof our ftate] cannot yield, French G. Do not fay fo. 
Í But liae a common and an outward man, La. Think upon patience: pray you Gentlemen, 
That the great figure of a Council frames, [ have felt fo many quirks of joy and grief, 
| By felf- unable motion, therefore dare not That the firft face of neither on the ftart 
Say what I think of it, fince | have found Can woman meunto’r. Whereis my fon, I pray you? 
My felf in my meertain grounds to fail French G. Madam, he's gone to ferve the Duke of Flo- 
| As often as I gueft. rence, 
Du. Be it his pleafure- We met him thitherward, for thence wecame: 
Fre. G. But ham fure the younger of our nature, And after fome difpatch in hand at Court, 
| That furfeit on theireafe, willday by day Thither we bend again. | 
| Come here for Phyfick. Hel. Look on his Letter, Madam, here’s my Paf- 
Du. Welcome thall they be: port. 
And all the honours that can flye from us, 
Shall on them fettle: you know your places well, When thou canfi get the Ring upon my finger, which never 
— EVVhen better fall, for your avails they fell. foall come off, and fhew me a child begotten of thy body, 
To morrow to the field. that I arm fetker to, then call mebusband : but in fuch a 


[ Then ] I write a [ Never, } 
Enter Countels and Clown. 


s This is a dreadful fentence. 
Count It hath happen’d as I would have had it, fave that | La. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen ? 


he comes nor along with her, 1, Gen. I, Madam, and for the Contents fake are forry 
Clo. Bymy rroth] takemy young Lord to be a very | for our pains 

mélancholly man. Old. La. I prethee Lady, hve abetter cheer, 
Cou, By what oblervance I pray you ? if chou engroffeft all the griefs are thine, 


Clo, VVhy he will look upon his boor and fing : mend | Thou robb’ me of a morty : He was my fon, 
the ruff and fing > ask queftions, and fing ; pick hts teeth | But I do wafh his namecut af my blood, 
and fing : I know a man that had this trick of melanchol- | And thouart all my child. Towards Flerence is he ? 


ly fold a goodly Mannor for a fong. Fren. G. 1, Madam. 
Lad. Let me fee what he writes, and when he means to La, And to bea foldier ! 
| come. Fren G. Such is his noble purpofe, and believ’t 


Clo. ì have no mind to Zsbel fince I was at Court. Ous | The Duke will lay upon him all the honour 
old Ling, and our.Jsbels a’th Countrey, are nothing like | That good convenience claims- 
your old L ng, and your /sbels ath Court: the brains off La Return youthicher ? 
my Cupid's knock’d out, and] begin to love, asanoldman| Frenc. E. 1,Madam, with the fwifteft wing of fpeed. 


loves money, with no ftomack. Hel. Till I have no wife, {have nothing in France, | 
Lad. VVhathave we here ? Tis bebter. 
Clo. Io that you havethcre, ; Exit.{ La. Findyou that there? 
Fel. I, Madam. 
A Letter. French. €. ’Tis but the boldnefs of his hand happily, 


which his heart was not confenting to. . 
] have fens yop a daughrer-sn-Law: fhe bath recovercd| La. Nothing in France until he have no wife: 
the King, and aadone me + J have wedded her, Not bedded} There’s nothing here that is too good for him 
her, aud {worn ro make the Not ecsrnal, Tou fhall bear J am} But only fhe, and fhe deferves 2 Lord 
run away: know it before che report come, sf there b: breadth | That twenty tuch rude boys might tend upon, 
| enough in the world: I will bold a long diftance. My duty ro} And cal) her hourly Miftrefs: Whowas with him? 
you, Fren, E. A fervant only, anda Gentleman: which! 
Your unfort unate Son, | have fometimes known, 
Bertram.| Le. Parolles, wasitnot ? 
French. E, 1, my good Lady. he. 


Thisis not well (rafh and unbridled boy, ) La. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickednels, 

To Aye the favours of fo good a King, My (on corrupts a well derived ature, 

To pluck hisindignation on thy head, With his inducement. 

By che mifprifing of 2 Maid too virtuous Fren. E. Indeed good Lady, the fellow has a i of 
ayy 
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that, ro mich, which holds him much ro have. 

Le. Y’are welcome, Gentlemen, I will entreat you 
when you fee my fon, to tell him chat his {word can never 
win the honour that he lofes : more I'le entreat you writ- 
ten to bear along. 

Fren, G. We ferve you Madam, in that, and all your 
worthielt affairs. 

La. Not fo, but as we change our courtelies, 
Will you draw near ? 


Hel. Till 1 have no wife, I bave nothing in France. 
| Nothing in France until he has no wife: 

Thou fhalt have none Raffillson, none in Frances 

Then haft rhou all again: poor Lord, is’! 

That chafe thee from thy Countrey, and expofe 
Thof: tender limbs of thine, tothe event 

Of the none {paring war ? And isit l, 
That drive thee from the fportive Court, where thou 
Was't fhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of fmoaky Muskets ? O you leaden meficngers, 
That ride upon the violent {peed of fire, 

Fly with falle aim, move the till piercing air 

That ftings with piercing, do not couch my Lord 
Who ever fhoots at him, I fet him there. 

Who ever charges on his forward breft, 

lam the Caiciff chat do. hold him to ir, 

And tho I kill him not, I am the caufe 
‘His death was fo affeéted. Better ‘twere 

I met the raving Lyon when he roar’d 

With fharp conttraint of hunger : better ’twere, 
That all the mileries which nature owes 

Were mine atonce. No, come thou home Rofillion, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a fcar, 

As oft it lofes all. J will be gone : 

My being here it is, chat holds thee hence, 

Shall 1 ftay here to do’t ? No, no, altho 

The air of Paradife did fan the houfe, 

And Angels offic’d alls I will be gone, 

Thac pititul rumour may report my flight 

To confolate thine ear. Come night, and day, 

For with the dark ( poor chief )l’le fteal away. Exit. 
Flourifh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roffillier, 

Drum and Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 


Duke. The General of our horfe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beft love and credence 
Upon thy promifing torrune, 

Roff. Sir, it ıs 
A charge too heavy for my ftrength, but 
We’l Rtrive to bear it for your worthy fake, 

To th’extream edg of hazard. ; 
‘Du. Then go thou forth, i ; 
And fortune play upon thy profperous helm 
As thy aufpicious Miftrefs. 
Roff. Thisvery day, 
Great Mars, I put my felf into thy file, 
Make me but like my thoughts, and | fhall prove 
A lover of thy Drum; hater of love. Exeunt omnes, 


Enter Countefs and Steward. 


La. Alas! and would you take che letter of her 2 
Might you not know fhe would do, as fhe has done, 
By fending me a Letter. Read it agem 


Lerter. 
Lam St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gon ; 
Ambitious love batb fo in me offended, 
Tha: bare. foot plod I the cold ground spon 
With fainted vaw emy fawits to havs amended, 
Write, write, thae from tke courfe of war, 
My dtarch Mafter, your dear fon, may bie, 
Blefs bins at home in peace, whil’ft I from far, 
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His name with zealous fervour fanttify 5 

His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

I his defpightful Funo fene him forth 

From Courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dogs the heels of worth. 
Fe $s 100 good and fair for death, and me, 
Whom I my felf embrace, to fet him free. 


Exit. | Ah what harp ftings are in her mildeft words? 


Rynaldo, you did never lack advice (o much, 
As letting her pafs fo 5 had L {poke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus fhe hath prevented. 
Ste. Patdon me, Madam, 
If Thad given you this at over night, 
She might havebeen o’retane: and yct fhe writes 
Purfuic would be but vain. 
La. What Angel fhall 
Blefs this unworthy husband? he cannot thrive, 
Unlefs her prayers whom heaven delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
OF greateft Juftice. Write, write Rynaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife, 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light: my greateft grief, 
Tho little hedo feel it, fet down fharply. 
Difpatch the moft convenient mefenger, 
When haply he fhall hear that fhe is gone, 
He will return, and hope I may thar fhe 
Hearing fo much will {peed her foot again, 
Led hither by pure love : which of them both 
Is deareft co me, I have no skill in lence 
To makediftin&tion ; provide this Meffenger ; 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, 
Grief would have tears, andforrow bids me fpeak. 
Exenunt. 


A Tucket afar of 
Enter an old Widow of Florence, her Daughter, Violenta and 
Mariana, with other 
Citizens. 


Widow. Nay come, 

For if they do approach the City, 
We fhall lofe all the fight. 

Dia, Tiey fay, the French Count has done 
Mott honourable fervice. 

Wid. It is reported, 

That he has taken their great Commander, 
And that with his own hand he flew 
The Dukes brother ; we have loft our labour, 
They are gone a contrary way: hark, 
You may know by their ‘Trumpets: 
Maria, Come iets return again, 
And fuffice our felves with report of it. 
Well Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 
The honour of a Maid is in her name, 
And no legacy ts fo rich 
As honefty. 

Wid. 1 bave told my neighbour 
How vou have been folilicited by a Gentleman 
His companion. 

Mar. iknow that knave, hang him, one Parolles a fil- 
thy Officer he is in thofe Suggeftions for the young Earl ; 
beware of them Diana; their Promifes, Enticements, 
Oaths, and Tokens, andall the Engines of Luft, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath been feduced 
by them,.and the Mifery is Example, rhat fo terrible 
fhews in the wrack of Maiden-hood, cannot far all chat 
diffwade fucceffion, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threatens thems [hope I need noc to advife you 
further, but I hope your own grace will keep you where 
you are, tho there were no further danger known, but the 
modefty which is fo loft. 

Dia. 
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Dia. You fhall not need to fear me. 


-= 


Enter Hellen. 


Wid. 1 hope fo; look here comes a Pilgrim 3 I know 
| fhe will lie'at my houfe ; thither they fend one another; 
| Ple queftionher, God fave you Pilgrim, whither are you 

bound ? 
| Hel. ToS, Faques le grand. 
| Where do the Palmers lodg, 1 do befeech you ? 
| Wid. Mt the S. Frances here belide the. Port. 

Hel. Isthis the way ? A march a far. 
|. Wid. Lmarryiste Hark you, they come this way: 
lif; you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, 

Í But till the troops come by, 

I will condu& you where you fhall be lodg’d, 
i The rather for I think [know your hoftefs 
$ As ample as my felf. 

Hel, \s it your felf ? 

Wid, If you fhall pleafe fo Pilgrim. 

‘Hel. Tthank you, and will tay upon your leifure. 

Wid. You came I think from France ? 

Hel. {did fo. 

Wid. Here you fhall fee a Countreyman of yours. 

Thar has done worthy fervice. 

Hel, His name I pray you ? 

Dia, The Count Rofillion-: know you fuch a one ? 

Hel. But by the ear that hears moft nobly of him. 
| His face 1 know not. 
|. Dig. Whatfomere he is, t 

He’s bravely taken here. He flole- from France 
} As’cis reported : for the King had married him 
| Againft hisliking. Think you it is fo? 

Hel. [furely, meer the truth, I know his Lady. 
| Dia. There isa Gentleman that ferves the Count, 
| Reports but courfely of her. 

Hel. What’s his name ? 

Diz. Monfieur Parolles. 

Hel. Oh, I believe with him, 

i In argument of praife,or to the worth 

| OF the great Count himlelf, fhe is too mean 

| To have her name repeated 5 all her deferving 
ils areferved honefty, and that i 

i I havenot heard examin’d, 

Dia > Alas poor Lady. 
| Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
| Of a detefting Lord. 
|, Wid. 1 right good creature, wherefoe’re fhe is, _ 
| Her, heart weighs fadly 5 this young Maid might do he 
| A fhrewd turn if fhe pleas’d. 

Hel, How do you mean ? 
| May be, the amorons Count follicites her 
i In the unlawful purpofe. 
| Wid.. He does indeed, 
| Aad brokes with all that can in fuch a fuit, 

Í Corrupt the tender honourof a Maid : 
| But fhe isarm’d for him, and keepsher guard 
In honefteft defence. 


Drum and Colours, 
| Enter Count Roffillion, Parolles, and the whele edrmy 


Ma. The Gods forbid elfe. 

| Wid. So, now they come : 

| That is e@ntonio the Dukes eldeft fon, 

| That Efeales, 
Fel, Which is the Frenchman ? 
Dia, He, 

| That with the plume, tis a moft gallant fellow, 

|} would he lov’d his wife: if he were honefter 

Hewere much goodlier. Is’t not a handfome Gentleman ? 
Hel. | like him welt. 
Dia. Tis pity he isnot honek + yonds that fame knave 
X 
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That leads him to thefe places, were L his Lady, 


I would poyfon that vile Rafcal. 
Hel.. Which is he? 
Dia, ThatJack-an-apes with fcarfs. Why is he melan- 
cholly ? 
fel. Prechance he’s hurt i’th battel, 
Par, Lofe ourdrum? Well. 
a Mar.He’s fhrewdly vext at fomethIng.Look he has fpi- 
uş, 
Wid. Marry hang you. 
Mar. And your curtely , for a ring-carrier. 


Exit. 

Wid. The troopiapat: Come Pilgrim, I will bring 
You, where you fhall hoft : Of injoy’d penitents 
There’s four or five, to great S. Fagues bound, 
Already ar my houfe. 

Hel. [humbly thank you: 
Pleafe it this Matron, and this Gentle Maid 
To eat with us to night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me; and to requite you further, 
1 will beftow fome precepts on this Virgin, 
Worthy the note, 

Both, We'l take your offer kindly. Excunt. 
Enter Count Rofhilion and tke Frenchmen, 

as at firft. 


Cap. E. Nay goed my Lord puc him to’t: let him have 
his way. 
Cap. G. If your Lordfhip find him not a Hilding, hold 


.me no more in your refpect. 


= Cap. E. Onmy life, my Lerd, a bubble. 
_ Ber; Do you think Iam fo far 
Deceived in him ? 

Cap. E. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direé& 
knowledg, without any malice, but to fpeak of him as 
my Kinfman, he’s a moft notable Coward, and infinite 
and endlefs Liar, an hourly promife-breaker, the own- 
er of noone good quality, worthy your Lordthipsenter- 
tainment. - 

Cap. G. It were fit youknew him, left repofing too far 
in his virtue which he hath not, he might at fome great 
and trufty bufinefs, in a main danger, fail you. 

i Ber. I would I knew in what particular aétion to try 
im. 

Cap. G. None better than to let him fetch off his 

— which you bear him fo confidently undertake to 

o. 

Cap. E. I with a troop of Florentines will {uddenly fur- 
prife him; fuch I will have whom Iam fure he knows not 
from the enemy : we will bind and hood-wink him fo, 
that he fliall fuppofeno other but that he is carried into 
the Leaguer of the adverfaries, when we bring him toour 
own tents; be but your Lordfhip prefent at his exami- 
nation, if he do not for the promife of his life, and in the 
higheft compulfion of bafe fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the intelligence in his power againft you, and 
that with the divine forfeit upon his foul upon oath, never 
truft my judgment in any thing. 

Cap. G. O, for the love of laughter, fet him fetch his 
drum ; he fays he has a ftratagem for’t ; when your Lord 
fhio fees the bottom of this fuccefsin’t, andto what metal 
this counterfeit lump of ours will be melted, if you give}. 
him not Fobn Driw’s entertainment, your inclining cannot 
be removed.. Here he comes, 


Exter Parolles. 


Cap. E. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the ho- 
nour of bis defign, let him fetch off his drum in any 
hand. 

Ber. How now Mounfieur? This drum fticks forely in 
your difpofition, 

Cap. G. Apox on’t, let itgo, ’cis but a drum. s 

Kr., 
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Par. Bat a duo ! Isc but a drum? A drum fo 
loft. There was excellent command ,to charge him with 
our horfe opon our own wings, and to rend our own 
fouldiers. 

Cap. G. That was not to be blam’d inthe command 
of the fervice, it was a difater of war, that Cefar him- 
felf could not have prevented, if he had been there to 
command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccefs : 
fome dithonour we had in the lofs of that drums but 
it is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it isnot now. 

Par. It is to be recovered, but that the merit of fer 
vice is feldome attributed to the true exact perfor. 
tner, 1 would have chat drum or another , or dic ja- 
cet. 

Ber. Why, if you have ftomack to’t, Monfieur : if 
you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this in- 
i trument of honour again into his native quarter, be mag- 
nanimous inthe enterprize and go on, [ will grace the 
attempt fora worthy exploit : if you fpeed wellin it. the 
Duke fhall both fpeak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his greatnefs, even to the utmoft fyllable of 
your worthinefs. 

Par. By the hand of a fouldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But you muft not now flumber in it. 

Par. le about it this evening , and I will prefently 
pen down my dilemmaes, encourage my {elf in my cer- 
tainty , put my felf into my mortal preparation : and by 
midnight look to hear further from me. 

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace you are gone 
about it. 

Par. 1 knownot what the fuccefs will be, my Lord ; 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. [ know th’art valiant, 

And to the poffibility of thy fouldierthip, 
Will fubferibe for thee : Farwell. 

Par. I love not many words; 

Cap. E. No more than a fifth loves water. Is not this 
a ftrange fellow, my Lord, that fo confidently feems to 
undertake this bufinefs, which he knows is not to be 
done, damns himfelf to do’t, and dares better bedamn’d 
than co do’t. 

Cap G. You do not know him, my Lord, as we dog 
certain it is, that he will fteal himfelf into a mans fa- 
vour, and for a week efcapea great deal of .difcove- 
ries, but when you find him out, you have him ever af- 


Exit. 


ter. 

Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at 
all of this, that fo ferioufly he do’s addrefs himfelf un- 
to ? 

Cap. E. None in the world, but return with an in- 
vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies : 
but we have almof imboft him, you fhall fee his fall co 
night 3 for indeed he is not for your Lordfhips re- 
pee. 

Cap. G. We'l make you fome fport with the Fox 
ere wecafe him, He was fir {moak’d by che old Lord 
Lafew ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what 
a fprat you fhall find him, which you fhall fee this very 
night. 

‘ar E. I mut go look my twigs, 
He fhall be caught. 

Ber. Your brother he fhall go along with me. 

Cap, G. As’ pleafe your Lordfhip, i’le leave you. 

Ber. Now will I lead you to the houfe, and fhew you 
the Lafs 1 {poke of. 

Cap. E. But you fay he’s honek. 

Ben Taars all the fault : I fpoke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold, but I fent to her 
By this fame Coxcomb that we have ith’ wind, 

Tokeni and Letters, which the did refend, 
Aad cais is all L have done: She’s a fair creatures 
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Will you go fee her? 
Cap. E. Withall my heart, my Lord. Exeune, 
Enter Hellen, and Widow. 


Hel. If you mifdoubt merhat lam not fhe, 
I know not how I fhall affure you further, 
Burt I fhalt lofe che grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Tho my chate be fallen, 1 was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with thefe bufinefies, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ftaining a&. 

Hel Nor would I with you. 
Fir give me truf, che Count he is my husband, 
And what to your fworn counfel I have {poken, 
Is fo from word to word: and chen you cannor 
By the good aid that! of you fhould borrow » 
Err in beftowing it. 

Wid. \ fhould believe you, 
For you have fhew’d me that which well approves 
Y'are great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purfe of Gold, 
And fet me buy yoor friendly help thus far , 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again 
When I have found it 5 che Count he wooes your 

daughter, 

Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty , 
Refolvesto carry her: let her in fine confent 
As we'l dire& her how ‘tis beft to bear it: 
Now this important blood will naught deny, 
That fhe’l demand: a ring the Count wears 
That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe 
From fon co fon, fome four or five defcents, 
Since the firft father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moft rich choice : yet in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, ir would not feem too dear, 
How e’re repented after. 

Wid. Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe. 

Hel. You fee it lawful then, itis no more, 
But that your daughter ere fhe feemsas won, 
Defires this Ring 5 appoints him an encounter ; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time , 
Her felf moft chaftly abfent: after this 
To marry her , le add three thoufand Crowns 
To what is paft already. 

Wid. 1 have yielded : 
Inftruct my daughter how fhe fhall preferve , 
That time and place with this deceit fo lawful 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With Mufick of all forts, aud fongs composd 
To her unworthinefs: It nothing fteads us 
To chide him from our ceves, for he perfifts 
Asif his life lay on’. 

Hel. Why then to night 
Let us affay our plot, which if it fpeed, 
Iswicked meaning in a lawful deed ; 
And lawful meaning ina lawful a&, 
Where both not fin, and yet a finful fa&. 
But let’s about it. 








Atus Quartus. 


Enter one of the Frenchmen, with five or fix other 
fouldiers iz ambufh, 


t. Lord E. He can comeno other way but by this 
hedge corner : when you fally upon him, fpeak what ter- 
rible Language yon will, though you undetftand it not 

our felves no matter : for we muft not feem to under. 
hand him, unlefs fome onc among us, whom we muft 


pro, 


anes 
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produce for an Interpreter. 

P. Sol. Good Captain let me be th’ Interpreter, 

Lor E, Art not acquainted with him ? knows he not 
thy voice? 

1, Sol. No, fir, | warrant you. 

Lo. €. Bur what linfie-woolfie bat thou to {peak to 
us again ? 

1. Sol, E’n fuch as you {peak to me, 

Lo. E. He muft think us fome band of ftrangers, i’th 
idverfaries entertainment. Now he hath a fmack of all 
neighbouring Languages : therefore we mult every one 
be a man of his own fancy , not to know what we {peak 
one to another : fo we feem to know, is to know ftraight 
our purpofe : Chough’s language, gabble enough, and 
good enough. As for you Interpreter, you muft feem ve- 
ry politick, Bue couch hoa, here he comes, to beguile 
two hours ina flcep, and then to return and {wear the 
lies he forges, 


Lover Paroltes, 


Par. Tena clock: Within thsfe three hours twil 
be time enovgh to go home. What hall I fay 1 have 
done ? It muft be a very plaufive invention that carries 
it. They begin to finoak me, and difgraces have of late 
knock’d too often at my door: I findmy tongue is too 
fool-hardy, but my heart hath the fear of Mars before 
fit, and of his creatures, not daring the reports of my 
rongue. 

Lo. E. This is the firft that e’re thine own tongue was 
guilty of 

Par. What the devil fhould move me to undertake 
the recovery ofthis drum, being not ignoraot of the 
impofbilicy ,and knowing I had no fuch purpofe ? } 
muft give my felf fome hurts, and fay I got them inex 
ploit : yet flight ones will not carry it. They will fay, 
came you off with fo little ? And great ones 1 dare not 
give , wherefore what's the inftance ? Tongue, I mufi put 
youinto a Butrer-womans mouth, and buy my felf ano- 
ther of Bajezeths Mules, if you prattle me into thefe pe- 
rils. 

Ls. E. \sit poffible he thould know what he is, and 
be that he is? 

Por. | would the cuttingof my garments would ferve 
the turn. or thebreaking of my Spanifh fword, 

Lo. E. We cannot afford you fo. 

Par. Or the paring of my beard, and to fay it was in 
ftratagerr. 

Lo. E. ’T would not do. 

Par, Or todrown my cloathes, and fay 1 was Rript: 

Lo. E. Hardly ferve, 

Par. Though I {wore I leap from the window of the 
Cittadel. 

Lo. E. How deep ? 

Par. Thirty fadome. 

Lo, E. Three great .oaths would fcarce make that be 
believed. 

Pa. 1 would I had any drum of the enemies, I would 
{wear I recover’d it. ` 

Lo. E You fhat! hear one anon. 

Par. A drum now of the enemies. 


Alarum within. 


Lo. E. Throco movoufut, cargo, cargo, oargo. 
All. Cargo, cargo, villiando par corba, cargo. 
Par O ranfome, ranfome, 
Do not hide mine eyes. 
Inter. Baskes thromuldo beskes. 
Par, 1 know youare the AZeskos Regiment , 
And I fhall lofe my life for want of laugua ge. 
If there be here German or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him fpeak tome, 
| ‘le difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine. 


| 
| 
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Inter. Baskes vauvado, | underftand thee, and can fpesk 
thy tongue Kerelybonto fit, betake thee to thy Jaith, for 
feventeen ponyards are at thy bofome. 

Par. Oh. 

Int. Oh pray, prays pray, 

Mancha reoancha dulche, 

49, Es Ofecorbidulches volivorce. 

Int, The General is content to {pare chee yer, 
And hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thos mayeh inform . 
Something to fave thy life. 

Par. O let me live, 

And all the fecrets of our camp I’le fhew 
Their force, their purpofes : Nay, Wle {peak that, 
Which you will wonder at. 

Jnt. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. If Ido not, damn me. 

one. eAcordo linea, 

Come on, thou art granted fpace. Exit. 
A fhort Alarwes reithin. 


Lo, E.Go tellthe Count Roffliion and my brother, 
We have caught tke Woodcock, and will keep bhim muf- 
Till wedo hear from them Cleld 

Sol, Captain I will. 

L. E. A will betray us all unto our felves, 

Inform on thar, 
Sol, So I will fir. 
L, E. Till then Plc keep him dark and fafely lockt, 


Exit: 
Enter Bertram, and the Maid called 
Diana. 


Ber. They told me that your name was Fontrbell. 
Dia. No my good Lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titied Goddefs , 
And worth it with addition: but fair foul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no Maiden but a monument: 
When you are dead you fhall befuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ftern: 
And now you fhould be as your Mother was 
When your fweet felf was got. 
Dia, She then was honeft. 
Ber. So fhould you be. 
Dia. No. 
My Mother did but duty, fuch ( my Lord) 
As you owe to your wife. 
Ber. No more a’that: 
I prethee do not ftrive againft my vows: 
I was compel’d to her , but I Jove thee 
By loves own {weet conftraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of fervice. 
Dia. 1 fo you ferve us 
Till we ferve you: But when you have our Rofes, 
You barely leave our Thorns to prick our felves, 
And moek us with our barennefe. 
Ber. How have I {worn ? i 
Dia. °Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
But the plain fingle vow, that is vow’d true: 
What is not holy, that we {wear not by, 
But take the High’ft to witnefs: then pray you tell me, 
If | fhould fwear by Joves great Attribute, 
i low’d youdearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When 1 did love you ill ? This has no holding 
To {wear by him whom I proteft to love, 
That I will work-againft him. Therefore your oaths 
Are words and poor conditions, but unfeal’d 
At leaft inmy opinion. 
Ber, Change it, changeit : 
Be not fo holy cruct: Love is holy, 


= 


And 


nh rs prt mg Tg PA RP PE Pt ot PSC D 


a crn 
Alls well that ends well.’ 22 


And my integriry ne’re knew the crafts 
That youdo charge men with :Stand ao more of, 
But give thy feifunto my fick defires , 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, fhall fo perfever. 
Dia. fee that men make ropes in fuch a fcar, 
That we'll forfake our felves. Give me that Ring. 
Ber. Pie lend it thee my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 
Dia, Will you not, my Lord ? 
Ber. It isan honour longing to our houfe , 
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, 
Which were the greate obloquy i'th world; 
In me to lafe. 
Dia, Mine Honour’s fuch a Ring, 
My Chaftitie’s the Jewel of our houle, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors, 
Which were the greateft obloquy i’th world, 
| In me to lofe Thus your own proper wifdom 
Brings in the Champion honour on my part, 
Againft your vain affault. 
Ber. Fiere, take my Ring, 
Hy houfe, my honour, yea my life be thine » 
And Vle be bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber 
window: 
Vle order take, my mother fhall not hear. 
Now wil! 1 charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor {peak to me : 
My teafons are moft ftrong, and you fhall know them, 
When back again this Ring fhall be deliver'd : 
And on your finger in the night, ie put 
Another Ring, that which in time proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paft deeds, 
Adieu till then, then fail not : you have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope bedone. 
Be. Aheav’n on earth Pve won by wooing thec. Exit. 
Dia. For which, live long to thank both heav’n and me. 
You may foin the enc. i 
My mother told me juf how he would woo, 
As ifflie fat in's heart. She fays, all men 
Have the like oaths : He had fwornto marry me 
When his wife ’s dead : therefore le lie with him 
When I am buried, Since French-men are fo braid, 
Marry that will, lle liye and die a Maid ; 
Only in this di fguife, I think’t no fin, 
To cozen him that would unjuftly win. Exit. 
Enter the two French Captains, and fome two or three 
Souldiers, 


Cap. G. You have not piven him his mothers letter. 

Cap- E. 1 have deliver’d ic an hour fince, there is 
fomething. in’ that ftings his nature : for on the reading 
it, he chang’d almoft iato another man, 

Cap. G. He has much worthy blame laid upon him, 
for fhaking off fo good a wife, and fofweet a Lady. 

Cap. E, Efpecially, he hath incurred che everlafting 
difpleafure of the King, who had even turn’d his bounty 
to‘ fing happinefs to him. I will cell you a thing, but you 
fhall let ic dwell darkly with you. 

Cap. G. When you have fpoken it, ’tis dead, and I 
am the grave of it. 

Cap. E. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a moft chaft renown, and this night 
he fiefhes his willin the {poil of her honour : he hath 
given her his monumental Ring, and thinks himfelf 
made in the unchaft compofition. 

Cap. G. Now God delay our rebellion , as we are our 
felves, what things are we. 

Cap. E. Meecly our own traitors. And as in he 
common couele of all treafons, we Rill fee them reveal 
themfelves, till they attain to their abhorr’d ends:fo he 
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that in this a&tion contrives againft his own Nobility in 
his proper ftream, o’re-flows himfelf. 

Cap.G. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be Trum- 
peters of our unlawful intents? We fhall not then have 
bis company tonight ? 

i Cap. E. Not till after midnight: for he is dieted to his 
our. 

Cap. G. That approaches apace : 1 would gladly have 

im fee his company anathomiz’d, that he mighe rake 
a meafure of hisown judgments, whereia fo ferioufly 
he had fet his counterfeir. 

_ Cap. Æ. We will not meddle with him till he come ; 
For his prefence mult be the whip ofthe other. 

Cap. G. In the mean time , what hear you of thofe 
Wars? 

Cap. E. I bear there isan overture of peace, 

Cap. G.Nay I affure you a peace concluded. 

Cap. E. What will Count Roffiléion do then ? Will he 
travel higher,or return again into France ? 

Cap. G.I perceive by this demand, you are not alto- 
gether of his counfel, 

Cap. E. Let it be forbid, fir, fo (hould I be a greatdeal 
of this aé&. 

Cap. G. Sir, his wife fome two months fince fied 
from his houfe, her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint Fa 
ques legrand; which holy undertaking, with moft au. 
teer fanctimony fhe accomplifh’d: and there refiding, 
the tendernefsofher Nature, became as a prey to her grife: 
in fine, made a groan of her laft breath, and now the 
fingsin heaven. 

Cap. E. How is this juftified ? 

Cap.G. The ftronger part of it by her own Letters, 
which mzkes her ftory true , even to the pointe of her 
death: her death it felf, which could not be her office 
to fay ,iscome, was faithfully confitm’d by the Reétor 
of the place. 

Cap. E. Hath the Count all this ineelligence ? 

Cap. G. I, and the particular confirmations , point 
from point, to che full arming of the verity. 

Cap. E.I am heartily forry that he’l be plad of this, 

Cap. G. How mightily fometimes, we make us com- 
forts of our loffes. 

Cop. E. And how mightily fome other times , we 
drown our gain in tears, the great dignity that this valour 
hath here requir’d forhim , thali at home be encountred 
with a fhame as ample. 

Cap. G. The web of our life, is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our verrues would be proud, if our 
faults whipt them not, and our crimes would defpair if 
they were not cherifh’d by our vertucs. s 


Enter a Me fenger. 


How now? Where's your mafter ? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the ftreet, fir, of whom he 
hath taken a folemn leave: his Lordfhip will next morn- 
ing for France. The Duke hath offered him Letters of 
commendations to the King. 

Cap. E. They fhallbeno more thanneedful there , if 
they were more than they can commend. 


Enter Count Roffillion. 


Cap. G. They cannot be too fweet for the Kings tart- 
nefs , here’shis Lordthipnow. How nowmy Lord, is't 
not after midnight ? 

Ber. Ihave to night difpatch’d fixteen bufineffes, a 
months length a piece, by anabftraét of fuccefs: 1 have 
congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his nearcft ; 
buried a wife ; mourn’d for her ; weit tomy Lady mother, 
1 am retutning ; entertain’d my Convoy , and between 
thefe main parcels of difpatch, effe&ted many nicer 
needs : the lalt was the greaten, but that I have not end- 
ed yet, 
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Cap. E. 
morning your departure hence, 
Lordfhip. 

Ber. | mean the bufinefs is not ended, as fearing to 
hear of it hereafrer: but fhall we have this Dialogue be- 
eweenthe Focl and the Soldier? Come, bring forth this 
counterfeit module ; "has deceived me, like a doublemean- 
ing Prophefier. l i 

Cap E. Bring him forth, h’as fate i’th Stocks all night, 
poor gallant Knave. r y 

Ber Nomazter, his heels have deferv’d it, in ufurping 
his Spurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf? 

Cap G. Uhave told your Lordfhip already : The Stocks 
carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be underftood, 
he weeps like a Wench that had fhed her Milk, he hath 
confeft himfelf to Morgan, whom he fuppofes to be a 
Friar, from the time of his very remembrance to this very 
infant Difafter of his fetting Pth Stocks; and what 
think you he hath confett ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has a? 

Cap. E. His confeffion is taken, and it fhall be read to 
hisFace, ifyour Lordfhip bein’t, as believe you are, you 
muft have the patience to hear it: 


If the bufinefs be of any difficulty, and this 
it requires hafte of your 


Enter Parolles, with kis Interpreter. 


Ber. A plague upon him, muffeld; he can fay nothing 
of me 3 hufh. . 

Cap. G. Hoodman comes: Portotartaroffa. 

Int. He calls for the Tortures, wheat will you fay with- 
out em? 

Par. | will confefs what I know without conftraint 5 
If ye pinch me like a Pafty, Ican fay no more. 

Int. Bofko Chsmurcho. 

Cap. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. — | 

Int, You are a merciful General: Our Generel bids you 
anfwer to whatl fhall ask you out of a Note. 

Par. And truly, as! hope to live. 

Int. Fixf€ demand of him, how many Horfe the Duke is 
(trong. What fay youto that ? 

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and unfervice- 
able; the Troops are all fcartered, and the Commanders 
very poor Rogues, upon my Reputation and Credit, and 
as! hope to live. 

Iar. Shali I fet down your anfwer fo? 

Par. Do, I’le take the Sacramenton’s, how and which 
way you will: all’s one to him. 

Ber. What a paft-faving flave is this? 

Cap. G. Yare deceiv’d, my Lord, this Monfieur Parol. 
les, the gallant Militarift, that was his own phrafe, that 
had the whole Theorick of War in the knot of his Scarf, 
and the praétice in the Chap of his Dagger. 

Cap. E. ] will never truta man again, for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every thing in him, 
by wearing his Apparel neatly. . 

Int. Well, thats fet down. ` i 

Par, Five or fixthoufand horfe I fed, F will fay true, or 
thereabouts fet down, for Ple fpeak truth. 

Cap. G. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I conhim no thanks for’r in the nature he de- 
livers it. + 

Par, Poor Rogues, I pray you fay. ` 

Int. Well that’s fet down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, fir, a eruch’s a truth, the 
Rogues are marvellous poor, | | 

Int. Demand of him of what ftrength they are a foot. 
What fay you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, fir, if I were to live this prefent 
hour, Iwill tell true. Let me fee, Spwrso. a hundred and 
fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus fo many, Fagues fo 
many: Gusltian, Cofmo, Lodowick, and Gratis, two hun- 
dred each: Mine own Company ,\ Chitopber, Vanmond, 
Bentii, two hundred fifty each; fo! thar the Mufter-file, 
rotcen and found , upon my life amounts not to fifteen 
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thoufand pole , halı of the which dare por fhake the 
Snow fromoff their Caffocks, def they fhake themfelves 
to pieces. 

Ber. What fhall be done to iim? 

Cap. G. Nothing, but let -him have thanks, Demand 
of him my condiuons; and what Cridit I] have with the 
Duke. 

Int. Well that’s fer down: you fhall demand of him, 
whether one Captain Damarin berth Camp, a Frenchman ; 
what his Reputationis with the Duke, what his Valour, 
Honefty, and Expertnefs in War or whether he thinks 
it were not poffible with well weighing fums of Gold to 
corrupt him to revol. What fay you to this? What do 
you know of it? 

Par. I befeech you fet me anfwer to the particular of 
the interrogatories. Demand them fingly. 

Int. Do you know Captain Dumain ? 

Par. 1 know him, a was a Botchers Prentice in Paris, 
{rom whence he was whipt for getring the Shrieves foo! 
with Child, dumb innocent that could not fay him 
nay. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your hands, tho I know 
his Brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 

Inter, Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florences 
Camp? 

Par. Upon my knowledg he is, and lowfie. 

Cap. G. Nay look not fo upon me; we fhall hear of 
your Lord anon. 

Int. What is his Reputation with the Duke ?. 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other, but a poor 
Officer of mine, and writ tome the other day, to turn 
him outa’th Band. | chink! have his Letter inmy Poe- 
ket. 

Int. Marry we'll fearch. 

Par. Ingood fadnefs Ido not know, either it is there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my 
Tent. 

Int. Here’tis, here’s a Paper, Mall I read it to you? 

Par. I donot know if it beit or no. 

Ber. Qur Interpreter do’s ir well. 

Cap.G. Excellently. 

int, Dian, the Count’s a fool, and full of gold. 

Par.That is not the Dukes letter fir; that is an Advertife- 
ment toa proper Maid in Florence, one Diana, to take 
heed of the Allurement of one Count Reffiléon, a foolifh 
idle Boy. but for all that very ructifh. I pray you fir, 
put it up again. 

Int. Nay, Ple gead it fir by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in’t, I proteft was very honeft in the 
behalf of the Maid: for I knew the young Count to bea 
dangerous and lafcivious Boy, who is a Whale to Virgini- 
ty, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

Ber. Damnable! both-fides Rogue. 


Int. Let. When he [wears Oaths, bid him drop Gola, and 
take st: 

After he foores, be mever pays the fcore: 

Half won is match well made, match and weil make i. 

He nere pays after-debts, take it before, 

end fay a Soldier (Dian) told thee this: 

Men are tomell with, Boys are not toki/s. 

For count of this, the Count’s a Fool J know it, 

Who pays before, but not when be does owe it. 

Thine as he vow’dto thee in thine ear , 

Parolles. 


` Ber. He fhall be whipt through the 
rime in’s forehead. 

Cap. E, This is your devoted friend, fir, the manifold 
Linguift, and the Army-porent Soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before, buta Cat, and 
he’s a Catto me, 

Int. 1 perceive, fir, by the Generals looks, we thall be 
fain ¢o hang yov. 


Army with thi: 


Pay. 


- anaE RGAE RETIN (PUPAE LEDER Gn: nT E Pa 


AE's well that ends well. 


-_ TE a ae . 
Per My life, fir, in any cafe : Not that l am afraid to | Rofillion, and l were not avery Coward, Ide compel it 
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die, bur that my offences being many , I would repent 
our the remainder of Nature. Ler me live, fir, ip a dunge- 
on, th ftocks, any where, fo | may live. 

Int. we'll fee what may be done , fo you confefs free- 
ly: therefore once more to this Captain Dumain: you 
have anfwer’d to his reputation with the Duke, and to 
his valour. What is his honefty ?- . 

Par. He will Real, Gir, an Egge out of a Cloifter: for 
Irapes and cavifhments he parallels Neffus. He profefles 
not keeping of oaths , breaking them he is ftronger than 
Hercules, He will lye, fir, with fuch volubility , that you 
would think truth were afool : drunkennefs is his beft 
vertue, for he will be fwine-drunk, and in his feep be 
does little harm, fave to his bed-cloathes about him : but 
they know his conditions, and lay him in ftraw. i have 
but little more to fay , fir, of his honcfty, he ha’s every 
thing that an honcft wan fhould not have : what an ho- 
nch man fhould have, he hasnothing. 

Cap. Ge l begin to love him for this. 

Ber. for this defcription of thine honefty ? A pox up- 
on him for me, be’s more and more a Car. 

Int. What fay you ro his expertnelsin war ¢ 

‘Par, Faith fir, ha’s led the drum before the Englifh 
Tragedians : co belie him 1 will not, and more of his loul- 
dierfhip | know aor, except inchat Countrey, he had the 
honour tobe the Officer ac a place there called A@t/e-end, 
toinftruct for the doubling of fles. | would do the man 
what honour Í cang but of thisf am not certain. 

Cap.G He hathoutevillan’d villany fo far , that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him, he’s a Cat fil 

dne. His qualities being at this poor price , | aeed nor 
to ask you, if Gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, For a Cardecue he will fell the fee-fimple of 
his falvatıon, the inheritance ol ir, and cut eth’intail from 
all remainders, and perpetual fucceflion tor it perpee 
tually. 

dre. What's his Bro her , the other captato Dumain? 

Cap E. why do’she ask him of me? 

Int What's he ¢ 

Par. E'n a Crow a'th fame nefi: not altogether fo 
Great as che firtin goodnels, bur greater a preat deal in 
cvill. He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother 
is reputed oneof the bct that is. Ina retreat he ou- 
runs any lackey; macry in coming on, he ha’s the 
Cramp. 

lnt. |f your life be faved, will you undertake ro betray 
the Florentine ? 

Par. | and zhe Captain of his horfe Count R offiliior, 

Int. Vle whifper with the General, and know his 
plealure. 

Par, le no more drumming , a plague of all drums, 
oncly to fecm to deferve well, and to beguile the fuppo 
fition of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have I run 
into this danger: yet who would bave fofpcéted an am- 
bulh where I was taken? 

. Jne. There is no remedy, fir, but you muft die: the 
General fays, you that have fo traiteroufly dilcovered 
the fecrets of your army, and made fuch peftiferous re- 
ports of men very nobly held, can ferve the world for no 
honeft ufe : therefore you muft die. Come heads man 
off with his head. 

Par. O Lord, fir, let me live, or let me fee my death. 

(nt. That fhall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends : 

So look abour you, know you any here ? 

Coun. Good morrow noble Captain. 

Lo. E. God blefs you Captin Parolles. 

Cap G. God lave you noble Captain. 

Lo. E. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafew? l am for France. 

Cap. G. Good Caprain will you give me a Copy of 
the fame fonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count 
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of you: hut fare you well Excunt, 
dnt. You are undone Captain all but’ your fcarf, that 
has aknoron’t yer. i 
Par. Who cannot be crulh`d with a plot ? 
dnt. If you could find out a Countrey where but wo- 
men were that had received fo much fhame, you might 
begin an impudent Nation. Fare ye well fir, t amfor 
France t00, we fhall fpeak of you there. 
Exit 
Par. YetamI thankful : if my heart were great 
*T would burft at this: Caprain l'le be no more, 
But l will eat and drink, and flcep as foft 
As Captain fhall. Simply the ching fam 
Shall make me live : who knows himiclf a braggart 
Let him fear this; for ic-will come to pafs, 
That every braggart thall be found an AG. 
Ruft {word, coo! blufhes, and Parolles live 
Safeft in hame ; being fool’d, by fool’ry thrive ; 
There’s place and means for every man alive. 
le after them. 


Enter Hellen, Widow, aud Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive I have not 
wronp’d you, 
One of the preateft in the Chriftian world 
Shall be my lurety: "fore whofe throne ’tis need{ul 
Erc lcan perfect mine intents, co kneel. 
Time wasl did him a defired office, 
Dear almoft as hislife, which pratitude 
Through flinty Tartars bolome would peep forth, 
And anfwerthanks. | duly am inform’d, 
Fis grace is at Afarfelis, to which place 
We have convenient convoy ; you muft know 
I am foppoled dead, the Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 
We’l be before our welcome. 
Wid Gentle Madam, 
You never hada fervant to whofe truft 
Y our bufinefs was more welcome, 
tel. Nor you miftris . 
Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompence your love : Doubt not but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughters dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper to a husband. But O ftrange men, 
That can fuch (weet ufe make of what they hate, 
When fawcy trufting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Defles the pitchy night, fo tuft doth play 
Wich whatic loaths, for that whichis away- 
Buc more of this hereafter: you Diana, 
Under my poor inftructions yer mutt fuffer 
Something in my behalf. 
Dia. Let death and honefty 
Go with your impofitions, 1am yours 
Upon vour will ro fuffer. 
fel. Yet l pray you: 
Buc with the word the time will bring onfummer, 
When Briars thal] have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as {weet as fharp: we muft away, 
Our Wagon is prepar’d, and times revives us, 
All’s well chat ends well, ftill, chat finds the Crown ; 
Whatere the courle, the end is the renown. Exenng. 


Enter Clown, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Lef. No, no, no, your fon was mifled with a (nipt 
taffata fellow there , whofe villanous faffron would have 
made all che unbak’d and dow youth of a nation in his 
colour , your daughter in-law had been alive at this hour, 
and your fon here at home, more advanc’d by the King, 
than by that red-tail’d humble-Bee | {peak of. 
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Lad iwould I had not known him, it was the death of 


the mot vertuous Gentlewoman, that ever Nature had | 


praife for creating, if fhe had partaken of my ficth 3 and 


coft me the deareft groans of amother, | could not have } 


owed her amore rooted love. 


herb. 


Clo. Indeed, fir, fhe was the fweet Margerom of the | 


fallet, or rather the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not herbs, you knave, they are nofe- 
herbs. 

Clo. | am no great Nebuchadarzzer,fit,] have not much 
skill in grace: 

La. Whether docft thou profefs thy felf, a knave or a 
foo} ? 

Clo, A fool, fir, ata womans fervicey and a knave at a 
mans. 

La. Your diftin&tion? 

Clo. 1 would cozen the matt of his wife, and do his fer- 
vice. 

La. So you were a knave at his fervice indeed. 

Cle. And! would givehis wife my bauble, fir, to do 
her fervice. 

La. 1 will fub{cribe for thee, thou art both knave and 
fool. 

Clo At your fervice. s 

La, No,no, no. 

Clo. Why, fir, if L cannot ferve yov, lcan ferve as great 
a Prince as you are. 

La. Who’s that, a Frenchman ? 

Clo. Faith, fir, a has an Englifh medn, but his fifnony is 
more hotter in France than here. 

La, What Prince is that ? 

Clo The black prince, fir, aliasthe prince of darknefs, 
alias the devil. s 


La. Hold thee, there’s my purfe, Igive thee not thisto | 


fuggeft thee from thy Mafter thou talk*& of, ferve him 
fill. 

(to. tam a woodland fellow, fir, that always loved 
a great fire, and the mafterl fpeak of ever keeps a good 
hre, but fure he is the Prince of the world, let his No. 
bility remain in’s Court. 1 am for the houfe with the 
narrow gate, which | take to be too little for pomp to 
enter: fome that humble themfelves may, but che ma- 
ny will be too chill and tender, and they’l be for the 
flowry way thatleads toche broad gate, and the great 
fire. 


La. Gothy ways, l begin to be aweary of thee, and | 


I tel) thee fo before, becaufe 1 would not fall out with thee. 
Go thy ways, let my horfes be well look’t to, without a- 
ny tricks. 

Clo. if 1 put any tricks upon ’em, fr, they fhall be Jades 

tricks, which are their own right by the law of Nature 
Exn. 

Laf. A fhrewd Knave, and an unhappy. 

Lad. So ais. My Lord that’s gone, made hitfelfauch 
fport ont of him, by hisauthoricy heremainshere, which 
he thinks is a patent for bis faucinefs,and indeed he has no 
pace, but he runs where he will. 

Lf. Like him well, "tis not ami}: and E was about to 
tell you, fince I] heard of the- good Ladies death, and that 
my Lord your fon was upon his return home; 1 moved 
the King my mafter to fpeakin the behalf of my daugh- 
ter, which in the minority of them both, his Ma- 
jety, out of a felf gracious remembrance did firf pro- 
pole 3 his Highnefs hath promis’d metodo it, and to ftop 


up the difpleafure he hath conceived againft your fon, | 


there is no fitter matter. How do’s your Ladifhip like 
it? 
| La. Withvery much content, my Lord, and F wifh it 
I happily effected. 
Laf. His Highnefs eomespoft from Marfelles, of as able 
| a body as whea he numbered thirty, a will be here to mor- 


All s aieia ends well. 


row, or | am decciv’d by him that in fuch intelligence 
hath feldom fail’d. 

La. It rejoices me thar | hope I fhal) fee him ere } dic. 
l have letters that my fon will be here to night: I fhall be- 


i feech your Lordfhip to remain with me til they meet to- 
Lof. ‘Twas a good Lady, "twas a good Lady. We may | 


pick a thoufand fallets ere we light on fuch another | 


gether. 
Laf. Madam , 1 was thinking with what Manners 1 
might fafely be admitted. 
a You need but plead your honourable privi- 
edg. 
Paf. Lady, of thatI have made a bold charter 5 but | 
thank my God it holds yer. 


Enter Clown. 


Clo. O Madam, yondersmy Lord your fon wieh apatch 
of velvet on’s face ; whetherthere bea fear under’t or no, 


| the Velvet knows, but *tis agoodly parch of Velvet, his 
| lefecheek is a cheek of twopileanda half, but his righe 


cheek is worn bare. 
La. A {car nobly got: 
Or anoble {car, isa good livery of honour. 


So belike 15 that. 


Clo. But it is your carbinado’d face. 

Laf. Let us gofee 
Your fon! pray you, I long to talk 
With the yonng noble foldier. 

Clo, Faith there’s a dozen of ’ero, with delicate fine 
hats, and moft courteous Feathers, which bow the head, 
and nod at every man. 


Exennt. 


Actus Quintus. 


Emer Helen, Widow, and Diana, with 
two Attendants. 


žłel. But this exceeding pofting day and night, 
Muft wear your fpirits low, we cannot help it. 
But fince you have made the days and nights as one, . 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 
Behold you do fo grow in my requital. 
As nothing canunroot you. In happy time. 


Enter @ Gontleman a flranger. 


This man may help me to his Majefties ear, 
If he would fpend his power. God fave you fir : 

Gent. And you. 

Hel. Sir, 1 have feen you in the Court of France. 

Gent. Ihave been fometimes there. 

Fel. 1 do prefume, fir, that yov are not fallen 
From the report that goesupou your goodnefs, 
And therefore goaded with moft fharp occafions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put youto 
The ufeof your own vertues, for the which 
lfhall continue thankful. 

Gen, What's your will ? 

Hel. That it will pleafe you 
To give this poor petition to the King, 

And aid me with that Rore of power you have 
To come into his prefence. 

Gene. The Kings not here. 

Hel, Not here fir ? 

Gent. Not indeed, 

He hence remov’d laft night, and with more haft 
Than is his ufe. 
Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains. 
Hel. All’s well that ends well yet, 
Tho time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit : 
| do befeech you, whither is he gone ? 
Gent, 





Al's well that ends well. 


Gent Marry ás l takeit to Roffilison, ` 
| Whither J am going. 
Hel. | do beleech you fir, 
Since you are like to fee the King before me, 
Commend the Paper to his gracious hand , 
Which I prefume fhall render yoo no blame, 
But rather make yoo thank your pains for tt. 
1 will come after you with what good fpeed 
Our means will make us means. 
Gent. This Ile do for you. 
Hel. And you fhall ‘find your 
what e’re falls more. We muf to horfe again. 
provide. Maps 


felf to be well thankt 
Go, £0, 


Enter Clown and Parolles. 


Par. Good M. Levatch, give my Lord Lafew this Let- 


ter, Ihaveerenow, fir, been better known toyou, when 


lL have held famifrarity with frefher Cloaths, but I am 
now, fir, muddied in fortunes mood, and fmell fomewhat 
ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure. 


Clo Truly, Fortunes difpteafure is but fluttifh, if it 
fimen fo Rrongly as thou {peak'ft of ; } will henceforth eat 


no Fith of Fortunes butt’ring. Prethee, allow the Wind. 

Par. Nay, you need nor toftop your Nofe, fir: I {peak 
i buta Metaphor. 

Clo. Indeed, Gr, if your Metaphor Rink, I will top my 
Nofe, or againft any mans Metaphor, Prethee get thee fur- 
ther. 

Par. Pray you, fir, deliver me this Paper. 


Clo. Fuh,. prethee ftand away, a Paper from Fourtunes 


Clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman. Look here he come» 
himfelf. 


Enter Lafew. 


Clo, Hereisa pur of. Fortunes, fir, or of Foreunes Cat, 


but nota Mufeat; that hath faln into the unclean Filh- 
pond of her difpleafure, and as he fays muddied withall. 
Pray you, fir, ufe the Carp as you may, for he looks like 
a poor decayed, Ingenious, Foolifh, Rafcally Knave, | 
| do pity his diftrefs in my Smiles of comfort, and leave him 
| to your Lordthip. 

Par. My Lord, 1 am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
(cratch’d. 


Laf. And what would you have me to do? ‘Tis too 


late to pare her Nails now. Wherein have you plaied the 


Knave with Fortune, that fhe hould Scratch you, who of 
her felf is a good Lady,and would not have Knaves thrive 
long under her ? There's a Cardecue for you : Let the Ju- 
ftices make you and Fortune friends; I am for other bufi- 


nefs. 


Par. I befeech your honour, to hear me one fingle 


word. 


Laf. You bega fingle penny more: Come you fhall 


hac, fave your word, 

Par. My name,my good Lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one wordthen. Cox my paf- 
fion, give me your hand: How does your Drum? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firft that found 


me. 

Laf. Was l infooth? And I was the firft that loft thee. 

Par. ìr lies in you, my Lord,to bring mein fome grace, 
| for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon the Knave, doeft thau put upon me at 
once, both the Office of God and Devil: one brings thee 
in grace, and the other brings thee out. The King’s com- 
ing | know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, erquire further af- 
ter me, | had talk of you la Night, tho you are a Foo! 
anda Kneve, you fhall eat, go to, follow. 

Par. \ praife God for you. 


Flouri b. Enter King, old Lady, Lafew, the rwo French 
Lords, with Attendants, 
e 
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Kin. We loft a Jewel, and our efleem 
Was made much poorer by it : but your Son, 
As mad in folly, lack’d the fenfe to know 
Her eftimation home. 

Old La. ’Tis paft, my Liege, 
And I befeech your Majefty ro make it 
Natural Rebellion, done ich blade of Youth, 
When Oyt and Fire, too flrong for reafons force , 
Ore bears it and burns on. 

Kin, My honour’d Lady , 
I have forgiven and forgotten all , 
Tho my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch’d the time to fhoot. 

Laf. This I muft fay, 
But firk I beg my pardon ; the young Lord 
Did to his Majefty, his Mother, and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty note ; but to himlelf 
The greateft wrong of all. He loft a Wile, 
Whofe beauty did aftonifh the furvey 
Of richeft eyes : whofe words all ears took captive 
Whofe deep perfeétion, hearts that feorn’d to ferve, 
Humbly call’d Miftris. 

Kin, Praifing what is loft , 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hither, 
We are reconcil’d, and the firft view fhall kitl 
All repetition: Let him not ask our pardon, 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than Oblivion, we do bury 
Th incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach 
A ftranger, no Offender ; and inform him 
So "tis our will he fhould. 

Gent. | thall my Liege. 

Kin. What fays he to your Daughter, 


Have you {poke ? 


Laf. All chathe is, hath reference to your Highnefs. 
Kin. Then thall we haveamatch. Ihave Letters fent 
me, that fets him high in fame. 


Enter Count Bertram. 


Laf. He looks well on’t. 

Kin. 1am nota day of feafon, 
For thou maiftfee a Sun-fhine, and a Hail 
In me at once; Bur to the brighteft Bears 
Diftracted Clouds give way, fo ftand thou forth, 
‘The time is fair again. 

Ber, My high repented blames , 
Dear Soveraign, pardon me. 

Kin. Allis whole, 
Not one word more of the confumed time, 
Let's take the inftant by the forward top: 
For weare old, and our quick'ht decrees 
Th'inaudible, and noifelefs foot of time 
Steals, ere we can effe& them. You remember 
The Daughter of this Lord ? 

Ber. Admiringly, my Liege; at firft | 
I fuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Dutft make too bold a herald of my Tongue : 
Where the Impreffion of mine Eye enfixing, 
Contempt his fcornful Perfpeftive did lend me, 
Which wrapt the line of every other favour, 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or expreftit ftoln, 
Extended or contraéted all proportions 
To a moft hideous Objet. Theoit came, 
That fhe whom all men prais'd, and whom my felf, 
Since I have loft, have lov’d ; was in mine Eye 
The duft rhat did offend ir. 
Kin. Well excus’d : 
That thoudidft love her, ftrikes fome fcores away 
From the great compt; but love that comes too late, 
Like a remorfeful pardon flowly carried 
To che great fender, turns a fowre offence, 
Crying, that’s good that’s gone: our rath faults 
Make trial price of ferious things we have, 
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Not knowing them, until we know their grave. 
Ott our difpleaturcs to our felves unjuft, 

Deftroy our friends,and after weep their duft : 
Our own love waking, cries to fee wh-t’s done, 
While fhapeful hate fleeps out the afternoon, 

Be this {weet Hellens knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main confents are had, and here we'll flay 
To fee our widowers fecond marriage day : 
whichberter than the firft, O dear heaven blefs, 
Or, ere they meetin me, O Nature ceale. 

Laf. Comec on my fon, in whom my houfes name 
Mouft be digefted: give a favour from you 
To fparklein the {pirits of my daughter, 

That the may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev’ry hair that’s on’t, Hedlen that’s dead 
Was afweet creature : fuch a Ring as this, 
The laft that ere 1 cook her leave at Court, 
I faw upon her finger, 
Ber. Here it was not. 
Kin. Now pray you tet me fecit. For mine eye, 
While T was fpeaking, oft was falten’d to’t: 
This Ring was mine, and whenI gave it Helen, 
't bad her, if ber fortunes ever tood 
Neceffited to help, that by this token 
l would relieve her. Had yov that craft to reave her 
Of what fhould Read her moft? 
Ber. My gracious Soveraign, 
How ere it pleafes you to takeit fo, 
The Ring was never hers. 

Old La. Son, on my life 
l have feen her wear it, and the reckon’dit 
At her lives rate. 

Laf. lam fure I faw her wear ite 
© Bar. You are deceiv’d my Lord, fhe never faw it: 
[n Florence was it from acalement thrown me, 
Wrap’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw it: Noble fhe was, and thought 
{ ftood ingag’d, bur when! had fubferib’d 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully, 
could not anfwer in that courfe of honour 
As fhe had made the overture, fhe ceat 
In heavy fatisfaétion, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 

Kin. Platus himtelf, | 
That know: the tiné& and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myf{tery more {cience, 

Than 1havein this Ring. *Twas mine, ‘twas Helens, 
Who ever gave it you: then if you know 

That you are well acquainted with your felf,. 
Confefs "twas hers, and by. what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call’d the Saints to furery, 
‘That the would never put it from her finger, 

Unt- fs fhe gave it to your felf in bed, 

Wh re youhave never come: or fent it us 

Upon ker great difafter. 

Ber. She never faw it- 

Kin. Thou fpeak’tit falfly : as love mine honour, 
And mak’ conjectural fears ta come into me, 
Which I would fain fhut cut ; if it fhould prove 
Thar itou art fo inhuman, *cwill not prove fo. 

And yet | know not, thou didft hate her deadly, 
And (he is dead, which nothing but to clofe 

Her eyes my f{clf, could win me to believe, 

Morc than to tee this Ring. Take him away, 
My fore- paft proofs, how ere the matter fall 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear`d coo little. Away with him,. 
We'll Gift this matter further, 

Pir, If you thall prove 

This Ring was evet hers, you fhall as eafy 
Prove that | husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yct fhe never was, 


All's welbebatiends well 


Enter a Gentleman. 

Kiv. Tam wraprd in difmal thinkings, 

‘Gent, Gracious Soveraign. 
Whether I have been too blame orno, I know not; 
Here’s a petition from a Florentine, 
VVho have for four or five removes come fhort, 
To tender it her felf. 1 undertook it, 
Vanquifh’d thereto by the fair grace and fpeech 
Of the poor fuppliant, who by this I know 
Is here attending: her bufine(s looks in her 
VVith an importing vifage, and fhe told me 
In a {weet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your H'ghnefs with her felf. 


A Letter. 


por his many proteftations to marry the, when his wife was 
dead. I blufht to fay st, he won me, Now is the Court 
Roflilion Widower, his vows are forfeitedto me, and my 
honours paidto bin, He flol from Florence, taking no 
leave, and I follow him to this Countrey for Fuftice : Grane 
st moc, O. King, in you it bef ies, otberwife a feducer flous 
rifhes,and a poor Maidis undone, 

Diana Capilet, 


Laf. Iwill buy me afon in Law in a fear, and toute him | 
for this. Ple none of him. 

Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafew, 
To bring forth this difcov’ry, feek the futors : 
Go fpeedily, and bring again the Count. 


Enter Bertram. 


l am afeard the life of Hellen (Lady) 


‘VVas foully fnatch’d. 


Old La.Nuw juftice on the doers. 

Kin. I wonder Gr, wives are fo monftrous to you, 
And that you fly them as you {wear them Lordbhip, 
Yee you defire so marry. VVhat woman’sthat ? 


Enter VVidow, Diana; end Parolles. 


Dia Tam, my Lord,a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capilet; 

My fuit, asI underftand you know 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 
Wid. lam her Mother, fir, whofe age and honour 

Both fuffer under this complaint we bring, 

And both fhall ceafe, without your remedy. | 
Kin. Come hither,Count, do you know thefe VVomen? | 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny, 

Bur that | know them, do they charge me further ? 

Dia. VVhy do you look fo range upon your wife? 

Ber. Sbe’s none of mine, my Lord. 

Dia. If you fhall marry 
You give away this hand, and that is mine : 

You give away heavens vows, and thofe are mine: 

You give away my felf, which is known mine: 

For I by vow am fo embodied yours, 

That fhe which marries you, muft marry me, 

Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too fhort for my daughter, 
you are no husband for her. 

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defperate creature, 
VVhom fometime I have Laugh’d with: Let your Highnefs 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, 

Than for to think that I would fink it here. 

Kin, Sits for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 
Till your deeds gain them fairer: prove your honour, 
Then in my thought it lies. 

Dian. Good my Lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he do’s think 

He had not my virginity, 
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Kin. What fait thou to her ? 
Ber. She’s impudent, my Lord, 
And wasa common gamefter to the Camp. 
Did, He do’s me wrong, my Lord : If 1 were fo, 
He mighthave bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe him. O behold this Ring, 
Whole high relpeét and rich validity 
Did lack aparallel: yerfor all that 
He gave it to a Commoner a'th Camp 
If I be one. = 
Old La. He dlufhes, and ’tis hit: 
Of fix preceding Anceftors, that em 
Confer’d by teftament to th’ fequent iffue 
Hath it been owed and worn. Thisis his wife, 
That Ring’s a thoufand proofs. 
King. Me thought you faid 
You (aw one here in Court could witnefs it, 
Dia; \ did, my Lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an inftrument 3 his name’s Parolles. 
Laf. | faw the man to day, if man he be. 
Kin, Find hie, and bring him hither: 
Rof. What of him? 
He’s quoted for a moft perfidious flave 
With all the {pots a’th world, taxt and deboifh’d, - 
Whofe nature fickens : but to fpeak a truth, 
Am I, or that or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will {peak any thing ¢ 
Kin. She hath chat Ring of yours . 
Rof. Ithink the has; cectain it is] lik’d her, 
‘| And boordcd her ith wanton way of youth: 
She knew her diftance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my eagerne(s with her reftraint, 
| As all impediments in fancies courfe 
Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, 
Her infuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdu’d me to her rate 3 fhe got che Ring, 
And I had that which any inferior might 
At Market price have bought. 
Dia. 1 muf be pa ient: | 
You that have turn’d off a firk fo noble wife, 
May juftly diet me. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a husband) 
Send for your Ring, l will return it home, 
Í And give me mine again, 
Bof. [have it not. 
King. What Ring was yours, I pray you? 
Dian. Sir, much like the fame upon your finger: 


Kin. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 


Dia. And this was it 1 gave him, being a bed. 

King. The Rory then goes falle, you threw it him 
Out ot a Cafement. 

Dia. 1 have {poke the truth. 

Rof. My Lord, t doconfefs the Ring was hers. 


Kin. You boggle threwdly, every feather farts you : 


Is this the man you {peak of ° 
| Dia. I, my Lord. 


Kin. Tell me, fitrah, but tell me true I charge you, 


Nor fearing the difpleafure of your Mafter : 
CWhich on your joft proceeding, le keep off ) 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you? 


Par. So pleafe your Majefty, my Matter hath been an 


honourable Gentieman. Tricks he hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 


Kin. Come, come, to th’ purpofe 3; Did he love this 


woman ? 
Par. Faith fir, he did love her, but how ! 
Kin. How] pray you? 


Par. He did love her, fir, as aGent. loves a Woman, 


Kin. How is that ? 
Par. He lov'd her, fir, and lov'd her not. 


Kin. Asthouatt aKnave aud no Knave, what an 


equivocal Companion is this? 


Par. lam a poor man, and at your Majeltics com: 


mand. 
%* 


Enter Parolles.. 





| Laf. He't a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty Ora 
tour. 


Dia. Do you know he promi’d me marriage? 

Par. Faith, I know more than Vie fpeak, 

Kin. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'h ? 

Par. Yes, fo pleafe your Majefty . 1 did go between 
them, as I faidy but more than that, he loved her: for 
indeed he was mad for her, and talkt of Sathan, and 
of Limbo: and of Furies, and { know not what: yet 
l wasin thatcredit with them at that time, that | knew 
of their going to bed, and of other motions, as p «- 
mifing her marriage, and things that would derive me ill 
a to fpeak of 5 therefore I will not fpeak what I 

now. 

Kin, Thou haft Spoken all already , unlefs thou can 
fay they are married ; but chou art too Gne in thy evi- 
dence ; Therefore Rand afide. This Ring you fay was 
yours. 

Dia. 1, my good Lord. 

Kin. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you ? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor did not buy it. 

Kin, Who lentit you ? 

Dia. it was not lent meneither, 

Kin, Where did you find it then ? 

Dia. I foundit not. 

Kin, If it were yours by none of all thefe ways, 

How could you give it him ? 

Dia. I never gave it hin. 

Laf. This woman's an eafy glove, my Lord, the goes off 
and on at pleafure. 

Ksn. This Ring was mine, | gave it his firt wile. 

Dia It might be yours, or hers, for ought I know. 

Kin. Take her away, I do not like her now, 

To prifon with her : and away with him, 
Unlefs thou tell’ft me where thou hadh this Ring, 
Thou dieft within this hour. 

Dia. \'le never tell you, 

Kin. Take her away. 

Dia. Ile putin bail my Liege. 

Kin, 1 think thee now fome common Cuftomer, 

Dia, By Jove if ever I knew man, ‘twas you. i 

Kin, Wherefore haft thou aceus’d him all this while? 

Dia. Becaufe he's guilty, and he ls not guilty ; 

He knows Iam no Maid, and he'll fwear to’e ; 
Ple {wear I am a Maid, and he knows not. 
Great King, I am no trumpet, by my life, 
Į am either Maid, or elfe this old mans wife. 
Kin. She do’s abufe our ears, to prifon with her. 

Dia, Good mother fetch my bayl. Stay, Royal fir, 

The Jeweller that owes the Ring isfent for, 
And he fhall furety me. But for this Lord, 
Who hath abus’d me as he knows himfelf, 
Tho yet he never heard me, here Equit him. 
He knows himfelf my bed he hath defit’d, 
And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead tho fhe be, the feels her young one kick 
So there’s my riddle, one that’s dead is quick, 

And now behold the meaning. 


Ester Hellen and Widow. i 
Kin. {s there no exorcift 
Beguilrs the true Cfficer of mine eyes? 
Isc real that I fee ? 
Hel. No, my good Lord, 
Tis but the fhadow of a Wife you fee, 
The name, and not the thing. 
Rof. Both, both, O pardon. 
Hel, Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
1 found you wondrous kind, there is your R ing . 
And look you, here's your Letter : this it fays, 
VVhen from my finger you can get this Ring, 
And is by me withchild, Ge. This is done, 
VVill you be mine, now you are doubly won ? è 
ej. | 
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Rof. \f the, my Liege, can make me know this clearly, 
I'le love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ftep between me and you. 
O, my dear mother, do J fee you living? 

Laf. Mine eyes {mell Onions,! fhall weepanon : 
Good Tom Drum, lend mea handkercher. 


Sol thank chee, wait on me home, [le make fport with 


thee: Lee chy curtfies alone, they are fcurvy ones. 
King. Let us from point to point thisftory know, 
To make the even truth in pleafure flow : 
Jif thou beeft yet a frefh uncropped flower, 
Choofe thouthy husband, and Fie pay thy dower. 
For Ican guefs, that by thy honef aid, 








1 welf-night, Or what you will. 


Í Thou keepeft a Wife ber felf, thy felf a Maid. 


Of that and all the progrefs more and lefs, 
Refolvedly more leifure thal] expre& : 

All yet feems well, and if it end fo meer, 
The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweer. 


Flourifh, 


ae King’s a Beggar, now the Play is done. 
Allis wellended, if bis fut be won , 

That you exprefs content , which we will pey, 
Wath firife to pleafe you, day exceeding day ; 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Tour gentle hands tend us, and take our bearts. - 


Ex: On} 





Twelf Night, Or what you will. 








Attus Primus. Scena Prima. 





== 


Enter Orfino Duke of Wyria, Curio, aud 
other Lords. 
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And water oncea day her Chambers round 
Witheye-offending brine : all this to feafon 
A brothers dead iove, which fhe would keep frefh 
And lafting in her fad remembrance. 

Du. O fhe that hatha heart of this fine frame, 
To pay thisdebtof love but to a brother, 





Fo The appetite may ficken, and fo die. 
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l% de Give me excefs of it; that furfeiting, | How will fhe:love, when the rich Golden thaft 


Hath kild the flock of all affections elfe 


Thar ftrain agen, it hada dyme fall: | Thatlivein ler. When Liver, Brain, and Heart, - 

O, it come o’re my ear, like the fweet | Thefe foveraign thrones are all fuppli’dand fld 
found Her fweet prefedtions with one felf-fame king : 

That breathes upon a bank of Violets ,f Away before me, to {weet beds of Flowers, 

Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, | Love thoughts lies rich, when canopy’d with bowers. 





| no more, 
Tis not fo {weet now, asit was before, 
O fpiritof Love, how quick and frefh art thou, 
That notwithftanding chy capacity, 
Receiveth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 
Of what validity, and pitch fo e’re, 
But falls into abatement, and low price, 
Eveninaminute; fo full of fhapesisfancy, | 
That it alone is high fantaftical. 

Car, Will yougo hunt. my Lord ? 

Dum What Curia? 

Cur. The Harr. 

Du. Why fo I do, the sobleft that Ihave : 
O when mine eyes did fee Olivia Brh, 
Me thought the purg’d the air of peltilence 5 
That inftant was] turn’d into a Hart, 
| And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
Erefince purfue me. How now, what news from her? 


Eater Valentine. 


Kal. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her hand-maid do return this anfwer : 
The Element ic felf, cillfeven years heat, 

Shall not behold her face ac ample view : 
But likea Cloyftrels the will vailed walk, 


Exeunt. } 








Scena Secunda. 
Enter Viola a Captain, and Soylors. 


Vio, What countrey(Friends) is this ? 
Cap. This is Ikyria, Lady. 
Vio. And what fhould I doin Jilryia? 
My Brother he is in Eliziam, 
Perchance he isnot drown’d ; Whatthink you, Sailors ? 
Cap. It is perchance that you your felf were faved. 
Yio. O my poor brother, and fo perchance may he be, 
Cap. True Madam, and to comfort you withchance, 
A fiure your felf after our fhip did fplit, 
When you, and thafe poor number faved with you, 
Hung on our droving boat : Ifaw your brother 
Mof provident in peril, bind himfelf, 
(C ovrage end hope both teaching hit the practile) 
To a ftrong Maft, that liv’d upon the Sea; 
Where like Orion on the Dolphins back, 
i faw him hold ¿cquaintance with the Waves: a 
o 


& 
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So long as I could fee. 
Vio. For faying fo, there’sGold : 
Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority 
The like of him. Know’ft thou this Countrey ? 

Cap. I, Madam, well : for I was bred and born 
Not three hours travel from chisvery place 

Vio Who governs here ? 

Cap, A Noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vio, What ts his name? 

Cap. Orfino. i l 

Vio. Orfino ! Ihave heard my Father name him. 
He wasa Batchellor then. 

Cap. And fois now, os was ío very late: 
For but a month ago I went from henee, 
And then twas frefh in murmur (as you know 
What great ones do, the tels will pratele of J 
That he did feek the love of fait Olivia. 

Vio. What’s fhe ? 

Cap. A virtuous Maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That di’d fome twelvemonth fince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his fon, her brother, 

Who fhortly alfo did : for whofe dear love 
(They fay) the had abjur’d the fight 
And company of men. 

Vie. O that I ferv’d that Lady, 

And might not be delivered to rhe world 
Till I had made mine -own occafion mellow 
What my eftate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compafs, 

Becaufe fhe will admit no kind of fuit, 
No not the Dukes. 

Vio. There isa fair behaviour in thee, Captain ; 
And tho that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft clofe in pollution; yet of thee, 

l will believe, thou hafta mind that fuits 
With this thy fair and outward Charaéter. 
I prethee ( and I'le pay thee bounteoufly ) 
Conceal me what | am, and be my aid. 

For fuch difguife as haply fhall become 

The form of mý intent, Ple ferve ihis Duke, 
Thou fhalt prefent meas an Eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains: forl can fing, 
And fpeak tohim in many forts of Mufick, 
That will allow me very worth his fervice, 
What elfe may hap, totime ! will commit, 
Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute P'le be, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 


Vio, Ithankthee: Lead meon Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby; and Maria. 


Sir To. What a plague means my Necce to take the 
“ye of her brother thus? Tamfure care’s an enemy to 
ife, 

Mar. By my troth, fir Toby, you muft come in earlier 
anights : your Coufin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your ill hours. 

To. VVhy let her except, before excepted, 

Mar. 1, but you muh confine your felf within the mo- 
deft limits of order. 

To. Confine? I'le confine my felf no finer than! am: 
thefe clothes are good enough to drink in, and fo be thefe 
boots too: and they be not, let them hang themfelves in 
their own ftraps. 

Mir. That quaffing and drinkiug will undo you: I 
heard my Lady talk of h yelter-day, and of a foolith 
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knightthat you brought inone night here,to be her wooer? 

Zo YVho, Sit Andrew oF gue-check ? 

Ma. the. 

To. He’s as tall a man as any’s in Myris. 

Ma. VVhat’s that to th’ purpofe ? 

To. VVhy he has three thoufand Ducats a year: 

Ma, 1, but he'll have but a year in all thefe Ducats : 
He’sa very fool, and a prodigal. A 

To. Fie, that you'll fay fo: he plays o'th Viol-de-gam- 
boys, and fpeaks three or four Languages word for word 
without book, and hattrall the good gifts of nature, 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoft natural: for befides that 
he’s a fool, he's a great quarceller: and bur that he hath 
the gift of a Coward, to allay the gult he hath in quarrel- 
ing,’sis thought among the prudent, he would quickly have 
the gift of a grave. 

Tob. By this hand they are Scoundrels and fubftragtors 
that fay fo of him- VVho are shey ? 

Mar. ‘They that add moreover, he’s drunk nightly in 
your company. 

To, VVith drinking healths to my Neece: I'le drink to 
neras long as there is a paflage in my throat, and drinkin 
Illyria: he’s a Coward and a Coyftril that will not drink 
tomy Neece, till his brains turn o'th’ toe, like a parifh top. 
VVhat wench ? Caftiliano vulgo ; for herce comes Sir Andrew 
eA gue- face. 


Enter Sir Andrew, 


And. Sit Toby Belch. How now Sir Toby Belch? 

To. Sweet Sir Andrew. 

And. Blefs you fair Shrew. 

Mar. And you too fir. 

Tob, Accof, Sir e4ndrew, accoft, 

And. VVhat’s that? 

To. My NeecesChamber-maid. 

An, Good Miftris accoft, I defire better acquaintance. 
Ma. My name is Mary fir. 

And, Good Miftrefs Mary, accoft. 

To. You miftake Koight: Accoft is, front her, boord 
her, wooe her, affail her. 

And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in thi; 
company. ‘Is that the meaning of Accoft? 

Mar, Fare you well Gentlemen. 

To. And thoulet her part fo, Sir Andrew, would thou 
migheft never draw {word agen: 

eind. And you part fo Miltrefs,I would I might never 
draw {word agen. Fair Lady, do you think you have fools 
in hand ? 

Ma. Sir, have not you by th'hand. 

“ind. Marry but you fhall have, and here’s my hand. 
Mar. Now fir, thoughtis free: | pray you bring your 
hand to th’ Buttery bar, and [et it drink. 

An, VVherefore (fweet heart? ) what's your Meta- 
phor ? 

` Mar. VWs dry fir. 

An. Vvhy ! think fo : I am notfùch an afs, but I can 

keep my hand dry. Bue what's your jeft ? 
Afa. A dry jel, fir. 
And. Are youfull of them? - 
Ma. ISir, I have them atmy finger ends: marry now 
] let go your hand, i am barren. 
Exit Maria. 

Tob. O knight, thou lack’ft a cup of Canary : when did 
fce thee fo put down ? 

And. Never in your life, I think, untefs you fee Cana- 
ry put down: me thinks fomerimes | have no more wil 
than a Chriftian. or an ordinary man has; but I am a 
great eater of Beef, and! believethat do’s harm tomy 
wit. 

To. No queftion. i 
An.AnÀ I thought that, Pde forfwear it. Mle ride home 
to morrow, fir Teby. 
To: Pur-quey, my dear knight ? 

An. 
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An. VVhat is par quoy ? Do, or not do? | would] 


had beftowed that time in the tongues, that I have in fen- { 


cing, dancing, and bear-baiting : O had! but followed | 
the Arts. y 

To. Then hadft thou had an excellent head of hair. 

An, VVhy, would that have mended my hair ? 

To. Pak queftion, for thou feeft it will not cool my | 

An, But it becomes me well enough,doft not ? (nature. 

To. Excellent, it hangs like flax on a diftaff: and | 
tope to fee a houlwife take thee between her legs, and 
(pin it Off. 

An. Faith Pile home tomorrow, fir Toby, your Neece 
willnot befeen,or if fhe be, it’s four to one, fhe] none 
of me: the Count himfelfhere hard by, wooes her. 

To. She'll none o'th Count, fhe’ll not match above her 
degree, neither in eftare, years, nor wit; I have heard 
her (wear. Tut, there’s life in’t man. 


An Ye ftay amonth longer.| am a fellow o’th ftrangeft | 


mind r’the world: [delight in Masks and Revels fome- 
times altogether. 

To. Art thou good at thefe kick- fhaws, Knight? 

And. As any manin Jilyria, whatfoever he be, under 
the degree of my besters, and yee I will not compare with 
apold man. 

To. VVhatisthy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

eAnd. Faith, | can cut a caper. 

To. And $ can cut the Mutton to’t. 

And. And ¥ think Ihave the baek-trick, fimply as 
trong as any man in /Hlyria, 

To. VVherefore are thefethings hid? wherefore have 
thefe gifts a Curtain before “em? are they like to take 
duft like Miftris AZals pi€ture ? why doft thou not go to 
Church in a Galliard, and come homein a Carranto? My 
very walk fhould be a Jig! I would not fo much as make 
water but ina Sink-a-pace 5 VVhat doft thou mean? Is 

Hit a world to hidevirtuesin ? I did think by the excelent 
conftitution of chy leg, it was form’d under the ftar of a 
Galliard. 

- And.l'tis hrong, and it does indifferent well in a dam’d 
colour’d ftocken.’ Shall we fic aboutfome Revels ? 

To. What fhall we do elfe: were we not born under 
Taurus ? 

And. Taurus ? That’s fides and heart: 

To. No fir, itis legs and thighs: tet me fee thee caper. 
Ha, higher: ha, ha, excellent. Exeunt, 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, and Viola, in mans attire, 


Val. If the Duke continue thefe favours towards you 
| Cefario, you are like to be much advane’d, he hach known 
you but three days, and already you areno ftranger. 

Veo, You either fear his humour, or my negligence, that 
you callin queftion the continuance of his love: Is he in 
conftant fir, in his favours è 

Val. No believe me. 


Enter Duke, Cutio, and attendants. 


Vio, | thank you: herecomes the Count, ` 
Duke. Who faw (efarie, hoa? 
Vie, On your attendants, my Lord, here. 
Du. Stand you awhile aloof, Ceferie, 
Thou knowft ao lefs, but all; 1 have unclafp’d 
To thee the Book even of my fecret foul. . 
| Therefore good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her, 
Be notdeard accefs, Rand at her doors, 
And cell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow 
Till thou bave audience. 


f 


| To woo your Lady ; yet a barful ftrife, 


T welf-night, Or what you will, 


Fio. Sure, my Noble Lord, 
If the be fo abandon’d to her forrow 
As it is fpoke, the never will admit me. 
Du. Be clamorous, and leap all cvil bounds, 


| Rather than make unprofited return. 


Vio. Say I do fpeak with her (my Lord ) what thea ? 
Duk. O then, unfold the pafon of my love, | 
Surprize her withdifcourfe of my dear faith ; 
It fhall become chee well to aft my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a Nuncio’s of more grave afpeét. 
Vio, ithink not fo, my Lord. 
Duk. Dear Lad, believe it ; 
For they fhall yet be-ly thy happy years, 
That fay thou art aman: Dianaes lip 


| Isnot morc fmooth, and rubious ; thy fmall pipe 


Is as the Maidens Organ, fhrill, and found, 
And all isfemblative a womans part. 

[know thy conftellstion is right apt 

For this affair: fome four or five attend him, 


| Allif you will; forl my felf am bef 
When leaft in company 5 profper well in this, 


And thou fhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes. thine. 
Vio. Pledo my beft 


Who e’rel woo,my felf would be his wife. Execut. | 
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Scena Quinta. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar, Nay, either tell me where thou haft been, or I 
will not open my lips fo wide as a brifsle may enter in way 
of thyexcufe 3 my Lady will hang thee for thy abfence. 

Cls. Lether hang me 5 he that is well hang’d in this 
world, needs fear no colours. 

Ma, Make that good. 

Clo. He fhall fee none to fear. 

Mar. A good Lenton anfwer ; | ‘can tell thee ‘where 
that faying was born, of | fear no colours, 

(lo. Where good Miftrefs Mary ? d 

Mar. Inthe warts, and that may you be bold to fay in 
your foolery. l 

Clo. VVell, God give them wifdom that have it ; and 
thofe thatare foals, let them ufe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang’d for being fo long abfent, 
or = turn’d away, is not that as good as a hanging to 

Ou: 
i Clo, Many a good hanging, prevents a bad marriage ; 
and for turning away, let fummer bear it out. 

Mar: You are refolute then ? 

Clo. Not fo neither, but] am refolv’d on two pointe. 

Mar, Thatif one break, the other will hold ; or if both 
break, your gaskings fall. 

Clo. Apt in good faith, very apt: well, go thy way, if 
Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as witty apiece 
of Eves fiefh, asany in Illyria, 

Mar. Peace yourcogue, nomore o’that: here comes my 


Lady: make your excufe wifely, you were beft. 


Enter Lady Oliva, with Malvolio. 


Clo, Wit, and’t be thy will, put me into good fooling ; 
thofe wits that think they have thee, do very oft prove 
fools : and I that am fore I lack thee, may pafs for a wife 
man. For what fays Quinapelus, Better awitty fool, than 


a foolith wit. God bletsthee, Lady. 


Ol. Take the fool away. 
Clo, Do you not hear fellows, take away the Lady. 
, O 
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Oe 
Ol. Go to, y’are a dry fool: Viens more of you, be- 
‘fides you grow difhoneft. 

Cio, Two faults, Madona, that drink and good countel 
will amend, : for give the dry fool drink, theu is the fool 
not dry : bid rhe difhoneft man mend himfelf, if he mend, 
heis no longer difhoneft , if he cannoc, lec the Borcher 
mend him: any thing that’s mended, is but patch’d : vir- 
tue thac tranfgreffes, is but patcht with fin, and fin that 
amends, isbut patcht with virtue. If that this fimple 
Sillogifme will ferve, fo; ific will noe, what remedy? 
As there isno crue Cuckold but calamity, fo beauty’s a 
flower ; The Lady bad take away the fool, therefore I fay 
again, take her away. 

Ol. Sir, I bad them take away you. 

Clo, Miiprifion in the higheft degree. Lady, Cacul- 
las non facie monacham ; that’s as much to fay, as | 

‘were not motley in my brain : good Madona, give me 
leave to prove you -a fool. 
| Ol. Can you'do it? 

Clo Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

Ol. Make your proof. 

Clo. I muft catechize you for it, Madona, Good my 
Moufe’ of virtue an{wer. 

Ol, Well Gr, for want of other idlenefs, i’le bid 
our proof, 

Clo. Good Madona, why mourn’ft thou? 

Ol. Good fool, for my brothers dearh. 

Clo. Uthink his foul is in hell, e Madona. 

Ol. | know his foul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo, The more fool you ( Madina ) to mourn for your 
Brothers foul,-being in heaven, Take away the fool, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Ol. What think you of this fool, Malvolio, doth he 
not mend ? 

Afal. Yes,and fhall do, till the pangs of death fhake 
him . Infirmity that decays the wife, doth ever make the 
better fool, 

Clo. God fend you, fir, a fpeedy Infirmity, for the 
better increafing your folly: Sir Toby will be {worn that 
lamno Fox, but he will not pafs his word for two pence 
thar you are no fool. : 

OIl. How fay you to that Malvolio ? 

Mal. I marvel your Ladifhip rakes delight in fuch a 
barren rafcal;!faw him put down theother day, with 
an ordinary fool, that has no more brains than a ftone. 
Look you now, he’s out of his guard already :‘unlefs you 
laugh and minifter occafionto him, he is gagp’d. I proteft 
í take rhefe Wife men, thatcrow foat rhefe fee kind of 
fools, no better than the fools Zantes. 

Ol. O you are fick of felf-love, Malvolio; and tafte 
with a diftemper’d appetite. Tobe generous, guiltlefs , 
and of free difpofition, is to take thofe things for Bird- 
bolts, char vou deem Cannon bullets: There is no flander 
in an allow’d fool, though he do nothing bur rail ; nor 
no railing in a known difcreet man, though he do no. 
thing but reprove, 

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for thou 
{peak’{t well of fools. 


Enter Murrik. 


Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young Gentle- 
man,much delires to {peak with you. 

Oil. From the Count Orfino, is it ? 

Ma. [know not (Madam) ’tisa fair young man, and 
well attended. 

Ol. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Ma. Sit Toby, Madam, your kinfman. 

Ol, Fetch him off I pray you, he {peaks nothing but 
madman : Fieon him. Go you, Afslvolio; if it be a fvit 
from the Count, | am fick, or not at home. What you 
will, to difmifs it. P 


Exit Alalvo. 


* 


Now vou fee, fir, how your fooling grows old, and peo- 
ple diflike it, 

Clo, Thou haft {poke for us ( Afadona) as if thy eldet 
fon fhould be a fool: whofe fcull, Jove cram wich 
brains, for here he comes. Enter Sir Toby. 
One of thy kin has a moft weak Pia mater. 

QO}. By mine honour half drunk, What is he at rhe 
gate, Coufin ? 

To. A Gentleman. 

Ol. A Gentleman? What Gentleman? 

To. *Tis a Gentleman heres A plague o’thefe pickle 
Herring: How now Sot? 

Clo, Good Sir Toby. 

Ol. Coufin, Coufin, how have you come fo eT y by į 
this Lethargy ? | 2] — 

Tob, Letchery, 1 defie Lerchery : theres one at the 
gate, 

Ol. I marry, what is he ? 

To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not: give 
me faith, fay 1, Well, it’s all one. Exit. 

Ol. What’s a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drown’d man, a fool, and a mad man: 
One draught above hear makes hima fool, the fecond 
mads him, anda third drowns him. 

Ol. Go thou and feek the Crowner, and let him fit 0’ 
my Coz: for he’s inthe third degree of drink : he’s 
drown’d : go look after him. 

Clo. He is butmad yet, Madoze, and the fool fhall 
look to the mad man. 
| Enter Malvolio: 


Mal, Madam, yond young fellow fwears he will 
{peak with you. Itold him you were fick, he takes on him 
to underftand fomuch, and therefore comes to fpeak with 
you. I told him you were afleep, he feems to havea fore- 
knowledge of that too, and therefore comes rofpeak with 
you. What is to be faid to him ? Lady. he’s ‘fortified a- 
gainft any denial. 

Ol. Tell him, he fhallnot fpeak with me. 

Mal. Ha’s been told fo: and he fays he’! ftand ar 
your door like a Sheriffs poft, and be the fupporter to a 
bench, but he’l fpeak with you. 

Ol. What kind o’man is he ? 

Mal. Why, of man-kind. 

Ol. What manner of man? 

Mal, Of very ill manners : hel {peak with you, will 
yOu or no. 

Ol. Of what perfonage and years is he ? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for aman, nor young enough 
fora boy : as a fquafhis before ’tisa pefcod, or a Codling 
when "cis almoft' an Apple: ‘Tis with him in ftanding 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-favour'd 
and he fpeaks very fhrewifhly: One would think his 
mothers milk were fcarce out of him. 

Old, Let him approach : Call in my Gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exit 


Enter Maria 


Ol. Give me my vail: come throw ir o’re my face, 
We'l once more hear Orfino’s Embafhe. 


Enter Viola. 


Vio, The honourable Lady of the houfe, which is fhe > 

Ol. Speakto me, I fhall anfwer for her: your will? 

Vir. Mott radient, Exquifite, and unmatchable beau- 
ty, I pray you tell me if this be the Lady of the houfe, 
for I never faw her: [ would be loath to cat away my 
{peech : for befides charicis excellently well penn’d, I have 
taken great pains to con it. Good Beauties, ler me fuftain 
nofcorn; I am very comptible, even tothe Icaft finifler 
ulage. 
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Of Whence came you, fir? 

Vio. 1 can fay little more thanI have ftudied, and that 
queRion’s ourof my part. Goodgemleone, giveme mo- 
deft afflurance, if you be the Lady of the houte, that] may 
proceed in {peech. È 

Ol. Ase youa Comedian ? 

Vio. No my profound heart; and yet (by the very 
phangs of malice, | fwear) Lamnotthat! play. Are you 
the.Lady of the houfe? 

O1. 1f1 do not ufurp my felf, I am. 

Vio. Moft certain, if you are fhe, youdo ufurp your 
(lf; for what is yours to beftow, is not yours to referve. 
But this is from my Commiffion, J will on with my 
Speech in your praife, and then hew you the heart of my 
meffage. 

O!. Come to whatis important in’r: I forgive you the 
pratfe, 

Vio. Alas, [ took great pains to Rudy it, and ’tis Poeti- 
cal. 
Ol. It isthe more like to be feigned. I pray you keep 
itin, 1 heard you were fawcy at my gates,and allow’d your 
approach rather to wonder at you, than to hear you. If 
you be not mad, be gone 3 if you have reafon, be brief: 
tis not that time of Moon with me, to make one in fo 
sipping a Dialogue. 

Ma Will you hoift Sail, fir, here lies your way. 

Fio. No pood Swabber, Lamto hull here a little longer. 
Some moljification for your Giant, {weet Lady: tell me 
your mind, | am a meflenger. 

Ol. Sure gouhave fome hideous matter to deliver, when 
the custefje of is iso fearful. Speak your office, 

Vie. It alone concerns your ear: I bring no overture 
of War, no Taxations of Homage; | hold the Oliff in my 
hand: my wordsare as full of peace as matter. 

Ol. Yet you began rudely. what are you? 

What would you ? 

Vie. The rudencfs that hath appear’d in me, have I 
learn’d from my entertainment, What I am, and what I 
would, are as fecret as a Maiden-head: to your ears, Di» 
vinity 5 toany others, prophanation. 

Ol. Give us the place alone. 

We will hear this Divinity. Now fir, what is your Text ? 

Vio. Mott fweet Lady. 

OI, A comfortable Dogtrine, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lies your Text ? 

Vie. In Orfino’s bofome. . 

Ol. In his bofome ? Inwhat Chapter of his Bofome? 
' Veo, To anfwer by the method, in the firft of his Heart. 

Ol. O, Ihave read ity itis Herefie. Have you no more 
to fay ? 

Vie. Good Madam, let me fee vonr face. 

Ot. Have ycu any Commiffion from your Lord, tone- 
gotiate with my Face ? you are now out of your Text: 
bur we will draw the Curtain, and fhew you the Picture. 
Look yov, fir, fucha one I was this prefent : Is’ not well 
done? 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 
ff’ ‘Tis in grain, fir, “twill endure Wind and Wea, 
tner. 

Vie. Tis beauty truly blent, whofe red and white, 
Natures own fweet, and conning hand Iaid on: 

Lady, you are the cruel’ fhe alive, 
If you willlead thefe Graces to the Grave , 
And leave the World no Copy. 

Ol. O fir, I will not be fo hard-hearted: I will give out 
divers fcedules of my beauty. It fhall be Inventoried, and 
every particle and utenfl labell’d to my will: As, Item, 
two Lips indifferent red. Irem, two gray Eyes, with lids 
tothem: lrem, one Neck, one Chin, and fo forth. Were 
you fent hither to praife me? 

Vio, I fee you what you are, you are too proud: 

But if you were the Devil, you are fair: 
My Lard'and Mafer loves you: O fuchfove 
Could be but recompenc’d, tho you were crown'd 


Zi welf- Night, Or what you will, 


The non-part! of beauty. 
Of, How does he love me? 
Vio. With Adorations, fertil Tears , 
With Groans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire. 
Ol. Your Lord do’s know thy mind, I cannot love him 
Yet { fuppofe him vertuous, know him noble, 
Of great Eftate, of frefh and ftainlefs Youth; 
In voices well divulp’d, Free, Learn’d and Valiant, 
And in dimenfion, and fhape of nature, 
A gracious perfon. But yet I cannot love him: 
He might have took his anfwer long ago, 
Vie. \f I did love youin my Mefters flame, 
With fuch a fuffring, fuch a deadly fife: 
In your denial, 1 would find no fence, 
1 would not underftand it, 
Of. Why, what would you do? 
Vio. Make me a willow Cabin at your gate, 
And callupon my Soul within che hoafe, 
Write loyal Cantons of contemned love, 
And fing them loud even inthe dread of night : 
Hollow your name to reverberate Hills, 
And make the babling Goffip of the Air, 
Cry out, Olivia © O you fhoukd not reft 
Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 
But you fhould pity me. 
Ol. You might do much: 
What ts your Parentage ? 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my fate is well : 
lam a Gentjeman. 
Ol. Get you to your Lord: 
I cannot love him: let him fend no more, 
Unlefs (perchance) you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it; Fare you well: 
[thank youfor you pains: fpend this for me. 
Vio, Tam no feed-poft, Lady 5 keep you purfe, 
My Mafter, not my felf, lacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint, that you fhall love, 
And let your fervour like my Matfters be, 
Plac'din contempt : Farwel fair cru.tty. 
Ol. What is your Parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yet my fate is well: 
lama Gentleman. Plebe fworn thou art, 
Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limb, A&ions, and Spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon; not too fat: fof, foft, 
linlefs the Mafter were the man. How now}? 
Even fo quickly may one catch che Plague? 
Methinks I feel this Youth’s perfeétions, 
Wirth an invifible and fubtil ftealth 
To creep inat mine Eyes. Well, lec it be. 
What hoa, ealvolio. 


Exit, |: 


Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Here Madam, at your fervice. 

O}. Run after that fame peevifh Meffenger, 
The Counts man; he left this Ring behind him, 
Would I, ornot: tell him, Ple none of it. 

Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes, [ am not for him: 

lf that the Youth will come this way to morrow,. 
Ple give him reafon for't by thee, Malvolsa. - 

Mal. Madam , I will. 

Ol. Ido, | know not what, and fear to fmd > 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind: 

Fate, fhew thy force, our felves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed, muft bes and be this fb. 


Exit. 


Finity Alus prsvws. 


f welf-Night, Or what you will. 


SUC 


Alus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Antonio and Sebaftian. 


An. Will you ftay no longer ? nor will you not that | 
go with you? ) 

Seb. By your patience, no: my Stars fhine darkly over 
me; the malignancy of my fate, might perhaps diftemper 
yours ; therefore I fhall crave of you your leave, thar I 
may bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for 
your love, to lay any of them on you. 

An, Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No footh, fir , my determinate Voyage is mecr 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you fo excellent a touch 
of modefty, that you will not extort from me, what I am 
willing to keepin; therefore it charges me in manners, 
the rather toexprefs my felf: you muft know of me then, 
Antonio, my name is Sebaftian (which I call’d Rodorigo) 
my. Father was that Sebaftian of Meffaline, whom I know 


ou have heard of. He left behind him, my felf, and a} 


Ser, both born in one hour; if the Heavens had been 
pleas’d, would we had fo endéd. Burt you fir, alter’d 
that, for fome hours before you took me from the breach 
of the Sea, was my Sifter drown’d. 

An, Alas the day! 

Seb. A Lady fir, tho it was faid fhe much refembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho [could 
not with fuch eftimable wonder over-far believe that, yet 
thus fae I will boldly publifh her, fhe bore amind that 
envy could not but call fair: She is drown’d already, fir, 
with fale water, tho I feem ro drown her remembrance a- 
‘gain with more. 

An, Pardon me, fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

An. ìf you will nor murther me for my love, let me be 
your Servant. 

Seb. 1f you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him, whom you have recover’d, defire it not. Fare 
ye well dt once, my Bofom is full of kindnefs, and I am 
yet fo near the manners of my Mother, that upon the feaft 
occafion more, mine Eyes will tell tales of me: [am bound 
to the Count Orfino’s Court, farwel. Exit. 

en. The genilenefs of the gods go with thee: 
Thave made Enemies in Orjino’s Court, 

Elfe would I very fhortly tee thee there : 
But come what may, Ido adore thee fo, 


| That danger fhall feem {port, and will go. Exit. 


Le 


Scena Secunda. 


Enfer Viola, and Malvolio, at feveral Doors. 


Mal, Were not youev'n now, with the Countefs Olivia? 

Vio. Even now fir, on a moderate pace, I have fince 
arriv’d but hither. 

Mal. She returns this Ring to you ( fir) you might 
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your 
felf. She adds moreover, that you fhould put your Lord 
in a defpcrare affurance, fhe will none of him. And one 
thing more, that yoube never fo hardy to come again in 
hisaffairs, unlefs ic be to report your Lords takmg ol 
this: receive it fo. | 

Vio. She took che Ringof me, Vlenone of it. 

Mal. Come, ftr, you peevithly threw it to her, and 
her will is, it Should be foreturn’d If it be worth toop- 
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f ing for , there it lies in your Eye 5 if not, beit his ¿hat 


finds it. Exit. 
Nio. 1 left no Ring with her, what means this Ledy ? 


| Forcane forbid my out-fide have not charm'd her. 


She made good view of me, indecd fo much, 
Thar fure me thought her Eyes had loft her Tongue, 
For fhe did fpeak in ftarts ditra&edly: 

She foves mefure, the cunning of her paffion 
Invites me in this churlifh meffenger : 

None of my Lords Ring? Why, he fent her none? 
lam the man, if it be fo as ’tis, 

Poor Lady, fhe were better love a dream: 
Difguifc, I fee thou art a wickednefs, 

Wherein the pregnaot Enemy does much. 

How cafie isit, for the proper falfe 

In Womens waxen hearts to fet their forms: 
Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we, 

For fuch as we are made; if fuch we be: 

How will this fadg? My Mafter loves her dearly, 
And I (poor monfter) fond as much on him: 
Andfhe (miltaken) feems ro dote onme: 

What will become of this? As I ama man, 

My ftate is defperate for my mafterslove ; 

As I am Woman (now alas the day) 

What thriftlefs fighs fhall poor Olsvia breathe ? 

O time, thou muft intangle this, not J, 

It is too harda knot forme t’unty. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 


To. Approach Sir Andrew: not to bea bed after 
midnight, istobe up betimes, and Diliculo furgere, thou 
know ft. 

. And. Nay by my trothI know not : but I know, to 
be up late, isto be vp late. 

To. Afalfe conclufion: I hateit asan unfill’d Can; co 
be up after midnighr, and to goto bed then, is early : fo 
that to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. 
Does not our lives confit of the four Elements ? 

An. Faith fo they fay, bucl think it rathet ¢onfifts of 
eating and drinking. 

To. Th’arta fcholar; let us therefore eat and drink, 
Marian (fay, a Roop of wine. 


Enter Clown. 


An. Here comes che fool, faith. 

Clo. How now my hearts: did you never fee the Pi- 
ure of we three ? 

To. Welcome afs, now let’shave a catch: 

efnd. By my troth the fool has an excellent breaft. 1 
had cather than forty fhillings I had fuch a leg, and fo 
{weer a Breath to Sing, asthe Fool has. Infooth thou waft 
in very gracious fooling lat Nighr, when thou fpok’ of 
Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians paffing the Equinoftial of 
Queubuss ‘ewasvery good vfaith: I fent thee fix pence for 
thy Lemon, hadft it ? 

Clo I did impeticos thy gratillicy ; for Afelvolio’s Nofe 
is no Whip-ftock. My Lady bas a white hand, and the 
Mermidons are no Bottle -Ale-houfes. 

An. Excellent: Why this is the beft fooling, when all 
is donc. Now a-Song. 

To. Come on, there is fix pence for you. Let's havea 
Song. 

An. There’s ateftril of me coo; if one Knight give a— 
i e- Would you havea Love-fong, or a Song of goad 
ife 

To. A Love-fong, a Love-fong. 

i - uz An 
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en. 1, I, 1 care not for good life. i 
Clown fings. 


O Miftrss mine, where are you roming ? 
O flay and hear, yonr trae Loves coming, 
That can fing both high and low. 
Trip no further pretty fweeting. 
Fourntys end in Lovers meeting. 
Every wife mans fon doth know. 

An. Excellent good, rfaith. 

To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is love; tis not hereafter, 

Prefent mirth, bath prefent laughter : 
What's tocome, is (tid unfure , 
In delay there lyes no plenty, 
Then come kifs me {weet and twenty: 
Youth's a fluff will not endure: 


An. A mellifluous voice, asl am true Knight. 

Jo. A contagious breath. 

An. Very {weet and contagious, Vfaith, 

To. Tohear by the Nofe, itis dulcet in contagion. 
But fhall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? fhall we 
roufe the night-Owl in a Catch, that will draw three fouls 
out of one Weaver ? Shall we dothat ? 


An.And youlove me, let’s do’t: I ama dog ata Catch, | nough to lye ftraight in my bed: 1 know I cando it. 


Clo. Byrlady fir, and fome dogs will catch well. 

ein. Moft certain: Let our Catch be, Thoe Knave. 

Clo. Hold thy peace, thon Knave knight. I fhall be con- 
{train’d in’t, to call thee Knave, Knight. 


An. Tis not the firft time I have conftramed one to call | dear knight. 


me knave» Begin fool: it begins, Hold thy peace. 
Clo. Shall ł never begin if I hold my peace. 
cin. Goodrfaith: Come begin. Catch fing. 
Enter Maria. 


Mar. What acatterwalling do you keep here? If my 
Lady have not call’d up her Steward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never truft me, 

To. My Lady’s a Catayan, we are politicians, Malvo- 
lio’s a Peg-a-ramfy, and Three merry men be we. Am not | 
confanguinious ? Am not I of her blood : tilly vally.Lady! 
| There dwelt a wan in Babylon, Lady, Lady. 

Clo. Befhrew me, the knight’s in admirable fooling. 

An. I, he do’s well enough if he bedifpos’d, and fo do 
I too: he does it witha better grace, but I do it more 
natural. 

To. Otwelf day of December. 

Mar. For the love o’God peace. 


Enter Malvolio, 


Mal. -My Mafers are you mad? Or what are you? 
Have you no wit,mannets, nor honefty, but to gabble like 
Tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make an Alehoufe 
of my Ladies houfe, that ye fqueak our your Coziers 
Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice? Is 
there no refpeét of place, perfons, nor time in you ? 

To. We did keep time fir in our Catches, Sneck up. 

Mal, Sir Toby, I muf be round with you. My Lady 
bad me tell you, that fhe harbours you as her kinfman, 
fhe’s nothing ally’d to your diforders. If you can feparate 
your felfand your mifdemeanours,you are welcome to the 
houfe : ifnot, and it would pleafe you to take leave of her, 
fhe is very willing to bid you farewel. 

To. Farewel dear heart, fince I muft needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Joby. 

Clo. His eyes do fhew his days are almoft done. 

Mal. Ist even{o 2? 

To. But] will never dye. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lye. 

Mal, This is much credit to you. 


T welf Night, Or wht youwill 


To. Shall J bid him go? 

Clo, What and sf you do? 

To. Shall l bid him go, and [pare not? 

Cle. O no, no, no, you dare not. 

To. Qut o'tune fir, yelie: Art anymore than aStew- 
ard ? Doft thou think becaufe chou art vertuous, there 
fhall beno more Cakes and Ale ? r 

Clo. Yes by S. Ann, and Ginger fhall be hot i’ch mouth 
too. 

To. Th’ artithright. Go fir, rub your chain with 
crums. A ope of Wine Aaria 

Mal, Miftris Mary, if you pnz’d my Ladies favour at 
any thing more thancontempr, you would not give means 
for this uncivil rule ; the thall know of it by this hand. 


Exit. 





















Mal, Go fhake your ears. 

An. "Twereas good a deed asto drink when a mans 
a hungry, tochallenge him the field, and then to break 
promite with him, and make a fool of him. 

To. Do't knight, Ple write thee a Challenge: or Ie 
deliver thy indignation tohim by word of mouth, 

Mar: Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to night; Since 
the youth of the Counts was today with my Lady, the is 
much out of quiet. For Mounfieur Malvolio, let me alone 
with him: If 1 do not gullhim into anayword, and make 
him acommon recreation, do not think I have wit e- 


Zo, poffefs us, poffefs us, tell us fomething of him. 
Mar. Marry fir, fometimes heis a kind of a Puritan, 
An. O, if I thought that, Vde beat himlikea dog. 
To. What for being a Puritan? thy cxquifite realon, 


An. I haveno eaquiftte reafon fort, but I have reafon 
good enough. 

Mar. The Dev’l a Puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
ftantly but a time-pleafer, anaffefion’d Afs, that Cons 
State without book, and uctersit by great {warths The 
beft perfwaded of himfelf: fo cram’d (as he thinks J with 
excellencies, that it ishis ground of faith, that all that 
look on him, love him: and on that vice in him will my 
revenge find notable caufe to work. 

To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop inhis way fome obfcure Epiftles ol 
love, wherein by the colour of his beard, the fhapé of his 
leg, the manner of his gate, the expreflure of his eye, 
forehead, and complexion, he fhall find himfelf moft feel. 
ingly perfonated. I can write very like my Lady your 
Neece, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make diftin- 
ion of our hands. 

To. Excellent, I fmell a device. 

ein. | hav’t in my nofe roo. 

To. He fhall think by the Letters that thou wilt drop, 
that they come from my Neece, and that fhe is in love 
with him. 

Mar, My purpofe isindeed ahorle of that cofour. 

An. And your horfe now would make him an Af. 

Mar. Als, I doubt not. 

An. O twill be admirable. 

Mar, Sport royal I warrapt you: I know my Phyfick 
will work with him. I will plant you two, and let the 
Fool make a third, where he fh:ll nd cheLerter: obferve 
thisconftruction of it: For this night to bed, and dream 
on the event. Farewel. Exit. 

To. Good night Penrhifilea. 

dn, Before me fhe’s a good wench. 

To. She’s a beagle, true bred, and one that adores me ,; 
what o’that 2 

An, Twas ador’d once too. 

To. Let’s tobed knight : Thou hadft need fend for more 
money. 

An.ilfT cannot recover your Neece,] ama foul way out. 

Zo, Send for money knight, if thou haf her not i'th 
end, call me Cut. 

“in. If 1 do not, never truft me, take it how you will. 

0 





T welfe Night, Or what you will 


To. Come, come, l'le go burn fome Sack, *tis too late 
to go to bednow: Come knight, come knight. 
Exeunt. 


ener LG CRC GLA CL SLL 
Scena Quarta. 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 


Da. Give me fome mufick; Now good morrow friends; 

Now good Cefario but that piece of Song, 
That old and Antick Song we heard laft night , 
| Me thought it did relieve my paffion much, 
More then light airs, and recollected terms 

| OF thefe moft brisk and giddy-pac:d times. 
Come, but one verfe. 

Çu. He isnot here (fo pleafe your Lordfhip)that fhould 
fing it. 

Du. Who was it ? 

Cur. Fefte the Jeter my Lord, a fool that the Lady 
Olivia’s Father took much delight in. He is about the 
houte. 

Du. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

: . Mufick plays. 
Come hither Boy, if ever thou fhalt love ta. 

In the fweet pangs of it, remember me ; 

| For fuch as lam, all true lovers are, 

| Unftaid and skittifh in all motions elfe, 

Savein the conftant image of the creature 

| Thacisbelov’d. How doft thou like this time ? 

Pio. It givesa very eccho to the feat 
Where love is thron’d, 
| Du. Thou doft fpeak mafterly, 
| My life upon’e, young tho thou urt, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves: 
| Hath itnot boy ? 

Vrs. A little by your favours 

Da. What kind of woman is’t ? 

Vio. Of your complexion. 
Du. She isnot worth thee then. What years ‘ifaith ? 
Vio. About yout years my Lord. 

Du. Too old by heaven: Let fill the woman take 
| An elder thanher felf, fo wears fhe to him: 

1 So fways fhe level in her husbands heart: 

í For boy, however we do praife our felves, 

í Qur fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 

| More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn, 

' Than womens are. i 

Vio \ think it wellmy Lord. 

Dw. Then let thy love be younger than thy felf, 
Or thy affetion cannot hold the bent : 
| For women are as Rofes, whofe fair flower 
| Being once difplaid, doth fall the very hour. 

Vio. And fo they are : alas, that they are fo: 

To dye, even when they to perfection grow: 


Enter Curio, and Clown. 


Du. O fellow come, the fong we had laft night : 
Mark It Cefario, it is old and plain 5 
The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sen, 
And the free maids that weave their thred with bones, 
Do ufe to chantit : ir is filly footh, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 

Clo. Are you ready Sir ? 

Dw. 1 prethee fing. 

The Song. 

Come away, come away death, 
Andin fad cyprefs lee me be laid, 
Fie away, fie away breath, 
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Mufick. 
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1 am flain by a fair cruel maid, (pare i. 


My fhrowd of white, fuck all with Ew, O pre- 
My part of death noone fo trne did fhere it. 


s 


Not a flower , not a flower fweec 

On my black coffin, let there be firewn: 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poor corps, where my bones foall be thrown : 
Athonfand thoufand fighs to fave, lay me O where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, to weep there. 


Du. There’s for thy pains. 

Clo, No pains fir, I take pleafure in finging fir. 

Du. Vie pay thy pleafure then, 

Clo, Fruly, fic, and pleafure willbe paid one time, or 
another, 

Du, Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

Clo. Nowthemelancholly God prore& thee, and the 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
mind is a very Opal. 1 would have men of fuch conftan- 
cy put to’Sea, that their bufinefs might be every thing, 
aod their intent every where, for that’s ic that always 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewel. Exit. 

Dnu. Ler all the reft give place : once more Ceferio, 
Ger thee yond fame foveraign cruelty : 

Tell her my love ( more noble than the world) 
Prifes not quantity of dirty lands, 

The parts that fortune hath beftow’d upon her, 
Tell her Icold as giddily as fortune : 

But ’tis that miracle, and Queen of Jems 

That nature pranks her in, attraétsmy foul. 

Vio. But if the cannot love you fir. 

Du. it cannot be fo anfwer’d. 

Vio. Sooth but you muff. 

Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 

As you have for Olivia : yov cannot love her : 
You cell her fo : Muk fhe not then be anfwer’d ? 

Du. There is no womans fides 

Can abide the beating of fo ftrong a paflion, 
As love doth give my heart: no womans heart 
So big, to hold fo much, they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call’d appetite : 

No motion of the Liver, but the Pallar, 
That fuffer furfer, cloyment, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the Sea, 

And can digeft as much, make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio. ibut I know. 

Da. What doft thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men owe: 

In faith they are as true of heart, as we. 
My Father had a Dauehter lov’d aman 
As it might be perhaps, were la woman 
ifhould your Lordhhip. 

Du. And what's her hiftory ? 

Vio. A blank, my Lord: the never told her love, 
But let concalment like a worm i'th bud 
Feed onher damask cheek : the pin’d in thought, 
And with agreen and yellow melancholly, 

She fatelike Patience on a Monument, 

Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed ? 
We menmay fay more, {wear more, but indeed 
Our fhews are more than will: for ftill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Du. But dy’d thy fitter of her love, my boy ? 

Vio. 1 amall the daughters of my Fathers houte, 
And all the brothers too, and yer I know not. 
Sir, (hall 1 to this Lady ? 

Du. (that’s the Theam : - 

To her inhafte; give her this Jewel: fay, 
My love can give no place, bid no denay. 


















é 


Extunt. 


U 2 


Serra 
-mg 


238 





Scena Quinta. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and 
Fabian. 


To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay Vie comes ii Ilofeafcruple of this fport,tet 
me be boyl’dro death with Melancholly. 

To, Would’ft thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Rafcally theep-biter, come by fome notable fhame ¢ 

Fa. | would exult man } youknow he brought me out 
of favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here. 


To. To anger hiro we'll have rhe Bear again, and we will | 


fool him black and blew, fhall we nor, Sir Andrew ? 
An. And we do not, it is pity of our lives. 


Enter Maria. 


To. Here comesthe litcle villain : how now my Nettle 
of India? 

Mar. Get yeall three into the box tree : AZaluolio’s 
coming down this walk, he ha’s been yonder i'th Sun pra- 
étifing behaviour to his own fhadow this half hour: obferve 
him for the love of Mockery : for I know this Letter will 
make a contemplative Ideet of him. Clofe inthe name of 
jeftirg, lye trou there: for here comes the Trower that 
wuft be caught with rickling. Exst. 


Entier Malvolio. 


Mal. ‘Tis bvr fortune, all is fortune. Marie once told me 
fhe did affe&t me, and í have heard her felf come thus near, 
thar fhould fhe fancy, it fhould be one of my complexion. 
Befides (he ufes me with a more exalted refpe& , 
than any one elfe hat followsher. VVhat fhould! think 
ont ? 

To. Here’s an over-weening rogue. 

Fa. Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey- 
Cock of him, how he jers under his advan’d plumes. 

Axa. Slight, ¥ could fo beat the Rogue. 

Jo. Peace | fay. 

Šal. Tobe Count Malvolio, 

To. ah Rogue. 

eAn. Pikol him, piftol him. 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mal There is example fore: The Lady of the Strachy, 
married che yeoman of the Wardrobe. 

e4n. Fye on him Fezabel. } 

Fa. O-peace, now he’sdeeply in: look how imagina 
tion blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, fitting 
in my ftate. y 

To. O for a ftone-bow to hit him in the eye. 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch’d Vel- 
vet gown: havingcome froma day-bed, where f have teft 
Olivia fleeping. 

Tu. Fire and Brimftone. 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ftate : and after 
a demure travel of regard: telling them 1 know my 
place, as ! would they fhould do theirs: to ask for my 
kinfman Toby. 

To. Bolts and fhackles. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

Mal. Seven otmy people with an obedient ftart, make 
out for him: 1 frown the while, and perchance wind up 
my watch, or play with fomerich Jewel »Toby approaches; 
curtfies there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fa. Tho our filence be drawn from us with cares, yet 
peace. 


Twelf-Night, Or what you will. 


familiar fmile with an au! 





Mal. 1 extend my handto him thus : quenching my 


tere regard of controul. 
To, And dos. not Teby take you a blow o’the lips 


then? 


Mal. Saying, Coufin Teby, my fortunes having caft me 


on your Neece, give me this prerogative of {pecch: 


To. What, what ? 

Mal, You muft amend your drurkenncfs. 

To. Out feab. 

Kg Nay patience, or we break the finews of our 
plot : 

Mal. Befides you waft the treafureof your time, with 
a foolifh Knight. 

4nd, That’sme}watrant you: 

Mal. One Sir Andrew. 

And, 1 knew ’twas I, for many do call me fool- 

Mal. What employment have we here ? 

Fa. Now is the waodcock near the gin. 

To. Oh peace, and the fpirit of humours intimate read- 
ing aloud to him. 

Mal. By my life this is my Ladies hand: thefe be her 
very C’s, her U’s,and her 7's,and thus makes fhe her great 
P’s. Ie isin contempt to queftion her hand. 

And. Her C’s, her U's, and her T’s; why that? 

Mal. To the unknown belov'd, this, and my good wifhes ; 
Her very Phrafes : by your leave wax. Soft, and the im- 
preflure her Lucrece, with which fhe ules to feal: "tis my 
Lady : To whom fhould this be? 

Fab, This wins him, Liver and all. 

Mal. Jove knows Ilove, but who, Lips donot move, no 
wan mult know. No man muft know. What follows ? The 
numbers alter’d: Noman mult know, 
if chis fhould be thee, A4alvolio ? 

To. Marry hang thee brock. 

Mal. 1 may command where I adore, but filence like a 

Lucrefs wife, 
With boldnefs ftroke my heart doth gore, M.O. A.l. doth {way 
my life. 

Fa. A Futtian riddle. 

To. Excellent Wench, fay 1. 

Mal. M.O. A. 1. doth fway my life. Nay but firftlet 
me fee, lec me fee. 7 

Fab. What difh of poifon has fhe dreft him ? 

To. And with what wing the ftallion checks at it ? 

Mal. I way command, where I adore; Why fhe may 
command me: I ferve her, fhe ismy Lady. Why this is 
evident to any formal capacity. There is no obftrugtion 
in this, and the end 5 what fhould that Alphabetical po- 
fition portend, If 1 could make that refemble fomething in 
me ? Softly; 4.0. e4. 1. 

To. O, 1, make up thar, he is now at acold fent. 

Fab Sowter willcry upon’t for all this tho ir beas rank 
as a Fox. 

Mal. MM, Malvolio, M. VVhy that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not I fay he would work it out, the Cur is ex- 
cellent at faults. 

Mal. 44, But then there is noconfonancy in the feque 
chat fuffers under probation: 4 fhould follow, but O. 
does. 

Fab And O. fhalt end, I hope. 

To. I, or Pie cudgel him, and make him cry O. 

Mal. Andthen J. comes behind. 

Fab. |,and you had any eye behind you, you might 
fee more detraétion at your heels, than Fortunes before 




















you. 

Mal. M0. AL. This fimulation is not as the.former : 
and yet to crufh this a little, it would bow me, for every 
one of thefe Letters are inmy name. Soft, here follows 
profe : If this fallinto thy hand, revolve. In my Stars È 
am above thee, but be not afraid ofgreatne/s , fome are become 
great, fome atchieve greatne{s, and fome,and fome have 
greattnefs put upon them, Thy fates upon their hands, let 
thy blood and [pirit embrace them, and to inure thy fel 
to what thon art like to bez caf thy bumble flongh, and 


appea, 


T welf-Négbt, 


appear freth, Be oppafite with â kinfnan, furly with fer- 
vants; Les thy tongue tang arguments of State ; put thy 
felf into che trick of fingularity. She thus advifes thee, 
that fighs for thee. Remember who commended thy 
yellow flockings, and wifh'd to fee -thee ever crofs gar- 
ter’d: l fay remember , go to, thou art made, if thou 
defi h 10 be fo: If not, 
the fellow of fervants, and not worthy to touch For- 
tunes fingers: Farewell. She that would alter fervices 


pion difcovers not more: This is open , I willbe proud, 
| will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir H~n 
I will wafh oft grofs acquaintance, I will be point de- 
vife, the very man. I do now fool my felf, to let 
imagination Jade me; for every reafon excites to this, 
that my Lady loves me. She did commend my yellow 
ftockings of late, fhe did praife my leg being crofle- 
garter’d ,and in this fhe manifefts her felf to my love, 
and with a kind of conjunction drives me to thefe habits 
of her liking. I thank my fers, | am happy: l will 
be ftrange, 
even with the {wiftne(s of putting on. 
ftars be praifed. Here is yet a poft{cripr. Thou canft 
not choofe to know who I am; éf thou entertaineft my love, 
lee it appear in thy [miling , thy fimiles become thee well. 
| Therefore in my prefence till [mile, dear my fret, I pre- 
thee. Fove thank thee, I will file, I will doevery thing 
that thou wilt have we. 

Fab. | willnot give my patt of this fport for a penfion 
of thoufandsto be paid from the Sophy. 

To.\ could marry this wench for this device. 

Ax. So couldI too. 

To. And askno other dowry with her, but fuch ano- 


ther jeff. 


Enter Maria. i 


An. Nor 1 neirher. 

Fab. Herecomes my noble gull-catcher. 

To, Wilt thou fet thy foot omy neck ? 

An. Or omine either ? l 

To. fhalll play my freedom at a tray-trip , and be- 
come thy bond-ftave ? 

An, Pfaith, or either ? 

Tob, Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dream , that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muft run mad. 

Ma. Nay but fay true, do’sit work upon hiw? 

To, Like Aqua-vite with a Midwife. 

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the {port mark 
his firt approach before my Lady : he will come to her 
|in yellow ftockings , and ’tis a colour fhe abhors 5 and 

crofs parter’d, a fafhion fhe detefts: and he will {mile 
upon her , which will now be fo unfuitable to her difpo- 
fition , being addifted to melancholly, as fhe is, thatit 
‘cannot but turn him into a notable contemot : ifyou will 
fee it, follow me.—— 

To. To the gates Tartar, 

of wit. 
And. Pie make one too. 


thou moft excellent devil 
Excunt. 


Finis Atus Secundi. 


VO E D 





Afus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Viola, and Clown. 


` Vio. Save thee Friend and thy Mufick : doft thou live 
by the Tabor ? 
Clo,No fir, T liye by the Church, 
Fio. Art thou a Churchman ? 


lec me fee thee a feward fiill} 


ftout, in yellow ftockings and crofs garter’d | 
Jove, and my j 


Exit. 
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Clo, No fuch marter, fir, I do live by che Church: for, 
i [do live at my houfe, and my houfe dorh Rand by the 
Church. 

Vio. So thou maiek fay the King lyes by a beggar, if a 
beggar dwell near him: or the Church ftands by thy Ta- 
bor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church. 

Clo. You have faid, fic : To fee this age! A fentence is 
but a chev’rill glove coa good wit ; how quickly c he wrong 


i fide may be turn’d outward. 
with thee , the fortunate unhappy daylight and cham- | 


Fso. Nay thats certain: they that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo. | would therefore my fiter had no nare, Sir. 

Vio. Why man ? 

Clo Why, fir, her name's a word , and to dally with 
that word, might make ay fifter wanron : But indeed, 
words are very Rafcals, fince bonds difgrac’d them. 

Vio, Thy reafonman? 

Clo. Troth, fir, I can yield you none without words, 
and words are grown fo falfe, I am loath to prove reafon 
with them. 

Vio, i warrant thou art a merry fellow, and cart for 
nothing. 

Clo, Not fo, fir, 1 do care for fomething : but in my 
confcience, fir, do not care for you: if thar beto care 
for nothing, fir, | would it would make you invihble, 

Vie, Arenot thou the Lady Olivia's fool ? 

Cle, No indeed, fir, the Lady Ovia has no folly, the 
will keepno fool, fir, till fhe be married, and fools are 
as like husbands, as Pilchers are ro Herrings, the husband’s 
the bigger: lam indeed not ber fool, but her corrupter of 
words, 

Fio. 1 faw thee late at the Count Orfino’s 

Clo. Foolery , fir, he does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun, it fhines every where. | would be forry, fir, but the 
Fool fhould be as oft with your Mafter, as with my Mi- 
ftrefs: 1 think I faw your wifdom there. 

Veo. Nay, and thou pals upon me, lle no more with 
thee. Hold there’s expences for thee. 

Clo. Now Jove in his next commodity of hair, fend 
thee a beard. 

Vio. By my troth, Ple tell thee, 1 am almoft fick for 
one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is thy 
Lady within? 

Clo, Would nota pair of thefle have bred, fir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe, 

Clo. | would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, fir, to 
bring a Creffida to this Troylus, 

Vio. 1 underftand you, fir,’tis well bege’d. 

(lo. The marter 1 hopeisnot great, fir 5 begging, but a 
beggar : Creffida wasa beggar. My Lady is within, fir. J 
will confter to them whence you come , who you are, and 
what you would is out of my Welkin,I might fay, Ele- 
menr, but the word is over- worn. Exit, 

Vio. This fellow is wife enough to play the fool, 

And to do that well cravesa kind of wit: 

He muft cbferve their mood on whom he jefls, 
The quality of perfons, and the time : 

And like the Haggard, check atevery Feather 
That comes before hiseye. This is a practice , 
As full of labour as a Wife-mans Art: 

For folly thac he wifely fhews, is fit : 

But wile mens folly faln, quite taint their wit. 


Enter Sir Toby and Audrew. 


To. Save you Gentleman. 

Vio. And you fir. 

And, Dien vou guard Mounficur. 

Vio Et vouz. aufie voflee fervitnre. 

And. l hope, fir, you are, and iam yours. 

Te. Will you encounter the houfe, my Neece Is defi- 
rovs you fhould enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. 1 am bound to your Neece, fir, | mean fhe is the 


lift of my voyage. ‘J 
è. 


-rnn h yS, 
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To.-Tafte your legs, fir, put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better underftand me, fir, than Iun- 
derftand what you mean by bidding me tafte my legs. 

| To. I mean to go, fir, to enter. 

Vio. \ will anfwes you with gate and entrance, but we 
are prevented. 


Enter Olivia and Gentlewoman, 


Moft excellent accomplifh’d Lady, theHeavens rain O- 
dourson you. | 
| And. That youth’sarare Courtier, rain Odours, well. 
Vie. My matter hathno voice, Lady, but to your own 
moft pregnant and vouchfafed ear. 
And Odours, pregnant and vouchfafed: Vle get ’em 
al] three ready, 
Ol. Let the garden doorbe fhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. Give me your hand, fir. 
Vio. My duty,Madam, and moft humble fervice. 
Ol. What is your name ? | 
Vio. Cefariois your fervantsname, fair Princefs. 
Ol. My fervant, fir ? ‘Twasnever merry world ; 
Since lowly feigning was call’d complement : 
Yare fervaut to the Count Orfino( youth. ) 
Vie. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours : 
Your fervants fervant is your fervanr, Madam. 
Olivia. For him I think not on him: for-his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks rather than fill’d with me. 
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 
Ol. O by your leave I pray you. 
{ bad you never {peak again of him 3; 
But would you undertake another fuit ? 
[ had rather hear you to follicit that, 
Thao Mufick from the {phears. 
Vio, Dear Lady. 
1 Ol. Give me leave, I befeech you: I did fend, 
| After che laft enchantment you did hear, 
A Ringin chafe of you. So did! abufe 
My fell, my fervant, and I fear me, you : 
Under your hard conftruéction muff | fit, 
To force that on you in afhameful cunning 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you chink? 
Have you not fet mine honour ac the ftake, 
And baited it with allth’unmuzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your receiving 
| Enough is hewn, a Ciprefs, not a bofom, 
Hides my poor heart: fo let me hear you fpeak. 
Kio. i pity you. 
Ol. That’s a degree to love. 
Vio. No nota grice: for’tisa vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. 
Ol, Why then methinks iis time to fmile agen ; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ? 
If one Mould be a prey, how much better 
To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf ; 


Clock frikes. 


The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 
Be not afraid good youth, I will not have you ; 
And yet when wit and youth is come to harvef: 
Your wife is like to reapa proper man: 
There lies your way, due Welt. 

Vio. Then Weftward hoe: 
Grace and good difpofition attend your Ladithip; 
You'l nothing, Madam, tomy Lord, byme: . 

f Ol. Stay : I prithee cell me what thou think’ of mie ? 
Vio. That you do think you are not What you are. 
Ol. If I think fo,] think thefame of you. 

Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am. 
Ol. I would you were, as E would have you be, 
Vio. Would it be better , Madam, than Lam? 

I with it might, fornow [I am your fool. 


Twelfe-Nightt, Or what you will. 





Ol. O what a deal of (corn, looks beautiful ? 


| Inthe Contempt and anger of his lip ! 


A murderous guilt fhews not it felf more foon, 
Than love that would feem hid : Loves night is noon. 
Cefario, by the Rofes of the Spring, 
By maid hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I tove thee fo, that maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paffion hide : 
Do not extort thy reafons from this claufe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe: 
But rather reafon thus, with reafon fetter ; 
Love fought, is good ; but given unfought, is better. 

Vie. By innocence I {wear, and by my youtb, 
I have one heart, one bofome, and one truth, 
And that no woman has, ner never none 
Shall miftris be of it, fave I alone. 
And fo adieu, good Madam, never more, 
Will l my Mafters teats to you deplore, 

Ol. Yetcome again: for thou perhaps may’it move 
That heart, which now abhors to like his love. 

Exum. 





Scena Secunda. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


efnd. No faith, l’lenot Ray a jot longer, 

Tob. Thy reafondear venome, give thy reafon. 

Fab. You muft needs yield your reafon, Sir An- 
drew. 

And. Marry I faw your Neece do more favours: to the 
Counts Serving-man, than ever fhe deftow’d upon me. | 
faw’t i’ch Orchard. 

To. Did fhe fee thee the while, old boy, tell me that? 

4n. As plainas! fee you now. 

Fabi, This was a greatarpument of love in her toward 


U. 

And. Slight ; will you make an Afso’ me ? 

Fabi. | prove it legitimate, fir, upon the oaths of judg- 
ment, and reafon. 

To. And they have been grand Jury-men, fince before 
Noab was a Sailor. : 

Fabs. She did fhew favour to the youth in your fight, 
only to exafperate you,to awake your dormoufe valour, to 
put fire in your Heart, and brimftone in yout Liver: you 
(hould then have accofted her, and with fome excellent 
je(ts (fire-new from the mint) you fhould have bang’d the 
youth into dumbnefs : chis waslook'd for at your hand, 
and this was baulkt: the double gilt of this opportuni- 
ty you ler time wafh off, and you are now fail’d into 
the Northof my Ladies opinion, where you wil hang 
like an Ifickleon a Dutchmans beard, unlefs you do re- 
deem it by fome laudable attempt, either of valour or 
policy. 

An. And’t be any way, it muft be with Valour, for 


| Policy I hate: I had as lief be a Brownilt, as a Politi- 


cian. 
| To. Whythen build me thy fortunesupon the bafis of 
‘valour. Challenge me the Counts youth to fight with him, 


hurt himin eleven places, my Necce fhall take note of it, 
and affure thy felf, there is no love-broker in the world 
can more prevail in mens commendation with women, than 
report of valour. 
Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 
An. Wil either of you bear me a challenge to him ? 
To. Go write itin a martial hand, be curft and brief : 
it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and full of 
invention: taunt him with the licenfe of Ink : if rhou 
thou'ft him fome thrice, it fhalf not be amifs, andas ma- 
ny Lies, as will lie in thy theet of paper, augos the 
eet 


ee eee 


fheer were big enoagh for rhe bed of Ware in England, 

fer ’emd own, goabour it. Let there be gall enough in thy 

ink, rho chou write with a Goofe-pen, no matter : about 

it. 

And, Where fhalll find you ¢ 

To. We'll call thee at the Cobiculo : Go. | 
Exit Sir Andrew. 


Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir Toby. 

Tob. |have been deat tohim lad, fome two thoufand 
ftrong, or fo. 

Fa, We fhall have a rare Letter from him ; but you’ll 
nor deliver’r. 

Tob. Never truft me then : and by all means ftir on the 
youth co an anfwer, I think Oxen and wain-ropes cannot 
hale them together, For Andrew, if he were open’d, and 
you find fo much blood in his Liver, as will clog the foot 
of-a flea, P'le eat the ret of th’ anatomy. 

Fab And his oppofite the youch bears in hisvifage no 
grear prefage of cruelty. 


Enter Maria. 


Tob. Look where the younget Wrenof mine comes. 

Mar. \f you defire the fpleen, and will laugh your 
felvesinto ftitches, follow me , yond gull Malvolio is turn- 
ed Heathen, a very Renegatho: for there is no Chriftian 
that means to be faved by believing rightly, can ever be- 
lieve fuchimpoflible paflages of grofnefs. He’s in yellow 
ftockings. 

Tob. And crofs garter'd? 

Mar. Moft villanoufly: lke a Pedant that keeps a 
School th Church: Ihave dog’d him like his murtherer. 
He does obey every pointof the Lecter that I dropt, to 
betray him; He does fmile his face into more lines , 
than is in the new Map, with the augmentation of the 
Indses , you have not feen fuch a thing as ‘tis : 1 can hard- 
ly forbear hurling things at him. I know my Lady will 
ftrike him: if the do, he'll (mile, and cak’t for a great fa- 
vour. 

To. Come bring us, bring us where he is. 

Exeunt omnes. 


ae “Ue SETS 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sebaftian, and Anthoniv. 


Seb. [would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince youmake your pleafure of your pains, 
C will no further chide you. 

eAnth. | coulc not ftay behind you: my defire 
(More fharp than filed fteel ) did {pur me forth, 
And not all love ro fee you (tho fo much 
As migbt have drawn one to a longer voyage ) 
But jealoufy, what might befal your travel, 
Being skillefsin thefe parts : which to a ftranger, 
Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough,and unhofpitable. My willing love, 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear 
Set forth in your purfuir. 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 
[can no other anfwer make, but thanks : 
But were my worth, as is my confcience firm, 
You fhould find better dealing: what's todo? 
Shall we go {ce the relicks of this Town? 

Ant. To morrow, fir, beft firlt go fee your Lodging: 

Seb. 1 am not weary, and'tis longto night, 
[pray youlet us fatisfy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame 
That do renown this City. 

* 


we JE Night, Or what yon will. 
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Ant. Would you’ld pardon me : 

l do not without danger walk thefe ftreets. 

Once in a Sea-Fighe ’gainft the Counc his gallies, 

l did fome fervice, of fuch note indeed, 

That were I tane here, it would fcarce be anfwet'd. 
Seb. Belike you flew great number of his people. 
Ant, Th’ offence is notof fucha bloody nature, 

Albeic the quality of time, and quarrel 

Might well have given us bloody argument, 

It might have fince been anfwer’d in repaying 

Whar we took from them, which for Traffick’s fake 

Molt of our City did. Only my felf Rood out 

for which if I be lapfed in this place 

I (hall pay dear. 

Seb, Donot then walk too open. 
ent. It doth not fit me : hold fir, 

In the South Suburbs at the Elephant 

Is beft to lodg : I will befpeak our dier, 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 

With viewing of the Town, there fhall you have me. 
Seb. Why I your purfe 7 
Ant. Haply your eye fhall light upon fome toy 

You have defireto purchafe: and your Rore 

I think is nor for idle Markets, fir. 

Seb. Ple be your purfe-bearer, and leave you 

For an hour, 
cnt. To th’ Elephant. 
Seb. 1 do remember. 


here’s my purfe. 


Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Olivia, and Matia. 


Ol. Ihave fent after him, he fays he’! come: 
How fhal! I feat him ? What beftow of him? 
For youth is bought more ofr, than bep’d, or borrowsd. 
| {peak tooloud : Where's Malvolio, he is fad, and civil, 
And fuits well for a fervant with my fortunes, 
Where is Malvolio ? 

Mar. Hes coming, Madam: 

But in very range manner. He is fure poffet, Madam. 

Ol, Why, what’s the matter, does he rave? 

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but finile : your 
Ladithip were beft to have fome guard about you, if he 
come, for fure the man is tainted in’s wits. 

Ol. Go call him hither. 


Emer Malvolio. 


Tam as mad as he, 
If fad and mecry madnefs equal be. 
How now Malvolio? 
Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. 
Ol. Smil’ft thou ? I fence for thee upon a fad occafion. 
Mal. Sad Lady, | could be fad : 
This does make fome obftruétion in rhe blood ; 
This crofs garrering, buc what of that ? 
If it pleafe the eye of one, it is with me 
Sonnet is: Pleafe one, and pleafe all: 
O!. Why ? How do’it thou man ? 
What is the matter with thee ? 
Mal: Not black in my mind 
legs: It did come to his 
be executed. 
hand. 
Ol. Wilt thou goto bed, Afalvolie ? 
Ata. To bed? | fweet hearr : and l'le come to thee. 
Ol, God comfort thee : why doft thou fmile fo, and kif 
thy hand fo oft? | 
Mar. How do yov, Malvelio? 


as the very true 


» though yelow in my 
hands, and Command: hal! 
I think we do know the fweet Roman 


Aa! 


A 
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Mal. At your requelt: 
Yis, Nightingales anfwer Daws. 

Mar, Why appear you with this tidiculoos boldnels be- 
fore my Lady ? s 

Mal. Be not afraid of greatnels: ’twas well writ. 

Ol What meaneftthou by that Malvolio > 

Mal. Some are bora great. 

Ol. Ha? 

Mal. Some atchisve greatnefs. 

O! What fayt thou? 

Mal, And fome have Greatnefs thruft upon them. 

O', Heaven reftore thee: 

Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow Stock. 
ings 

Ol. Thy yellow Stockings ¢ 

Mal. with d to fee thee crofs-garter’d- 

Ol! Crofs-parter’d ? 

Mat. Goto, thou art made, if thou defir’& to be fo. 

Ol. Am] made ? : 

Mal Unor, let me fee thee a Servant fill. 

Ol. Why this is very. Midfummer madnefs. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the young Gentleman of the Count Orfs- 
no’s is return’d, I could hardly entreat him back, he at- 
tends your Lad fhips pleafure. 

Ol. Vie come to him. 

Good Marta, let this fellow be look’d to, Where’s my 
Coulin Toby, let fome of my people have a fpecial care of 
him! would not have him mifcarry for the half of my Co 
ry. xit. 
Mal. Oh, ho, do you come near me now? no worle 
man than Sir Toby to look tome. ‘This concurs direétly 
with the Letter, the fends himon pucpofe, thae | may ap- 
pear ftubborn tohim; for the incites me to that in the 
Letter. Caft thy humble flouph, fays the; be oppofire 
with a Kiofman, furly with Servants, let thy Tongue 
fang with Arguments of State, pur thy (elf into the trick 
af fiogularity : and coniequently fets down the manner 
how: as a, fad face, a reverend carriage, a flow Tongue, in 
the habit ot fome Sir of note, and to forth. I have limd 
her, burit is Joves doing, and Fove make me thankful. 
And when fhe went away now, leethis Fellow be look’d 
ro: Fellow? not AMalunlio, nor after my degree, but Fel- 
low. Why every thing adheres together, that no dram 
ofa fcrupl: ; no fcruple of a fcruple,; no obftacle ; noin- 
creculous or unlafe circumftance: What can be faid? No- 
thing thar can be, can come between me, and the foll pro- 
fortof myhopes. Well Jove, nor J, isthe docr of this, 
and he is to be thanked. 


Enier Toby, Fabian. and Maria; 


To. Which way is he in the name of fan&ity ? If all the 
Devils ot Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himfelf pof- 
ick him, yet Vile fpeak to him. . 

Fab. Here he is, here he is: how is’c with you fir? 
How 19°% with vou man ? 


- Mal. Go off,- i difcard you: let me enjoy my private : : 


ao off. 

À Mët Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within him; 
dia not Ltell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to have 
a care of him. 

Mal. Atha, does fhe fo? 

To. Go to, goto: peace, peace: we-muft deal gently 
with him: Lec me alone. How do you do, Afalvolto ? How 
ist with you? What man, defic the Devil: confider, he’s 
an enemy to mankind, 

Mal. Doyou know what you fay? 

Mar. La yeu, and you {peak ill of the Devil, how he 
tak-s st at hearr. Pray God he be not bewitch’d 

Fab. Carry his water to th’ wife Woman. 

Mar. Marry and it {hall be done to morrow morning 


| you nat fee you move him ? 





if I live. 
Ple fay. 
Mal. How now Miftris ? 
Mar. Oh Lord. 
To. Prethee hold thy peace, that isnot the way: Do 


My Lady would not lofe him for more than 


Fa. No my gentlenf, gently, gently: the Fiend is 
rough, and will not be roughly us’d. 

To, Why how now my havock ? how dof thou chuck? 

Mal, Sir, 

Jo I biddy, come with me. What man, sis net for 
gravity to play at cherry- pit with Satan. Hang him foul 
Collier. 

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers Minx. 

ms No I warrant you, he will not hear of godli- 
nefs, 

Mal. Go hang your felves all: you are idle thallow 
things, I am not of your Element, you fhall know more 
hereafter. Exit. 

To. Is’t poble? r 

Fab. If this were plaid upon a ftage now, I could con- 
demnit as an unprofitable fiktion. 

To. His very genius hath taken the infeétion of the de- 
vice Man. 

Mar, Nay purfue hid now, left the device take air, and 
taint. 

Fe, Why we fhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The hovfe will be the quieter. 

To. Come, well have him in a dark Room and bound. 
My Neece is already in the belief that he’s mad: we may 
carry it thus for our pleafure, and his penance, till our ve- 
ry paftime tired out of breath, promptus tohave mercy 
on him: at which time,we will bring the device to the bar, 
= crown thee for a finder of Madmen: bur fee, but 
ee. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


Fa. Mcre matter for a Afay morning. 

And. Here's the Challenge, read it: 1 warrant there's 
Vinegar and Pepper in’c. 

Fab. 1s’t fo fawcy ? 

And. l, ist? I warrant him: do but read. 

To, Give me. 
Youth, whatfoever thon art, thon art but a feurvy fellow. 

Fa. Gocd and valiant. 

To» Wonder not, nor admire tn thy mind wky I do call 
thee fo, for I will fhew thee noreafon for'e. (Law. 

Fa. A good note, that keeps you from the blow of the 

To. Thou cowft to the Lady Olivia, and in my fight fee 
ufes thee bindly , bus thom lieft in thy throat, that 13 not the 
matter I challenge thee for. 

Fa. Very brief, and to cxceeding good fenfe-lefs, 

To. Iwill way-lay thee going home, where if is be thy 
chance to kill me, 

Fa. Good. 

To. Thon kill f me like arogne anda villain. 

Fa. Still you keep o’th windy fide of the Law: good. 

To. Fare the well, and God bave mercy upon our Soxis. 
He may have mercy upon mine, bat my hope is better, and fo 
look to thy felf. Thy friend as thon feh bim, and thy fworn 


‘enemy, Andrew Ague-check. 


To. 1f this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot: 


Ple givet him. 


Mam You may bave very ft occafion fore: he isnow 
in fon.e commerce with my Lady, and will by and by de- 
art. : 

f To. Golic Andrew; {cout me for him at the corner 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily: fo foon as ever thou 
feeft him, draw, and as thou draw’ft ,fwear horribly: for 
it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible Oath, with a fwagger- 
iog accent fharp'y twang’d off, gives manhood morc 
approbation, 


e» 


f welf- Night, Or what you will 


approbation. than ever proof it felf would have c¢arn’d 
him. Away. 
And. Nay let meatone for fwearing. Exit. 
- To. Now will not ! deliver this Letter: for the behavi- 
our of the young Gentleman, gives him out to be of good 
capacity, and breeding : his imployment between his 
Lord and my Neece, confirms no lcfs. Therefore, this 
Letter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
rourin the youth: he will find thar it comes from a 
.Clodde. pole. But fr, l will deliver his challenge by 
word ofinouth ;let upon Ague-check a notable report of 
valour, and drive the Gentleman (as I know his youth will 
aptly receivcit )into a moft hideous opinion of his rage , 
skill, fury, and impetuofity. This wi'l fo fright chem both, 
that chey will kill one another by the look, like Cockatri- 
cel. 


En‘er Olivia, and Vila. 


F. Here he comes with your Neece, give them away 
1 till he cake leave, and prefencly after him. i 
To. | will meditate the while upon fome horrid mef- 
fage for a Challenge. Exeunt. 
Ql. } have faid teo much unto a heart of ftone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary on’t: 
There’s fomething in me that reproves my fault - 
But fucha head-{trong potenc fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 
Vio. With the fame haviour that your paffion bears, 
Goes onmy Malter’s griefs. 
Ql. Here, wear this Jewel for me, cis my pidture : 
Refufe it nor, it hath no tongue to vex you: 
And I befeech you come agaiu to morrow. 
Waat fhall you ask of me that Ple deny , 
That (honour fav'd )may upon asking give ? 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true lave for my Mafter. 
Ol. Row with mine honour may l give him that, 
Which | have given to you? 
Vio. 1 will acqu t you. 
Ol. Well, come again to morrow : fare-thee-well 
A Fiend like thee might bear my foul to hell. _ Exit. 


` Enter Toby and Fabian, 


To. Gentleman, God fave thee. 

Vio. And you, fir. 

To. That defence chou haft, betake thee to’s: of what 
nature the wrongs are thou haft dune him , 1 know not : 
but thy intercepter full of defpighr, bloody as the Hunter, 
attends thee at the O-chard end: difmcuot thy Tuck, 
be yare in thy preparation, for thy aflailant is quick, skil- 
ful, and deadly. 

Vio. You miftake, fir, 1 ame fure, no mas hath any 
quarrel to me: my remembrance is very free and clear 

i from any image of offence done to any. man. 

To, You'l find it otherwile, [ affure you: therefore, if you 
hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard: for 
your oppofite hath in him, what youth, Rrength, skill 
and wrath can furnifh aman withall. 

Vio. \ pray you, fir, what is he ? 

To. He is knight dubb’d with unhatch’d Rapicr, and 
on carpet confideration, but he is a devil in private brawl; 
fouls and bodies hath he divore’d z tbree and his incenfe- 
ment at this moment isfo implacable, that fatisfagétion 
can he none, but by pangs of death and fepulcher: Hob, 
nob, is his word: giv’c or tak’t. | 

Vio. \will return again into the houfe, and delire fome 


condué of the Lady. Lam no fighter, I have heard of |. 


fome kind of men that put quarrels purpolely on others 
to tafte rheir valour ; belike this isa man of that quirk. 
To. Str, no: his indignation drives it felf our of a 
very competent injury , therefore get you on,and give 
his defire. Back you fhall noc tothe houfe, unlels you 
undertake that with me, which with as much fafety you 
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might anfwer him: therefore on, or firip your (word 
ftark naked: for meddle you maf, that’s certain, or for- 
{wear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This isas uneivil as ftrange. | befeech you do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight what 
my offence to him is’: it is fomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpofe. 

To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, tay yon by this Gen- 
tleman cill my reiurn. Ex Toby. 

Vio. Pray you fir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know the Knight is inecns’d againft you, even 
to amortal arbitremcor, but nothing of che clrcumftanc 
more. 

Vio. \ befeech you, what manner of manis he? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read him 
by his form, as you are like to ind him in the proof of 
his valour. He is indeed, fir, the moft skilful, bloody, and 
fatal oppofite that you could poffibly have found inany 
part of /lirya : will you walk cowards him ? 1 will make 
your peace with him, if [ can. 

Vso. 1 fhall be much bound to you for'r : 1 am one 
that had rather go with fic Prieft, uhan fir Knight :1 care 
noc who knows fo much of my merte, Exeunt. 


Enter Toby and Andrey. 


Tob, Why man, he’s a very devil, I have not feen fuch 
a firago: I hada pafs with him, rapier, fcabbard, and all : 
and he gives me the ftuck in with fuch a mortal motion, 
chat itis invitable : and on the anfwer, he pays you‘as 
(urely, as your feet hits the ground thry ftep on. They fay, 
he has been Fencer tothe Sophy. 

And. Pox on’r, lle not meddle with him. 

To. 1, but he will not now be pacified, 

Fabian can fearle hold him yonder. 

An. Plague on't and Ithoughe he had been valiant, 
and fo cunning in Fence, I’de have feen him damn'd ere 
Pde have challeng’d him. Let him let che matter flip, and 
Ile give him my horfe, gray Capiler. 

Tob. Pie make the motion: Rand here, make a Good 
thew on’t this fhatl end withour the perdition of fouls; 
marry I’le ride your horfe, as well as | ride you. 


Enter Fabian, evd Viola. 


I have his horfe to take up the quarrel, I have perfwaded 
him the youth’s a devil. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him: and pants, 
and looks pale, as if a Bear were at his heels. 

To There’s no remedy, fir, he will fight with you for’s 
oath fake: marry he hath better bethought him of his 
quarrel, and he finds thatnow fcarce to be worth talking 
of; thereforedraw for the fuppottance of his vow , he pro- 
tefts he will nor hurt you, 

Fio. Pray God defend me; alittle thing would make 

me tell them how couch I lack of a man. 

Pab. Give ground if you fee him furious. 

To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy ; the Gen- 
leman will for his honours fake have one bou cwirh you: 
he cannot by the Duello avoid ic: butrhe has promifed 
me, as heisa Gentleman and a Souldier, he will not hurt 
you. Come on, to’t. 

e4nd, Pray God he keep his oath. 


Enter Antonio. 


Vso. 1 do affure you ’tis againft my will. 
Ant. Put up your word ; ifthis young Gentleman 
Have done offence, 1 take the fault on me: 
If you offend tim, | for him defie you. 

Tob. You fir ? Why, whatare you ? 

ent. One fir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Tob, Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for and 

© itr 
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Enter Officer. 


Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold: here come the Officers. 
Tob. Plebe with you anon. 
Vio. Pray fir, put your word up if you pleafe. : 
And. Marry willl fir ; and for that I promis'd you I’le 
be as good as my word. He will bear you eafily, and rains 
well, 
1, Off. This is the man, do thy Office. 
2. Of. Anthonio, i arreft thee at the fuit of Count Or- 
e4nt, You do miftake me, fir. (fino. 
1. Off. No fir, no jot: I know your favour well : . 
Tho now you have no fea-cap on your head : 
Take him away, he knows I know him well. 
Ant. | wut obey. Thiscomes with feeking you: 
Buc there’s no remedy, J fhall anfwer ic: 
What will youdo ? now my neceflity 
Makes me to ask youfor my purle. Ic grievesme 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befals my felt: you ftand amaz’, 
| Be of comfort. 
2. Off. Come fir, away. 
Ant. I muf intreat of you fome of that money. 
Vio. What money, fir? 
For the fair kindnefs you have fhew’d me here, 
And part being prompted by your prefent trouble, 
| Out of my fean and low ability 
le lend you fomething: my havingis not much, 
Ple make divifion of my prefent with you : 
Hold, there’s half my Coffer. 
Ant. Will youdeny me now? 
Is’t poffible, that my deferts to you 
Can lack perfwafion ? Do not tempt my mifery, 
Left that it make me fo unfound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindneffes 
That [have done for you. 
| Vio, 1knowof none. _ 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature. 
| | hate ingratitude more in aman, 
| Than lying, vainnefs, babling drunkennefs, 
Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruprion 
Inhabits our frail blood. 
Ant. Oh heavens themfelves ! 
2. Of. Come, fir, l pray you go. 
Ant. Let me {peak alittle. This youth that you fee here, 
| {natch’d one half out of che jaws of death. 
Reliev’d him with fuch fan@tity of love 5 
And to his image, which me thought did promife 
Moft venerasle worth, did! devotion. 
1, Off. What’s that to us, the time goesby: away, 
Ant. But oh, how vild anido! proves this God ! 
Thou haft Sebaffian done good feature fhame, 
In nature there’s no blemifh butthe mind: =~ 
None can be eall’d deform’d but the unkind. 
| Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks,o’te-flourtfh’d by the Devil. 
1. Of. The man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, fir, 
Ant. Lead me on. 
Vio. Methinks his words do from fuch pafon fly, 
That he believes himfelf, fo do not I. 
Prove tcue imagination, of prove true, 
| That I dear brother, de now tane for you. 
To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian: Well 
whifper o’re a couplet or cewoof moftfagefaws. ` 
| . Vio. He nam’d Sebaftian : I my brother know 
Yes living in my plafs: even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
f Still in this fafhion, colour, ornament, 
I For him I imitate : Oh if it prove, | 
Tempefts are kind, and fale waves frefh in Jove. 
: Exit. 
Yob, A very difhoncft paltry boy, and more a coward 


T welf: Night, Or what yon will, 


Exst.| 0 


p SS 


than a Hare: his difhonefy appears, in leaving his friend | 
here in necefhity, anddenying him: and for his coward- 
fhip ask Fabian. 
_ Fab. A Coward, a moft devout Coward, religious in 
it. 

And. Slid, l'le after him again, and beat him, 

To. Do, cuff him founcly, but never chy fword. 

And, And Ido not. 

Fab. Come let’s fee che event. 

Zo. I daze fay any money, ’twill be nothing yet. 

Exit, 





Actus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Sebaftian, and Clown. 


rs Wilf you make me believe that I am not fent for 
you 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolifh fellow, 

Let me be clear of thee. l 

Clo; Well held ovt i’faith : No,1 do not krow you,nor 
lam not fent to youby my Lady, ro bid you come {peak 
with her: nor your name isnot Mafter Cefario, nor this 
is not my nofe neither: nothing that it fo, is fo. 

Seb. 1 prethee vent thy folly fomewhere elfe, thou 
know’ft not me. 

Clow. Vent my folly : He has heard that word of fome} 
great man, and now applies it to a fool, Venemy folly !1 
am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a Cock- ! 
ney: | prethee now ungird thy Rrangenefs, and tell me what | 
I fhall vent tomy Lady ; fhal) I vent to her that thou art] 
coming ? 

Seb. I prethee foolifh Greek depart from me, there’s 
money for thee. If you tarry longer, 1 fhall give worfe} 
payment. 

Clo. By my troth thou haftan open hand: thefe Wife- 
men that give fools mony, get themfelves a good report, | 
after fourteen years purchafe. | 


Enter Andrew , Toby; and Fabian. 


And. Now fir, have I met you again ? there’s for you. 

Seb. Why there’s for thee, and there, and there: Are 
all the people mad ? 

To. Hold fir, or Ple throw your dagger o’re the houfe.} 

Clo. This will I ted my Lady ftraight: 1 would not be 
infome of your coats for two-pence. 

To. Come on fir, hold. , 

And, Nay let him alone, Ple go another way to work § 
with him : Ile have an a€tion of Battery againft him, iff 
there be any law in /lyrsa: thol ftruck him frf, 
Yet it’s no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Tob. Come fir, Iwill not let you go. Come my young 
fouldier, put vp your iren: you are well fiefh’d : Come | 


n. 
Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What would’ft thou now? | 
If chou dar’ tempt me further, draw thy fword. 
To. What, what? Nay then I muft have an ounce or | 
two of thismalapert blood from you. 


Enter Olivia. 


Ol. Hold Toby, on thy life} charge thee hold. 

To. Madam. 

Of. Will itbe ever thus? Ungracious wretch, 
Fir for che Mountains, and rhe barbarous Caves, 
Where manners ne're were preach’d: out of my fight. 
Be not offended, dear Cefarso. 
Rudesby be gone, I prethee gentle friend, 

Let 








T welf-Naight, Or what you 


Let thy faic wifdome, not thy paflion fway 
In this uncivil, and unjuft extent 
Againit thy peace. Go with me tomy houfe, 
And here thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks 
This Ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
Maitt {mile at this: Thou fhalt not chufe but go : 
Do not deny, befhrew his foul for me 
He ftartedt one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Seb. What celifhis in this ? How runsthe ream ? 
Ocl am mad, or elle this isa dreame: 
Lee fancy filly fenfe in Lethe fteep , 
If it be thus ro dreamy, ftill let me fleep, 
Q!. Nay come I prezhee, would thoud’ft be rul’d by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 
Ol. O fay fo, and fo be. 
Exeunt. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this Gown, and this 
beard ; make ħim believe thov art Sir Topas the Cutat ; 
do it quikly. Pte call Sir Toby the whil’R. 

Clo. Well, I'le put it on, and I will deffemble my felf 
in’c and L would I were the firft that ever diffembled in 
fcha Gown. Iam not tall enough to become the fon- 
&ion well, nor leane enough to be thought a good Stu- 
dent: but to be faid an honeft mao, and a good Houlekee- 
per goes as fairely , as to fay , a careful man, and a great 
Schollar. The Competitors encer. 


Enter Toby. 


To. Jove blefs thee M. Parlon. 

Clo. Bonos dies fir Toby : for as the otd Hermit of Prange, 
that never faw Pen and Ink, very wittily faid to a Neece 
of King Gorbodacke, that is,is: fo ¥ being M. Parfon , 
am M, Parlon ;for whatis that, burt that ? and is, but is? 

To. To him fir Topas. 

Clo. What hoa, I fay, Peace in thisp ifon. 

To. The Knave counterfeits well: a good Knave. 


Malvolio within. 


Mal. Who calls there ? 

Clo. Sir 7apas the Curat, who comest vilite Malvo- 
lio the Lunaticke. 

ae. Sit Topas, fie Topas, good fir Topas goto my 
Lady. 

Clo, Out hyperbolicall fend, how vexeft thou this 
man ? Talkeft thou nothing bur of Ladies ? 

Tob. Well faid M. Parion. 

Mal. Sir Topas , never was man thus wronged, good 
fir Topssdo nor think lam mad: they have taide me 
here in hideous darknefs. 

Clu. Fye, thou difhoneh Sathan : I call thee by the moft 
modeft termes, for! am oneof thofe gentle ones, that 
will ufe the Divel himfelf with eurtefie: fayft thou that 
houfe is darke ¢ 

Mal. As hell fir Topss. z 

Clo, Why it hath bay Windows cranfparant as Bati- 
cadoes, and the clear ftones toward the South North, are 
as luftrous as Ebony : and yet complaineft thou of obftru- 
&ion ? 

i Afal. | am not mad fir Topas, [fay to you this houle is 
arke. : 

Clo. Madman thou erreft : I fay there is no darknefs 
but ignorance, in which thou are more puzcll’d than the 
Egyptians in their fogge. 

Mal. \fay this houfe is as dark as ignorance, though 
Ignorance were as dark ashell ; an I fay there was ne- 
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ver man thus abus’d, I am no more mid than you are 
mz the mie of it in any conftant queftion. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythspo; i 
Wilde-foule ? : —— E 

Mal. That 
inhabit a Bird. 

Clo, What think’ thou of his opinion ? 

_ Mal. I think nobly of the foul , and no way approve 
his opinion. 

Clo, Bare thee well: remain thou fill io darknef 
thou fhalt hold th’ opinion of P thageras, ere I will allo 4 
of thy wits, and feare to kill a oodcock, left thou dj.- 
poflefs the houfe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, fir Topas. 

To, a moft exquifice (ir Topas, 

Clo. Nay,I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou might have done this without 
and gown, he fees thee not. 

Tıb. Tokim in thine own voyce,and. bring me word, 
how thou find him: I would.we were all rid of this 
knavery. Ifhemay be conveniently deliever’d, | would 
he were, for Tamnow fo far in offence with my Neecc, 
thatl cannot purfue with any fifery this fport the up- 
fhot 1 Come by and by to my Chamber. Exit. 
i Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Kobin, tell me how thy Lidy 

ocs. 

Mal. Fool. 

Clo, My Lady is unkind; perdie, 

Mal- Fool, 

Cle. Alals why is fhe fo. 

Mal. Fool, I fay. 

Cle. She loves another. Who calle, ha ? 

Mat. Good Fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well-at 
my hand, help me toa Candicand Pen, Ink, and Paper: 
‘ Iam a Gentleman, € will live to be thankful to thee 
or’t. 

Clo. M. Malvolio » 

Mal. 1 good Fool. 

Clo, Alals fir, how fell you befides your five wits? 

Mal. Fool there was never man fo natorioufly a- 
bus’d : Lam as wellin my wits (fool) as thou art, 

Clo. But as well :then you are mad indeed, if you be 
ns hetter in your wits thana fool. 

Afal. They have here propertied me: keep me in 
darknefs, fend Minifters to me, Affes, and do all they 
canto face me out of my wits. 

Cle. Adivfe you what you fay : the Minifter is kete. 
Matvolio, Malvolie, thy witsthe heavens reftore : ende- 
vour thy tèif to flecp, and leave thy vainc bibble bab- 
ble 

Mal. Sir Topas. 

Cfo. Maintain no words with him good fellow. 

Who I Gr, nor I fir. God hny you good fir Tepas: Mar- 
ry Amen. [ willfir, 1 will fir, 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool t fay. 

Clo. Alas fir be patient. What fay you fir, I am fhent for 
‘peaking to you. 

Mal. Good fool help me to fome light, and fome 
Paper, Í tell thee I am as well in my wits, as any man sn 
Illyria, 

Clo, Well-a-day that you were fir. 

Mal. By this hand | am-good fool, fome Ink, Pa- 
per, and Light : and convey what I will fet down co my 
Lady: it fhall advantage thee more, than ever the bearing 
of Letter did. 

Clo. ] will help you too’r But-tell me true, are younot 
mad indeed, ordo you but connterleit ? 

Atal. Believe me, Iam nor, | tell thee true, 

Clo. Nay, Ie ne’re believe a madman till }fec his 
I will fetch you light, and paper, and Ink. (brains, 

Mab. Fool, Ie tequite itin the higheft degree ; 

I prethce be gone, 
Clo. Lam gone fir, andanon fir, 
[Ve be with youigain 


the foul of our Grandam , might happily 


thy beard 


a 


apd 


In a trice, like to the old vice, 
your need to fuftain- 
Who with Dagger of lath, in his rage and his wrath, 
cries ah ah, to the Devil < ; 
Like a mad Lid, pair thy nailes Dad, 


adieu good man Devil. Exit. 








Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sebaftean. } 


Seb. This the ayre, that is the glosious Sun , 
This Pearl fhe gave me, I do feelt, and feer. 
And though ’ris wonder-that enwraps me thus, 
Yet °tis not madnefs. Where’s Anshanio then? 
could not find him at the Elephant, 

Yet there he was, and there I foynd this credir, 

That he did range the Town to feek me out, 
{His counfell now might dome golden fervicey _ 

For chough my foul difputes well with’my fenfe, 

That this may be fome error, but no madnefs, 

Yer doth this accident and floud of Fortune, 

So far exceed all inftance, all difcoutfe, 

That 1 am ready to diftruft mine eyes, 

And wranple with my reafon that periwades me 

To any other truft, but that 1 am mad, 

Or etfe the Ladies mad, yet if “cwere fo, 

She could not {way her houfe, command her followers, 

Take, and give back affairs, and their difpatch, 

With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and ftable-bearing 

As I perceive fhe do’s : there’s fomething in’t 

That isdeceivable, Bue here the Lady comes. 


Enter Olivia, and Prieft. 


Ol. Blamenot this hate of mine: ifyou mean well, 
Now go with me, and with thisholy man ` 
into the Chantry by : there before him, 
And underneath that coniecrated roof, 
{Plight me the full affurance of your.faith, 
That my moft jealous, and too doubtful foul 
May live at Peace. He fhall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration keeo 
According to my birth, what do you fay? 
Seb Ple follow this good man, and go with you, 
And having fworn truth, ever will be true, 
Ol. Then lead the way good father, & heaven fo fhine, 
That they may fairly cote this act of mine, Exeunt. 


Finis Aflus Quarti, 





Afus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clown and Fabian. 


- Fab, Now as thou lov’ft me, let me fee this Letter. 
Clo. Good M. Fabien grant me another requeft. 
Fab. Anything. . 
Clo, Do not defire to fee this Letter. 
Fab, This is to give a Dog, andin recompence defire 
my dog again. 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curis, and Lords. 


Dus. Belong you to the Lady Givia, friends ? 


Twelf-Night, Or what yon will. 


Clo. i fir, we are fome of her trappings. 
eee know thee well; how do’ft chou my good 
Ow: 


Clo. Truly fir , the bettee for wy foes, and the worfe 
for my friends. 

Du. Juftthe contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clow. No fir, the worfe. 

Du. How can that be ? 

Clo. Mary fir, they praife me, and make an Afsof me s 
now my foes tell me plainly, I am an Afs : fo that by my 
foes fir, | profit in the knowledge of my felf, and b my 
friends Iam abufed: fo that conclufions to be as ki es, al 
your four negatives make your two affirmarives , why 
then the worfe ofmy friends, and the better for my foes, 

Du. Why this is excellenr. 

Clo, By my troth fir, no: ¢hough it pleafe you to be 
ane of my friends. 

Dn. Thou fhalt not be the worfe for me, there’s gold. 

Clo, But that it would be double dealing fir, I would’ 


you could make it anothee 


Du. © you give me ill counfel. a 

Clo. Put your Grace in your pocket fir, for this once, 
and let your. flefh and blood obey ic. 

Da. Well, Iwill be fo much a finner to be a double 
dealer : there’s another. 

Clo. Primo, fecundo, tertio, is a good play, and the 
old faying is, the third pays for all: the triplex fir, isa 
good tripping meafure, or the bells of S. Beanet fir, may 
„put you in mind, one;.rwo, three. ` 

Du. You xan fool no more money ont .of me at this 
throw : if you will let. your Lady know ! am here to 
{peak with her, and bring*her along with you, ic may 
awake my bounty further. l 

Clo, Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty till I come agen. 
| gofir,but í would not have you to think, that my de- 
fire of having is the fin of covetoufnefs: but as you fay fir, 
let your bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon, 

s Exit . 
Enter Anthonio and Officers.. 


Vio. Here comes the man fir, that-did. refeue me. 
Du. That face of his Ido remember well; 
Yet when .I faw it laft, ic was befmear’d 
As black as Vulcan, in the fmoak of War : 
A bawbling Veficl wasthe Captain of, 
For.fhallow draught and’Bulk unprizable, 
With which fuch feathful grapple did he make, 
With the moft noble bottom of our Fleet , 
That very envy, and the tongce of lofs 
Cri’d fame and honour on him - What’s the matter ? 
1. Ofi. Orfino, this is that Anthonio 
That took the Phenix, and her fraught from Candy; 
And this is he that did the Tiger boorc, 
When your young Nephew Tutus loft hisleg: 
Here in the ftreets, defperate of fhame and ftate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vio. Hc did me kindnefs; fe: drew on my fide, 
But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech upon me, 
I- know not what twas, bat diftraCtion. 
` Dú. Notable Pyrat, chou fale water Thief, 
What foolith boldnefs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom rhou in terms fo bloody, and fo dear 
Haft made thine enemies ?. 
Ant. Orfino : Noble fir, 
Be pleas'd that I fhake of thefe names you give me ; 
Anthonio never yet was Thief, or Pyrate, 
Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough 
Orfino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither - 
That moft ungrateful Boy there by your fide, 
From the rude feas inrag’d and fomy mouth 
Did I redeem : a wrack paft hope he was : 
Hs Life I gave him, and did there to add 
My love without retention, or reftrainr, i 
A 
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Alithisis dedication. For his fake, 
Did Lexpofe my felf (pure of his love) 
Into the danger of this adverfe Town, 
Drew todefend him, when he was befet: 
Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one would wink; deni’d be mine own purfe, 
Which | had recommended to his ule, 
Not half an hour before. ` 

Vio.. How can this be ? 

Du. When came he to this Town ? 

Ant. To day my Lord: and for three months before, 
No suterem, not a minutes vacancy, 
Both day and night did we keep company. 


Enter Olivia, and Attendants. 


Du. Here comes the Countefs; now heaven walks on 
earth: 
But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madnefs, 
Three months this Youth hath tended upon me, 
But more of that anon. Take him afide, 
Ol. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivie may teem ferviceable ? 
Cefarie, you do not keep promife with me. 
Vio. Madam. 
Da. Gracious Olivia. 
Ol. What do you fay Cefario? Good my Lord. 
Veo. My Lord would {peak, my duty hufhes me: 
Ol. If it be ought to the old tune my Lord, 
Ic isas fat and fullome to mine car 
As howling after Mufick. 
Du. Still fo cruel? 
Ol. Still fo conftant my Lord. 
Du. What to perverfnels ?_ you uncivil Lady 
| Towhofe ingrate, and unaufpicious Altars 
My Soul the faichfull'ft Offerings have breath’d out 
That ere Devotion tender'd. What fhall I do? 
Ol. Even what it pleafe my Lord, that fhall become him. 
Du. Why fhould I not, ( had I the heart to do it} 
Like to to the Egyptian Thief, at point of Death 
Kill whati love? (a favage jealoufte , 
That fometime favours nobly) but hear me this: 
Since you to noneé regardance caft my faith, 
And that | partly know the inftrument 
That fcrews me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the Marble-breafted Tyrant ftill. 
| Buc this your Minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by Heaven I (wear, I tender dearly; 
Him will | cear oucof that cruel Eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his Mafter (pight. 
Come Boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in mifchief : 
Ple facrifice the Lamb that 1 do love, 
To fpight a Ravens heart within a Dove. 
Vso. Andi moft jocond, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reft a thoufand deaths would dic. 
Ol. Where goes Cefarso? 
Vio. After him I love, 
More than ftlove thele eyes, more than my life, 
More by alt mores, than ere] fhall love wife. 
If 1 do feign, you witneffes above 
Punifh my life, for tainting of my Love. 
Ol. Ay me detefted, how am I beguil’d ? 
Vio. Who do’s beguile you? whodo’s do you wrong? 
Ol. Haft thou forgot thy felf? Isit fo long ? 
Call forth the holy Father. ) 
Du. Come, away. ` 
Ol. Whither my Lord ? Cefario, Husband, ftay. 
Dis. Husband ? 
Ol. I Husband. Can he that deny? 
Du. Her husband firrah ? 
Vio. No my Lord, not 1. 
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Or what you will. 24 
Ol. Alas, it is the bafenefs of chy fear, 

That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety : 

Fear not Cefario, take thy fortunes up, 

Be that thou know’ft chou art, and chen thou art 

AS great as thou fear’ft. 


Enter Psich. 


O welcome Father : 
Father I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold, tho lately, we intended 
To keep in darknefs, what occafion now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe ; what thon do’R know 
Hath newly pat between this Youth, and me. 
Prieft. A contra& of ecernal bond of Love, 
Confirm’d by mutual joynder of your hands, 
Attelted by the holy dole of lips, 
Strengthned by enterchangement of your Rings, 
And all the Ceremony of this compaé 
Seal’d in my Function, by my Teftimony : 
Since when, my Watch hath told me, toward my Grave 
i have travell’d but two hours. 
Da. O thou diffembling Cub: what wilt thou be 
When time hath fow’da grizzel on thy cafe? 
Or will not elfe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip thall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take hcr, but dire& thy feet, 
Where thou, and- (I henceforth) may never mect 
Vio. My Lord, I do proteft. 
O/, O donot {wear, 
How little Faith, tho thou haf too much fear. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


And. For the Love of God a Surgeon, and one pre- 


| fently to Sir Toby : 


Ol, What’s the matter ? 

And. “Vas broke my head a-crofs, and given Sir Toby a 
bloody Coxcomb too: for the love of God your help, | 
had rather than forty pound | were at home. 

Ol. Who has done this Sir Andrew ? 

efnd. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefario: we took 
him for a Coward, but he's the very Devil incardinate. 

Du. My Gentleman (efario? 

And. Odd’s lifelings here he is: you broke my head for 
nothing, and that that 1 did, I was fet on co do’t by Sir 
Toby. 

Vio. Why do you {peak to me, I never hurt you: 
You drew your Swordupon me without caufe, 

Buc befpake you fair, and hurt you noc. 


Enter Toby and Clown. 


end, lt abloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
me: I chink you fer nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here 
comes fir Toby halting, you fhal! hear more ; but if he had 
not been in drink, he would have tickl’d you other’ gates 
than he did. 

Du, How now Gentleman? how is’t with you? 

To. That's all one, has hurt me, and there’ an end on't; 
Sot, did ft thou fee Dick Surgeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he's drunk fir, above an hour agone: his cyes 
were at eight ith morning. 

To, Then he’s a Rogue after a paffy meafures Pavin: I 
hate a drunken Rogue. 

Ol. Away with him? Who hath made this havock 
with then? 
And. Vle help you Sir Toby, becaule we'll be dreft toge- 
ther. 

To. Will you help an Afs-head, anda Coxcomb, and a 
Knave, athin-faed Knave, 3 Guli ? 

Ol. Get him to Bed, and let his hure be look'd to. 


X 2 Enter 
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Enter Scbaftian. - 


Seb. 1 am Corry Madam | have hurt your kinfman : 
‘Bur had ie been the brother of my blood, 
1 inuft have done so lefs with wit and fafety. 
You throw a ftrange regard upon me, and by chat 
I do perceive it hath offended you : 
Pardon ime (fweet one) even for the vows 
We made each other, but folate ago. | 
Du One face, one voice, one habit, and two perfons, 
A natural Perfpeétive, that is, and is not. 
Sib. Anthonio, O my dear Anthonio ! 
How have the hours rack’d, and tortur’d me, 
Since | have loft thee ? 
Ant. Sebaftian are you? 
Seb. Fear’ thou that Anthonio ? 
e4nt. How have you made divifion of your felf, 
An ample cleft in two,is notmore twin 
Then thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaftian ? 
O!. Moft wonderful. 
Seb. Do I ftand there ? I never hada brother : 
Nor canthere be a Deity in my nature 
Qf here and every where. Ihad a fiter, 
Whom the blind waves and furges have devour’d : 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? 
What Countreyman? whatnamez ? what Parentage ? 
Vio. Of Meffaline : Sebaftian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaftian was my brother too: 
So went he fuited to his watery tomb: 
If fpirits can affume both form and fuir, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. Afpirit | am indeed, 
| But am in that dimenfion grofly clad, 
| Which from the womb did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reft go even, 
l| fhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Fiola. 
Pro. My Father had a Moal upon his brow, 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
Vio, And dvd that day when Mola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 
Seb. © that record is lively in my foul, 
He finifhed indeed his mortal a& 
That day that made my fifter thirteen years. 
Vio. 1f nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my mafculine ufurp’d attire: 
Do not embrace me, tilleach circumftance, 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That Iam Fiola, which to confirm, 
Pie bring you toa Captain inthis Town, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whofe gentle help, 
| was prelerv’d to ferve this noble Count: 
All theoceurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath been between this Lady, and hit Lord. 
Seb. ‘So comes it Lady, you have been wiltook : 
But nature to her bias drew in that: 
You would have been contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein (by my life)deceiv’d, 
You are betroth’d b oth to a Maid and man. 
Du. Be not amaz’d, right noble is his blood : 
if this be fo,as yet the glafs feems true, 
I fhall have fhare in this moft happy wrack, 
Boy, thou ha faid ro me a thoufand times, 
Thou never fhould’ft love woman like to me: 
Vio. And all thofe fayings, wil] I over-fwear 
And all thofe {wearings keep as true in foul, 
As doth that orbed continent, the fire, 
That fevers day from night. 
Du. Give me thy hand, 
And Jet me fee thee in thy womans weeds. 
Vio. The Captain that did bring me firk on fhore; 
Hath my Maids garments: he upon fome A&ion 
| s now in durance, at Aelvolso’s fuir, 
A 


= 1 welf- Night, Or what yon will. 


A Gentleman and follower of my Ladies. 

Ol. He thall enla rge him : fetch Malvolio hither, 
And yer alas, now I remember me, 
They fay, poor Gentleman, he’s much cifra&, 


Enter the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian, 


A moft exaéting frerzie of mine own, 


From my remembrance , clearly Ganifh his. 
How does he firrah 2 

Clo. Truly Madam, he holds Belzebub at the Raves end 
as well as a man in his cafe may do: hashere writ a letter 
to you, | fhould have given’¢ you to day morning. But as 
a mad mans Epiftles are no Gofpels, {oit skill» nor much 


| when they are deliver'd. 


Ol. Open’c and read tt. 

Clo. Look thento be well edified, when the fool deli- 
vers the Madam. _ By the Lord Madam. 

Ol. How now, art thou mad ? 

Clo, No Madam, 3 do but read madnefs: and your 
ase will have itas it ought to be, you muft allow 

Ox, 

Ol. Prethec read it i’chy right wits. 

Clo. So I do Madona: but to read his right wits, is 
to read thus: therefore, perpend my Princefs, and give 
ear. 

Ol. Read it you, firrah. 

Fab. Reads. By the Lord Madam, you wrong me, and 
the world fhall know it: Though you have put me into 
darknefs, and given your drunken Coz n rule over meyer 
have I benefit of my fenfes as well as your Ladithip. | 
have your own Letter , that induced me to rhe femblance | 
puton; with the which I doubt not, but to do my fell 
much right,or you much fhame: Think ofme as you pleafe; 
I leave my duty a little unthoughr of, and fpeak out of my 
injury. The madly us'd Malvoho. 

Ol, Did he write this ? 

Clo. | Madam. 

Duy. This favours not much of diftraétion. 

Ol. See him deliver’d Fabian, bring bim hither : 


My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further thought on, 


To think me as well a fiter, asa wife, 
One day fhall crown th’alliance on’t, fo pleafe you; 
Here at my honfe, and at my proper coft. l 
Du. Madam, I am moft apt pembrace your offer : 
Your Mafter quits yov : and for your fervice done him , 
So much againtt the metal of your fex, 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding, 
And fince you call’d me mafter, for fo long ; 
Here is wy hand, you fhall from this time be 
Your Mafters, Miftris. 
Ol. A fitter, you are thz. 


Enter Malvolio. 


Du. Is this the mad man? 

Ol. Imy Lord this fame: how now Malvelio? 

Mal, Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 

Ol. Have | Malvolio ? No. 

Mal. Lady you have, pray you perufe that letter. 
You muft not now deny it is your hand, 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe, 
Or fay ’tis not your feal, nor your invention: 
You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell mein the modefty of honour, 
Why you have given me {uch clear lights of favour, 
Bad me come {miling and crofs garter’d to you, 
To put on yellow ftockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Teby, and the lighter people : 
And ating this in an obedient hope? 
Why have you fuffer'd me tobe imprifon’d, 
Keptin a dark houfe, vifited by the Prieft, 
And made the moft notorious geck or gull 

That 
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That ere invention plaid on? Tell me why? 
Ol. Alas Afalvolio, this is not my writing, 

Tho | confefs, much hke the Chara&ter : 

But out of queftion, "cis Maria's hand. 

And now Ido bethink me, it was fhe 


Firft cold me thou waft mad; thencam’ft in fmiling, 


Andin fuch forms, which here were prefuppos’d 
Upon thee in the Letter: prethee be content, 
This pragtife hath moft fhrewdly paft upon thee: 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of tr, 
Thou fhalt be both the Plaintiff and the Judg 
Of thine own caufe. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak, 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Taint the condition of this prefent hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it fhall not, 
Moft freely I confefs my felf, and Toby 
Set this device againft Malvolio here, 
: Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againft hiw. Maria writ 
The Letter, at Sir Toby’s great importance, 
In recompence whereof, he hath married her : 
How with a fportful malice it was follow’d, 
May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge , 
If that the injuries be juftly weigh’d, 
That have on both fides paft. 


Hehath not told usof the Captain yet; 

When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A folemn Combination fhall be made 

Of our dear Souls. Mean time fweet Sifter, 
We will not part from hence. Cefario come 
(For fo you fhall be, while youare a man: J 

But when in other habits you are feen. 

Orfino’s Miftris, and his fancies Queen. 


Clown fings. 


When that Iwas and a little tine Rey, 
with bey, be, the Wind and the Rain: 
eA foolifh thing was but a toy, 
for the rain it rameth every day, 


But when ] came to mans eftate 
with hey, bo, &c. 
"Gainft Knaves and Thievesmen fhut their gate, 


for the Rain, &c. 


But when I came at laf to Wive, 
with bey, bo, &c. 

By {waggering could I never thrive, 
for the Rain, &c. 


Ol. Alas poor Fool, how have they baffi'd chee ? 

Clo, Why fome are born great, fome atchieve great- 
nefs, and fome have greatnefs thrown uponthem. K was 
one fir, in this Enterlude, one Sir Topas fir, but that’s 
allone: By the Lord Fool, lam not mad; but do you re. 
member, Madam, why laugh you at fuch a barren rafcal ? 
and you {mile not he’s gag’d ; and thus the whirl-gige of 
time , brings in his revenges. 

Mal, \'le be reveng’d on the whole pack of you. 

Ol. He hath been moft notorioufly abus’d. 

Du, Purfue him, and entreat him toa peace: 


Rut when I come unto my Beds, 

with hey, bo, &c. P 
With Tofpots fil had drunken beads , 

for the Rain, &e, 


cf great while a gothe World be gone, 
with bey, bo, &e. 

But that’s all one, our Play is done, 
and we'll firive to pleafe yon every day. 
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima. 








Enter Camillo, and Archidamus. 


f you fhall chance(Camillo) to vifit Bo- 

MA hemia, onthe like occafion whereon Scena Sec unda. 
my fervices are now on foot, you 
fhall fce Ças I have iaid ) great dif- | Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes Camillo. 
b ference berwixt our Bohemia and your 4 
Sicilia. ; 

Cam. 1 think, this common Sum- o: Noses of the watry Star hath been 
mer, the King of Sicilia means to oe A ee pon a ee 

' if e . 9 g 
pay Bokewia the vilitation, which he | Would be fld up (my Brother ) with our Thanks, 
And yet we fhould, for perpetuity, 





juflly owes him. hall th 
e : t . 5 . e 
Arch. Wherein our entertainment ia ame us: We | OG) pence indebt: and therefore, like a Cipher 


- 


Oo ee oma (Yee ftanding in rich place) I multiply 
Ach, Verily 1 fpeak it in che freedom of my knowledg : a S yem, pany thoufands moe, 
we cannot with fuch magnificence——in forare Leo. Stay your thanks a while, 


L know not what to fay We will give you fleepy And pay them when you part 








Drinks, that your fences ( un-intelligent of our infvffici- : 
: ; Pol. Sir, that’s to Morrow : 
e ev cannot praife us, as little accufe sd 
nae may, tho they p , fe l fam queftion’d by my fears of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abfence, that may blow 


tt You pay a greatdeal toodear, for what’s given No fneaping Winds at home, to make us fay, - 
rch. Believe me, I fpeak asmy underftanding inftrudts < is put onal n truly : befides, [ have ftay’d 
me, and as mine honelty puts it to utterance. iy e wil E 
Cam Sicilia cannot thew himfelf over-kind to Bohemia, sia gg er( Brother) 
They were train’d together in their Child hoods; and main noah mn 
there rocted betwixt them then fuch an affeftion, which a i ie aos 
cannot choofe but branch now. Since their more mature =e V = i B Pagen 
D gnities, and Royal Neceflities, made feparation of their he, ait = al te > i: a Gael i 
Seciety, their encounters ( tho not perfonal ) have been I * bo etime betwcen’s then > a a ae À 
royally atrornied with enterchange of gifts, Letters,lov- wy feat Ay- befeech fo: 
ing Embatfies, that they have feem’d to be together, tho | Th Ti oe you) ae es 
ablent: (hook hands, as over a Valt Sea, and embrac’d as |g i i iinet Steal th’ Wome 
it were from theends of oppofed Winds. The Heavens ao oy oo ae: Fe RRs 
onp a wall ere there neceffity in your requeft, altho 
i ae mrt ple ae 
or Matrer to alter ir, You have an unfpeakable comfort of ig E. te eri: a "o ba. 
your young Prince Mawmillins 5 it is a Gentleman of the | To Oa ae: ai Sp a 
erearift promife that ever came into my Note. Ẹ T o a T ) í eo 
Cam. Iv ry well agree with you in the hopes of him: a Tongu 4d a Queen? fpeak : 
it is a gallant Child one that (indeed) Phyficks the Sub-y z $ i E t ! - Si 3 a Pr es qi 
ic, makes old hearts frefh : they that went on Crutches y me 7 : on hy ‘ ir) hi ave ne ee peace » unti 
ere he was horn, delire yet their life, to fee hima man. ~ r hi =o i Tel na not to fay: you (Sir) ; 
Arch, Would they elfe be content to die? nee > pan m p ae wa are fure | 
Cam. Yes, if there were no other excufe, why they = t 0 ~* we t ma * ion, 
fhould defire to live. P C ns a. a ay this to him, 
Arch. If the King had no Son, they would defire to mh or a. Gui d pei 
) l ) i 
live on Crutches till he had one. Exennt. Eler. Tortell, he longs to fee hisSon, were Arong 3 
But let him fay fo then, and let him go , 
But let him {wear fo, and he fhall noc flay, 
VVe'l thwack him hence whith Diftaffs. 








Yet 











Yet of your Royal prefence, Ile adventure. 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, i’le give him my Commiffion, 
To let him there a Month, behind the Guett 
Prefix’d for’s parting: yet (good heed ) Leontes, 
{ love thee nota jaro’th Clock, bebind 
What Lady the her Lord, You'l {tay ¢ 
Fol. No Madam. 
Her. Nay, but you will ? 
Pol. 1 may not verily. 
Her, Verily? 
You put me off with limber vows : but T, 
Tho you would feek t'unfphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet fay, Sir, no going : verily 
You fhall not go 5 a Ladies verily is 
As potene as & Lords, Will you go yer ? 
Force me to keep you as a prifoner, 
Not like a Gueft: fo you fhall pay your Fees i 
! When you depart, and fave your thanks. How fay you ? 
My prifoner ? ormy Gueft? by your dread verily, 
One of them you fhall be. 
Pol, Your Gueft then Madam : 
To be your Prifoner, fhould import offending ; 
Which is for me lefs ealy to commit, 
Than. you to punifh. 
Her, Not your Goaler then, 
But your kind hoftefs, come, le queftion you 
Of my Lords tricks and yours, when you were boys 
You were pretty Lordings then ? 
Pol. We were (fair Queen) 
Two Lads, that thought there wasno more behind, 
But fuch a day to Morrow, as to day, 
And to be boy eternal. 
Her. Was nor my Lord 
The verier wag 0’ th’ two ? 
Pol. VVe wereas twin’d Lambs, that did frisk Pth’Sun, 
And bleatthe one at th’ other: what we chang’d, 
V Vas innocence, for innocence: we knew not 
The Doétrine of il'-Joing, no nor dream’d 
That any did: had we purfu’d that life, 
And our weak {pirits ne’re been higher rear’d 
With ftronger blood, we fhould have antwer’d Heaven 
Boldly, not guilty the impofition clear’d, 
Hereditary ours. 
Her. By this we gather 
You have tript fince. 
Pol. Omy moft facred Lady, 
Temptations have {ince then been born to’s; for 
In thofe unfiedg’d daies, was my wife a Girl ; 
Your precious telf had then nor crols‘d the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 
Her. Grace to boot : 
1 Of this make no conclufion, lett you fay 
Your Queen and I are Devils: yet go on, 
Th’ offences we have made you do, we'i an{wer, 
If you firtt finn’d withus: and that with us 
You did continue faulr ; and that you flipt not 
VVith any, but with us. 
Leo. Ishe won yet ? 
Her. He'll ftay, (my Lord) 
Leo, Army requeft, he would nor: 
Hermione (my deareft) chou never {pok’t 
To better purpole. 
Her. Never ? 
Leo, Never, but once. 
Hr, VVhat? have 1 twice faid well? when was’t before? 
I prethee tell me: crams with praife, and make’s 
Asfat ast methings : One good decd, dying tonguelefs, 
Slaughters a choufand, waiting upon thar, 
Our praifes are our wages. You may ride’s 
VVith onefofe kifs athoufand Furlongs, ere 
VVith fpur we heat an Acre. But to th’ Goal: 
My laft good deed was to intreat his ftay. 
VVhat was my firft ? it has anelder Sifter, 
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But once before I fpake to th’purpofe ? when ? 


Nay, letme have’t; Ilong. 


Leo. VVhy, that was when 
Three crabbed Months had fowr’d themfelves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand : 
And clap thy felf, myLove ; then did& thon utter, 
l am yours for ever. 
Fler. 'Tis Grace indeed. 
VVhy lo-you now ; I have fpoke to th’purpofe twice 3 
The one for everearn’da Royal Husband ; 
Th other, for fome while a Friend. 
Leo. Too hot, too hot: 
To mingle friendfhip far, is mingling bloods, 
| have Tremor Cordis on me: my heart dances, 
Buc not for joy ; notjoy. This entertainment 
May a free face put on; derives a Liberty 
Frou heartinefs, from bounty, fertile bofom, 
And we’l become the Agent; "t may, 1 grat; 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making praétis’d {miles 
Asin a Looking-Glafs : and then to igh, as *twere 
The Mort o’th’ Deer 5 oh, that is entertainment 
My bofome likesnor, nor my Brows. Mamilius, 
Art thou my boy ? 
Mam, {my good Lord. 
Leo. I feeks : ; 
VVhy that’s my Baweock 5 what ? has’t froutch’d thy nofe? 


Or I miftake you : O, would her name were Grace, 


‘They fay itis a Copy out of mine. Come Captain, 
We muft be neat ; not neat, cleanly Captain ; 
And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and rhe Calf, 
Are all call’d Neat. Still Virginelling 
Upon his palm ? How now (you wanton Calf) 
Arc thou my Calf ) ? 
Mam. Yesit you will (my Lord) 
Leo. Thoo want’it a rough path,& the fhoots that I have 
To be full, like me 5 yet they fay we are 
Almoft aslike as Egps 5 Women fay fo, 
(That will fay any thing) but were they falfe 
As o’re di’d Blacks, as wind, as waters; falfe 
As dice are to be wifh’d, by one that fixes 
No born ‘ewixt hisand mine ; yet were it true, 
To fay this boy were like me. Come ( fir Page } 
Look on me with your welkin eye; fweet villain, 
Moft dear’ft, mycollop: Can they dam, may’‘t b< 
AffeRtion ? thy tnrention fabs the Center. 
Thou do'ft make poffible things not be fo held, 
Communicat’ with dreams ( how can this be ?) 
With what’sunreal, thou coaétive art, 
And fellow’ft nothing. Then’cis very eredenr, 
Thou maift co-joyn with fomething, and thou dof, 
(And that beyond commiffion) and { find it, 
( And that to the infe€tion of my Brains: 
And hardning of my Brows, ) 
Pal. What means Sicilia? 
Her, He fomething feems unfetled. 
Pol. How? my Lord? 
Leo. What cheer ? how ist with you, belt Brother ? 
Her.Y ou look as if you held a brow of much diftra€tion, 
Are you mov'd (my Lord? ) 
Leo, No,in good earneft. 
How (ometimes Nature will betray its folly ? 
ivs tendernefs ? and make it felf a paftime 
To harder bofoms ? Looking on the Line: 
Of my Boys face, methoughts [ did recoil 
Twenty three years, and taw my felf unbreach’d, 
in my green Velvet Coat; my Dagger muzzel’d, 
Left it fhould bite iv’s Mafter, and fo prove 
(As Ornaments oft does) too dangerous ; 
How like(me thought) I then was co this Kernel) 
This Squafh, this Gentleman. Mine honech friend, 
Will you take Eggs for Moncy ? 
Mam. No (ay Lord) Fle fight. 
Leo. You will: why happy man be’s dole. My Brother 
è Are 
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Are you fo fond of your young Prince, aswe 
Do feem to be of ours? 

Pol. Ifat home (Sir) 
Here’s all my Exercife, my Mirth, my Matter 5 
Now iny fworn Friend, and then mine Enemy 3 
My Parafite, my Soldier , States-man; all 
He makes a July’s day, thort as December , 
And with his varying Childnefs, cures in me 
Tho ghts, that fhould think my Blood. 

Les. So ftands rhis Squire 
1 Offe’d with me: We two will walk ( my Lord) 
And leave you to your praver Reps. Hermione. 
How thou lov’ft us, fhew in our Brothers welcom 5 
Let what is deer in Sicily be cheap: 
Next to thy felf, and my young Rover, he’s 
Apparent to my heart. 
| Her, If you would feek us, 
We are yours ’th’Garden: fhall’s attend you there ? 


Leo, To your own bents difpofe you : you’d be found, 


Be you beneath the Sky: [ am angling now, 
(Tho you perceive me not how I give Line) 
Go to, goto. 
How fhe holds up the Neb ? the Bill to him? 
And arms her with the boldnefs of a Wife 
To her allowing Husband. Gone already, 
Inch thick, Knee deep; ore head and ears a fork’d ones 
Go play (Boy) play: thy Mother plays, and I 
Play coo; but fo difprac’d a part, whofe iffue 
Will hifg me tomy Grave: Contempt and Clamor 
will be my Knell. 
(Or lam much deceiv’d) Cuckolds ere now , 
And many aman there is (even at this prefent, 
Now, while I fpeak this) holds his Wife by th’ Arm. 
That little thinks fhe has been fluic’d in’s abfence, 
| And his Pond fifh’d by hisnext Neighbour (by _ 
Sic Smil, his Neighbour :) nay, there’s comfort in’t, 
Whiles other men have Gates, and thofe Gates open’d 
(As mine) againft their will. Should all defpair 
That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
| Would hang themfelves. Phyfick fos’t, there’s none: 
| Itis a bawdy Planec that will ftrike 
Where’ris predominant ; and "tis powerful: think it : 
From Eaft, Weft, North and South, be it concluded, 
1 No Barricado for aBelly .Know’s, 
Ic will let inand out the Enemy, 
With bag and baggage: many a thoufand one’s 

Have the difeafe, and fecl’t not. How now Boy? 
| Mam. Lam like you they fay. 

Leo. Why, that’s fome comfort. 
What? Camillo there? 
Cam. I, my good Lord. 


Leo. Go play ( Mamillixs) thov’rt an honeft man : 


Camillo, this great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

Cam. Youhad much ado to make his Anchor hold, 
When you caft oyt, it fill came home. 

Lco. Didh note it? 

Cam. Hé would not ftay at your petitions, made 
His bufinef: more material, 

Leo. Did perceive it? 


They’re here with me already 3 whifp’ring, rounding : 


Sicilia is afo-forth: "tis far gone, 
When I fhall guft it lat, How cam’s (Camillo) 
That he did ftay? 
Cam. At the good Queens entteaty. i 
Leo. At the Queens be’t: Good fhould be pertinent, 
Buc fu itis, it is not. Was this taken 
Í By any underftanding pate but thine ? 
For the conceit is foaking, will draw in 
| More than the common Blocks, not noted, is’t, 
But of the finer Natures? by fome Severals 
Of head-picce extraordinary ? Lower Mefies 
Perchance are to this bufinefs purblind? Say. 
Cam, Bufinefs, my Lord? I think moft underftand 


Bohemia ftays here longer. 
e 


i 


Go play (Boy) play, there have been 


Leo. Ha? 

Cam, Stays here longer. 

Leo. J, but why? 

Cam, To fatisfie you Highnefs, and the Entreaties 
Of our moft gracious Miftrefs. 

Leo, ‘Satishie ? 
Th’entreaties of your Miftrefs? Satisfie? 
Let that fuffice. I have trufted thee (Camill: ) 
With all the nearft things to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein (Prieft-like) thou 
Haft cleans'd my Bofom: I, from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d: but we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which feems fo, 

Can, Be it forbid (my Lord. ) 

Leo, To bide upon’: thou art not honeft: or 
If thou inclin’ft that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes honefty behind, reftraining 
From courfe requit‘d: or elfe thou muft be counted 
A Servant, gralted in my ferious Truft, 
And therein negligent: or elfe a Fool, 
That feefta Game plaid home, the rich ftake drawn. 
And tak’ itall for jeft, 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 
1 may be negligent, foolith and fearful, 
In every one of thefe; no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amonpft the infinite doing of the World, 
Sometimes puts forth in your affairs (my Lord.) 
If ever I were wilful-nepligent, 
ft was my folly; if induftrioufly 
| play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end: if ever fearful 
To doa thing, where I the iffue doubted, 
Whereof the Executiondid cry out 
Againft the non-performance ; "twes a fear 
Which oft infeéts the wifeft: thele (my Lord) 
Are fucl allow’d infirmities that honefty 
ls never free of. But befeech your Grare 
Be plainer with me, let me know my trefpafs 
By it’s own vilages if {then deny it , 
Tis none of mine. 

Leo, Ha’not you feen Camillo? 
(But that’s paft doubt: you have, or your eye-glafs 
Is thicker than a Cockolds Horn) or heard ? 
(For toa Vifion fo apparent, Rumour 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation 
Refides not in that man, that do’s not think) 
My Wife is flippery ? if thou wilt corifels, 
Or elfe be impudently negative, 
To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought, ghen fay 
My Wife’s a Holy-Horfe, deferves a Name 
Asrank as any Flax-weneh, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight: fay’t and juftifi's. 

Cam, I would not bea ftander-by, to hear 
My Soveraign Miftrefs clouded fo, without 
My prefent vengeance taken; fhrew my heart, 
You never fpoke what did become you lefs 
Than this; which to reiterate, were fin 
As deep as that, tho true. 

Leo. is whifpering nothing ? 
Is leaning Cheek to Cheek ? is meeting Nofes ? 
Kiffing with infide Lip ? Ropping she Carier 
Of Laughter, witha Sigh? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honefty) hor fing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in corners? wifhing Clocks more fwift 2 
Hours, Minutes? the Noon, Midnight? and all Eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would unfeen be wicked? Is this nothing ? 
Why then the World, and all that’s in’t is nothing, 
The covering Sky isnothing. Bosemia nothing, 
My wile is nothing, nor nothing have thefe nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam, Good my Lord be cur’d 
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Of this difeas'd opinion, and betimes 
For ‘tis moft dangerous. 

Leo, Say it be, tis true. 

Cam. No,no,my Lord, 

Leo. Itis: youlye, you lye: 
I fay thou lief Camillo, and 1 hate thee, 
Pronounce thee agrofs Lowt, a mindlefs Slave, 
Or elfe a hovering Temporizer, that 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil, 
Inclining to them both: were my wives Liver 
Infeéted ( as her life) he would not live 
The running of one Glafs. 

Cam. Who do’s infe&t her ? 

Leo. Why he that wears her like her Medul, hanging 
About his neck( Bobemia) who, if I 
Had fervants true about me, that bear eyes 
To fee alike mine honour, as their proñnts, 
(Thelr own particular Thrifts ) they would do that 
Which fhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His cup-bearer, whomifrom meaner form 
Have bench’d, and reat’dto worfhip, who may’ft fee 
Plainly, as heaven {ces earth, and earth fees Heaven, 
How I am pall’d, thou mightft be-fpice a Cup, 
To give mine enemy a lafting wink : 
Which draught to me, were cordial. 

Cam. Sir ( my Lord ) 
I could do this, and chat with oo rafh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that fhould nos work 
Malicioufly, like a poifon, but | cannot 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miftrefs 
(So foveraignly being honourable. ) 
| havelov’d thee. 

Leo. Make that thy queftion, and go rot : 
Do’ftthink | amfo muddy, founletled, 
To appoint my telf in this vexation? 
Sully the puriry and witnefs of my fheets 
( Which to preferve,is fleep . which being fpotted, 
Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Wafps ) 
Give fcandal tathe blood o’th’ Prince, my Son, 
(Whol do think is mine, andlove as mine) 
Without ripe moving to’c 2? would Ido this ? 
Could man fo blench ? 

Cam. I muft believe you (Sir) 
1 do, and will fetch off Bobemia for’t : 
Provided, that when he’s remov’d, your highnefs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft, 
Even for your Sons fake, and thereby for fealing 
The injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms 
Known and ally’d to yours. 

Leo. Thou doft advife me. 
Even foas ! mine own courfe have fet down : 
Ple give no blemifh to her hononr, none. 

Cam, My Lord, 
Go then; and with acountenance as clear 
As friendfhip wears at Feafts, keep with Bohemia 
And with your Queen : ] am his Cup- bearer, 
If from me he have wholfome Beveridg,: 
Account me not your fervant. 

Leo. This is all; 
Do’r, and thou haft che one half of my heart; 
Do’r nor, thoufplice’ thine own. 

Cam, Vie do’rt, my Lord. 

Leo. | will feem friendly, as thov hat advis'dme. Exit 

Cam. O miferable Lady. But forme ? 
Whar cafe ftand lin? I muft be the poyfoner 
Of pood Polixenes, and my ground to do't, 
Is the obedience toa Mafter , one, 
Who in Rebellion with himfelf, will have 
All that are his, fo too. To do this deed, - 
Promotion follows: If I could find example 
Of thoufands that had ftruck anointed Kings, 
And flourifh’d after, I’ld not do't : But fince 
Nor Brafs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one, 
Let villiany it {elf forfweart. I muft 
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Forfake the Court: to do’r, or no, is certain 
Tome a break-neck. Happy Scar reign now, 
Here comes Bohemia. Enter Polixenes. 

Pol. This isftrange : methinks 
My favour here begins to warp. Not fpeak? 

Good day Cemillo. 

Can. Hailmoft royal fir. 

Pol. Whatis the news i’rh’ Court ? 

Cam. None rare ( my Lord.) 

Pot, The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 
As had he loft fome Province, and a Region 
Lov’d, as he loves himfelf: even now 1 met him 
With cuftomary complement, when he 
Wafting his eyes co th’contrary, and falling 
A Lip of much contempt, {peeds from me, and 
So leaves me to confider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his Manners. 

Cam. | darenot know ( my Lord.) 

Pol. How, dare not? donot? do you know, and dare not? 
Be intelligent come, “tis thereabouts : 

For to your felf, what do you know, you muft, 
And cannot fay, youdare not. Good Cami!le, 
Your chang'd complexions are to mea Mirror, 
Which fhews me mine chanp’d too ; for I muft be 
A party in this alteration, finding 

My felf thus aleer’d with’. 

Com. There is a ficknefs 
Which puts fome of usin diftemper, bur 
l cannot name the Difeafe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Pol. How caught of me ? 

Make me not fighted like the Bafilique. 

I have look’d on thoufands, who have {ped thebetrer 
By my regard, but kill’d none fo : Camill., 

As you are cerrainly a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like expedienc'd, which no lefs adotns 

Our Gentry, than our Parents Noble Names, 

In whofe fuccefs we are gentle : | befeech you, 

If you know ought which do’s behove my knowledg, 
Thereof to be inform’d, imprifon't not 

In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. lmay not anfwer. 

Pol. A Sicknefs caught of me, and yet T well ? 
| muft be anfwer’d Doft thou hear Cawifo, 
I conjure thee by alf the parts of man, 
Which honour do’s acknowledg, whereof the Icaft 
Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
What incidency thou doft guefs of harm 
Is creeping toward me; how far off, how near, 
Which way to be prevented, if tobe: 

If not, how bef to bear it. 
Cam Sir, | will tell you, 
Since 1am charg’d in Honour, and by him 
That I think Honourable; therefore mark my counfe!, 
Which muft be ev'n as {wiltly followed, as 
I] mean co utter it, or both your felf, and me, 
Cry loft, and fo good night. 

Pol, On, good Camille. 

Cam. | appointed him co murder you, 

Pol. By whom, Cami ilo, 

Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what ? 

Cam. He thinks, nay with all confidence he {wears 
As he had feen’c, or been an Inftrument 
To vice you to’r, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh then, my beft blood turh 
To an infected Gelly, and my Name 
Be yoak’d with his, that did betray tbe bef : 

Turn then my frefhet Reputatian to 

A favour, that may ftrike che dulleft Noftril 
Where | arrive, and my approch be thun’d, 
Nay hated too, worfe than the great’ infe€tion, 
That ere was heard, or read, 
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Cam, Swear his thought over 
By each particular Star in Heaven, and 
By all their influences you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon, 

As( or by Oath) remove, or ( Counfel ) fhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whofe foundation 

Is pyl’d upon his Faith, and will continue 

The ftanding of his Body. 

Pol How fhould this grow ? 

Cam. | know not : bur I amfure ’eis fafer to 
Avoid what’s grown, than queftion how ’tis born. 
If therefore you dare truft my honefty, 

That lies inclofed in this Trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawnd, away to Night, 
Your Followers I will whifper to the bufinefs, 


And will by rwoes, and threes, at feveral Pofterns, 


Clear them o'th’ City. For my felf, Ile put 
My fortunes to your fervice ( which are here 
By this difcovery loft. ) Be not uncertain, 
For by the honour of my Parents, I 
Have utered Truth ; whichif you feek to prove, 
| dare not Rand by; nor fhall you be fafer, 
Than one condemned by the Kings own mouth: 
Thereon his Execution {worn. 

Pol. { do believe thee: 
l faw his hear t in’s face. Give me thy hand. 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places fhall 
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 
Two daysago. This Jealoufie 
Is for 2 precious Creature : as fhe’s rare, 
Muft ir be great 3 and, as his Perfon'smmghty, 
Muftit be violent z and, as he do’s conceive, 
He is difhonour’d bya man, which ever 
Profef’d to him : Why his Revenges muft 
In that be made more bitter. Fear ore-fhades me : 
"Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 


The gracious Queen, part of his Theam ; but nothing 


Of hisill-rane futpition. Come Camillo, 

L will refpe& thee as a Father, if 

Thou bear’ my life off, hence. Let us avoid. 
Cam. lx is in mine authority to command 

The Keys of all the Pofterns : Pleafe your Highnefs 

To take the urgent hour. Come Sir away. 


Aflus Secundus. 


Enter Hermione, Mamillius, Ladies : Leontes, 


Antigonus, Lord, 


Her. Take the boy to you . he fo troubles me, 
’ Tis paf enduring. 

Lady. Come( my gracious Lord ) 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No, lie none of you, 

Laty. Why (my {weet Lord ?) 

Mam. Yow|kifs me hard, and {peak to me, as if 
| werea Baby fill. | love you better. 

2 Lady And why fo (my Lord ? ) 

Mam. Not for becaufe 
Your Brows are blacker ( yet black-brows they fay 
Become fome Women beft, fo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a Semicircle, 
Or a half-Moon made with a Pen.) 

2 Lady. Who taught this ? 


Mam. \VNearn’dit out of Womens faces : pray now, 


y% 





Scena Prima. 


What colour be your eye-brows ? 

Lady. Blew ( my Lérd. ) 

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock: | have fecn a Ladies Nofe 
That ha’s been blew, but not her eye-brows. ` 

Lady. Heark ye, 
The Queen ( your Morher ) rounds apace ; we fhall 
Frefent our fervices toa fine new Prince. 
One of thefe daies, and then you’! wanton with us, 


| If we would have yoo. 


2 Lady, She is {pread of late 


| Into a goodly Balk ( good time encounter her. ) 


Her. What wifdom ftirs among you? Come Sir, now 
Yam for you again: Pray you fit by us, 
And tell’sa Tale, 
Mam. Merry , or fad, fhal’t be ? 
Fler. AS merry as you will. 
Mam, A fad Tale’s bet for VVinter - 
I have one of Sprights, and Goblins. 
Her. Lev’s have that ( pood Sir. ) 
Come-on, fit down. Come-on, and do your bef, 
To fright me with your fprights : you'r powerful at it. 
Mam, ‘There was a man, 
Her, Nay, come fit down : thenon. 
Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard :1 will tell it foftly, 
Yond Grickits fhall not hear ir. 
Her, Come on then, and giv’r me in mine ear. 
Enter L. 
s m VVas he met there ? his Train > Camillo with 
im 
Lord. Behind the tuftof Pines I met them, never 
Saw I men {cowr fo on their way: leyed them 
Even to their Ships. 
Leo. How bleft am I 
Inmy juft Cenfure ? Inmy true Opinion ? 
Alack, for leffer knowledge, how accurs‘d, 
In being fo blet ? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider fteep’d, and one may drink ; depart, 
And yet partake no venom  ( for his knowledge 
Is not infeéted ) but if one prefent 
Th’ abhor’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his fides 
VVith violent Hefts. 1 have drunk, and feen the Spider. 
Camillo was hishelp in this, his Pander : 
There isa Plot againft my Life, my Crown, 


Exeunt. | All's true that is miftrufted , that falfe Villain, 


VVhom I employ’d, was pree employ’d by him: 
He ha's difcovered my D fign, and I 
Remain a pinch’d Thing ; yea, a very Trick 
For them ro play at will ; how came the Pofterns 
So eafily open? 
Lord .By his great authority, 
V Vhich often have no fefs prevail’d, than fo 
On your command. 
Leo. 1 know’t too well. 
Give me the Boy, I am plad you did not nurfe him: 
Though he do’s bear fome figns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 
Fler, What is this? {port ? 
Leo. Bear the Boy hence, he fhall not come about her, 
Away with him, and let her {port her {elf i 
With thar fhe’s big with, for "tis Polsxenes 
Ha’s made thee {well thus. 
Her, But ld fay he had not ; 
And l'le be fworn you would believe my faying, 
How e’re you lean to th’ Nayward. 
Leo. You (my Lords ) 
Look on her, mark her well: be but about ` 
To fay fhe is a goodly Lady , and 
The Juftice of your hearts will thereto add 
"Tis pity fhe’s not honeft : Honourable - 
Praife her but for this hee without-dore-Form, 
( Which on my faith deferves high fpeech ) and ftraight 
The Shrug, the Hom, or Ha, (thefe Petty-brands 
That Calumny doth ufe ;Oh 1 am out, V 
That 
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do’s, for Calumny will fear 
p toe it (elf) thefe Shrugs, thefe Hum’s, and Ha’s, 
When you have faid fhe’s oodly, come between 
Ere youcan fay the’s boneft : bue be t known 
(From him that ha’s moft caufe to grieve it fhould be) 
She’s an Adultrefs. 
Her. Should a Villain fay fo, 
(The moft replenifh’d villain in the world) 
He were as much more villain : you (my Lord) 
bur miftake. 
y= You have miftook (my Lady) 
Pelsxenes for Leontes : O thou thing, 
(Which le not call a creature of thy place, 
Leaft Barbarifm (making me the precedent) 
Should alike Language ufe to all degrees, 
And mannerly diftinguifhment leave out, 
Betwixt the Prince and B ggar : Ihave faid 
She’s an Adultrefs, 1 have faid' with whom : 
More ; She’s a Traytor, and Casslo is 
A Federary with her, and one that knows 
What the fhould fhame to know her felf, 
But with her mof vild Principal , that fhe’s 
A bed fwarver, even as bad as chofe 
That vulgar give bolo’ft Titles, 1, and privy 
To thistheir late efcape. 
Her. No(by my life ) om 
Privy to none of this: how will this grieve you, 
When you fhall come to clearer knowledg, that 
You thus have publifh’d me? Gentle my Lord, 
You fearce cantright me throughly, chen co fay 
You did miftake. 
Leo. No, if I miftake 
In thofe foundations which] build upon, 
The center is not big enough to bear 
| A School-boys Top. Away with her, to prifon : 
He who fhall {peak for her, is afar off guilty, 
But that he {peaks. ) 
Her. There’s fome ill Planet reigns : 
1 muft be patient, till the heavens look 
With an afpc@ more favourable, Good my Lords, 
] ath not prone to weeping (as our fex 
Commonly are ) the want of which vain dew 
Perchance fhall dry your pities: but I have 
| That honourable Grief lodg’d here, which burns 
Worfe than tearsdrown : "befeech you all ( my Lords ) 
With thoughts fo qualified as your Charities 
Shall beft inftrng& you, meafure me: and fo 
The Kings Will be perform’d. 
Leo. Shall I be heard ? . 
Her. Who is't that goes with me? befeech your highnefs 
My women may be with me, for you fee 
My plight requiresit. Do not weep (good Fools) 
Thereis nocaufe: when you fhall know your Mutris 
Has deferv’d Prifon, then abound in tears, 
As I come out 3 this a€tion] now goon, 
| Is for my better grace. Adicu (my Lord ) 
I never wifh’d to fee you forry, now 
I truft! fhall : my women come, you have leave. 
Luc, Go do our bidding 5 henee. i 
Lord. Beleech your highnefs call che Queen again. 
Ant, Be certain what you do(Sir)left your Jufticz 
| Prove violeace, in the which three great ones fuffer, 
Your felf, your Queen, your Son. 
Lord. For her (my Lord) 
I dare my life lay down, and will do’t (Sir) 
Pleafe you t’ accept it, that the Queen is fpotle(s 
Vth’ eyes of heaven,.and to you ( I mean. 
[n this, which you accufe her. ) 
eAntig. If it prove 
She’s otherwife, Ile keep my Stable where 
I lodg my wife, I’le goin couples with her . 
Then when I feel, and fee her, no further truft her : 
For every inch of Woman in the world , 
Tevery dram of womans flefhis falfe, 
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If the be. 
Leo. Hold your peaces. 
Lard. Good my Lord, 
«Antig. Itis for you we {pzak, not for out felves: 
You are abus’d, by fome putter on, 
That will be damn’d for't; would I knew the villain, 
I would Land-damn him : be fhe honour-flaw’d, 
[ have three daughters: the eldcft is eleven: 
The fecond, and the third, nine: and fons five : 
lf this prove true, they’! pay forte By mine honour 
Ile gel’d "em all: fourteen they thall not fee 
To bring falfe Generations: they are co-heirs, 
And I had rather glibay felf, thao they 
Should not produce fair iffue. 
Leo. Ceale, nomore: 
You fmel! this bufinefs with a fence as cold 
As is adead-mans nofe: but | do fee’c, and feel’; 


As you feel doing thus: and {ee withal 
The inftruments that feel. 


ent. If it be fo, 
We need no grave to bury honefty, 
There's not a grain of ir, the face to fweeten 
OF the whale dungy-earth. 
Leo. What? lack I credit ? 
Lord. |} had rather you did lack then] (my Lord > 
Upon this ground : and more it would content me 
To have her hononr true, than your fufpision 
Be blam’d for’t how you might, 
Leo. Why what need we 
Commune with you for this? but rather follow 
Our forceful inBigation ? Our prerogative 
Calls not your cauatels, but our natural goodacts 
imparts this . which, if you, or fupified, 
Or feeming fo, in skill, cannot, or will nor 
Relith a truth, hike us: inform your felves 
We need no more of your advice: the matter, 
The lofs, the pain, the ord’ring on't, 
[s all properly ours. 
Ant. And I wifh (my Liege) 
You had only in your filent judgment try’d it, 
Wichour more overture 
Leo. How could that be ? 
Either thou arr mott ignorant by age ; 
Or thou wer't born a fooi : Camslo’s flight 
Added to their familiarity 
(Which was as grofs, as ever touch’d conjecture, 
That lack’d fighe only, nought for approbation 
But only feeing all other circumttances 
Made up to th’ deed) doth puth on this proceeding; ` 
Yet for a greater confirmation 
(For in an a& of this IMporrance, ‘twere 
Mott pitious to be wild ) [ have difpacch'd in poft, 
To facred Delphos, to Apollo’s Temple, 
Cleowsnes and Deon, whom you know 
Of ftufPd fufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 
‘They wall bring all, whofe fpiritual counfel had, 
Shall Rop, or fpurme, Havel done well ? 
Lord. Well done (my Lord. ) 
Leo. Tho lam fatisi'd, and need no more 
Than whar I know ; yet fhall che Oracle 
Give reft to th’minds of-others; fuch as he 
Whole igoorant eredulity will not 
Come upto th’ truth. So we have thought it good 
From our tree perfon, fhe thau'd be confin’d, 
Left thar the treachery of the two, fled shence, 
Be left her to perform. Come follow US, 
We are to {peak inpublick : for this bufinels 
Will raife us all, 
ef{niig. To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth, were known. 


Excant. 


Sete 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Paulina, e Gentleman, Goaler, Emiita. 


Paul. The keeper of the prifon, call to him : 
Lec him have knowledg whom I am. Good Lady, 
No Court in Earope is roo good for thee, 

What doft thou thenin prifon? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not? 
Gog. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much | honour. 
Pax. Pray you then, 
Condué me to the Queen. 

Goa. I maynot ( Madam) 

To the contrary 1 have exprefs commandment. 

Paw, Here’s a-do to lock up honey and honour from 
Th’ aceefs of gentle vifitors. Is’ lawful pray you 
To fee her women ? anyof them? Emilia? 

Goa. So pleafe you (Madam) 

To put a part thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Pay. Lpray younow call her = 
Withdraw your felves. 

Goa. And Madam, 

| 1 muft be prefent at your conference. 

Paul. Well: be’t fo: prethee. 

Here’s fuch a-do, to make no ftain, a fain, 
As paffescolouring. Dear Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady ? 

Emil. As well as one fo great, and fo forlorn 
May hold together ; On her frights, and griefs 
(Which never tender Lady hath born greater) 
She is fomething before her time, deliver’d. 

Fau. A boy? 

Emil. A daughter’ and a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in't: Says, my poor prifoner , 
Tam innocent as yous 

Pan. I dare be fworn : 

Thefe dangerous, unfafe Lunes i’th’ King, Sefhrew them, 
He muft be told on’s, and he fhall : the office 
Becoms a woman beft. Pie take it upon me, 

li I prove Honey-mouth’d, let my toogue blifter. 
And never to my red-look’d anger be 

The Trumpet any more: pray you ( Ewilse) 
Commend my beft obedience to the Queen, 

If the dares truft me with her little babe, 

le fhew’t the King, and undertake to be 

Her advocate to’th foud’ft. We do not know 

How he may foften at the fight o’ th’ Child : 

The filence often of pure innocence 

Perfwads, when fpeaking fails. — 


Enter. 
Ewilia. 


Emil. Mot worthy Madam, 
Your honour and your goodneis is fo evident; 
That your free undertaking cannot mifs 
A thriving iffue : there isno Lady living 
So meet for this great errand 3 pleafe your Ladyfhip 
To vifit the next room, le prefently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moft noble offer, 
Who, but to day hammered of this defign, 
But durf not tempt a Minifter of honour 
Leaft fhe fhould be deni’d: 
Paul, Tell | er(Emilsa) 
lle ufe that tongue J have: If wit flow from’e 
As boldnefs from my bofom, let’t not be doubted 
I thall do good. 
Emil. Now be you bleft for it. 
lle to the Queen : pleafe you come fomething nearer. 
Goa, Madam ift pleafe the Queen to fend the babe, 
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I know not what I hall incur, to pals it, 
Having no warrant. 

Pau. You need not fear it (fir) 
This Child was prifoner to the womb, and is 
By Law and procets of great Nature, thence 
Free’d; and enfranchis’d, not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
( If aay be) the trefpafs of the Queen. 

p y believe it. 

ax. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, 1 
Will ftand betwixt you, and dznger. ; 
Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Leontes, Servants, Paulina, Antigonus, 
and Lords. 


co. Nornight, nor day, no reft : itis but weaknefs 

To bear the matter thus: mear weaknefs, if 
The caufe were not in being : part o’th cavfe, 
She, th’ Adultrefs 5 for the harlot-king 
Is quite beyond mine arm: out of the blank 
And fevel of my brain : plot-proof : but fhe, 
I can hook to me : fay that fhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reft 
Might come to me again. Who's there ? 

Ser. My Lord. 

Leo. How do’s the boy ? 

Ser. He took goed reft co night : ‘sishop’d 
His ficknefé is difcharg’d. 

Leo. 'To fee his nobienefs. 
Conceiving the difhonour of his Mother, 
He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply, 
Faften’d, and fix’d the fhame on’t in himfelf : 
Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep, 
And down-right languifh’d, Leave me folely : go, 
See how he fares: Fie, fe, nothoughtof him, 
The very thought of myrevenges that way 
Recoylupon me :. in himfelf too mighty. 
Until a time may ferve, for prefent vengeance 
Take iton her: Camillo, and Polsxenes 
Laughatme, make their paftime at my forrow ; 
They fhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall fhe within my power. 


Enter, 


Enter Paulina. 


Lord. You muf not enter. 

Paul, Nay tather (good my Lords )be fecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous paffion more (alas) 
Then the Queenslife ? A gracious innocent Soul, 
More free, than he is jealous, 

Antig. That’s enough. 

Ser. Madam he hath oot flept to night commanded 
None fhould come at him. 

Pan. Not fo hot (good Sir) 
I come to bring him fleep. ’Tis fuch as you 
That creep like fhadows by him, and do figh 
At cach his needlefs heavings: fuch as-you 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking, I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true 3 - 
(Honeft, sseither 5 ) to purgehim of that humour, 
Thar prefies him from fleep. 

Leo. What noife there, hoe ? 

Pau. No noife (my Lord) but needful conference, 
About fome Goffips for your Highnefs, 

Lee. How? 
Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonys: 
I charg’d thee that the fhould not come about me, 
I knew fhe would. 
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Ant. | told her fo (my Lord) 
On your difpleafures peril and on mine, 
She fhould nor vifit you. 
L-o, What? canftootruleher? 
Pan. From all difhonefty he can: in this 
(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done) 
Commit me, for committing honor, truft it, 
He fhall not rule me: 
Ant. La younow, you hear, 
When Mhe will take the rain, Llet her run, 
But the’! not ftnmble. 
Pant. Good my Liege [ come: 
And I befeech you hear me : who profeffes 
My felf your loyal feryant, your Phyfitian, 
Your moft obedient Counfellor : yet that dares 
Lefs appear fo, in comforting your evils, 
Then fuch as moft{eem yours. I fay, I come 
From your good Queen. 
Leo. Good Queen? 
Paul, Good Queen (my Lord) good Queen, 
I fay good Queen, 
And would by combate, make her good fo, were! 
A man, the worft about you. 
Leo. Force her hence. i 
Pan. Let him that makes but trifles of his cyes 
Fir hand me: on mine own accord; l'le off, 
But firk » Ple do my errand. The good Queen 
(For the is good ) hath brought you fortha daughter, 
Here’tis: commends it to your bleffing. 
Leo, Out: 
A mankind Witch? Hence with her, out o’dore : 
A moft intelligencing bawd. 
Panl. Notio, 
Im am asignorant in that, as you, 
In fo entic’ling me: and notefs honeft | 
Then you are mad: which is enough, Ile warrant 
CAsthis world goes) to pafs for honeft. 
Leo. Traitors; 
Will you not pufh her out ? Give her the Baftard, 
Thou dotard, thou are woman-ti’d : unroofted 
| By thy dame Fartlethere. Take up the baftard, 
Tak’t up, I fay 5 give’e to the Croan, 
Panl. For ever 
Uavenerable by the hands, if chou 
Tak’ft up the Princefs, by that forecd bafenels 
Which he has put upon’r, 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
Paul. So \ would you did : then ewere paft all doubt 
Youl'd call your Children, yours. 
Leo Aneft of Traitors. 
Ant. I am none, by this good light, 
Pani. Nor I; nor any 
i Bur one that’s here: and that’s himfelf for hc, 
The facred honor of himfelf, his Queens, 
His hopeful Sons, his babes betrays to flander, 
Whole fting is fharper than the Swords, and will not 
(For as the cafe now ftands, it is a curfe 
He cannot be compeli’d too’t) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which isrotten, 
As ever Oak, or ftone was found. 
Leo, A Callat 
Of boundlels tongue, wholate hath heat her husband, 
And now baits me; this brat is none of mine. 
Itis the Ifuce of Polixenes. 
Hence with ir, and together with the Dam, 
Committhem tothe firs. 
Paul. itis yours; 
And might wetay th' old Proverb to your charge, 
So like you, ’tisthe worfe. Behold (my Lords) 
Altho the print be litte, the whole Matter 
And copy of the Father ; (Eye, Nofe,Lip, | 
The trick ots Frown, his forehead, nay, the Valley, 
The pretty dimples of his Chin, and Cheek 5 his Smiles : 
Thevery Mold, and frame of hand, nayl, Finger. ) 





Ce a e a 


255 
And thou good Goddels Nature, which haft made it 
So like to him that gort ir, if thou haft 


| The ordering of the Mind coo, ‘mongft all Colours 


No Yellow in’r, left the fufpeét, as he do’s, 
Her Children, not her Husbands. 

Leo. A grofs hag: 

And Loazel, thou art worthy to be hanp’d, 
That wilt not ftay her tonguc. 

Antig. Hang all the husbands 
That cannot do that Feat, yow’! leave your felf 
Hardly or e fubjeét. 

Leo, Once more take her hence. 

Paul, A moft unworthy, and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more, 

Leo. Pie ha’ thee burnt. 

Paul, { carenot; 

It is an Heretick that makes the fire, 

Not fhe which burns in't. Ple not call you Tyrant ; 
But this moft cruel ufage of your Queen ' 
(Not able to produce more accufation 

Then your own weak-hing’d fancy )fomething favours 
Of tyranny, and will igaoble make you, 

‘Yea, fcandalous to the world. 

Leo. On your allegiance, 

Out of the.chamber with her. Were] tyrant, 
Where were her life ? the doft not call me fo, 
if fhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Pant. | pray you do not pufh me, Ple be gone. 
Look to your Babe(my Lord, ’tis yours: Fave fend her 
A better guiding {pirit. What need thefe hands ? 
You that are thus fo tender o’re his Follies, 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, fo : farewel, we are gone. 


x Exit. 


Leo; Thou (Traytor )haft fet onthy wife to this. 
My Child? away with’s ? even thou, that haft 
A heart fo tender o’re ir, take it hence, 
And fee ic inftantly confum’d with fire. 
Even thou, and nonebutthou. Take it up ftraight : 
Within this hour bring me word ’tisdone. 
(And by good teftimony ) or Dlefeize thy life, 
Wish what thou elfe call’ft thine : if thou refufe, 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo; 
The Baftard-brains with thefe my proper hands 
Shall I dath out : go take it tothe fire, 
For thou fete’ on thy wife. 
eAnrig. \ did not, fir: 
Thefe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafe, 
Can clear me in’t. 
Lords. We can , my Royal Liege, 
He isnot guilty of her coming hither. 
Leo. Yov’re liars all. 
Lord. Befeech your highnefs give us better credit : 
We have always truly ferv’d you, and befeech 
So to efteem of us: and on our knees we beg, 
( As recompence of our dear fervices 
Palt, and to come ) that you do change this purpofe, 
Which being fo horritle , fo bloody, mutt 
Lead on co fome foul Iffue, We all kneel. 
Leo, | ama Father for each wind that blows: 
Shall { live on, to fee this baftard kneel, 
And cal me Feather ? betcer burn it now, 
Then curfeitthen, But be it: let it live, 
It fhalinot neither. You fir, come vou hither: 
You that have been fo tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your Mid-wife there, 
To fave this baftards life ; for ’tis a baftard, 
So fure as this beard’s gray, What will you adventure, 
To fave this brats life ? 
Antg. Any thing(my Lord) 
That my ability may undergo, 
And noblenets impofe: at laft thus much ; 
Ple pawn the little blood which f haveleic, 
Y 
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To lave the innocent: any thing poffible. 
Leo. It thall be poffible 5 Swear by this {word 
Tnou wilt perform my bidding. 
Amig. l will (my Lord. ) 
Leo. Maik and perform ic; feeft thou? for the fail 
Of any point it fhall not only be 
| Death ro thy felf, but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wile, 
( Whom for this time we pardon ) We enjoin thee 
As thou art Liege-man co us, that thou carry 
This female Baftard hence, and that thou bear it 
To fome remote and defare place, quite out 
Of our Dominions 5 and that there chou leave it 
c Without much mercy ) to its own protection, 
And favour of. the Climate ; as by ftrange fortune 
Ic came to us, I do in Juftice charge thee, 
On thy fouls peril, and thy bodies rorture, 
That thou commendit ftrangely to fome place, 
Where change may nurfe or end it: take it up. 
An'ig. liwear ro do this: thoa prefent death 
Had been more merciful. Come on {poor Babe ) 
Some powerful Spirir inftruét che Kites and Ravens 
To be thy-Nurfes. Wolvesand Bears, they fay, 
( Cafting their favagenels afide ) have done 
Like < Mices of pity. Sir, be profperous 
In more than this deed do’s require: and blefling 
Againft this Cruelty, fight on thy fide 
( Poor thing condemn’d to Jols.) 
Leo. No: V’le not rear 
Anothers Jfue. 
Serv Pleafe your Highnefs, Pofts 
From thofe you fent to th’ Oracle, are come 
An hour fince: Cleomines and oo 
Being well arviv’d from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hafting to th’ Court. 
Lord. So pleafe you ( Sir.) their {peed 
Hath been beyond accouor. 
Leo. Twenty three days 
They kave been abfent - "tis good {peed foretels 
The great Apolle fuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear: Prepare you Lords, 
Summona Seffion, that we may arraign 
Our moft d:flayal Lady : for as fhe hath 
Been publickly accus’d, fo fhall fhe have 
A juft and open Trial. While fhe lives, 
My heart will- be a burden to me. Leave me, 
And think upon my bidding. 


Exit. 


Enter a Se: vant. 


Exeunt. 





Afus Tertius. Scena Pring. 


Enter Cleomines and Deon. 


Clo. The Climate’s delicate, the Air moft fweer, 
Ferule the Ie, rhe Temple much sn 
The common praile it bears. 
Dion. \ fhal! report, 
For moft it caught me, the Celeftial Habits, 
( Methinks | fo fhould term them ) and the reverence 
Of the Grave Wearers. . O, the Sacrifice. 
How ceremonious, folemn, and un-earthly 
It was v'ch? Offering ? 
‘Cleo, But of all thedurcf 
And the ear-deafning Votce o’ th’ Oracle, 
Kin to Joves Thunder, fo furpriz'd my Sence 
That l was nothing. 
Dio. lf th?’ event o’rh’ Tourne 
Prove as fuccefsful rothe Queen ( O berio ») 
As it hath been to vus, rare, pleafant, fpeedy, 
The time is worth the ufe ont. 
Cleo. Great Apollo 
‘Turn all cosh’ beft: thefe Proclamations, 


SS eee ::tCi(‘i‘“‘CS Winters T ale. 


So forcing faults upon Aermitone, 
I little like. 
Dio. The viclent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end the Bufinels, when the Oracle 
( Thus by ' Apollo’ s great Divine feal’d up ) 
Shall the Contents difcover: fomething rare 
Even then will ruth to knowledg. Go: trefh Horfes, 
And gracious be the iffue. Exeunt. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers: Hermione (as to ber 
Trial) Ladies ; Cleomines, Dion, 


Leo. This Se(hons ( toour great grief we pronounce ) 
Even pufhes ’gainft our heart. The party tryd, 
The Daughter of a King our VVifeand one 
Of us too much belov’d, Let usbe cleai’d 
Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly 
Proceed in Juftice, which fhall have due courfe, 
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation: 

Produce the Prifoner, 

Off. Itis his Highnefs pleafurc, that the Queen 

Appear in perfon, herein Cocrt, Silence, 


Leo. Read rhe Indiiment. r 


Officer. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of 
Sicilia, show art bere accused and arraigned of High Treafen 
în committing Aduliery with. Polixenes King of Bohemia, 
andconfpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of our 
Soverasgn Lord the King, thy royal Husband: the pretence 
whereof being by circumftance partly laid open, thou ( Her- 
mione ) contrary to the Faith and Allegiance of a true 
Suhjetl, didft counfel and aidthem, for their berter fafety, t6 
flee away by Nighr. 

Fler. Since fae I am to fay, muft be but that 
Which contradi@s my Accufation, and 
The teftimony on my parr, no other 
But what comes from my felt, it fhall fearce boot me 
Tofay, Not guity : mine integrity 
Being counted Falfhood, fhall ( as! exprefs it ) 

Be fo receiv’'d. But thus, if Powers divine 
Behold our humane Aétions (as they do) 

I doubt not then, but innocence thal] make 

Falfe Accufarions blufh, and Tyranny 

Tremble at Patience. You ( my Lord) beft know 
( Whom leaft will feera to do fo ) my paft life 
Hath been ascontinent, as chaft, as crue, 

As 1am now unhappy 5 whichis more 

Than Hiftory can pattern, tho devis’d, 

And play’d to take Spectators. For behold me, 

A Fellow of the Royal Bed, which owe 

A Moity of the Throne : a great Kings Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, here ftanding 

To prate and talk for Life, and "Honour, fore 
Who pleafe tocome and hear. For Life, I prize it 
As l weigh grief ( which I would fpare : ) For Honour, 
’Tisa derivative from me to mine, 

And only that I ftand for. I appeal 

To your own Confcience (Sir ) before Polixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your grace, 
How merited to be fo: Since he came, 

With what encounter fo uncurranr, J 

‘Have ftrain’d t’ appear thus , if one jot beyond 
The bound of honour, ot ina&, or wil, 

That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 

Of all that hear me, and my near’@ of Kin 

Cry fie upon my Grave. 

Leo, I ner heard yet 
Thatanyof thofe bolder Vices wanted 
L-fs impudeuce to gain-fay what ya eee did, ` 
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Than to perform it Girft. 

Her. That is true enough, 
Tho tis a faying (Sir) not due to nie, 

Leo You will not own it. 

Her. More than Miftrels of, 
Which cores ro me in name of fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledg. For Polixenes 
(With whom Lamaccus’d ) | do confefs 
I fov’d him, as in honour he requir’d ; 
With {uch a kind of love, as might become 
A Lady like me: with a love, even fuch, 
So andno other, as your felf commanded : 
Which not to have done, 1 think had been in me 
Both difobedience, and in gratitude 
To you, and towards your friends, whofe love had {poke, 
Even fince it could fpeak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for confpiracy, 
1 know not how it tafts, tho it be difh’d 
For me totry how; all! know of it; 
[s,that Camillo was an honeft man 5 
And why helefr your court, the Gods themfelves 
(Wotting no more than | ) are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta’ne to do in’s abfence. 

Her, Sir, 
You fpeak a Language that I underftanc-not ; 
My Life ftands in the level of your Dreams, 
Which Ile lay down. 

- Leo, Your ations are my Dreams, 

You had a baltard by Poltxencs, 
And | but dream’d 1c: As you were paft all fhame, 
(Thofeof your fact are fo ) fo paft all truth ; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: for as 
Thy brat hath bcencaft out, like to it felf, 
No Father owning it ( whichis indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it ) fo thou 
Shalt feel our jultice ; in whofe cafieft paffage, 
Look for nolefs than death. 

Her. Sir, {pare your threats ; 
The bug which you would fright me with, I feck: 
To me can life be nocommoadity, l 
The Crown and com'ortof my Life ( your Favour ) 
1 do giveloft, for 1 do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went. My fecond Joy, 
And firft fruitsof my body, ftom his prefence 
J am bar’d like one infe&tious. My third comfort 
(Star’d moft unluckily) is fiom my breft 
C The innocent milk in it moft innocent mouth) 
Habd out to murder. My'felfon every Poft 
Proclaim’d a Strumpet: withimmodeft hatred 
The Child-bed priviledg deny’d which "longs 
To womenof all fafhion. Lafty, hurried 
Here, to this’place i’ch’ open air before 
I have got ftrengch of limbs. Now (my Liege) 
Tell me wat bleflings | have here alive, 
'ThatI thould fear to die? Therefore proceed : 
But yet hear this; miftake'me not; no life, 
(I prife it not a traw ) but for mine honour, 
Which I wouldfree : if | fhall be cond:mn'd 

Upon furmizss ¢ all proofs fleping elie, 7 

} Buc what your Jealoufics awake ) 1] tell you 
Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle: 
Apollo be my Judg. 

Lord. This your requeft. 


Enter Dion and Cleomines. 
Is altogether juft; therefore bring forth 
( And in Apollo's Name) his oracle. : 
Her. The Emperour of Ruffia wasmy Father, 

Oh that he were alive, and here heholding 

His Daughters tryal: chat he did but fee 

The flatnefs of my mifery , yer with eyes 

Of picy, noc revenge. 
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Officer. You here fhall {wear upon the Sword of Juftice, 
That you ( Cleomines and Dion) have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
‘This feal’d-up Oracle, by the hand deliver’d 
Of great Apollo's Prieft ; and that fince then, 
You have not dar’d co break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the Secrets in’t. 

Cleo, Dio. All this we {wear. 

Lie. Break up the Seals and read. 

Officer. Hermione is chaft, Polixenes blamele/s, Camillo 
4 true Subjett, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, bis ionocent babe 
truly begorten, and the King foal live without an Heir, tf that 
which is loft, be not found, 

Lords. Now bleffed be the gecat ef pollo. 

Fler. Praifed. 

Leo, Haft thou read the truth ? 

Offic. 1 (my Lord ) even fo as it is here fer down, 

Leo. There is no truth at alli’ch’ oracle: 
The Seffions thall proceed: this ismeer falfhood, 

Ser, My Lord the King: the King ? 

Les, What is the bufinefs ? 

Ser. O Sir, I fhall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your Son, with meer conceitand fesr 
OF the Qoeen’s fpeed, is gone, 

Leo. How? Gone? 

Ser. ls dead. 

Leo, Apollo's angry, and the Heavens themfelves 
EN my injuftice. How now there? 

aul, This newsis mortal to the Queen: Lo 

Andice what death is doing. > s = 

Leo, ‘Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but o’re-charg’d; fhe will recover, 
I have coo much believ'd mine own fulpition ; 


“Befeech you tenderly apply to her 


Some remediesforlife. Apollo pardon 

My great prophanefs ’gainft chine oracle. 

Ple reconcile me to Polixenes, 

New woo my Queen, recall the good Camillo 

( Whom I proclaim aman of truth, of mercy ; ) 

For being tranfporred by my Jealoufies 

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe 

Camillo tor the Minifter, to poyfon 

My friend Jolixenes: which had been done, 

Puc that the good mind of Camillo tardicd 

My fwift command ; tho | with death, and with 

Reward cid threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done ; he, (moft human, 

And filPd with honour ) to my Kingly gueft 

Unclafp’d my pra&tife, quit his fortunes here 
Which you knew great ) and to the certain hazard 

Of all uncertaintics, himfelf commended, 

No richer than his honour : How he plifters 

Through my dark Ruft ? and how his Piety 

Do's my decds make the blacker ? 

Paul, Wo the while : 

O cut my lace, left my heart (cracking ir) 
Break too. 

Lord. What fitisthis ? Good Lacy? 

Paul. What ftudied torments (tyrant) haft for me ? 
What wheels ? racks? fires? what flaying ? boyling ? burn- 
In Leads, or Oyls? what old, or new torture (ing, 
Mult I receive ? whofe very word deferves 
To taf of thy moft worft, Thy tyranny 
(Together working with thy Jealoufies, 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 

For Girls of nine) O think what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed: ftark mad: for ‘al) 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but {pices for it. 

That thou betrayed’h Polixenes, 1 was nothing, 
(That did but thew thee, of a Fool, inconftanr, 
And damnable ingrateful : ) Nor was’t much, 

Thou would’ft have poyfon’d good Cawillo’s Honour, 
To have him killa King : poor tre(paffes, 


Y 2 More 
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More monftrous ftanding by : wherefore J reckon 
The cafting forth of Crows, the Baby: daughter, 
"Co be or none, ar litres tho a Devil 
Would have fhed water out of fire,ere don’t: 
Nor is’e direétly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender ) cleft the heart 
That cculd conceive a grofs and foolifh Sire 
Blemith’d his gracious Dam: this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anfwer: but the lat : O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry wo, the Queen, the Queen, 
Thefweet't dearft creature’s dead: and vengeance for’t 
Not drop’d down yet. 
Lord, The higher powers forbid. 
Pan. | fay the’s dead : Ple fweat’t. If word, nor oath 
Prevail not, go and fee : if you can bring 
| Tingture, or Jufre in her lip, her eye ; 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, Ite ferve you 
As l would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 
Doft not repent thefe things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can ftir: therefore betake thec 
To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees, 
Ten rhoufand years together, naked, fafting, 
Upon a barren Mountain, and ftill winter 
In Rorm perpetual could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wer’t. . 
Leo. Go on, go on: 
Thou canft not {peak too much, I have deferw’d 
AN tongues to talk their bittereft. 
Lord. Say no more, 
How ere the bufinefs goes, you have made fault 
trh boldnefs of your ipeech. 
Pau. | am forry for’t, 
All faults I make, when! fhall come to know them, 
I do repent: alas,I have fhew’d too much 
The raftinefs of a woman : he is toucht 
To th’ noble heart. What’s gone, and what’s paft help 
Should be paft grief: Do not receive affligtion 
| At my petition, I befeech you, rather 
Let me be punifh’d, that have minded you 
Of what you fhould forget. Now (good my Liege ) 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolifh woman : 
The love I bore your Queen (La, fool again ) 
I'le fpeak of her no more, nor of your Children : 
Ple not remember youof my own Lord, 
(Who is loft too: ) take your patience to you, 
And Pie fay nothing. 
Leo. Thou didft (peak but well, 
When moft the truth: which receivemuch better, 
Than tobe pitied of thee. Prethce bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and Son, 
|.One prave fhall be for both. Upon them hail 
The caufes of their death appear (unto 
Our fhame perpetual ) once aday, Ile vifit 
| The Chappel where they tie, and rears fhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 
| Will bear up with this exereife, fo long 
I daily vow to ufeit. Come and lead me - 


To thefe forrows. Exennt. 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Antigonus, Mariner, Babe and Shepherd, 
and Clown. 


Ant. 'Thousrt perfe& then,our. Ship hath toucht upon 
| The Defarts of Bohemsa, 
| Mar. 1(My Lord’) and fear 
| We have Landed in ill time +. the skies look grimly, 
i And threaten prefent blufters, In my confcience 
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| The heavens with that we have in hand, are angry, 


And frown upon’s. 
Ant, Their facred wills be done; get aboard, 
Look to thy bark, Iie not be long before 


| Icall upon thee. 


Mar, Make your beft haft, and go not 
Too far th’ Land : ’tis like to be loud weather, 
Befides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon’s, 
Antig. Go thouaway, 
Ple follow inftantly. 
Mer. 1am gladat heart 
To be fo rid o’th bufinefs. 
Ant. Come, poor Babe ; 
I have heard (but not believ’d) the fpirits orh’ dead 
May walk again : if fuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear’d to me laft night : for ne’re was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head is on one fide, fome another, 
I never faw a veffel of like forrow 
So fill’d, and fo becoming : in pure white Robes 
Like very San&tity the did approach 
My Cabbin where Ilay : thrice baw’d before me, 
And ( gafping to begin fome fpeech ) her eyes 5 
Became two fpouts, the fury {pent, anon 
Did this break fromher, Good Antigonus, 
Since fate (again(t thy better difpofition ) 
Hath made thy perton for the thrower-oue 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough arein Bobemia, 
There weep, and Icave it crying: and for the babe 
Is counted loft for ever, Perdita 
I prethee cale: For this ungentle bufinefs 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’re fhalt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina more ? and fo, with fhrikes 
She melted into ayr. Affrighted much, 
I did in time colleé& my felf, and thought 
This was fo, and no flumber : Dreams, are toys, 
Yet for this once, yea fuperftitioufly, 
[ will be fquar’d by this. 1 do believe 
Hermione hath fuffer’d death, and that 
ef pollo would ( this being indeed the iffue 
Of King Polixenes) it fhould here be laid 
(Either for life, or death ) upon the Earth 
Of it’s right Father. Bloffom, {peed thee well, 
There lie, and there thy charaéter: therethefe, 
Which may if fortune pleate, both breed ttee (Pretty 
And Rillreftthine. The ftorm begins poor wretch, 
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 
To lofs, and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and moft accurft am l 
To be by oath enjoyn’d to this. Farewel. 
The day frowns more and more: thouart like to have 
A lullaby too rough: | never faw 
The heavens fo dim, by day, A favage clamour ! 
Well may I get a-board : This isthe Chace, (herd. 
[am gone for ever. Exit pur[ned by a Beay. Enter æ Skep. 
Shep. | would there were no age between ten and three 
and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the reft: for 
there is nothing (inthe between ) but getting wenches 
with child, wronging the anclentry, ftealing, fighting, 
hark you now: would any but thefe boyld brains of nine- 
teen, and two and tweenty, hunt this weather ?). 
They have fcarr’d away two of my beft Sheep, which I 
fear the Wolf will fooner find than the Mafter ; 
ifany where] have them, ’tis by the fea-fide, brouzing of 
Ivy. Good luck (and’t be the will ) what have we here ? 
Mercy on’s, abarn! a very pretty barn; a boy, or a child 
Iwonder? (a pretty one, avery pretty one )fure fome 
fcape: tho 1 am not bookifh, yet I can resd Waiting- 
Gentlewoman in the fcape : this has been fome ftair- 
work, fome Trunk-work, fome behind-door work : 
they were warmer that got rhis, than the poor thing 
is here. Ple rake it up for pity, yet [le et 
ti 


Exit. 
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till my foncome : hehollow’d but even now. Whoa-ho- Toufemy wings. Impute it not a crime 


hoa. 
Enter Clown. 


Clo, Hilloa, loa. ‘ 

Shep. What ? art fo near ? If thoult {ee a thing to 
talk on when thou arc dead and rotten, come hither: 
what ailh thou, man? 

Clo. 1 have feen two fuch fights, by Sea and by Land: 
but I am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the sky, be- 
twixe che Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a bodkins 

oint, 
f Shep. Why boy, how isit? 

Clo. I would you did but fee how it chafes, how it ra- 
ges, how ic takesup the fhores bur that’s not to the point 5 
Oh the moft piteous cry of the poor fouls, fometimes to 
fee’em, and not to fee ’em: Now the Ship boaring the 
Moon with hee main Maft, andanon fivallowed with yeft 
and froth, as youl’d chruft a Cork into a hogs-head. And 
then for the Land-fervice, To fee how the Bear tore out 
his fhoulder-bone, how hecry’dto me for help, and faid 
his name was Antigonus a Nobleman. But to make an 
end -of the Ship, to fee how the S:a flap-dragon’d it. 
But firft, how the poor foulsroar’d, and the Sea mock'd 
them. And how che poor Gentleman roared, ard the 
Bear mocked him, bath rozring louder than the Sca, or 
Weather. 

Shep. Nameof mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now, I have not winked fince | faw thefe 
fights, the men are not yet cold under water, nor the Bear 
half-dined on the Gencleman, he’s atic now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have help’d the old 
man. 

Clo. Y would you had been by the fhip-fide, to have help- 
ed her, there your charity would have lacked footing. 

Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters: but look thee 
here boy. Now blefschy (elf; chou meet?t with things 
dying, I with things new born. Here is a fight for thee 5 
Look thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires child : look 
thee here, take wp, take up, (Boy) open’t, fo let’s fee, 
it was told me] fhould be rich by the Fairies. This is 
fome Changeling ; open’t, what is within boy ? 

(lo, You're a mad old man; If the fins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you are wellto live. Gold, all 
Gold. 

Shep. This is Fairy Gold, boy, and "twill prove fo : up 
with’t, keep it clofe: home, home, the next way. We are 
lucky f boy ) and to be fo ftill requires nothing but fe- 
crefy. Let my fheep go: Come ( good boy ) the next 
way home. 

Clo. Go youthenext way with your Findings, I'‘le go 
feeif the Bear be gone from the Gentleman sand how 
muchhe hath eaten: they arenever curft, but when they 
are hungry: if there be any of him lefe, rie bury it. 

Skep. That’s a good deed, if chou maift difcern by 
E which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th’ fight 
of him. 

Clo, Marry will 1, and you fhall help to put him iih 
ground. 

Shep. Tis a lucky day, boy, and wel do good deeds 
on’s. Exeunt. 





Actus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Time, the Chorus, ` 


Time. I chat pleafefome, try all, both joy and terror 
Of good, and bad, that makes and unfolds error. 
Now take upon me (in thr name of Time ) 
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To me, or my fwift paffage that I flide, 

O're fixteen years, and leave the growth untei'd 
Of that wide gap, fince it is inmy power 

To orethrow Law, and in one {elf born hour 
To plant, and ore-whelm Cuftom. Let me pafs 
The fame Lam, ere ancient?it Order was, 

Or what is now receiv’d. I witnefsto 

The times that brought them in, fo fhall [ do 

To th’ frefheft things now reigning, and make fale 
The gliftering of this prefent, asmy Tale 

Now feemstoit: your patience this allowing, 
[turn my glafs, and give my Scene fuch growing 
As you had flept between: Leontes leaving 
Th'effeéts of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving 
That he fhuts up himfelf, inagineme 

( Gentle Spectators ) that I now may be 

In fair Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mention here a fon o'th’ Kings, which Florizel 
Inow name to you, and with fpecd fo puce 

To {peak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wondring. What of hee enfues 

I i:ft noc prophefie: but let Times news 

Be known when “tis brought forth. A Shepherds daughter 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 
Is th’argument of Time: of this allow, 

If ever you have fpent tim: worfe, ete now ; 

Jf never yet that time himtelf doth fay, 


He wilhes carneftiy, you never ritag. Exit. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 


Pol. l pray thee ( good Camilló ) be no more importu. 
nate » “cis aficknefs denying thee any thing : a death to 
grant this, 

Cam. Itis fifteen years fince Ifaw.my Country ș tho ] 
have ( for the moft part ) beingaired abroad, [defise to 
lay my bonesrhere. Befides, the penitent King ( my Ma- 
ter } hath fent forme, to whofe fecling forrows | might 
be fome allay ( or { oreween to think fo ) which is ano- 
cher {pur co my departure, 

Pot, As thou lov’ me (Camillo) wipenot out the refi 
of thy fervices, by Icaving me now 3 the need I have o! 
thee, thine own goodnefs hath made: better noe co have 
had thee,than thus to want thee,thou having made me Bufi- 
nefs, (which none, (without thee) can iufficiently manage) 
mutt either tay to execute chem thy felf, or take away 
with chee the very fervices thou haft done 3 which if | 
have not enough confidered? (as too much £ cannot ) to 
be more thaokfulto thee, fhall be my tudy, and my pro- 
fit therein, the heaping friendfhips. Of that fatal Coun- 
trey Sscélia, prethee {peak no more, whofe very naming, 
punifhes me with the remembrance of that penicent (as 
thou call’ him) and reconciled King my brother, whofe 
lofs of his moft precious Queen and Children, are even 
now to be a-frefh lamented. Say to me, when faw’h 
thou the Prince Florizel my fon? Kings are no lefs 
unhappy, their ifue not being gracious, than they are 
in lofing them, when they have approved their ver- 
tues. 

Cam. Sirit is three days fince I faw the Prince ; what 
his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown : but | have 
( miflingly ) nored, he is of late much retired from Cou:r, 
and is lets frequent ro his Princ. ly exercifes than formerly 
he hath oppeared. 

Pol | have confidered fo much ( Cawillo ) and with 
fone care to far, that [ have eyes under my fervice, 
which look upon his removednefs; from whom I have 
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this intelligence, that he is feldom from the houfe of a 
mofthomely Shepherd, aman (they fay) chat from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, is 
ecowri into an unfpeakable eftate. 

Cam, | have heard (Sir) of fuch a man, who hath a 
Daughter of moftrarenote; the report of her is extended 
more, than can be thought to begin from fuch a cortage. 

Pol. That’s likewife pare of my intelligence; but (i 
fear ) the Angle that plucks our Son thither. ‘Thou 
ihale accompany us to the place, where we will (not ap- 
pearing what we are) have fome queftion with the Shep- 
herd; from whofe fimplicity, Ithinkit not uneafieto get 
the caule of my, Sons refort thither. Prethee be my pre- 
fent partner in this bufinefs, and lay afide the thoughts of 
Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

Pil, My bef Camillo, wemult difguife our felves. Exit. 








Scana Tertia, 


Enter Autolicus finging. 


When'Daffadils begin to peer , 

With heighthe Doxy over the dale, 

Why then comes in the fweet oth year. 

For the red blood rasgns in the Winters pale. 


The white fheet bleaching on tke hedz, 

: With bey the fweet Birds, O bow they fing : 
Doth fit my pugging tooth an edg, 
For aquart of Ale ts a difa for a King. 


The Lark that tirra Lycrachaunts, 

With beigh, with beigh the Torufh and the Lay: 
eAre Summers fongs for me and my Aunts, 
While we lie tumbling sn the hay. 


Ihave ferv’d Prince Ficrizel, and in my time wore three 
pile, but now J am out of fervice. 


But foal I go monrn for that (my dear) 
the pale Moon fhines by night: 
And when l wander here and there, 
I then do moft go right. 
If Tirkers may have leave to live, 
and bear the Show skin Bowger, 
Toen my account I well may give, 
and inthe Stocks avouch es, 


My Traffick is fheets when the Kite builds, look to lef- 
fer Linnen. My Father nam’d me Awtolicus, who being 
(as Lam) litterd under Mercury, was likewile a foapper- 
up of unconfidered trifles: With Die and Drab, | pur- 
chas’d Caparifon, and my Revenue is the filly Cheat, 
Gallows, and Knock, are too powerful on the High- 
way, Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For the 
life to come, I fleep our the thought of it. A prize, a 
prize. 


Enter Clown. 


Cl. Letme fee, every Leaven-weather todds, every told 
yields pound and odd fhillings: fifteen hundred fhorn, 
what comes the Wool to? 

Aut. If thefprindg hold, the Cock’s mine. 

Clo. I cannot do it without Compters, Ler me fee, 
what am I to buy for our Sheep-fhearing-Feaft? Three 
pound of Sugar, five pound'of Currence, Rice: What 
will this Sifter of mine do with Rice ? but my Father hath 
made her Miftrifs of the Feaft, and fhe lays it on. She 
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hath made me four and twenty Noft-pays for the Shearers 
(three-man fong-men, all, and very good ones) but they 
are moft of them Means and Bales but one Puritan e- 
mong them, and he fings Pfatthsto horn-Pipes. ! muft 
have Saffron to colour the Wardcn Pies, Mace: Dares, 
none: that’s out of my note: Nuimegs, feven3 a Rac< 
or two of Ginger, but that | may beg: Four pound o! 
Prewyns, and as many of Reafons o’th’ Sun. 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born. 

Clo. Pth? name of me. 

Aut. Ob help me, help me: pluck but off thefe rags: and 
then, Death, Death. 

Clo, Alack poor Soul, thou hah need of more rags to 
lay on thee, rather than have thefe off. 

Ant. Qhhir, the loathiomnefs of them offends me, more 
than the ftripesI have received, which are mighty ones 
and millions. 

Ci. Alas poor man, a million of beating may come toa 
great matter. 

Aut. lam rob’d fir, andbeaten: my money and appar- 
rel tane from me, and thefe deteftable things put upon 
me. i 

Clo. What, by a Horfe-man, ora Foot-man? 

Ant. A Foot-man (iweet fir) a Foot-man. 

Clo. Indeed, he fhould be a Footman, by the Garments 
he has left withchee; if this be a Horf{mans Coat, it hath 
feen very hot fervice. Lend me thy hanc, Ple help thee, 
Come lend me thy hard. 

Aut. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh. 

Ci. Alas poor Socul, | 

Aut. Oh good fir, foftly, good fir: l fear (fir) mwy 
Shoulder-blade is out. 

Clo, How now? canft ftand ? 

Aut. Softly, dear fir; good fir, fofily 5 you ha done 
me a charitable office. 

i Doft lack any money : I have a little money for 
thee, 

Aut. No, good fweet fir: no, I befeeeh you fir 5 1 have 
a Kinfman not paft three quarters of a Mile hence, unto 
whom I was going; | fhall there havemoney, or any thing 
I want: Offer me no money I pray you, that kills my 
heart. 

Clo. What manner of Fellow was he that rob’d 

ou ? 

Ant. A Fellow (Sir) that I have known to go obout 
with Trol-my-dames: 1 knew him once a Servant 
of the Prince: I cannot tell good fir, for which of his 
Vertues it was, but he was certainly Whipt ont of the 
Court. 

Clo. His vices you would fay 5 there’s no Vertue whipt| 
out of the Court; they cherifh it to make ir ftay there, 
and yet it will no more but abide, 

Aut, Vices I would fay (Sir) Iknow this man well, he 
hath been fince an Ape-bearer, then a Procefi-ferver, (a 
Bailiff ) then he compaft a Motion of the Prodigal Son, 
and married a Tinkers wife, withina mile where my Land 
and Living lies; and (having flowa over many Knavith 
profeffions) he fetled only in Rogue; fome call him 4s- 
tolscsss. 

Clo. Outuponhim; Prig, for my life Prig; he haunts 
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-baitings. . 

Aut. Very true fir; he fir hes that’s the Rogue that 
put me into this apparel. s 

Cle. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia; Jf 
you had but look’d big, and {pit at him, he’ld haye 
run. 

eAAut. E muf confefs to you (fir) Iam no fighter; lam 
falfe of heart that way, and that he knew I warrant him. 

Clo. How do you do now ? 

Aut. Sweet fic, much better thanl was ; Lecan Rand, and 
walk; I will even take my leave of you, and pace foftly 
towards my Kinimans. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way ? 

Aut. No, good fac’dfir, no [weet fir. 
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Clo. Then farewel, I mut go to buy Spices Sa our 
-fhearin xit. 
ai- Profper you fweet fir. Your Purfe is hot hot e- 
nough to purchafe your Spice. Ple be with you at your 
Sheep-fhearing too: lf 1 make not this cheat bring out 
another,and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me be unrold,and 
my name put in the book of Vertue. 


Song. Fg-07, Fog-on, the foot-path way , 
end merrily bent the Stile-a., 
A Merry heare goes all the day, 


Your fad tires ina Mile-s, Exit. 





` Scæna Quarta. 


| Enter Florize], Perdita, Shepherd, Clown, Polixenes, 


Cainillo, Mopfa, Dorcas, Servants, Autolicus. 


Flo Thefe your unufual weeds, to each part of you 
Do's givea life: no Shepherdefs bur Flora 
Peering in e4 pril front. This your Sheep-fhearing, 
Îs as a merry meeting of the petty gods» 
And you the Queen on’t, 

Per. Sir: my gracious Lord, 
Tochide at your extreams, itnot becomes me: 
(Oh pardon, that lnamethem:) your high {lf 
The gracious mark o’th’ Land, you have obfcur'd 
With a Swains wearing: and me (poor lowly Maid) 
Moft goddels-like prank’d up: But that our Feafts 
In every Mefs, bave folly; and the Feeders 
Digeft it with a Cuftom, I fhould blufh 
To fee you fo attir’d: fworn I think, 
To thew my {elf a glafs: 

Fle, 1 blefs the time 
When my good Falcon, made her flight a-crofs 
Thy Fathers ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you caufe : 
To methe differcnce forges dread (your Greatnefs 
Hath not beenws’d co fear :) even now | tremble 
To think your Father, by fome'accident 
Should pafs this way, as you did: Oh the Fates, 
How would he look tofee his work, fo noble, 


i Vildly bound up? What would he fay? Or how 


Should I (in thete my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The Rernnefs ot his prefence ? 

Flo. Apprehend ; 
Nóthing but jollity : rhe gods themfelves 
(Humbling their Deities to love) have taken 
The fhapes of Beafts upon them. Jupiter 


i Became a Bult, and bellow’d: the preen Neptune 


A Ram, and bleated : and the Fire-roab’d-God 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble Swain, 
As! feemnow. Their transformations, 
Were never for a piece of Beauty, rarer, 
Nor in a way fo chift: fince my defires 
Run not before mine Honour: nor my Lufts 
Burn hotter than my Faith. 
Per. O but dear fir, 
Your refolution cannot hold, when ’tis 
Oppos’d (asit muft be) by th’ power of the King. 
One of thefetwo moft be neceffitixs, 
Which then will {peak that you muf change this purpofe, 
Or I my life, 
Flo. Thou dearef? Perdita , 
With thefe fore’d thoughts, I prethee darken not 
The Mirth orh’ Feat: Or Ple be thine (my Fair) 
Or nor my Fathess. For lcannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this! am moft conftant, 
Tho Deftiny fay no, Be merry (Gentle) 
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Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your Guelts are coming: 
Lift up you Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have fworn fhall come. 
Per, O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you aufpicious. 
Flo. See, your Guefts approach, 
Addrefs your felf to entertain them {prightly 
And let’s be red with mirth. 
Shep. Fie (Daughter) when my old Wife liv’d: upon 
This day, fhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, 
Both Dame and Servant: Welcom’d all , ferv’d all, 
Would fing her Song, and dance her turn; nowhere 
At upper end o’th’ Table ; now tth middle: 
On his fhoulder, and his; her face o’fire 
With labour, and the things fhe took to quenchit ; 
She would to each one fip. You are retired, 
As if you werea feafted one; and not 
The Hoftcfs of thee meeting: Pray youbid 
Thefe unknow friends to’s welcome, for itis 
A way to make us better Friends, more known. 
Come, quench your Blufhes, and prefent you {elf 
That which youare, Miftris o’th’ Feaft. Comeon, - 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-fhearing, 
As your good Flock fhall profper. 
Per. Sir, welcome: 
Itismy Fathers will, | fhould take on me 
The Hofteisthip o’th’ day, you’re welcome fir, 


Enter all. 


Give me thofe Flowers there (Dorcas.) Reverend Sirs, 


For you, there’s Rofemary, and Rue, thele keep 
Seeming, and favour all the Winter long : 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing. 

Pol. Shepherdefs , 
CA fair one are you; well you fit our ages 
With Flowers of Winter. 

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on Summers death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling Winter, the faireft Flowers o’th’ Seafon 
Are our Carnations , - and ftreak’r Gilly-vors, 
(Which fome call Natures Baftards) of that kind 
Our ruftick Garden’s barren, and Icare not 
To get fl:psof them. 

Pol. Wherefore (gen:le Maiden) 

Do you nepleét them? 

Per, For 1 have heard it faid, 
There isan Art, whichin their pidenefs hares 
With great creating Nature. 

Pol, Say there be : 
Yer Nature is made better by no mean , 
But Nature makes chat mean 3 foover ibat Art 
(Which you fay adds to Nature) isan Art 
‘That Nature makes, you fee ({weet Maid) we Marry 
A gentler Sien, to the wildeft Stock, 
And make conceive a bark of bafer kind 
By bud of Noodler race. Thisis an Art 
Which do's mend Nature. change ic rather, but 
The Art it telf, is Nature. ' 

Per, So itis. 

Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Gilly vors, 
And donot call them Baftards. 

Per. lle not put 
The Dible in earth, to fet one flip of them: 
No more than were I painted, I would «ith 
This youth fhould fay’cwere well; and only therefore 
Defire to breed by me. Here’s flowers for you: 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Marjorum, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with’ Sun, 
And with him riles, weeping: Thefe are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and I think they are given 
To men of micdle age. Yare welcome. 

Cam. | fhould leave grazing, were I of your Flock, 
And only live by gazing. 


Fer. 
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Per. Ovt alas 5 i 
You'ld be folean, that blafls of Fansary (Friends 
Would blow you through and through. Now (my fair’ f 
I would I had fome Flowerso'th Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 
That wear. upon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your‘Maiden-heads growing: O Proferpina, 

For the Flowersnow, that (frighted) thou let’ft fall 
From Diffes Waggon: Deffadils, 

That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty: Violets (dim 
But (weeter than the lids of Famos eyes , 

Os Cytherea’s breath) pale Prim-rofes, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 

Bright Phebus inhis frength (a Malady 

Moft incident to Maids :). bold -Oxlips, and 

The Crown imperial: Lillies of all kinds, 

(The Flower-de-Luce being one.) O, thefe I lack, 
To make you Garlands of ) and my fweet Friend, 
To ftrew him o’re, and o’re.- 

Flo, What? like a Coarfe ¢ 

Per. No, like a.bank, for love tolie and play on: 
Nor likea Coarfe; orif: not to be buried, 

Byt quick, and in mine arms. Come take your flowers, 
Methinks. I play as [have feen them do 

If Whitfon-paftorals: Sure this Robe of mine 

Do’s change cy difpofition. 

Flo, What you do, 

Stil) better what is dene. When you {peak ciweet) 
Tle have you do it ever 5 when you fing , 

Ple have you buy, and fell fo; to give Alms, 

Pray fo; and for the ord’ring your Affairs, 

To fing them too. When you do dance, I with you 
A Wave o’th Sea, that you mighr ever do 

Nothing but that; move Mill, fill fo , 

And own no other Fun&tion. Each your doing, 
(So fingular in each particular) 

Crowns what you are doing, in the prefent deeds, 
That all your A^s, are Queens. 

Per. O Doricles , 

Your praifes are too large ; but that your Youth 
And the true blood which peeps fairly through't, 
Do plainly give you ont an unftain’d Shepherd 
With wifdom, I might fear (my Doricles ) 

You woo’d me the falfe way. 

Flo. 1 think you have 
As little skill to fear, as I have purpofe 
To put you to’t, But come, our dance I pray , 
Y-ur hand (my Perdita: ) fo Turtles pair 
That never mean to part. 

. Per, Vie {wear for ’em. 

Pol. Thisis the prettieft Low-born Lafs, that ever 
Ran on the preen-ford : Nothing the do’s, or feems 
But {mzcks of fomething greater than her felf, 

Too Noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her fomething 
That makes her blood look on’r: Good footh fhe is 
The Queen of Curds and Cream. 

Clo. Come on; ftrike up. 

Dor. Mopfa muft be your Miftrels: marry Garlick to 
mend her kifling with. 

Mop. Now in good time. 

Cle. Nota word, aword, we ftand upon our manners, 
Come ftrike up. 


Here a Dance of Shepherds and 
Shepherdeffes, 


Pel. Pray good Shepherd, what fair Swainis this 
‘Which dances with your Daugliter ? 

Shep. They call him Dovicles, and boafts himfelf 
To havea worthy Feeding , but I haveit: 
Upon his own report, and I believe it : 
He looks like footh; he fays he loves my Daughter, 





Which he not dreams of. 


I think {6 too ; for never gaz’d the Moon 
Upon the Water, ashe’ll {tand and read 

As twere thy Daghters Eyes: and to be plain, 
i think there isnor balf a kifs ro chufe 

Who loves another bef. 

Pol. She dances featly. 

Shep. So fhe do’s any thing, tho I report it 
That thould be filent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, fhe thall bring him thar 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. O Mafter. if you did but bear the Pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a Tabor and 
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not move you ; he fings fe- 
veral Tunes fafter than yov’! tel money : he utters them 
as he had eaten Ballads, and all mens Ears grew to his 
Tunes, 

Clo, He could never come betrer: he fhall come in; ] 
love a Ballad but even too well; if it be doleful matter - 
merrily fet down: or avery pleafant thing indeed, and 
fung lamentably. 

Ser. He hath Songs for man, or woman, of all fizcs; 
No Milliner can fo fit his cuftomers with Gloves : he has 
the prettieft Love-fongs for Maids, fo without bawdry |- 
(which is ftrange) with fuch delicate burthens of Dhil- 
do’s and Fadings: Jump her and thump-her 3 and where 
fome ftretch-mouth’d Rafcal , would, (as. it were) mean 
mifchief, and break a foul gap into the Matter, he makes 
the Maid to aufwer , Whoop, do me no barm çocd man : 
purs him off, flightshim, with Wheop, do.we no harm goed 
man. 

Pol This is a brave fellow. 

Clo, Believe me, thou talkeft of an admirable conceited 
fellow, hashe any unbraided Wares ? 

Ser, He hath Ribbons of all the colours i’th’ Rainbow; 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bohemia can learn- 
edly handle, tho they come co him by th’ grof:: Inkles, 
Caddiffes, Cambricks, Lawns; why he fings ’em over, as 
they were Gods or Goddeffes ; you would think a Smock 
were a fhe-Angel, he fo chants to the {leeve-hand , and 
the work about the Square on’r. 

Clo. Prethee bring nim in, and let 
ing. 
ae. Forewarn him that he ufe no fcurrillous words in's 
Tunes, 

Clo. Youhave of thefe Pedlers, thar have more in them, 
than you'ld think (Sifter) 

Per. { good brother, of go about to think. 


him approach fing 


Enter Autolicus finging. 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 

Cyprefs black, as ere was Crow, 

Gloves as fweet as Damask Rofes, 

(Masks for Faces, and for Noles: 

Bugle-Bracelets, Neck lice Amber, 

Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 

Golden Quoifs, and Stomacbers 

For my Lads co give their Dears : 

Pins, and voaking flicks of fec. 

What Maids lack from head to heel . . 
Come buy of me, come: come buy, come buy, 
Buy Lads, or elfe your Leffes cry: Come buy. 


7S wens 


(Clo. If I were not in love with Mopfa, thou fhouldft 
take no money of me, but being enthral’d as L am, it will 
alfo be the bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. 

Mop. | was promis’d them againft the Feaft, bur they 
come not too late now. 

Dor. Hehath promis’d you more than that, orthere be 


liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he pramis’d you: May be 
he has paid you more, which will (hame you to give him 
again. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among Maids? will they 

wear 
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were their plackets, where they fhould bear their faces ? 
Isthere not milking-time ? when you are going to bed ? 
Or kil!-hole>? To whiftle of chefe fecrets, but you muft 
be rittle-tatling before all our Guelts ¢ Tis wellthey are 
whilpring ; clamour your tongues, and not a word more- 
Mop. 1 havedone; Come you promis’d me a tawdry- 
lace, and a pair of {weet Gloves. 
Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozen’d by the 
way and loft all my money ¢ Sir, Mafter, there is three Carters, three Shepherds , 
Ant. And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, therc- | three Neat-herds , three Swine-herds that have made 
fore it behooves men to be wary. themfelves allmen of hair, thay call themfelves Saltiers. 
Clo. Fear not thou man; thou fhalt lofe nothing here.| and they have a Dance, which the wenches fay isa gal- 
Aut. \ hope fo fir, for I have about me many parcels|ly.maufry of Gambols, becaufe they are not in’t: but 
of charge. they themfelves are o’th’mind ( if it benot too rough 
Clo. What haft here? Ballads? ‘= forfome , that know little but bowling ) it will pleafe 
Mop. Pray now buy fome, I. love a Ballad in print, a| plentifully. 
aS: en ve aretina maama. Shep. Away: wel none on’c;here has been too 
eAut. Here’s onetoa very doleful tune, how a Ulv-| much homely foolery already. Iknow (Sir Jwe weary 
rers wife was brought ro bed with twenty money-bags at | you. 
a burthen, and how fhe lone’d to eat Addarsheads,and| Pol. You weary thofe chat ’refieth us + Pray let’ fec 
Toads Carbonadord. thefe four-threes of Herdfmen. 
Pama, epatemint Nine You": Ser. One three of them, by their own report ¢ Sir) 
Aus, Very true, and but a month old. hath dane’d before the King: and not the worft of the 


Dor. Blefs me from marying a Ulurer. a three, but jumps twelve foot and halfby th *fquire. 
Aut, Beres the Midwives name to’t sone MiftrifsTale- | Shep. Leave your prating, fince thefe a e ate 


Porter. and five or fix honeft Wives, that were prefent. pleas’d, let them come in ; but quickly now. 
Why fhould I carry lyes abroad ? Ser. Why, they ftay at door Sir. 
Mop. *Pray you now buy ir. 
Clo. Come on, Lay it by : and lew’s firt fee moe Bal- Here a Dance of twelus Satives. 
lads: We’! buy the other things anon. Pol. O Father, you’l know more of that hereafter. 
Ant. Here’s another Ballad of a fith, that appeared | Is it nor too far gone ? ’tis rime to pare chem, 
upon the coaft, on Wednesday the fourlcore of April, forty He’s fimple, and tells much. How 
thoufand fadom above water , and fung this Ballad againft | Your heart is full of fomething, that do’s take 
the hard hearts of Maids; it was thought fhe was a Wo- | Your mind from feafting. Sooth, when I was young, 
man, and was turn’d into a cold fith, for fhe would not | And handed love, as you do; I was wont 
exchange fi:th with one that lov’d her : The Ballad is ve- | To load my Shee with knacks: 1 would have ranfackt 
ry pitiful, and as true. The Pedlers filken Treafury, and have pour’dit 
Dor, Is it true too, think you. To her acceptance: you have let him go, 
Aut, Five Juftices hands at it: and witneffes more] And nothing marted with him. If your Lafs 
than my pack will hold. ‘Interpretation (hould abufe, and call this 


Clo, Lay it by too 3 another, Your lack oflove, or bounty, you were Mraited 
e4ut. This isamerry Ballad, but a very pretty one. |For arcply atleaft, ifyou make a care 
Mop. Let’s have fome merry ones, 


Song. 
Will you bey any Tape, or Lace for your Cape ? 
My dainty Duck, my Deer-a? 
eAny Silk, any Thred, any Toyes for your head 
Of the new’ ft, and fir ft. fir’ ft wear-a, 
Come to the Pedler, Money’s a medler, 
That doth ucter all wens ware-a. 


now ( fair fliepherd) 


ent. Why thisisa palling merry one, and goes to the 
tune of two Maids wooing a man : there’s {carce a Maid 
Weftward but the fingsit: ’cis in requeft, Ican tel t you. 
Mop. Wecan both lingit: if thoult bear a part, thou 
fhale hear, "cis in three parts, 
Dor. We had the tune on’t a month a go. 
efut. 1can bear my part, you mut know ’tis my occu- 
| pation: Have at it with you: 
Song’ 
Get you hence, for I muft £0 

Aut. Where fits not you to know. 

Dor. Whither. 

Mop. O whither ? 

Dor. Whither ? 

Mop. J: becomes thy oath full well, 

Thon to me thy fecrets tell, 

Dor. Ae too, let me go thither : 

Mop. Orthou goefè toth’ Grange, or Mill, 

Dor. Jf to either thou: doft ill, 

Aut. Nesther. 

Dot. what neither ? 

Ant. Nesther. 

Dor. Thon haft [worn my Love tobe, 

Mop. Thoun haf fivorn it more to me, 

Then whither goeft? Say whither ? 


Clo. Wei have this fong out anon by our felves: My 
Father and the Gent, are in fad talk, and we’l not trouble 
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches 


Ol happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, | know 
She prizes not fuch triffles as thefeare : 
The gifts fhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my heart, which I have piven already, 
But not deliever’d. O hear me breath my'ife 
Before this ancient Sir, who (it fhould feem ) 
Hath fometime lov’d. {take thy hand, this hand 
As foft as Doves Down, and as white asir, i 
Or Ethiepians tooth, or the fan’d fnow, 
That's bolted by th’Nothern blaft, twiceo’re. 

Pol, what follows this ? 
How prettily th'young Swain feems to wath 
Thehand, was fair before ? I have put you out, 
But to your proteftation ; Let me hear 
Whar you profes, 

Flo, Do, and be witnefs to’. 

Pol, And thismy neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men : the earth, and heavens, and all 
‘That were] crown’d the moft Imperial Monarch 
Thereof moft worthy: were I the faireft youth 
That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledo 
More than was ever mans, | would not prize them . 
VVithouther Loves for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemn them co her fervice, 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer’d, 

Cam. This fhews a found affection, 

Sbe. But my daughter, 


five buy for vou both : Pedler let’s have the firft choice ; | Say you the like to him. 


follow me girls, Awe, And you fhall pay well for em. 


Per. Icannot fpeak 
+ 
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So well, ( nothing fo well) nos nor mean better, 
| By the pattern of mine own thoughts, Icut out 
The purity of his 

Skep. Take hands, a bargain; 
And triends unknown, you fhall bear witnefs to’r: 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that muft be 
| l'th’ vertue of your daughter 3 one being dead, 
i fhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for you wonder : but come-on: 
Contra& us fore thefe witneffes. 

Shep. Come; your hand : 
And daughter, yours. 

Pol. Saft Swain a-while : befeech you, 
Have youa Father ? 

Fle. Yhave : but what of him? 

Pol, Knows heof this? 

Flo. He neither do’s, nor fhall. 

Pol, Me-thinks a Father, 


AS thouart tender to’r. 
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l will devife a death, as cruel for chee 
Exit, 
Perd. Even bere undone : 
I was not much afcar’d: for once, or twice 
I was about toipeak, and tell him plainly, 
The fell-fame Sun, that fhincs upon his Court, 
Hides not his vifage from our Cottage, burt 
Looks on alike. Wile pleafe you (Sir y be gone ? 
I told you what would come of this: Beteech you 
Of your own ftate take care: This dream of mine 
Being now awake, l'le Queen it no inch farther, 
Bur milk my Ewes, and weep. 
Cam, Why how now Father, 
Speak ere rhou dyeft, 
Shep. 1 canot {peak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know, that which Iknow: O Sir, 
You have undone a man of fourfcore three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet ;_ yea, 
To die upon the bed my tather dy’d, 
To lie clofe by his honeft bones 3 but now 


Some Hangman muft put on my fhroud, and lay m® - 
‘Where no Prieft fhovels-in duft. Obcurted wretch; 
That knew’ this was the Prince, and would adventure 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone; 
If I might die within this hour, | have liv‘d 
To die when ] defire. 

Flo, Way look you fo upon me? 
Tam but forry , not sfear’d; dela’d, 
But nothing alter’d; What iwas, lam; 
More ftraining on, for plucking back ; not following 
My leafh unwillingly 

Cam, Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Fathers temper : at this time 
He will allow nofpeech , (which I do phefs 
You do not purpofe to him, ) and as hardly 
Willhe endure your fighr, as yet Ifear, 
Then ull the fury of his Highne(s fertle, 
Come not before him. 

Flo. Ino: purpofe it, 
I think Camillo. 

Cam. Evenhe, my Lord. 

Per, How often have I told you ’rwould be thus ¢ 
How often faid, my dignity would laft . 
Bur till were known? 

Pol. Prethee let him. Plo. It cannot fail, but by 
Flo. No: he mut not. The violation of my faith, and then i 
| Shep. Let hin (my fon) he fhall not need to giieve| Let Nature crufh the fides o’th’ earth together, 
At knowing of thy choice. And mar the feeds within. Lift up.thy look, ; 
Fb. Come, come, he muf not: From my fucceffion wipe me( Father ) i 
Mark our Contract. Am heir to my affetion. 
Pol Mark your divorce (young Sir ) Cam. Be advis’d. 
Whom fon} dare not call: Thou art too bafe Flo. Lam ; and by my Fancy, ifmy Reafon 
i Tobe acknowledp’d. Thoua Scepters Heir, Will thercto be obedience ; Ihave Reafon; 
i That thus affe&ts-a fheep-hook ? Thouold Traitor, If not my fenfes better ( pleas’d with madnefs ) 
I am {orry that by hanging thee, J can Do bid it welcome. 
But fhortenthy life one week. And thou freth Piece Cam. This is defperate( fir. ) 
Of excellent Wirchcrafe who-ol force muft know Flo. So callit , but it do’s fulflmy vow 5 
The royal Foo! thou coap’h with. Ineeds muft think it honefty 5 Camillo, 
Ship. Oh my heart. Not for Bohemia, nor che pompthat may 
Pol. Viehave thy beauty feratcht with briefs, and made | Be thereat gleaned 5 for all that ihe Sun fees, or 
! More hom:ly-than thy ftate. For thee (found boy ) The clofe earth wombs; or the profound feas hide 
IfI may ever know thou doft but figh, In unknown fadomes, will ] break my Oath 
That thou no more fhalt never fee this knack ) asnever | To this my fair belov’d; Therefore | pray you, 
| mean thou fhalt ) we’l bar thee from fucceffion, As you have ever been my Fathers friend, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, When he fhall mifsme, as(¢ in faith | mean not 
Far than Dewcalion off: ( mark thou my words ) To {ce him any more ) caft your good counlels 
Follow us to the Court. Thou Chur], for this ume Upon his paflion; Let my felf, and Fortune 
(Though full of our difpleafure ) yet we free thee Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
From the dead blow of it: And your enchantment, And fo deliver , I am pút to fea 
Worthy enough a Herd{man: yea him too, With her, whom here I cannot ho'd on fhore ; 
F Thar makes himlelf (but for our Honour therein ) And moft opportune to her need, I have 
Unworthy thee. If ever henceforth, thou A Veffe! rides faft by, but noz prepar'd 
Í T'hefe rural Larches to his entrance open, For this cefign. What courfe I mean to hold 
Or hope bis body more, with thy imbraces, Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concer, 
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11s at the nuptial of his fon, a Gueft 
Thar beft becomes the Table : pray you once more 
is not your Father grown incapable 
Of reatonable affairs ? is he nor. ftupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumes ? Can he {peak ? hear ? 
Know man from man? Difpute his own eftate ? 
Lies henot bed-rid ? And again, do’s nothing 
But what he did, being childifh ? 
Flo, No good Sirs 
‘He has his health, and ampler Rrength indeed 
Than moft have of his age. 
Pol. By my white Beard, 
You offer him ( ifthis be fo } a wrong 
Somethingunfilial; reafon my fon 
Should choofe himfelfa wife, but as good reafon 
The Father, ( all whofe joy is nothing elfe 
Bur fair pofterity ) fhould hold fome counkl 
In fuch a bufinefs. 
Flo. \ yield all this 5 
Bur for fome other reafons ( my grave Sir) 
Which’cis not fit youknow,I] not acquaint 
My Father of this bufinefs. 
Pol. Let him know’t. 
Flo. He fhall not. 


Exit. 
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Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, l 
I would your fpirit vere eafier for advice, 
Or ftronger for your need. 

Flo. Heark Perdita, 

Ple hear you by and by. 

Cam. He’s irremovable, 
Refolv’d for flight : Now were I happy, if 
His going; I could frame to ferve my turn. 
Save him from danger, do himlove and honour, 
Purchafe the fight againof dear Sicilia, 

And that unhappy King, my Mafter whom 
I fo much thirft to fee. 

Flo. Now good Camillo, 

[ am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, that 
| leave out Ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, [think 
You have heard of my poor fervices, i’th’ love 
That Ihave born your Father ? 

Flo, Very nobly 
Have you deferv’d : It ismy Fathers Mufick 
Tofpeak your deeds: not little of his care 
To have them recompenc’d, as thought on. 

Cam, Well (my Lord ) 

If you may pleafe to think I lovethe King, s 
And through him, what’s neareft:to him, which is 
Your gracious {elf ; embrace butmy direction, 

If your more ponderous and ferled project 

May fuffer alreration : On mine honour, a 
Vle point you where you fhall have fuch receiving 
As fhall become your highnefs, where you may 
Enjoy your Mifrefs 5 fromthe whom , | {ee 
There’s no disjunétion to be made, but by 

(As heavens forfend ) your ruin: Marry her, 
And with my beft endeavoursy in your abfencc, 
Your difcontenting Father, Brive to qualify 

And bring him up cto liking. 

Flo. How Camillo 
May this (almoft a miracfe) be done ? 

That I may call thee fomething more than man, 
And after that truf to thee? 

(am. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you’l go ? 

Fle. Not any yet : 

But asth’unthought-on accident is guiicy 
To what we wildly do, fo we profefs 

Our {elves to be the flaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. Then lift to me: é 
This follows, if you will not change your purpofe 
But undergo this flight, make for S:cilia, 
| And there prefent your felf, and your fair Princefs, 
( For fo I iee fhe muft be ) fore Leontes 5 
She fhall be habiced, as it becomes 
The partner of your Bed. Methinks I fee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth: asks thee the Son forgivenefs, 
As’twere ich’ Fathers perfon : kiffes the hands 
Of your freth Princefs ; ore and ore divides him, 
*Twixt his unkindenfs, and his kindnefs: th’one 
Hechids to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Fafter than Thought, or Time. 

Flo. Worthy Camillo, s 
What colour for my vifitation, fhal! I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cams. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you (as from your Father ) fhall deliver, 
Things known betwixt us three, Ple write you downy 
The which fhall point you forth at every fitting 
What you muft fay, that he fhall not perceive, 

But that you have your Fathers Bofom there, 

And fpcak his very heart. 
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Flo. 1am bound to you: 
There is fome fap in this. 
Cam. A Courfe more promifing , 
Tyan a wild dedication of your {elves 
To unpath’d waters, undream’d Shores ; moft certaia; 
To miferies enough : no hope to help you, 
But as you fhake off one, to take another : 
Nothing fo certain, as your Anchors, who 
Do their belt office, if they can but ftay you, 
Where yowi be loath to be :_ befides you know, 
Profperity’s the very bond of love, 
Whofe freth complexion, and whofe heart together, 
Afflition alters. 
Per, One of thefe is true - 
I chink Affliction may fubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the Mind. 
Cam. Yea, fay you fo? 
There fhallnot a you ar Fathers houfe, thefe feven years 
Be born another fuch, 
Flo. My good Camillo, 
She’s as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i’th’ rear our birth. 
Cam. I cannot fay, ’tis pity 
She lacks inftruétions, for fhe feems a Miftrefs 
To moft that teach. 
Par. Your pardon Sir, for this. 
Pie blufh you thanks, 
Flo. My pretticit Perdita. 
But O, the Thorns we ftand upon , (Camillo) 
Preferver of my Father,now of me. 
The Medicine of our Houfe: how thalt we do ? 
We are not furnifh’d like Bohemsa’s Son, 
Nor fhall appear in Sicily. 
Cam. My Lord, 
Fear none of this: [ think you know my fortunes 
Do all tie there : Ie fhall be fo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play, were mine. Forinftance, Sir, 
That you may know you fhall not want 3 one word. 


Enter Autolichus. 


efur. Ha, ha, what a fool Honefty is? and Truft (his 
[worn brother ) a very fimple Gentleman. Ihave fold all 
my trumpery ; noc a counterfeic ftoncy. not a ribbon, 
glals, pomander, browch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, thooe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack 
trom faftning : they throng who fhould buy firlt, as if my 
Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a benedition to 
the buyer : by which means, | law whofe purfe was beft in 
picture: ana whac I faw, to my good ufe, I remember 
My Clown (who wants but fomething tobe areafooable 
man ) grew foin love wich the Wenches fong, that he 
would not Qirhis pettytoes till he had both tune and 
words, which fo drew the reft of the herd to me, that 
all their other fences fuckin ears; you might have pinch’d 
a Placket, it was fencclefs, "twas nothing to geld a Cod- 
Picce of apurfe ; L would have fid Keys off that hung 
iN chains: no hearing, no fecling, but my firs fong, and ac- 
miring the nothing of it. So tbat in this time of Lethar- 
py, I pick’t and cut moft of their Feftival purfes: and 
had not the old man come in with a \Whoo-bub againft 
his Daughter, and the Kings Son, and fcar’d my chowghes 
from the chaff, I had notlefe a purfe alivein the whole 
Army. 

Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there 
So foon as you arrive, fhall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And thofe that you'l procure from King Leontes? 

Cams. Shall fatisfy your Father: 

Perd. Happy be you : 
All chat youfpeak, thews fair. 

Caw. Who have we here? 

Wet 
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Wel makean initrument of this: omit 
| Nothing may give us ayd. 
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Shep. Go to then. 
Clow. She being none of your ficth and blood, your Aefh 


Aut, It they have over-heard me now: why hanging: | and blood has not offended the King,and fo your fieh and 


Cam, How now(Good Fellow) { 
Why fhak’h thou fo ? fear not (man) 

| Elere’s no harm intended to thee. 

Aut. Yama poor fellow, Sir. 

Cam, Why, be fo ftill: here’s no body will fteal that 
from thee: yet for the out-fide of thy poveity, we mutt 
ulake an exchange: therefore dif-cafe theeinftantly ( thou 
muft think there’sa neceffity int ) and change garments 

i with this Gentleman : tho the peny-worth ( onhis fide ) 
be the worft, yet hold thee, there's fome boot. 

efnt. Iam a poor fellow, Sir, ( I know ye well e- 
nough. ) 

Cam, Nay prethee difpatch : the Gentleman is half fled 
already. 

Ant, Are you inearneft, Sir? (I {mellthe trick on’t. 

Flo. Diulpatch, I prethee. 

Aut. Indeed] have had earneft, but I cannot with con- 
[cience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle, 

| Fortunate Miftrifs ( let my prophecy 
j| Come home toye : ) you muft retire your felf 
Into fome Covert; take your fweet-hearts hat 
And pluck it ore your brows, muffle your face 
Diimantle you, and (as you can )difliken 
The truth of your own feeming, that you may 
(Por Ido fear eyes over ) to Ship-board 
Get undefery'd. 
Per. I fee the Play fo lies, 
That I muft bear a part, 
Cam. Norem-dy: 
Have you done there? 
Flo, Should Inew meet my Father. 
| He would not call me Son. 
| (an, Nay, you fhall have no hat 5 
| Come Lady, come ; farewel (my friend.) 
| Auti Adieu, Sir. 

Flo, O Perdita: what have we twain forgot ; 
*Pray you 2 word. i 

Cam, WhatIdo next, fhall beto tell the King 
Of this efcape, and whither they are bound : 
Wherein, my hope is, | fhallfo prevail, 

To force him after: in whofe company 
i fhall review Sicilia : for whofe fight, 
l have a womans Longing 

Flo. Fortune {peed us: 

i Thus wefet on ( Camillo ) to th’ Sea fide. 

Cam. The {wifter (peed, the better. exit. 

Aut. Tunderftand the bufinefs,] hear it: to have an 
open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, isneceflary for a 

;Cut-purfe; a good note is requifite alfo, to fmell out work 
for thother fences. [fee thisis the time that the unjuft man 
doth thrive. What an exchange had this been, without 
boor? Whata boot is here, with this exchange 5 fure the 
Gads do this year connive at us, and we may do any thing 
extempore. The Prince himfelfis about a piece of iniquity 
(ftcaling away from his Father,with his Clog at hisheels. ) 
if] thoughtit were a piece of honefty to acquaint the King 
withal, E would not do‘t: I hold it the more Knavery 
to conceal it ; and therein am I conftant tomy Profffi- 
on. 


Enter Clown and Shepheard. 


Afide, afide, here’s more matter for a hot brain: Every 
| Lanesend, every Shop, Church, Scflion, Hanging yields a 
careful man work. è 
| Clown, See, fee: what a man you are aow ? there is no 
other way,but to tell the King fhe’s a Changling, and none 
i of your flefh and blood. 
| Shep. Nay, but hear me. 


Clow. Nay,buthear me. . 


blood is not to be punifh’d by him. Shew thofe things you 
found about her (thofe fecrec things, af] but what fhe has 
with her: ) This being done, ler che Law £0 whiftle: [ 
warrant you. 

Shep. 1 will tell the King all, every word, yea, and his 
Sons prankstoo: who, I may fay, is no honet man neie 
ther to his father, nor to me, to go about to make methe 
Kings brother in Law. 

Clow. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheft off you 
could have been to him, and then your blood had been 
the dearer, by I know how muchan ounce. 

Aut. Very wilely ( Puppies ) 

Shep. Well: let us to the King: there is that in this 
Farthel, will make him fcratch his beard. 

«Aut. I know not what impediment this complaint may 
be tothe flightof my matter. | 

Clo, Pray heartily he be at Pallace, 

Aut. ThoTam not naturally honeft, I am fo fometimes 
by chance: Leeme pocket up my pedlers excrement.How 
now (Ruftigues ) whither are you bound ? 

Shep. To th? Pallace ( and it like your Worfhip ) 

Aut. Your affairs there ? what ? with whom ? the cen- 
dition of that Farthel ? the place of your dwelling ?. your 
Names? your ages? of what having? breeding, and any 
thing that is fitting to be known, diicover ? 

Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sir. 

e4ut. ALye: you are rough, and hairy : Let me 
have no lying; it becomes sone but Tradef-men, and they 
often give us (Souldiers } the lie, but we pay them for it 
with tamped Coine, not Rabbing fteel, therefore they do 
not give us the Iye, 

Clo, Your Worfhip had like to have given us ọne, if you 
had not taken yoor felf with the manner. 

Shep, Are you a courtier, and’ like you Sir? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no,1 am a Courtier, Seef 
thou not the air of the Court, in thefe enfoldings? barh not 
my gate in it, the meafure of the Court ? receives not thy 
Nole Court-Odour from me ?refle& I not on thy bafenefs, 
Court-contempt? Think’ thou, for that Iinfinuate, or 
toaze from thee thy bufinefs , 1 am therefore no Courtier ? 
[ am courtier Cap-a-pe 3 and one that will either pufb-on, 
or pluck- back, thy bufinefs there: whereupon 1 command 
thee to open thy affair. 

Shep. My bufinefs, Sir, is to the King. 

Aut. What advocate haf thou to him? 

Shep. know pot, (and’t like you.) 

Clo, Advocate’s the Court-word for a Pheazant: fay 
you have none. 

Shep. None, fir: I haveno Pheafant cock, nor hen. 

Ant. How bleffed are we, that are not fimple men? 
Yet nature might have made meas thefe are, 
Therefore § will noe difdain. 

Clo, This cannot be but a great Courtier. 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears them not} 
handfomly. 

Clo, Hefeems to be the morenoble in being fantafti- 
cal: a great man, l’le warrant 5 [know by the picking 
on’s teeth. 

Aut. The Farthel there? What’si’th’ Facthel 2 
wherefore that Box ? | 

Shep. Sir, there lies fuch fecrets in this Farthel and Box, 
which none muft know but the King, and which'he fhall 
know within this hour, if I may come to th’ {peech of 
him. 

Aut. Age, thou hah loft thy labour. 

Shep. VVhy Sir ? 

Ast. The King isnot at the Pallace, he is gone aboard 
a new Ship, to purge Malencholly, and air himfelf : for if 
chou beet capable of things ferious, thou muft know the 
King isfull of grief. 

Shep. So ’tis faid (Sir, ) about hii Son that fhould 
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have married a Shepherds davghter. 

Hur, We that Shepherd be not in hand.faft, fethim fly ; 
the Curfes he fhall have, the Tortures he fhall feel, wil 
break the back of Man, the heart of Monfter. 

Clo. Think you fo, Sir: 

Aut. a he alone fhall fuffer what Wit can make hea- 
vy, and vengeance bitters but thofe that are Jermain to 
him (tho remov’d fifty times) hall all come under the 
Hangman ; which, tho it be great pity, yet ic isneceffary. 
An old Sheep-whiltling Rogue, a Ram-tender, to offer 
tohave his Daughter come into grace ? Some fay he fhall 
be fton’'d ; but that Death is too foft for him. ( fay 1 :) 
Dcaw our Throne into a Sheep-Coat? all Deaths are too 
few,-.the fharpeft too eafie: 

Clo. Ha’s the old man ere a Son,Sir.(do you hear) and’e 
like you, Sir. s 

Ant, He ha’saSon, who fhall be flay'd alive , then 
‘nointed over with honey, fer on the Head of a Wafps 
Neft, then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead; 
then recover’d again with: Aqua-vite, or fome other hor 
Infufion;then, raw as he is (and in che hotteft day Progno- 
fication proclaints) fhall he be fer againft a Brick-wall 
(the Sun looking with a Southward Eye upon him; where 
he isto behold him, with Flies blown to Death.) But 
what talk we of thefe Traitorly-Rafcals, whofe miferies 
are to be fmii'd at, their offences being fo capitrl? Tell me 
(for you feem to be honeft plain men) what you have to 
the King: being fomething gently confider'd, Ile bring 
you where he is aboord, tender your perfons to his pre- 
fence, whifper him in your behaif; and ifit be in man, 
befides the King, cocfi:ét your Suit, here isa man fhall 
do it. 

Clo. He feems to be of great Authority: clofe with 
him, give him Gold ; and though authority be a ftubborn 
Bear, yet he is oft led by the Nofe with Gold: thew 
the infide of your Purfe to the outfide of his hand , 
and no mote ado. Remember fton’d and flay’d a- 
live. 

Shep. And’t pleafe you (Sir) co undertake the bufi- 
nefs for us, here is that Gold I have: Ple makeit asmuch 
more, and leave this young man in Pawn cill | bring is 

ou. 
i Aut. After I haye done what I promifed ? 

Sa:p. U Sir, 

Aut, Well, give me the *moity ; are you a parting ta 
this bufinels, 

Clo. In fume fort, Sir: but tho my cafe bea pitilal one, 
[hope I half not be flay’d out of ir. 

4ut, Oh that’s thee fe of the Shepherds Son ; hang him, 
he] be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort: We mult to the King, 
and fhewour ftrange fights: he muft know ’tis none of your 
Daughter, nor my Siiter: we are gone elle, Sir, 1 will 
give youasmuch as thisold man do’s, whenthe bulinefs is 
performed, and remain (as he fays) your Pawn till it be 
brought you. 

“Ant. I will trut you, walk before toward the Sea-fide, 
go on the right hand, I wili bur look upon the Hedg, and 
follow you, 

Clo. We are blefs’d, in this man: as I may fay, even 
blefs?d. 

Shep. Let’s before, ashe bids us: he was provided to 
do uspcod. 

Exeunt, 

Ant. If [had a mind to be honeft, I fee Fortune would 
not fuffer me: fhe drops Booties in my moutb, I am 
‘courted now with adouble occafion: Cgold, and a means 
} to do the Princemy Maltcr good: which, who knows 
i how that. may turn back to my advancement?) I will 
bring thefe two Moals, thefe blind ones, aboard him, if 
hechink ic fir co fhoar them again, and chat the Com. 
plaint they have to the Kise concerns him nothing, let 
him call me Rogue, for being fo far officious, for i am 
proof againft that Titlis, and what fhame elfe belongs 
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tor: To him will I prefenr them, there may be matter 
in it. 


Exeunt. 





Atus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Exter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, Servants, 
Florizel, Perdita. 


Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have perform’d 
A Saint-like Sorrow: No fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem’d ; indeed pay’d down 
More penitence, than done trefpafs: at the laft 
Do as the Heavens nave done; forget your evil, 
With them, forgive your felf. 

Leo. Whilft I remember 

Her and her vertues, 1 cannot forget 
Mr blemifhes in them, and fo ftill think of 
The wrong] did my felf: which was fo much, 
That Heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom, and 
Deftroy’d the fweet’f companion that cre man 
Bred his hopes out of, true. 

Pau!. Too true (my Lord: 

If one by one, you wedded all the World, 

Or from the All char are, took fomething good, 
To makea perfet Woman; fhe you kill’d, 
Would be unparallel’d. 

Leo. 1 think fo. Kil'd? 

She 1 kild? I did fo, bur thou firik’R me 

Sorely, to fay I did, itis as bitter 

Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now, 
Say fo but feldom. 

Cleo. Notatall, good Lady: 

You might have fpokena thoufand things, that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac’d 
Your kindnefs better. 
Paul. You are none of thofe , 
Would have him wed again, 
Dia. If you would nos fo, 
You pity not the Scare, nor the Remembranc: 
Of his moft Soveraign N:me : Confider little, 
What dangers, hy his Highnefs fail of !ffue, 
May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lockerson. What were more holy, 
Than to rejoyce the former Queen is well? 
What holier, than for Royalties repair, 
For prefentcomfort, and for future good, 
To blefs the Bed of Majetty again 
With a fweet fellow to'r? 
Panl. There is none worthy, 
(Relpecting her that’s gone :) befides the Gods 
Will have tulfll’d their fecret purpofes : 
For has not the Divine eg pollo laid , 
ls’c nor thecenor of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes fhall not have an Heir , 
Till bis loft Child be found? Which, that ie fhail, 
Is ail as morftrous to our humane reafon, 
As my Antigonas to break his Grave, 
And come again to me; who on wy life, 
Did perifh with the Infant. Tis gour Councel , ` 
My Lord fhould to the Heavens be contrary , 
Oppafe againft their wills. Care not for iffue, 
The Crown will find an Heir.. Great Alexender 
Lefe his to ch’ Worthieft: fo his Succeffor 
Was like to be the bR. 
Leo. Gnod Paulinas, 
Who haft the memory of Hermione 
I know in honour: O, that ever J 
Had {quar'd me co thy Councel: then, even now 
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{ might bave look’d upon my Queens full eyes, 
Have taken Treafure from her lips, 
Pant. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 
Leo. Thou {peak’R truth: 
No more fuch wives, therefore no wife; one worfe, 
And better us’d, would make her Sainted Spirir, 
Again poffels her Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Where we Offenders now appear) Soul-vext, 
And begin, why to ae. 
Pant. Had fhe fuch power, 
She had juft caufe. 
Leo. She had, and would incenfe me 
To murther her I married. 
Panl. Ifhould fo : 
Were I the Ghoft thar walk’d, Pld bid you matk 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in’c 
You chofe her: then I’ld fhriek, that even your Ears 
Should rift to hear me, and the words that follow’d, 
Should be, Remember mine. 
Leo. Stars, Stars, 
And all eyes elfe, dead coals 5 fear thouno Wife; 
Pie have no Wife, Paulina. 
Pant, Will you {wear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave? 
Leo. Never (Paulina) fo be blefs’d my Spirit. 
Paul. Then good my Lords, ‘bear witnels to his Oath. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Paul. Unlefs another, 
As like Hermione, as is her picture, 
Affront his eye. 
Cleo. Good Madam, I have done. 
Paul. Yer if my Lord will marry ; if you will, Sirs ; 
No remedy but you will; Give me the office 
To chufe you a Queens fhe fhall not be fo young 
As was-your former, but fhe fhall be fuch 
As (walk’d your firft Queens Ghoft) it fhould take joy 
_| Tofee her in your arms. 
Lec. My true Paulina, 
We fhall.not marry, till chou bidft us. 
Paul. That 
Shall be when your firft Queen’s again in breath: 
Never till then. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. One that givesout himfelf Prince Florizel, 
Son of Polsxenes, with his Princels (the 
The faireft I have yet beheld) defires accefs 
To your high prefence. 
Leo. What with him? he comes not 
Like to his Fathers greatnefs; his approach 
(So out of circumftance, and fudden) tells us, 
Lis not a Vilitation fram’d , but forc’d 
By need, and accident. What Train? 
| Ser. But few, 
And thofe but mean. 
Leo. His Princefs (fay you) with him > 
Ser. Ls the moft peerlefs piece of Earth, { think, 
That ere the Sun fhone bright on. 
Paul. Oh Hermons, 
As ever prefent Time doth boaft it {elf 
Abovea better, gone; fo muft.thy Grave 
Give way to what’s feen now. Sir, you your felf 
Have faid, and writ fo: but your writing now 
is colder than that Theam ; fhe had not been, 
Nor was not to be equall’d 5 thus your Verfe 
Flow’d with her Beauty once, ’tis fhrewdly ebb’d, 
To fay you have feen a better. 
Ser. Pardon , Madam: 
The one, Ihave almoft forgot (your pardon: 
The other, when fhe ha’s obtain’d your Eye, 
Will have your Tonguetoo. This is a Creature, 
Would the begin a Set, might quench the zeal 
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Of all Profefforselfe: make profelites 
Of who fhe but bid follow. 
Paul. How? not Women? 
Ser. Women will love her, that fheis 2 Woman 
More worth than any Man: Men that fhe is 
The rareft of all Women. 
Leo. Go Cleomines, 
~ ~ (affifted with your honour’d friends) 
ring them co our embracement. Still ’tis ft 
He thus fhould fteal upon us.  —" 
Panl. Had our Prince, = 
(Jewelof Children) feen this hour, be had paiid 
Well with this Lord; there was not a full month 
Between their Births. 
Leo. 'Prethee no more ; ceafe: thou know’h 
He dies to me again, when talk’d of: fure 
When I fhall fee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 
Will bring me to confider that, which may 
Unfurnifh me of Reafon. They are come. 


Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 


Your Mother was moft true to Wedlock, Prince, 
For the did print your Royal Father off, 
Conceiving you. Were l but twenty one, 
Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you, 
(Hisvery air) that i thould call you Brother, 
As I did him, and fpeak of fomething wildly 
By us perform’d before. Moft d:arly welcome , 
And your fair Princefs (Goddefs) oh: alas, 
I loft a couple, that ’twixt Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have ftood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gracions Couple) do: and then I loft 
(All mine own Folly) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho bearing Mifery) I defire my life 
Once more to look on him. 
Flo, By his command 
Have Lhere touch’d Siciliz, and from him 
Give youall greetings, chat a King (as friend) 
Can fend his Brother: and but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worn times) hath fomething {ciz"d 
His with’d Ability, he had himtelf , 
The Lands and Waters, “twixt your Throne and his 
Meafur’d, to lock upon yous whom he loves 
(He bad me fay fo) more than all che Scepters, 
And thofe that bear them, living. 
Leo, Oh my Brother, 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs {have done thee, ftir 
Afrefh within me; and thefe thy offices 
(So rarely kind) are as Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flacknefs. Welcome hither, 
Asis the Spring toth’ Earth. And hath he too 
Expos’d this Paragon to th’ fearful ufage 
(Acleaftungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her pains : much lef, 
Th’ adventure of her perfon? 
Flo. Good my Lord, 
She came from Lybie. 
Leo. Where the warlike Salus, : 
That Noble honour’d Lord, is fear’d, and fov'd ? 
Flo. Moft Royal Sir, 
From thence: trom him, whofe Daughter 
His Tears proclaim’d his parting with her: thence 
(A profperousSouth- wind friendly we have crof’d , 
To execute the Charge my Father gave me, 
For vifiting) your Highne&s my beft Train 
| have from your Sicilian fhores difmils’d . 
Who for Behemta bend, to fignifie 
Not only my fuccels in Lybsa (fir) 
But my arrival, and my Wifes, in fafety 
Fiere, whete te are. l 


Leo, 
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Leo. The bleffed Gods 

Purge all infe€tion from our Ait, whilft you 

Do Climate here: you have a holy Father, 

A graceful Gentleman, againft whofe perfon 

(So facred as it is).1 have done fin, 

For which the Heavens (taking angry note) 

Have lefeme Iffue-lefs: and your Father’s blefs’d 
I( As he from Heaven meritsit ) with you, 

Worthy his goodnefs. What might I have been, 

Might I a Son and daughter now have fook’d on, 

Such goodly things as you ? 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. Moft Noble Sir, 

That which I thall report will bear no credit, l 
Were not the proof fonigh. Pleafe you( great Sir ) 
Bohemia preets you from himfclf, by me: 

Defiresyou to attach his Son, who ha’s 

(His Dignity, and Duty both caft off) 

Eled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 

A Snepherds Daughter. 

Leo. Where’s Bohemia ? {peak. 

_ Lor. Herein your City: I now came from him. 
I {peak amazedly, and it becomes, 

My marvel, and my Meffage, to your Court 
Whiles he was haftning ( in the Chafe, it feems , 
Of this fair Couple ) meets he on the way 

The Father of this {ceming Lady, and 

Her Brother, having both their Countrey quitted, 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camillo ha’s betray’d me 5 
Whofe honour, and whole honefty till now, 
Endur’d all Weathers. 

Lord. Lay’t fo to his charge : 

He’s with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo ? (Sir: )1{pake with him: who now 
Ha’s thefe poor men in queftion. Never faw | 
Wretches foquake ; they kneel, they kifs the earth; 
For(wear themfelves as often as they {peak : 
Bobemia topshisears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 

Per. Oh my poor Father 5 

! The Heaven {ets fpies upon us, will not have 
Our Contragt celebrated. 

Leo. Youare married ? 

Flo. Weare nat (Sir ) nor are we like to be 3 
The Stars (1 fee} will kifS the Valleys firft ; 

The odds for high and low’s alike, 

Leo, My Lord, 

Is this the Daughter of a King ? 

Flo. She is, 

When once fheismy Wife. 


Leo. That once (I fee ) by your good Fathers fpeed, 


Will come-on very flowly. lamforry 
( Moft forry ) you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty’din duty : and as forry, 
Your choice is nat fo rich in Worth, as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear look up: 
Though Fortune, vifible an enemy, 
Should chafe us, with my Father : power no jot 
Hath thetochange our Loves. Befeech you (Sir) 
Remember. fince you ow’d no more toTime 
Than I do now : with thought of fuch affections, 
Step forth mine Advocate : at your requeft, 
My Father will grant precious things, as Trifles. 

Leo, Would he do fo, Tid beg your precious Miftris 
which he counts but a Trifle. 

Poul. Sir (my Liege ) 
Your eye hath toa much youthin’c : not amenth 
"Fore your Queen did, fhe was more worth fuch gaz:s 
Than what you look cn now. 
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Leo. | thought of her, 
Even in thefe looks } made- But your Petition 
Is yet un-anfwer’d : I will co your Father: 
Your Honour not o’re thrown by your cefires, 
I am friend tothem, and you : upon which Errand 
I now gotoward him: therefore follow me, 
And mark what way! make : Come, good my Loid 


Exsunt. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Antolichns, and a Gentleman. 


— Bsfeech you (Sir) were you prefent at this Rela- 
n 

Gent. 1. I was by at the opening of the Fardel, heerd 
the old Shepherd deliver the ssa: how he found ie; 
whereupon (after a little amagednefs ) we were all com- 
manded out of rhe Chamber : only this (me thought ) 1 
heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Child. 

Ant. I would moft gladly know the [fue of it. 

Gen. t. Imake a broken delivery of the bufiness : but 
the changes I perceived in the King and Camille, were ve- 
cyNotes of admiration; they feem’d alnoft, with faring 
on oneanother, to tear the Cafes of their Eyes. There 
was fpeech in theie dumbnefs, Language in their very Ge- 
Rure : they look’d asthey had heard ofa World ranfom’d, 
or one deftroyed ; a notable paffion of Wonder appeared 
in them : but the wifeft beholder, that knew no more 
but feeing, could not fay, if th’ importance were Joy, or 


-| Sorrow 3 but inthe extremity of the one, it mult needs be. 


Enter ancther Gentleman. 


Here comes a Gentleman, that happily k ; 
The News, Rogero, , in ws 

Gen. 2. Nothing but Bonfires: the Oracle is fulfil’d ; 
the Kings Daughter is found ; fuch a deal of wonder is 
broken out within this hour, that Balladmakers cannot 
be able to exprefsit. 


Enter avother Gertleman. 


Here comesthe Lady Paulina’s Steward, he can deliver 
you more. How goesit now (Sir ? ) This News (which 
is call’d true) is tolike an old Tale, thar the verity of it is 
in trong fulpition ; Ha’s the King found his heir ? 

Gen. 3: Mot truc, ifever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumftance; That which you ‘hear, you’l fwear you 
fee, there is fuch unity in the Proofs. The Mantle 
af Queen Hermiones; her Jewel about the Neck of ir; 
the Letters of Antigonus found with irt, which they know 
to be his Character, the Majefty of the Creature, in re» 
femblance of the Mother; the Affeétion of Noblenefs, 
which nature fhews above her breeding, and many o- 
other Evidences, proclaim her with all certainty to bs 
the Kings Daughter: did you fee the meeting of the two 
Kings? 

Gent, 2. No. 

_ Gent. 3. Then have you loft a fight which was to be 

feen, cafinot be fpokenof. There might you have be- 
held one Jay crown another, fo and in fath manner, that 

it feem’d Sorrow wept to take leave of them; for rheir 
Joy waced int:arss ‘There was cafting up of Eyes, hol. 
ding up of hands, with Countenance of fuch diftra&ion, 
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favoor. 
Our King being ready to leap out of himfelf, for joy of 

his found Daughter ; as if that joy were now becomes 

Lofs, cries, Oh, thy Mother, chy Mosher 5 thea asks 
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Bobemsa fosgivenefs, then embraces his Son-in-law : then 
again worryes he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now 
he thanks the old Shepherd ( which ftands by, like a wea- 
ther-beaten Conduit of many Kings Reigns. ) 1 never 
heard of fuch another encounter 5 which lames Report to 
follow it, and undo’s defcription to do it. 

Gent. 2. What pray you, became of entigonus, that 
carried hence the child ? 

Gens. 3. Like’an old Tale Gill, which will have matters 
to rehearie, tho Credit be afleep, and not an ear open, he 
was torn to pieces with a Bear: This ayouches the Shep- 
herds fon, who has not only his innocence ( which feems 
much ) to juftifiehim, but a Handkerchief and Rings of 
his ; that Paulina knows. 

Gert. 1. What became of his Bark, and his Follow- 
ers ? 

Gent. 3 Wracke the fame inftant of their Mafters 
death, and in the view of the Shepherd: fo that allthe 
inftruments which aided to expofe the Child, were even 
then loft, when it wasfound. Butoh the Noble combat, 
that twixt Joy and Scrrow was fought in Paulina. She 
had one eye declined for the lofsof her Husband, another 
elevated that the Oracle was fulfill’d- She lifted the 
Princefsfrom the Earth, and fo locks her in embracing, 
asif the would pin her toher heart, that fhe mighe oo 
more be in danger of lofing. 

Gent. 1. The Dignity ot this A& was worth the an- 
dience of Kings and Princes, for by fuch was it agted. 

Gent. 3. Onc of the pretticlt touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes ( caught the water, though 
not theFifh) was, when at the Relationof the Queens 
death ( with rhe manner how fhe came to't, bravely con- 
fels’d, and lamented by the King ) how attenrivenefg 
wounced his Daughter, till (trom one fign of dolour to 
another ) fhe did ( with an las ) 1 would fain fay, bleed 
Tears ; foram fure, my hesrt wept blood. Who was 
moft marble there, changed colour : fome fwounded, all 
forrowed: if all the World could have feen’r, the Woe 
had been univerfal. 

Gent; 1. Ave they returnea-ro the Court? 

Gent. 3. No : the PrincefS hearing. of her Mothers 
Sratue ( which is in the keeping of Paulina )a Piece many 
years in doing, and now newly perform’d by thar rare 
lealian Mafter, Fulio Romano, who ( had he himielf eter- 
nity, andcould but breathe into his Work ) would be- 
guile Nature of her Cuftom, fo perfectly he is her Ape: 
He fo near to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they 
fay one would fpeak ro her, and ftand in hope of antwer. 
iThither (with all greedine’s of affeétion) are they gone ; 
and there they intend to tup. 

Gene. 2. I thought fhe had fome great aiatter there in 
hand, for fhe hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever 
(ince the death of Hermione, vifited that removed houfe. 
Shall we thither, aud with our company piece the rejoy- 
cing? 
he 1 Who would be thence, that ha’s the benefit 
Sof accefs? every wink of an Eye, fome new Grace will be 
born: ourablence makes us unthrifty to our Knowledg. 
Let’s alorg. | 
Exit. 

Zut. Now( had Inor the dafh of my former hfe in 
meJ would Preferment drop on my head. I brought 
che old man and his Sonaboard the Prince; told him, I 
heard them talk of a Farrhel, and iknow not what ; but 
he at rhat time over-fond of theShepherds daughter ( fo 
he then took her tobe ) who began to be much Sea-fick, 
and himlelf little better,excremity of weather continuing, 
this Myftery remained undifcover’d. But ’tis all one to 
me: for had I beenthe finder-out of this fecret, it would 
not have relifh’d among my other dilcredits. 


Enver Shepherd and Clown. 


Here come thofe | have done good to againft my will, 





- 


and already sppearing in the bloffoms ef thew For. 
tune. 

Shep. Come boy; I am paft more Children: but thy 
Sons and danghters will be all Gentlemen born. 

Clo, You are well met ( Sir; ) you denied to fight 
with me this other day, becaufe I wasno Gentleman born. 
See you thefeclothes? fay you fee them nor, and think me 
{till no Gentleman born: You were beft tay thefe Robes 
are not Gentlemen born. Give me the Lye: do, and 
try whether J am not now a Gentleman born. 

Ans. 1 know youare now (Sir ) a Gentleman born. 

Clo, I, and have been fo any time thefe four hours. 

Shep. Andfo havel, boy, 

Clo, So youhave , but 1 wasa Gentleman bern before 
my Father: forthe Kings Son took me by the hand, and 
call’d me brother 5 and then the two ings call’d my 
Father brother : and then the Prince my brother and the 
Princefs my Sifter call’d my Father, father , and fo we 
wept: and there was the firft Gentleman-like tears that e- 
ver we fhed. 

Shep. We may live, Son, tofhed many more. 

Clo. 1, or elfe *cwere hard luck, being in {0 prepofte- 
rous eftate as we are. 

Aut. itumbly betcech you, fir,to pardon’me all the 
faults § have committcd to your Worthip, and to give me 
your good report tothe Prince my Matter. 

Shep. ’Prethee fondo: for we muft be gentle, now we 
are Gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. $, andit like your good worthip. 

Clo. Give me thy hand; I will fwear to the Prince, 
thou art as honeft a true Fellow as any isin Bohemia. 

Shep. Youmay fay is, but not {wear it. 

Clow. Not {wear it, now Tam a Gentleman? Let Bores 
and Franklins fay it, Ple fwear ir. 

Skep. How it it be falfe fon ? 

Clo. Lf it be nere fo falfe, a rrue Gentleman may {wear 
it in the behalf of his friend: And l'le fwear to the 
Prince, thowart atall fellow of thy hands. and that thou 
wilt not be drunk : but 1 know thou artno tall fellow 
of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk , bur I‘le 
i it, andl would thou wouldft be a tall Fellow of thy 

ands, 

Ant, {will prove fo fir, to my power. 

Glo, I, by any means prove a tall Fellow: if I do not 
wonder how thou dar’ft venture to be drunk, nor being 
a tall fellow, trut me noc. Hark, the Kings and the Prin. 
ces (our Kindred ) are going to fee the Queens Pigture. 
Come, follow us: We’l be thy good Mafter. 























Exeu nt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, Panli- 
nay Hermione, ( like a Statue) Lords, ec. 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That [have hadof thee? 

Paul. What, Sovereign fir, 
I did nor well, I meant well; all my fervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfafed 
(VVith your Crown’d Brother, and thefe your contraéted; 
Heirs of your Kingdoms ) my poor Houle to vifit, 
Ir isa furplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may laft ro anfwer. 

Leo. O Paulina, 
VVe honour you with trouble; but we came 
To fee rhe Statue of out Queen. Your Gallery 

ave 
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Have we pafs’d through, not without much content 
In many fingularities : but we few nor 
Thar wkich my Daughter came to look upon, 
The Sratue of her Morher. 

Paul Asthe liv’d Peerlefs, 
So her dead likenets ! do will believe 
Exretls what ever yet you !von’d upon, 
Or hand of Man hath done: therefore | keep it 
Lovely, apart. Buthere itis: prepare 
To lee the life as lively mock’d, asever 
Still Sleep mock’d death : behold, and fay cis well. 
L like your filence, it the more fhews off | 
Your wonder ; but yet fpeak, firft you (my Liege ) 
Cores it not fomerhing near ? 

Lee. Her natural Pofture. 

Chide me (dear Stone )that1 may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermione, or rather, thou art fhe, 
In thy not chiding ; for fhe was as tender 

As infancy, and grace. Burt yet (Paulina ) 
Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

Pol. Oh, net by much. 

Paxl. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets go by fome fixteen years, and makes her 
As the liv’d now. 

Leo. As now fhe might have done, 
So much to my good comfort,as it is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus fhe ftood, 
Even with fuch Life of Majefty (warm Life, 
Asnow itcoldly fiands ) when firft 1 woo’d her. 
l am afham’d ; do's not the Rone rebuke me, 
For being more ftone than it ?- Oh Royal Picce ; 
. | There’s Magick In thy Majefty, which has 
My evils conjur’d to remembrance ; and 
From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirit, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd. And give me leave. 
And do nox fay ’tis Superftition, that 
i kneel, and then implore her bleffing, Lady, 
Deer Queen, that ended when! but began, 
Give methat handof yours to kifs. 

Panl QO, patience: 

The Statue is but newly fix’d: the Colours 
Not dry. 

Cam, My Lord, your forrow was too fore lay’d-on, 
Which fixteen Winters cannot blow away, 
Somany Summers dry, fcarce any Joy 
Did ever fo long live ; no Sorrow, 

But kildit {elf much fooner. 

Pol, Dear wy Brother, 

Let hie chat was the caufe of this, have power 
To take off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himfelf. 

Paul, Indeed my Lord, 
1f 1 had thought the fight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you ( for the ftone is mine ) 
Pld not have fhew’'d youie. 

Leo. Do not draw the Curtain. 

Paul. No longer fhall you gaze on’t , left your Fancy 
-May think anon, it moves. 

Leto. Ler be, letbe, 
Would I werè dead, but that methinks already, 
(What washe thar did make it ? )See(my Lord) 
Would younot deem it breath’d ? and that thofe veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 

Pol, Mafterly done. 
The very fife {eems warm upon her Lip. 

Leo. The fixture of her Eye his motion in’e, 
As we ate mock’d with Art. 

Panl. Tle draw the Curtain 5 
My Lord ’s almoft fo far tranfported, that 
Hel think anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh {weet Paulina, 

Make me to think fo twenty years together : 
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No fetled fences of the World can match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let’s alone. 
Pant. Lamforry (Sir)I have thus far ftid you; bet 
[ could afflic you further. 
Leo, Do Paulina ; 
For this affli&ion ha’sa tafte as {weer 
As any cordialcomfort. Still methinks 
There is an ayr comes from her. What fine Chizz¢i 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, 
For I will kif her. 
‘Paul. Good my Lord forbear ; 
The ruddinefs upon her lip is wer 5 
You'l marve it, tf youkifsit ; ftain your own 
With Oyly Paineing ; fhill I draw the Curtain ? 
Lee, No, not theferwenty years. 
Perd. Solong could I 
Stand by, a looker on. 
Paul. Either forbear, 
Quit prefently the Chappel, or refoive you 
For more amazement, if youcan behold ir, 
Pie make the Statue move indeed 3 defcend, 
And take you by the hand ; but then you'll think 
(VVhich t proteft egainft ) I am affifted 
By wicked Powers. 
Leo. VVhat you can make herdo, 
l am content 10 look on; what to {peak , 
[am content to hear , for ’ris as eafy 
Tomake her {peak, as move. 
Paul, Ic is requir'd 
You do awake your Faith, chen all Rand Aill. 
On ; thote that think iris unlawf.| Bufinefs 
| am abour, ler chem depart- 
Leo. Proceed; 
No foor fhall ftir, 
Paul. Mofick; awake her: Strike, 
"Tis time y defcend ; be Stone no more: approach , 
Strike all that look upon with marvail. Come, 
l’le fill your Grave up: ftir, nay come away: 
Bequeath to death your numbnels: (for from him 
Dear life redeems you ) you perceive fhe firs, 
Startnot, her ations fhall be holy, as 
You hear my fpell islawful, do not fhun her, 
Until you fee her dye again , for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand , 
VVhen fhe was young, you woo’d her , now io age, 
Is fhe become the Suitor ? 
Leo. Oh he's warm, 
If this be Magick, letit bean art 
Lawful as Eating. 
Pol. Sheembraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his neck, 
[f fhe pertain to life, let her {peak too. 
Pol. |, and make it manifelt where the has lived, 
Or how ftoln from the dead ? 
Paul. That the is living, 
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale; but ir appears the liver, 
Tho yet the {peak nor. Mark alittle while. 
Pleafe you to enterpofe( fair Madam ) kneel, 
And pray your Mothers blefling, turn good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. 
Her, You gods look down, 
And from your facred viols pour your graces 
Upon my Daughters head; tell me (mince own) 
Where haft thou been preferved? where lived ? how found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou thale hear that I 
Knowing by Paulina, that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferved 
My {clf, to.fee the Iffue. 
Paul. There is time enough for that ; 
Left they defire( upon this puth ) ro trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go ropether 
You precious winners all , your exultation 
Partake to every one; [(an old Turtle} | 
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Will wing me to fome wither'd bow, and there 

My Mate (that’s never to be found again) 

Lament sill fam loft. 

` Leo. O peace Paulina : 

Thou fhouldft a husband take by my confent, 

As Iby thine a Wife. This isa Match, 

; And made between’s by Vows. Thou haft found mine, 
But how, isto be queftion’d ; for 1 faw her 

(Asl thought) dead: and have (in vain) faid many 
A parver upon her Grave. Vle not feek far 

(For bim, I partly know his mind) to find thee 

An honourable Husband. Come Camilla, 

| And take her by thehand ; whofe worth, and honefty 
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Is richly noted : and here juftified 

By Us, apairof Kings. Let's from this place. 
What? look upon my Brother: both your pardons, 
That ere I put between your holy looks 

My ill fufpition : ‘This your Son-in-law, 

And Son unto the King, whom heavens direéting 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely 
Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, fince firkt 
Were diffever’d. Haftily lead away. 


Eveunt. 


THE 





THE 
Names of the Actors. 

Eontes, King of Sicilia. Emilia, a Lady. 

Mamilius, young Prince of Sicilia. | Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Camillo Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 
Antigonus ( Four Old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Cleomines ( Lords of - Sicilia. Clown Ais Son. 
Dion Autolicus, a Rogue. 


Hermione, Queen to Leontes. Archidamus, a Lord of Bohemia. 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Her-|Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants. 


mione. Shepherds, and Shepherdeffes. 


Paulina Wife to Antigonus. 
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KING 


DEATH 
JOHN. 





Aflus Primus, 


Scena Prima. 





Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Effex, and Sa- 
lisbury, with the Chattylion of France. 


. ef 
King Jona. 






WHE Chat. Thus (after greeting) {peaks the King 
ma E of France. 
S&S In my behaviour to the Majefty, 
TANAN The borrowed Majefty of Ezgland here. 
Eli. A ftrange beginning : borrowed Majefty ‘ 
K. Fohn, Silence (good Mother) hear the Embaflie. 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceafed Brother Geffrey’s Son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays molt lawful Claim 
To this fair I fland, and the Territories: 
To Ireland, Poyttiers, Anjowe, Loraine, Maine, 
Defiring thee to lay afide the Sword 
Which {ways ufurpingly thefe feveral Titles, 
And Put the fame into young 4rthur’s hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign. 
K. Fob. What follows, if we difallow of this? 
Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody War, 
To inforce thefe Rights fo forcibly withheld. 
K..Fobn.Here have weWar for War,and Blood for Blood, 
Controlment for Controlment: fo anfwer France. 
Chat. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my Embaiflie. 
K. Fobn, Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the Eies of France ; 
For e’re thou cantt report, I will be there; 
The Thunder of my Cannon fhal! be heard. 
So hence: be thouthe Trumpet of our wrath, 
And fullen prefage of your own decay : 
An honourable conduét let him have, 
Pembroke look to’t: farewell Chattylzon, 
CExit Chat. and Pem. 
Eli. What now, my Son, have I not cver faid 
How that ambitious Conftæce would not ceafe 
Till he had kindled France andall the World, 
| Upon the Right and Party of her Son ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eafie Arguments of Love, 
Which now the mannage of two Kingdoms muft 
With fearful bloody iflue arbitrate. 
K. Fokn. Our ftrong Poffeflion, and our Right for us. 
Eli, Your {trong Pofleflion much more than your Right, 
Or elfe ic muft go wrong with youand me, 
So much my Confcience whifpers in your Ear, 
Which none but Heaven, and you and I fhall hear. 
Enter a Sheriff. 
Effex, My Liege, here is the ftrangeft controverfie 


Come from the Countrey to be judg’d by you 

That e’re I heard, fhall1 produce the men 
K.Fobhn. Let them approach : 

Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay 


an passa? Ow fay, Chattylion, what would France with us? | This Expedition’s Charge. What men are you ? 


Enter Robert Faulconbridge and Philip, 


Philip. Your faithful Subject, 1a Gentleman, 
Born in Northamptonflure, and eldeft Son 
As I füppofe, to Faulconbridge, 

A Souldier, by the Honour-giving-hand 
Of Cordelion, Knighted in the ficld. 

K. Fohn. What art thou ? 

Robert, The Son and Heir to that fame Faulconbridre. 

K. Fobn, \s that the Elder, and art thouthe Heir : 
You came not of one Mother then it feems ? 

Philip. Moft certain of one Mother, mighty King 
That is well known, and, as] think, one Father: ~ 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o’re to Heaven, and to my Mother ; 
Of that I doubt, as all mens Children may. 

Els. Outon thee rude man, thou doft fhame thy Mother 
And wound her Honour with this diffidence, 

Phil. 1, Madam ? No? Ihave no Reafon for it, 

hat is my Brother's Plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he cdn prove, a pops me out, 
At leaft from fair five hundred pound a year - 
nn hy my are Honour, and my Land. 
. Foon. A good blunt Fellow: why being you 
Doth he lay ah to thine ierit? ETans% 
Phil. 1 know not why, except to get the Land; 
But once he flandered me with Baftardy : 
But whether | be as true begot or no, 
That ftilll lay upon my Mothers head, 
But that Iam as well begot, my Liege, 
(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me) 
Compare our faces, and be judge your felf 
Ifold Sir Robert did beget us both, 
Ard were our Father, and this Son like him: 
O old Sir Robert Father, on my knee 
| give Heaven thanks I was not like to thee. 
K. Jobn. Why what a mad-cap hath heaven lent us here? 
Eli. He hath a trick of Cordelion’s face, 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him: 
Do you not read fome tokens of my fon 
In the large compofition of this man? 

K.Fohn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard: firrah fpeak, 

What doth move you to claim your Brother’s Land ? 

Phil. Becaufe he hath 2 half-face, like my Father 
With half that face would he have all my Lend, 

Bb 


? 


nt eee E tO TE E R aS 


2 a The Life and Death of King John. 


A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a year ? 

Rob. Mygracious Liege, when that my Father liv’d, 

Your Brother did imploy my Father much. 
Phil. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get-:my Land, 
Your tale muft be how he imploy’d my Mother. 
Rob. And once difpatch’d him in an Embalflic 
To Germany, there with the Emperour 
To treat of high Affairs touching that time. 
Th’advantage of his abfence took the King, 
And inthe mean time fojourn’d at my Fathers; 
Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to {peak : 
But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores 
Between my Father, and my Mother lay, 
As Ihave heard my Father fpeak himfelf, 
When this fame lufty Gentleman was got : 
Upon his death-bed he by Will bequeath’d 
| His Lands to me, and took it on his death 
That this my Mother’s Son was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the world 
| Full fourteen wecks before the courfe of time: 
| Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My Father’s Land, as was my Father’s Will. 
K. John. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 
| Your Father’s Wife did after Wedlock bear him: 
| And if fhe did play falfe, the fault was hers, 
Which fault lies on the hazzards of all Husbands 
That marry Wives: tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this Son, 
Had of your Father claim’d this Son for his, 
In footh, good Friend, your Father might have kept 
This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the world: 
In footh he might : then ifhe were my Brother’s, 
My Brother might not clam him: nor your Father, 
| Being none of his, refufe him: this concludes, 
My Mother’s Son.did get your Father’s Heir, 
Your Father’s Heir muft have your Father’s Land. 
Rob. Shail then my Father’s Will be of no force 
| To difpoffefs that Child which isnot his ? 

Phit. Of no more force to difpoflefs me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli, Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land : 

Or the reputed Son of Cordelion, 

Lord of thy Prefence, and no Land befide ? 

| Saft. Madam, andif my Brother had my fhape 
And [ had his, Sir Robert’s his like him, 

| Andif my Legs were two fuch riding Rods, 

My Arms fuch Eel-skios ftuft, my Face fo thin, 

| That in mine Ear I durft not {tick a Rofe, 

Left men fhould fay, look where three farthings goes, 

And to his fhape were Heir to all this Land, 

Would I might never ftir from off this place, 

| I would give it every Foot to have this Face - 

I would nor be Sir Nobbe in any cafe. 

Eli. Vike thee well: wilt thou forfake thy Fortune, 
Bequeath thy Land to kim, and follow me? 

Lam a Souldier, and now bound to France. 

Bajt. Brother, take you my Land, IPle take my chance; 
Your Face hath got five hundred pound a year, 

Yet fell your Face for five-pence, and ’tis dear. 
Madam, Ple follow you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Baft. Our Country manners give our betters way. 

K. John. What is thy Name? 

Baft. Philip, my Liege, fo is my name begun, 
| Philip, good old Sir Rebert’s Wives eldeft Son. 

+ K. John. From henceforth bear his name 
| Whofe form thou beareft : 

Kneel thou down Philip, but rife more great, 
Arife Sir Richard and Plantagener. 

Baft. Brother by th? Mother’s fide, give me your hand, 
| My Father gave me Honour, yours gave Land, 
Now bleffed be the honr, by night or day, 

When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 


Ek. The very Spirit of Planragener : 
Iam thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo. 

Baff. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what tho ; 
Something about, a little from the right, 

Inat the Window, or elfe o’re the Hatch - 
Who dares not ftir by day, muft walk by nigbt, 
And have is have, however men do catch : 
Near or far off, well won is {till wel! thot, 
And I am I, how e'r’; I was begot. 

K. Fohn, Go, Faulconbrice, now haft thou thy defire, 
A Landlefs Knight, makes thee a Landed Squire : 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we mutt {peed 
For France, for France, for itis more than need. 

Baft. Brother, adiev, good Fortune come to thee, 
For thou waft got rth? way ot honefty. | 

[Exennt all but Baftard. | 

Baft. A Loot of Honour better than I was, : 
But many a many Foot of Land the worfe. 

Well, now can I make any Joane a Lady ; 

Good denne, Sir Rickard, Godamercy Fellow, 
And if his Name be George, Ple call him Peter , 
For new made Honour doth forget mens Names: 
Tis too refpective, and too fociable 

For your converfion, now your Traveller, 

He and his Tooth-pick, atmy Worfhips Mefs, 
And when my Knightly ftomach ts fuffis’d, 
Why then I fuck my teeth and Catechize 

My picked man of Countrys: my dear, Sir, 
Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin, 

I fhalt befeech you; that is Queftion now, 

And then comes Anfwer likean Abfey-book 

O Sir, fays Anfwer, at your beft Command, 

At your Employment, at your Service, Sir : 

No Sir, fays Queftion, I {weet, Sir, at yours, 
And fo e’re Anfwer knows what Queftion would, 
Saving in Dialogue of Complement, 

And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 

The Pyrennean and the River Poe, 

It draws towards fupper in conclufion io. 

But this is worfhiptul Society, 

And fitsthe mounting Spirit like my fel; 

For he is but a Baftard tothe time 

That doth not fmoak of Obfervation, 

And fo am I whether [ fmack or nos 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior Form, outward Accoutrement; 

But from the inward Motionto deliver 

Sweet, fwect, fweet poyfon for the Ages Tooth, 
Which though I will not Praétife to deceive, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it fhall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing - 

But who comes tn fuch hafte in riding Robes ? 
What Woman-poft ts this ? hath fhe no Husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 
O me, *tis my Mother : how now, good Lady, 
What brings you here to Court fo haftily ? 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney. 


Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother ? where is he? 
That holds in chafe mine Honour up and down. 
Baft. My Brother Robert, old Sir Robert?s Son : 
Colorand the Gyant, that fame mighty man, 
Isit Sir Robert’s Son that you feek fo ¢ 
Lady. Sir Robert's Son, I, thou unreverend Boy, 
Sir Rovert’s Son, why fcornelt thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir Robert’s Son, and fo art thou. 
Baft. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leavea while ? 
Gur, Good leave, good Philip. 
Baft. Philip, Sparrow, Fames, : 
There’s toys abroad, anon Ple tell thee more. i 
(Exit Fames. ; 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert?s Son, 


Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon | 
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Upon good Fryday, and ne’re broke his Faft : 

Sir Robert could do well, marry, to confefs! 

Could get me, Sir Robert could not do it ; 

We know his handy-work, therefore good Mother 
To whom am I beholding for thefe Limbs ? 

Sir Robert never holp to make this Leg. 

Lady, Haft theu confpired with thy Brother to o 
That for thine own gain fhould?{t defend mine Honour ? 
What means this feorn, thou moft untoward Knave ? 

Baft. Knight, Knight, good Mother, Bafilifco-like. 
What, 1 am dub’d, I have it on my fhoulder : 

But Mother, I am not Sir Robert’s Son, 
{ have difclaim’d Sir Robert and my Land, 
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone , 
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father, 
Some proper man I hope, who was it, Mother ? 
Lady. Haft thou deny’d thy felf a Faulconbridge ? 
Baft. As faithfully as I deny the Devil. 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father, 
By long and vehement fuit I was feduc’d 
To make room for him in my Husbands Bed: 
Heaven lay not my tranfgreffion to my charge, 
Thou art the lflue of my dear Offence 
Which was fo ftrongly urg’d paft my defence. 

Bajt. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 

Madam, I would not wifh a better Father : 

Some fins do bear their priviledge on Earth, 

And fo doth yours: your fault was not your folly, 

Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe, 

Subjected tribute to commanding love, 

Againft whofe fury and unmatched force, 

The awlefs Lyon could not wage the fight, 

Nor keep his Princly heart from Richara’s hands: 

He that per force robs Lyons of their Hearts, 

May cafily win a Womans: aye, my Mother, 

With all my heart I thank thee for my Father: 

Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well 

When I was got, Ile fend his Soul to Hell. 

Come, Lady, ! will fhew the to my Kin, 

And they fhallfay, when Aschard me begot, 

If thou hadit faid him nay, it had been fin, 

Who fays it was, he lyes, 1 fay’twas not. . 
VEHRE, 
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Scana Secunda. 


Enter before Angsers, Philip King of France, Lewis, Daul- 
phin, Auftria, Conftance, Arthur, 


Lewis. Before Angiers well met brave Auftria, 
Arthur that great fore-runner of thy Blood, 
Richard that rob’d the Lyon of his heart, 

And fought the Holy Wars in Paleftine, 

By this brave Duke came early to his Grave ; 

And for amends to his Pofterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

Tofpread his Colours Boy, in thy behalf, 

And torebuke the Ufurpation 

Of thy unnatural Uncle Englifh Fobn, 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth. God fhall forgive you Cordelion’s death 
The rather that you give his Off-fpring life, 
Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War: 
I give you welcome with a Powerlefs Hand, 

But witha Heart full of unftained Love, 

Welcome before the Gates of Angers, Duke. 
Lewis. A Noble Boy, who would not do thee right ? 
Aufl. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kifs, 

As Seal to, this Indenture of my love : 

That to my home I wil] no more return 

Till Angiers, and the Right thou haft in France, 

Together with that pale, that white-fac’d fhorc, 
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Whofe foot fpurns back the Oceans roaring Tides ; 
And coops from other Lands her Iflanders, 
Even till that England, hedg’din with the Main, 
That water-walled Bulwark, ftill fecure 
And confident from Foreign purpofes, 
Even till that outmoft Corner of the West 
Salute thee for her King, til then fair Boy 
Will Inotthink of home, but follow Arms. 

Conft. O take his Mothers thanks, a Widows thanks, 
Till your ftrong hand fhall help to give him &rength, 
To make a morce requital to your love. 

Anfi, The peace of Heaven is theirs who lift their Swords 
In fuch a juft and charitable War. 

King. Well, then to work, our Cannon hall be bent 
Again{t the Brows of this refifting Town, 
Call for our chiefeft men of Difcipline, 
To cull the Plots of beft Advantages : 
We'll lay before this ‘Town our Royal Bones, 
Wade tothe Market-place in French-mens Blood, 


But we will make it fubject to this Boy. 


Conft. Stay for an anfwer to your Embaffie, 
Left unadvis’d you ftain your Swords with Blood: 
My Lord Chattilion may from England bring 
That Right in Peace which here we urge in War, 
And then we hall repent each drop of Blood, 

That hot rath hafte fo indirectly fhed. 


Enter Chattilton. 
King. A wonder, Lady; lo upon thy with 
Our Meflenger Chattillon is arriv’d, 
What England fays, fay briefly gentle Lord, 
We coldly paufefor thee, Chattilon fpeak. 
Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siege, 


| And ftir them up againft a mightier Task. 


England, impatient of your juft Demands, 
Hath put himfelf in Arms, the adverfe winds, 
Whofe leifure [have ftaid, have given him time 
To Land his Legions all as foon as1: 

His Marches are expedient to this Town, 


| Bis Forces ftrong, his Souldiers confident : 
| With him along ts come the Mother-Queen, 


An Ace ftirrtng him to bloud and ftrife, 

With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spain, 

With them a Baltard of the King deceas?d, 

And all the unfettled humors of the Land, 

Rath, inconfiderate, fiery Volunteers, 

With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens, 

Have fold their Fortunes at their Native Homes, 

Bearing their Birth-right proudly on therr Backs. 

To make a hazzard of new Fortunes here ; 

In brief, a braver Choice of dauntlefs Spirits 

Than now the Englifh Bottoms have waft o’re, 

Did never float upon the {welling Tide, 

To do offence and fcathe in Chriftendom : 

The interruption of their churlifh Drums 

Cuts off more Circumftance, they are at hand , 
[Dreams beat, 

To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. 

King. How much unlook’d for, is this Expedition! 
Ap By how much unexpected, by fo much 
We muft awake, endeavour for defence, 

For Courage mounteth with occafion, 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d. 


Enter King of England, Baflerd, Queen, Blanch, Pembrook., 
and others, 


K. Fok. Peace be to France: if France in peace permit 
Our juft and lineal Entrance to our own; 
Ifnot, bleed France, and peace afcend to Heaven. 
Whiles we Gods wrathful Agent do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to Heaven. 
Fran. Peace be to Egni if that War return 
From France to England, there to live in peace : 
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England we love, and for that Englands fake, 
Wich burthen of our Armour here we {weat ; 
This toy! ofours {hould be a work of thine, 
But thou from loving England art fo far 
That thou haft under-wrought his lawful King, 
Cut off the fequence of Pofterity, 
Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape 
Upon the Maiden-Vertue of the Crown: 
Look here upon thy Brother Geffreys Face, 
Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded out of his; 
This little Abftract dotu contain that large, 
Which died in Gefrey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this Prick into as hugea Volume: 
That Geffrey wasthy Elder Brother born, 
And this his Son, England was Geffreys Right, 
And this is Geffreys, in the Name of God, 
How comes it then that thou art call’d a King, 
When living blood doth in thefe Temples beat 
Which owe the Crown that thou o’re-maltereft ? 
K.Fobn. From whom halt thou this great Commiffion, 
To draw my Anfwer fromthy Articles ? (France, 
Fra. From that fupernal Judge that ftirs good thoughts 
In any Breaft of itrong Authority, 
To look into the Blots and Stains of Right, 
That Jadge hath made me Guardian to this Boy, 
Under whofe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 
And by whofe help 1 mean to chaftife it. 
K. Fobn. Alack thou doft ufurp Authority. 
Fran. Excufe it isto beat Ufurping down. 
Queen. W ho is it thou doft call Uturper, France ? 
Conft. Let me make anfwer: thy Ufurping Son. 
Queen, Out infolent, thy Baflard fhall be King, 
That thou may’ft bea Queen, and checkthe World. 
Cenff. My Bed was ever to thy Son as true, 
Asthine was to thy Husband, and this Boy, 
Liker in feature to his Father Geffrey, 
Than thou and Joh», in manners being as like, 
As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam. 
My Boy a Ballard ? by my Soul Í think 
His Father never was fo true begot, 
fit cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. 
Qu, There’sa good Mother, Boy, that blots thy Father. 
Conft. There’s a good Grandam, Boy, 
That would blot thee. 
Auft, Peace. 
Baft. Hear the Cryer. 
Auft. What the Devil art thon ? 
Baft. One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you. 
And amay catch your hide and you alone : 
You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb goes, 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ; 
Ple fmoak your Skin-coat, and I catch you right, 
Sirra, look to'r, Pfaith | will, faith. 
Blan. O well did he become that Lyons Robe, 
That did difrobe the Lyon of that Robe. 
Baft. It lyes as fightly on the back of him, 
As great Alcides fhoos upon an AÑ: 
But, Afs, Ple take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that fhall make your fhoulders crack. 
Auf, What cracker is this fame that deafs our ears 
| With this abundance of fuperduous breath ? 
King Lewis determine what we mhall do ftreight. 
Lewis. Women and Foolsbreak off your Conference. 
King John, this is the very fum of all : 
England, and Ireland, Angiers, Torain, Main, 
In Right of Arthur do I claim of thee: 
i Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy Arms ? 
- John.. My life as foon, 1 do defe thee, France, 
Arthur of Brittain, yield thee tomy hand ; 
And out of my dear love Ple give thee more, 
Than e’re the Coward-hand of France can win; 
Submit thee, Boy. 
Queen, Come to thy Grandam, Child. 
Conft. Do, Child, £0 to it Grandam, Child, 


a 


| Who painfully with much expedient march 
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Give Grandam Kingdom, and it Grandam will 

Give it a Plum, a Cherry, and a Fig, 

There’sa good Grandam. 
Arthar. Good my Mother peace, 

I would that I were low laid in my Grave, 

I am not worth this coy] that’s made for me. 
Qu.Mo, His Mother thames him fo, poor Boy he weeps. 
Coxuft. Now iame upon yon where fhe does or no. 


| His Grandam’s wrong , and not his Mothers shames, 


Draws thoje Heaven-moving Pearls from his poor Eyes, 
Which Heaven fhall take in nature ofa Fee: 


i L, with thefe fad Cryftal Beads Heaven fhall be brib’d 
| To dohim Juftice, and Revengeon you. 


Qu. Thou nionftrous flanderer of Heaven and Earth. 
Conft, Thou monftrous injurer of Heaven and Earth, 
Call me not-flanderer, thou and thine ufurp 


| The Domination, Royalties and Rights 


Of this opprefled Boy; this is thy Eldeft Son’s Son, 
Infortunate in nothing but In thee ; 
Thy fins are vifited in this poor Child, 
The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 
Being but the fecond generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving Womb. 
ohn, Bedlam have done. 
Conft. \ have but this to fay, 
That he is not only plagued for her fin, 
But God hath made her fin and her, the plague 
On this removed iffue, plagued for her, 
And with her plague her fin: his injury 
Her injury the Beadle to her fin, 
All punifh’d in the perfon of this Child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her. 
Qu. Thou unadvifed fcold, I can produce 
A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. 
Cont. 1, who doubts, a will: a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankered Grandams will. 
Fran, Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, 
Ic ill befeems this prefence tocry ay me 
To thefe ill tuned repetitions : 
Some Trumpet fimmon hither to the walls 
Thefe men of Angers, let us hear them f{peak, 


Whofe Title they admit, Arthurs or Johns, 


Trumpet founds. 
Enter a Citizen upon the Walls. 


Citt, Who is it that hath warn’d us to the Walls ? 
Fran, ?Vis France, for England. 
John, England for it felf : 
You men of Angiers, and my loving Subjects. 
Fran, You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s Subjects. 
Our Trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle. 
John, For our advantage, therefore hear us firft : 
Thefe Flagsof France thatare advanced here 
Before the eye and profpect of your Town, 
Have hither imarch’d to your endamagement. 
The Canons have their bowels full of wrath, 
And ready mounted are they to {pit forth 
Their Iron indignation *gainft your walls ; 


| All preparation for a bloody Siege 
| And mercilefs proceeding, by thefe French, 


Comfort your Cities eyes, your winking gates: 
And but for our Pea thofe fleeping ftones, 
Thatas a waifte doth girdle you about, 

By the compulfion of their Ordinance 

By this time from their fixed beds of lime 

Had been difhabited, and wide havock made 
For bloody power to rufh upon your peace, 

Buc on the fight of us your lawful King, 








Have brought a counter-check before your Gates, 
To fave unfcratch’d your Cities threatned Cheeks: 
Behold the French amaz’d youchlafe a parle, 

And now in ftead of Bullets wrapt in fire, 
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To make a fhaking Feaver in your Walls, 
| They fhoot but calm words, folded up in fmouak, 
To make a faithlefs error in your ears, 
Which truft accordingly kind Citizens, 
And let us in. Your King, whofe labour“d fpirits 
Fore-wearied in this aétion of fwift fpced, 
Craves harbourage within your City walls. 
Fram, When | have faid, make anfwer to us both. 
Loc in this right hand, whofe protection 
| Is moft divinely vow’d upon the right 
Of him ic holds, ftands young Planragener, 
Son to the elder Brother of this man, 
And King o’re him, and all that he enjoys : 
For thisdown-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlick march, thefe greens before your Town, 
Being no further Enemy to you 
Than theconftraint of Hofpitable zeal, 
In the relief of this oppreffed Child, 
Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then 
To pay that duty which you truly owe, 
To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince, 
And then our Arms, like to a muzled Bear, 
Save in afpect, hath all offence feal’d up: 
Our Ganons malice, vainly fhall be fpent 
Againft th? invulnerable Clouds of Heaven, 
And with a bleffed, and un-vext retire, 
With unhack’d {words, and Helmets all unbruis’d, 
We will bear home that lufty blood again, 
Which here we came to fpout againft your Town, 
And leave your Children, Wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly pafs our proffer’d offer, 
Tis not the rounder of your old fac’d Walls, 
Can hide you from our Meffengers of War, 
Though all thefe Englifh, and their Difcipline, 
Were harbour’d in their rude Circumference : 
Then tell us, fhall your City call us Lord, 
In that behalf which we have challeng’d it ? 
Or fhall we give the fignal to our rage, 
And ftalk in blood to our pofleffion? 
Cri, In brief, we are the King of Exglanas Subjects, 
For him, and in his right, we hold this Town. 
John. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Citi, That can we not, bnt he that proves the King 
To him will we prove loyal, till that time 
Have we ramm’d up our Gates againft the world. 
John. Doth not the Crown of England, prove the King ? 
And if not that, { bring you Witnefles 
Twice fiftcen thonfand hearts of Exglana’s breed. 
Baft, Baftards, and elfe. 
Fobn. Yo verifie our Title with thelr Lives. 
Fran. As many, and as well born Bloods as thofe. 
Baff. Some Baltards too. 
Fran, Stand in his face to contradict his Claim. 
Citi, Vill you compound whofe right is worthielt, 
We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 
Jokn. Then God forgive the fin of all thofe fouls, 
That to their everlafting refidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, hall fleet 
In dreadful trial of our Kingdoms King. 
Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Chevaliers to Arms. 
Baft. Saint George that {windp’d the Dragon, 
And e’re fince fits on’s horfeback at mine Holtefs door, 
i Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, Sirrah, with your Lyonnefs, 
f would fet an Ox-head to your Lyons hide : 
And make a Monfter of you. 
Auft, Peace, no more. 
Baft. O tremble: for you hear the Lyon roar. 
John. Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet forth, 
In beft appointment, all onr Regiments. 
Bajt, Speed then to take advantage ofthe Field. 
Fran. It fhall be fo, and at the other hill 


Command the reft to fland. God and our right, 
(Ereur. 





Here after excrrfion, enter the Flerald of France 
wih Trumpces tothe Gatts, 


F. Her, You men of Angiers open wide yonr Gates, 


| And lec yomg “4rthsr Duke of Brirein in, 
1 Who by the hand of France, this day hath made 


Much work for tears in many an Engls/h Mother, 
Whofe Sons lye fcattered on the bleeding ground - 
Many a Widows Husband groveling lyes, 

Coldly embracing the difcoloured Earth, 

And Victory with little lofs doth play 

Upon the dancing Banners of the French, 

Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed 

To enter Conquerors, and to proclaim 

Arthar of Britain, England s King, and yours. 


Emer Enghfh Herald with Trumpet. 


E. Her. Rejoyce you men of Angiers, ring your Bells, 
King John, your King and England’s, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, 

Their Armours that march’d hence fo filver bright, 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmens Blood : 

There ftuck no Plume in any Englifh Creft, 

That is removed by a Staff of France. 

Our Colours do returninthof fame hands 

That did difplay them when we firft marche forth, 

And Like a jolly Troop of Huntfmen come 

Our lufty Englifh, all with purpice hands, 
Dy’d in the dying flaughter of their foes. 
Open your Gates, and give the Vidiors way. 

Hub, Heralds, from off our Towers we might behold 

From firft to laft, the on-fet and retire, 

Of both your Armies, whofe equality 

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured : 

Blood hath bought Blood,and blows have anfwered blows: 
Strength matcht with ftrength, and power confronted 
Both are alike, and both alike we like: (power. 
One mutt prove greateft. While they weigh fo even. 
We hold our Town for neither : yet for beth. 


Enter the ewo K ings with their Powers 
at feveral doors. 


Joh. France, halt thou yet more Blood to calt away ? 
Say fhall the currant of our Right run on, 
Whofe paflage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native Channel, and o’re-fwel 
With courfe dilturb’d even thy confining fhores, 
Unlefs thou let his filver Water keep 
A peaceful progrefS to the Ocean. 

Fran. England.thon haft not fav’d onc drop of Blood 
In this hot Tryal more than we of France. 
Rather loft more. And by this hand 1 fwear 
That fways the Earth this Climat over-looks, 
Before we will lay down our juft-born Arms, 
We'll put thee down, ?gainft whom thefe Arms webcar, 
Or add a Royal Number to the dead - 
Gracing the Scroul that cells of this Wars lofs, 
With flaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 

Baft, Ha! Majefty : how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of Kings ts fet on fire ; 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteel, 
The Swords of Souldlers are his Feeth, his Phangs, 
And now he feafts, moufing the fefhof men 
in undetermin’d differences of Kings. 
Why ftand thefe Royal Fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry havock Kings, back to the ftained field 
You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirits, 
Then let confufion of onc part confirm 
The others peace : till then, blows, blood, and death. 
John. Whole Party do the Townfmen yet admit? 
Fran, Speak Citizens, for Exgdand, who's your King? 
Fub. The King of Engdend, when we know the King - 
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Fran. Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 

John, In us, that are our own great Deputy 
And bear potleffion of our Perfon here, 

Lord of our prefence,Angiers, and of you. 

Fran. A greater power than We denies all this 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former {cruple in our ftrong batr’d Gates : 
Kings of our fear, until our fears refolv’d 
Be by fome certain King purg’d and depos’d. 

Baft. By Heaven, thefe Scroyles of dugiers flout you 
And Itand fecurely on their Battlements, (Kings, 
| As in a Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes and a¢ts of death. 

Your Royal Prefences be rul’d by me, 

Do like the Mutines of Jerufalem, 

Be friendsa while, and both conjointly bend 

Your fharpeft deeds of malice on this Town. 

By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount 

Their battering Canon charged to the mouths, 

Till their foul-fearing clamours have braul’d down 

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City, 

\’de play inceflantly upon thefe Jades, 

| Even till unfenced defolation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar Air : 

Thatdone, diflever your united Strengths, 

And part your mingled Colours once again, 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point , 

Then in a moment Fortune thall cull forth, 

Out of one fide, her happy Minion. 

To whom in favour fhe fhall give the day, 

And kifs him with a glorious Victory : 

How like you this wild Counfel mighty States, 

Smacks it not fomething of the policy ? 

Fokn. Now by the Sky that hangs above our heads, 
[like it well. France, fhall we knic our Powers, 

And lay this Æazgiers even with the ground, 

Then after fight who hall be King of it? 

Baf. And if thou haft the mettle of a King, 

Being wrong’d as we are by this peevilh Town: 

Turn thou the mouth of thy Artillery, 

As we will ours, again{t thefe faucy Walls, 

And when that we have dafh’d them to the ground, 

Why then defie each other, and pell-mell, 

Make work upon our felves for Heaven or Hell. 
Fran, Let it be fo : fay, where will-you aflault ? 
Fohn. We from the Weft will fend deftruction 

Into this Cities bofom. 

Auft. U from the North. 

Fran, Our Thunder from the Soxth, 

Shall rain their drift of Bullets on this Town. 

Beft. O prudent Difcipline ! From North to South : 
Aaftria and France fhoot in each others mouth, 

Ple ftir them to it - come away, away.. 

Aub, Hear us great Kings, vouchfafe a while to ftay 
And | fhatt fhew you peace, and fair-fac’d League : 
Win you this City without ftroak, or wound, 
Refcue thofe Breathing lives to dye in Beds, 

That here come Sacrifices for the Field. 

Perfevere not, but hear me mighty Kings. 

John. Speak on with favour, we are bent to hear. 

Hub, That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch 
[s neer to England, look upon the years 
OFf Lewis the Dolphin, and that lovely Maid, 

If lu&y love fhould go in queft of Beauty, 

Where fhould he find it fairer, than in Blanch ; 

if zealous Love goin fearch of Vertue, 

Where fhonld he find it purer than iu Blanch ? 

If Love ambitious, fought a Match of Birth, 

Whofe Veins bonnd richer Blood than Lady Blanch ? 

Such as fhe is, in Beauty, Vertue, Birth, 

Is the yoong Dolphin every way compleat, 

If not compleat of, fay he is not ‘fhe, 

And heagain wants nothing, to name want, 

I£ want it be nat, that fhe is not he: 
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He is the half- part of a blefed man, 
Left to be ‘finilhed by fuch as the, 
And fhe a fair divided Excellence, 
Whole fulnefs of perfection lies in him. 
O two fach filver Currents when they joyn, 
Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in; 
And two fuch Shores, to two fuch Streams made one, 
Two fuch controlling Bounds fhall you be, Kings, 
To thefe two Princes, if you marry them: 
This Union fail do more than Battery can, 
To our fat clofed Gates: for at this Match, 
With {wifter Spleenthan Powder can enforce, 
The mouthof paflage fhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance ; but without this Match, = « 
The Sea enraged is not half fo deaf, 
Lyons more confident, Mountains and Rocks 
More free from Motion, no not death himfelf 
[In mortal fury half fo peremptory , 
As we to keep this City. 
Baff. Heres a flay, 


| That fhakes the rotten Garkafs of old death 


Out of his rags. Hete’sa large mouth indeed, 

That {pits forth death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Seas, 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 

As Maids of thirteen do of Puppi-dogs. 


| What Cannoneer begot this lufty Blood, 


He fpeaks plain Cannon fire, and fmoak, and bounce, 
He gives the Baftinado with his Tongue : 

Our ears are cudgel’d, not a Word of his 

But buffets better than a Fit of France ; 

Zounds I was never fo bethumpt with words, 


; Since I firft cald my Brother’s Father Ded. 


Old Qa. Son, lift to this conjunction, make this Match, 


| Give with onr Neece a Dowry large enough, 


For by this Knor, thou fhalt fo furely tye, 
Thy now unfur’d Affurance to the Crown, 
That yon green Boy fhall have no San te ripe, 
The bloom that promifeth a mighty fruit, 
I fee a yielding in the looks of France: 
Mark how they whifper, urge them while their fouls 
Are capable of this ambition, 
Left zeal now melted by the windy breath 
Of foft petitions, pity and remorfe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 
Hub. Why anfwer not the double Majefties, 
This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town ? 
Fra. Speak England firft, that hath been forward firlt 
To fpeak-unto this City : What fay you? 
Fobn.. VF that the Dolphin there, thy Princely Son, 
Can in this Book of Beauty read l love: 
Her Dowry hall weigh equal with the Queen, 
For Aagiers, and fair Torain, Main, Poyturs, 
And all that we upon this fide the Sea, 
(Except this City now by us beficg’d) 
Find liable to our Crown and dignity, _ 
Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 
In Titles, Honours, and Promotions, 
As fhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, 
Holds hands with any Princefs of the World. 
Fra. What fay%t thou, Boy ? look in the Ladies face. 
Dol. Ido, my Lord, and in her eye | find 
A wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, 
The fhadow of my felf form’d in her eye, 
Which being but the fhadow. of your Son, 
Becomes a Son, and makes your Sona fhadow : 
I do proteft I never lov’d my felf 
Till now, infixed 1 beheld my felf, 
Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye. 
[Whifpers torth 
Baft. Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye, 
Hang’d inthe frowning wrinkle of her brow, 
And quarter’d in her heart, he doth efpie 
Himfelf Loves Traitor, this 1s pity now, 
That hang’d, and drawn, and quartet’d there fhould i 


Blanch. 


n 
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In fuch a Love, fo vile a Lout as he. This Bawd, this Broker, that all changing-world, 
Blan, My Uncles Will in this refpect is mine. Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France, 
If he fee ought in you that makes him like, Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid, 
That any thing he fees which moves his liking From a refolv’d and honourable War, 
tcan with cafe tranflate it to my will: To a moft bafe and vile concluded Peace. 
Orif yqu will, co {peak more properly, And why rail I on this Commodity ? 
[ will enforce it eafily to my love. But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet: 
Further | will not flatter you my Lord, Not that { have the power to clutch my Hand, 
That all { fee tn you is worthy Love, When his fair Angels would falute my Palm, 
Than this, that nothing do I fee in you, But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 
Though churlifh thoughts themfelves hould be your Judge, | Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich. 
That 1 can find, fhould merit any hate. Well, whiles] am a negpar, I will rail, 
John, W hat fay thefe young-ones? What fay you myNeece? | And fay there is no fin but to be rich, 
Blan. That fhe is bound in hononr {till to do And being Rich my Vertuethen fhall be, 
What you in wifdom fill vouchfafe to fay. To fay there is no Vice, but Beggary, 
John.Speak then, Prince Dolphin, can you love this Lady ? | Since Kings break Faith upon Commodity, 
Del, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love, Gain be my Lord, for | will worhhip thee. (Exit 


For I do love her moft unfeignedly. 

Fohn. Then dol give Volgxeffen, Torain, Main, 
Poyttiers, and Anjou, thefe five Provinces 
With her to thee, and this addition more, Atlus Secundus. 
Full thirty thoufand Marks of Englifh Coyn; : 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withall , 
Command thySon and Daughter to joyn hands. 





Enter Conftance, Arthur, ana Salisbury. 


Fran. It likesus well: young Princes, clofe your Hands. Conft. Gone to be married ? gone to fwear a peace ? 
Axft, And your Lips too, for | am well affur’d, Falfe blood to falfe blood joyn’d. Gone to be Friends? 

That I did fo, when [ was firft affur’d, Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thofe Provinces ? 
Fran. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your Gates, It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke, mifheard, 

Letin that amity which you have made, Be well advis’d, tell o’re thy tale again. 

For at Saint Marie’s Chappel prefentiy, it cannot be, thou doft but fay ’tis fo. 

The Rites of Marriage fhal! be folemniz’d. i truftI may not truft thee, for thy word 


Is not the Lady Confhance in this Troop ? [s but the vain breath of a common man : 
I know fhe is not, for this Match made up, Believe me, 1 do not believe thee man, 
Her prefence would have interrupted much, I have a Kings Oath to the contrary. 
Where is fhe and her Son, tell me, who knows ? Thou fhalt be punith’d for thus frighting me, 
Dol. She is fad and paffionate at your Highnefs Tent. For | am fick, and capable of fears. 
Fran. And by my faith, this League that we have made, | Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fears, 
Will give her fadnefs very little cure: A Widow, Husbandlefs, fubject to fears, 
Brother of England, how may we content A Woman naturally born to fears ; 


This Widow Lady ? in her Right we came, And though thou now confefs thou didft but jeft 
Which we, God knows, have turned another way, With my vext Spirits,1 cannot take a Truce, 
To our own vantage. But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
Jou. We will heal up all, What doft thou mean by haking of thy head ? 
For we’ll create young Arthur Duke of Britain Why doft thou look fo fadly on my Son? 
And Earl of Richmond and this rich fair Town What means that hand upon that breaft of thine? 
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conflance, Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheume, 
some {peedy Meflenger bid her repair . | Likea proud river peering o’re his bounds ? 
To onr Solemnity : 1 truft we hall, Be thefe fad figns confirmers of thy words ? 
(If not All up the meafure of her will) Then fpeak again, not all thy former tale, 
Yet in Some meafure fatisfie her fo, ` But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
That we fhall flop her Exclamation. Sal. As true, asl believe you think them falfe, 
Go we as well as hafte will fuffer us, That give you caufe to prove my faying true. 
To this unlook?d for unprepared pomp. { Exeunt. Conft. Oh if thou teach me to believe this forrow, 
Baft. Mad world, mad Kings, mad Compofitiou , Teach thou this forrow how to make me dye, 
Fohn, toftop Arthurs Title in the whole, And let belief, and life encounter fo, 
Hath willingly departed with a part, As doth the fury of two defperate men, 
And France, whofe Armour Confcience buckled on, Which in the very meeting fall and dye. 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, Lew:s marry Blanch? O Boy, then where art thou? 
As Gods own Souldier, rounded in the ear France friend with England, what becomes of me ? 
With that fame Purpofe-changer, that flye Devil Fellow be gone : I cannot brook thy fight, 
That Broker, that {till breaks the pate of Faith, This news hath made thee a moft ugly man. 
That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, Sal. What other harm have I, good Lady, done, 
Of Kings, of Beggars, old men, young men, maids, But fpoke the harm, that is by others done. 
Who having no external thing to lofe, Conjft. Which harm within it felf fo hainous is, 
But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that. As it makes harmful all that fpeak of it. 
That fmooth-fac’d Gentleman, tickling Commodity, Arthur. | do befeech you, Madam, be content. 
Commodity, the byas of the World À Conft. IF thou that bidft me be content, wert grim, 
The World, who of it felf is poyfed well, ! Ugly, and flandrous to thy Mothers Womb, 
Made to run even, upon even ground - Full of unpleafing blots, and fightlefs ftains, 
Till this advantage, this vile drawing byas, Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwwart, prodigious, 
This {way of motion, this Commodity, Patch’d with foul Moles, and eyc-offending marks, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, | would not care, | then would becontent, 
From all direction, purpofe, courfe, intent. For then I fhould not love thee: no, nor thou 


And this fame Byas, this Commodity, Become thy great Birth, nor deferve a Crown. 


Bat 


= 
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But thou art fair, and at thy birtn (dear Boy ) 
Nature and Fortune joyn’d to make thee great. 
Of Natures Gifts thou may’it with Lillies boafk, 
And with the half blown Rofe. But Fortune, oh, 
She iscorrupted, chang’d, and won from thee, 
Sh’ adulterates hourly with thy Uncle Fobn, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair reipect of Soveraignty, 
And made his Majefty the Bawd totheirs. 
France isa Bawd toFortune, and- King Fobn, 
That ftrompet Fortune, that ufurping Foha : 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forf{worn ? 
Envenom him with words, or get thce gone, 
And leave thefe woes alone, which 1 alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. 

Cont, Thou mayeft, thou fhalt, 1 will not go with thee. 
I will inftruct my forrows to be proud, 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ftoop ; 
Tome and to the itate of my great grief, 
Let Kings aflemble: for my grief’s fo great, 
That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth 
Can hold it up: here I and forrows fit, 
Herc is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 


‘That bloudy {poil : thou Slave,thou Wretch,thou Coward, 

Thou Little Valiant, Great in Villany: 

Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide 

Thou Fortunes Champion, that doft never fight 

But when her humorons Ladyfhip is by 

To teach thee fafety : thou art perjur’d too. 

And footh’ft up greatuefs. What a Fool art thov, 

| A ramping Fool, to brag, to ftamp, and fwear, 

{ Upon my Party: thou cold-blouded Slave, 

Haft thou not fpoke like Thunder on my fide? 

Been fworn my Souldier, bidding me depend 

Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength, 

And doft thou now fall over to my Foes? 

Thou wearsa Lyons hide? doff it for fhame, 

And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs. 
Mufti. O that aman fhould {peak thofe words to me. 
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs. 
Anft, Thou dar’it not fay fo, Villain, for thy life. 
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs. 
John, We like not this, thon doft forget thy felf. 


Enter Pandulph. 


Fran, Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 
Pan. Hail you anointed Deputies of Heaven ; 
To thee King Yohbn my holy errand is : 
l Pandulph of fair Millane Cardinal, 
And from Pape Janocent the Legate here, 
Do in his Name religioufly demand 
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doft fpurn, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langtos, chofen Archbifhop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy See: 
This in our forefaid holy Fathers Name, 





Altus Tertius, Scena prima, 


Enter King John, France, Delpbin, Blanch, Elianor, Philp, 
Auftria, Conftance. 





Fran. *Tis true ( fair Daughter ) and this bleffed day, 


Ever in France fhall be kept Feltival : Pope Janocent,t do demand of thee. l 

To folemnize this day the glorious Sun John. What earthy name to interrogarorics 

Stays in his courfe, and playsthe Alchymift, Can tafte the free-breath of a facred King ? 

Turning with {plendour of his precious eye Thou canft not (Cardinal) devifea name 

The meager cloddy Earth to glittering Gold: So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous 

The yearly courfe that brings this day about, To charge me fo an aniwer, as the Pope : 

Shall never fee it, but a Holy-day. Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England, 
Conft. A wicked day, and nota Holy-day. Add thus much more, that no /talian Prielt 

What hath this day deferv’d ? what hath it done, Shall tythe or toll in our Dominions: 

That it in golden Letters fhould be fet But as we, under Heaven, are fupream head, 

Among the high Tides in the Kalendar ? So under him that great Supremacy : 

Nay, rather turn this day out of the Week, Where we do Reign, we will alone uphol 

This day of Shame, Oppreffion, Perjury. Without th’ afliftance of a mortal hand: 

Or if it muft ftand ftill, let Wives with Child So tell the Pope, all Reverence fet apart 

Pray that their Burthens may not fall this day, To him and his ufurp’d Avthorıty. 


Fran. Brother of England, you blafpheme in this- 


ia ipi b ft : 
Left that their hopes prodigioully be cro John. Though you, and all the Kings of Criftendom 


But (on this day) let Sea-men fear no wrack, 


i i ; ; ' is medling Pricft 
No bargains break that are not this day made; Are led fo grofly by this medling j 
This an all anit begun, come to ill end, Dreadiog the Curfe that Money may ha out, 
Yea, faith itfelf,to hollow falfhood change. And, by the merit of vile Gold, drofs, duft, 
Fran. By Heaven, Lady you fhall have no caufe Purchafe corrupted Pardon ofa man, 


the fair Proceedings of this day : Who in that {ale fells Pardon from himfelf : 

mie pawn’d to you i” Majelty? Thoygh you, and all the reft een leds A 

Con. You have beguil’d me with a Counterfeit This jugling witch-craft with e cheriih, 
Refembling Majefty, which being touch’d and try’d, Yet I alone, alonc, pa me -i p= NE 
Proves valuelefs : you are forfworn, forfworn, Againit tne ropes an Ne is Fri po — 
You came in Arms to fpill my Encmies Blood, „Pand, phey y vhs u aL pomer oe 
But now in Arms, you ftrengthen it with yours. Thou fhalt a ; gS he ois 5 
The grapling vigor, and rough frewn of War And blefled fhall he be that doth 
Is cold in amity, and painted peace, From his ate a parea ba 
And our Oppreffion hath ee up a Fet A s a nap ip i i age call’d, 

n. arm, you Heavens, againft thefe perjur’d Kings, : 3 
A Widow a be eal tome ( Heavens) That takes at by any fecret courfe 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day Thy pea b Care 
Wear out the days in peace: but e*re Sun-fet, Confit. O lawfu ij 3 P aE. 
Set armed difcord twixt thefe perjor’d Kings, That I have saD me P P ais 
Hear me, Oh, hear me. Good Father Cardinal, cry theu A 

Anft. Lady Conftanse, peace. To my keen Curfes 5 for withont my Wrong 


Conft, War, war, no peace, Peace isto mea Wat: | There isno Tongue hath power to curfe him right. 


, for my curfe. 
O Lymoges, O Anfiria, thou doft fhame Pan, There?’s Law and Warrant (Lady) for oof 


be 


The Life and Death of Kang John. 


7 





Conft. And for mine too, when Law can do no right. 
Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong ~ 
Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here; 
For he that holds his Kingdom, holds the Law 
Therefore fince Law it felf is perfect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my Tongue to curfe ? 
Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curfe, 
Let go the hand of that Arch-heretique, 
And raife the Power of France upon his head, 
Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Rome. 
Elea. Look’ft thou pale, France ? donot let go thy band. 
Conft. Look to that Devil, left that France repent, 
And by disjoyning hands Hell lofe a Soul. 
Auft. King Philip, liften to the Cardinal. i 
Baft. And hang a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs. 
Auft. Well, Ruffian, 1 mult pocket up thefe wrongs, 
Becaufe, 
Bajt. Your Breeches beft may carry them. 
Sohn. Philip, what fay {tthou to the Cardinal ? 
Conft. What fhould he fay, but as the Cardinal ? 
Dolph. Bethink you Father, for the difference 
[s purchafe of a heavie Curfe from Rome, 
Or the light lofs of England for a Friend : 
Forgo: the eafier. 
Bla. That is the Corfe of Rome. 
Con. O Lems, ftand falt, the Devil tempts thee here 
In likenefs of a new untrimmed Bride. f 
Bla. The Lady Conftance fpeaks not from her Faith : 
But from her Need. 
Conft. Oh, if thou grant my Need, 
Which onely lives but by the death of Faith, 
That Need, muft needs infer this Principle, 
That Faith would live again by death of Need: 
O then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up : 
Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down. 
Sohn. The King is moved, and anfwers not to this. 
Conft. O be remov’d from him, and anfwer well : 
Anft. Do fo, King Philip, hang no morc in doubt. 
Bajt. Hang nothing but a Calves-skin, moft {weet lout. 
Fran. 1am perplexr, ard know not what to fay. 
Pan. What canit thou fay, but will perplex thee more ? 
If thou ftand excommunicate, and curft ? 
Fran. Good reverend Father, make my perfon yours, 
And tell me how you would beitow your felf? 
This Royal hand, and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunction of our inward fouls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With all Religious ftrength of facred Vows: 
The lateft breath, that gave the found of words, 
Was deep fworn Faith, Peace, Amity, true Love 
Between our Kingdoms and our Royal felves, 
| And even before this Truce, but new before, 
No longer than we well could wajh our hands, 
To clap this Royal Bargain up in Peace, 
Heaven knows they were befmear’d and over ftain’d 
With Slaughter’s Pencil ; where Revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incenfed Kings : 
And fhall thefe hands fo lately purg’d of Blood ? 
1So newly joyn’d in love ? fo ftrong in both, 
Unyoke this feifure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play faft and loofe with Faith? fo jeft with Heaven, 
Make fuch unconftant Children of our felves, 
As now again to fnatch our Palm from Palm ? 
Un-fwear Faith fworn, and on the Marriage-bed 
Of fmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoalt, 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir, 
My reverend Father, let it not be fo; 
Out of your grace, devife, ordain, impofe 
| Some gentle Order, and then we fhall be bleft 
To do your pleafure, and continue Friends. 
Pand. All Form is formlefs, Order orderlecfs, 
Save what is oppofite to Eryland’s love. 
Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Chureh, 


Or let the Church our Mother breathe her curfe, 

A Mothers curfe, on her revolting Son. 

France, thou may’ft hold a Serpent by the Tongue, 

Acafed Lyon by the mortal Paw, 

A fafting Tyger fafer by the Tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou doft hold. 
Fran. | may dis-joyn my Hand, but not my Faith. 
Pand. So mak’ft thou Faith an Enemy to Faith, 

And likea Civil War feeit Oath to Oath, 

Thy Tongue againit thy Tongue. O ler thy Vow 

Fir{t made to Heaven, firft beto Heaven perform’d, 

That is, to be the Champion of our Church, 

What fince thou fwor?/t, is {worn againft thy felf, 

And may not be performed by thy felf, 

For that which thou haft fworn to do amis, 

ls not amifs when it istruly done: 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is then moft done, not doing it : 

The better Act of Purpofes miftook, 

Isto miftake again, though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows dire¢t, 

And falfehood, falfehood cures, as fire cools fire 

Within the fcorching veins of one new burn’d. 

It is Religion that doth make Vows kept, 


And mak’ft an Oath the furety for thy Truth : 
Againft an Oath the Truth, thou art unfure 
To Swear, fwears, only not to be forfworn, 
Elfe what a mockery fhould it be to fwear ? 
But thou doft fwear, only to be: forfworn, 
And moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear, 
Therefore thy latrer Vows, againft thy firft, 
Is inthy felf Rebellion to thy felf: 
And better Conqueft never canft thou make, 
Than armthy conftant and thy nobler parts 
Againit thefe giddy loofe fuggeftions : 
Upon which better part, our Pray’rs come in 
lt chou vouchfafe them. Bot if not, then know 
The peril of our Curfes light on thee 
So heavy, asthou fhalt not fhake them off, 
But in defpair, dye under their black weight. 
Auft. Rebellion, flat Rebellion. 
Bo ft. WilPt not be ? 
Will not a Calves-skin ftop that mouth of thine? 
Daul, Father, to Arms. 
Blanch, Upon thy Wedding day ? 
Againft the blood that thou haft married ? 
What fhall our Feaft be kept with flaughtered men ? 
Shall braying Trumpets, and loud churlifh Drums, 
Clamours of Hell, be meafures to our Pomp? 
O Husband, hear me: ay, alack, how new 
ls Husband in my Mouth? even for that Name 
Which ull this time my Tongue did ne’re pronounce ; 
Upon my knee | beg, go notto Arms 
Againft mine Uncle. 
Conff, O, upon my knee, made hard with kneeling, 
1 do pray to thec, thou vertuous Daulphin, 
Alternot the Doom fore-thought by Heaven. 
Blan. Now fhall I fee thy love, what motive may 
Be ftronger with thee than the Name of Wife? 
Conf. That which upholdech him, that thee upholds, 
His Honour. Oh thine Honour, Lewis, thine Honour. 
Dolph. | mufe your Majefty doth feem fo cold, 
When fuch profound Refpedcts do pull you on? 
Pand. | will denounce a Curfe upon. his head. 
Fran, Thou fhalt not need England, | will fall from thee. 
Conft. O fair return of banifh’d Majelty. 
Elea, O foul revolt of French Inconftancy. 
Eng. France, thou fhalt rue this hour within this hour. 
Bajt. Old Time the Clock-Setter,that bald Sexton, Time, 
[Is itas he will? well then, France hall rue. 
Blan. The Sun’s orecaft with Blood : fair pay adieu. 
Which is the fide that 1 muft go withall ? 


thou haft {worn againft Religion : 
By what thou {wear'lt, againft the thing thou {wear : 


I am 





YO 


Iam with both, each Army hath a hand, 

And in their rage, I having hold of both, 

They whurle aflunder, and difmember me, _ 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou may’ft win : 

Uncle, I needs mult pray that thou may’ lofe : 

Father, 1 may not with the fortune thine: 

Grandam, | will not wifh thy wifhes thrive : 

Who ever wins, on that fide fhall I lofe : 

Aftured lofs, before the match be plaid. 
Dolph. Lady, with me, with me thy Fortune lies. 
Bla. There where my Fortune lives, there my life dics. 
John. Cofen, go draw our Puiflance together; 

France, am burn’d up with inflaming wrath, 

A rage, whofe heat hath this condition 5 

That nothing can allay, nothing but Blood, 

The Blood and deareft valued Blood of France. 
Fran, Thy rage fhall burn thee up, and thou fhall turn 

To afhes, e’re oar blood Mall quench that fire : 

| Look to thy felf, thou art in feopardy. 





John. No more than he that threats. To Arms let’s hie. 
( Exeunt, 





Scena Secunda. 


Allarms, Excurfions : Enter Baftard with Aujtria’s head. 
Baft. Now by my life, this day grows wondrous hot, 

Some ayery Devil hovers in the skie, 

And pours down mifchief. 4ujfria’s head lye there, 


Enter Fobn, Arthur, Hubert. 


While Philip breathes. 
John. Hubert, keep this Boy : Philip make up, 
My Mother is aflailed in our Tent, 
And tane, I fear. 
Baft. My Lord I refcued her. 
Her Highnefs is in fafety, fear you not: 
But on, my Liege, for very little Pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. (Exit, 
Alarms, Excurfions, Retreat. Enter Fohn Eleanor, Arthur, 
Baftard, Hubert, Lords. 


John. So fhall it be : your grace fhall ftay behind 
So ftrongly guarded : Cofen, look not fad, 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will 
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was. 
Arth. O this will make my Mother die with grief. 
John. Colen, away for England, hafte before, 
And e’re our coming fee thou fhake the Bags 
Of hoarding Abbots, imprifoned Angels 
Set at liberty : The fat ribs of Peace 
: | Mutt by the hungry now be fed upon: 
Ufe our Commiflion in his utmoft force. 
Baft. Bell, Book, and Candle, fhall not drive me back, 
When Gold and Silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your Highnefs : Grandam, | will pray 
(1f ever! remember to beholy) 
For your fair fafety , fo I kifs your hand. 
Ele. Farewell, gentle Cofen. 
John. Coz, farewell. 
Ele. Come hither little Kinfman, hark, a word. 
John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much : within this wall of flefh 
There isa Soul counts thee her Creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath 
Lives in this bofom, dearly cherifhed. 
Give me thy hand, I had a thing to fay, 
But I will fit it with fome better tune. 
By Heaven, Aubert, | am almoft afham’d 
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To fay what good refpect I have of thee. 
Hub. 1 am much bounden to im Majefty. 
John. Good Friend, thou haft no caufe to fay fo yet 

But thou fhalt have : and creep'time nere fo low, ` 

Yet it ħall come for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to fay, but letit go: 

The Sun is inthe Heaven, and the proud day, 

Attended with the pleafure of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience, if the midnight Bell 

Did with his Iron Tongue, and Brazen Month 

Sound oninto the drowfie race of night : 

If this fame were a Church-yard where we ftand, 

And thou poffeffed with a thoufand Wrongs : 

Or if that furly Spirit, Melancholly, 
Had bak’d thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
Which elfe runs tickling up and down the Veins, 
Making that idiot Laughter keep mens Eies, 
And ftrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment, 
A paffion hateful to my Purpofes : 
Or if that thou couldft fee me without Eies, 
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply 
Without a Tongue, ufing conceit alone, 
V Vithout Eies, Ears, and harmful found of V Vords: 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchful day, 
I would into thy bofom pour my thoughts : 
But (ah) I will not, yet I love thee well, 
And by my trothI think thou lov’f me well. 

Hxb, So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjunct to my Act, 
By Heaven I would do it. 

John. Do not I know thou wouldft ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hebert throw thine eye 
On yon young Boy : [le tell thee what, my Friend, 
He is a very Serpent in my way, 
And wherefoe’re this Foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me : doft thou underftand me? 
Thou art his Keeper. 

Hub, And Ple keep him fo, 
That he hall not offend your Majelty. 

Fobn, Death. 

Hub, My Lord. 

John. A Grave. 

Hub. He fhall not live. 

John. Enough. 
[ could be merry now, Hubert, i love thee. 
Well, Ple not fay what [intend for thee : 
Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
I’le fend thofe Powers o’re to your Majelty. 

Ele. My blefling go with thee. 

Fobn. For England Cofen, go. 

Hubert hall be your man, to attend on you 

With all crue duty : on toward Callsce, hoa. 


ES 


{ Exeunt, 





Scena Tertia. 
Enter France, Dolphin, Pandupho, Attendants. 


Fran. So by a roaring Tempeft on the Flood, 
A whole Armado of convicted Sail 
Is feattered and disjoyned from fellowship. 
Pand. Courage and comfort, all fhall yet go well. 
Fran. What can go well, when we have run fo ill ? 
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers loft ? 
Arthur tane Prifoner ? divers dear Friends flain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O’re-bearing Interruption fpight of France? 
Del, What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a fpeed, with fuch Advice difpos’d, 
Such temperate Order in fo fierce a Caufe, 
Doth want Example: who hath read, or heard 
Of any kindred-a€tion like to this ? 


Erast, 
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Fran. Well could I bear that England had this Praife,| And fo he’! dye: and rifing fo again, 


So we could find fome Pattern of our Shame. 
Enter Conftance. 
Look, who comes here ? a Grave unto a Soul, 
Holding th’eternal Spirit againit her Will, 
In the vile Prifon of affli€ted Breath : 
I Prethee, Lady, go away with me. 
Confit. Lo, now: now fee the iffue of your Peace. 
Fran, Patience, good Lady, comfort gentle Cunftance. 
Conft. No, I defie all Counfel, all Redrefs, 
But that which ends all Counfel, true Redrefs, 


| Death, Death, O amiable, lovely Death, 


Thou odoriferous ftench : found rottennefs, 

Arife forth from the Couchof lafting Night, 
Thou hate and terror to Profperity, 

And 1 will kifs thy deteftable Bones. 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty Brows, 

And ring thefe Fingers with thy houfhold Worms, 
And ftop this pap of breath with fulfom duft, 

And be a Carrion Monfter like thy felf: 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou fmiPft, 
And bufs thee as thy Wife : Mifcries Love, 


+O come to me. 


Fran. O fair Affliction, Peace. 
Conft. No, no,! will not, having breath to cry : 
O that my Tongue were inthe Thunders Mouth, 
Then with a Paffion I would fhake the World, 
And rowze from fleep that fell Anatomy 
VVhich cannot hear a Ladys fecble Voice, 
V Vhich fcorns a modern Invocation. 
Pand, Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrow. 
Conft. Thou art not holy to belye me fo, 
l am not mad : this hair | tear is mine, 
My name is Conffance, 1 was Ceffrey’s Wifc, 
Young Arthur is my Son, and he is loft : 
Iam not mad, 1 would to Heaven | were, 
For then’tis like I fhould forget my felf: 
O, if could, what grief fhould 1 forget 
Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad, 
And thou fhalt be Canoniz’d (Cardinal) 
For, being not mad, but fenfible of gricf, 
My reafonable part produces Reafon 
How I may be deliver’d of thefe Woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my felf: 
IF 1 were mad, | fhould forget my Son, 
Or madly think a Babe of Clouts were he ; 
I am not mad : too well, too well I feel 
The different Plague of cach Calamity. 
Fran. Bind up thofe Treffes : O what love I note 
in the fair multitude of thofe her Hairs ; 
Where but by chance a filver drop hath faln, 
Even tothat drop ten thoufand wiery Fiends 
Do glew themfelves in fociable gricf, 
Like true, infeparable, faithful Loves, 
Sticking together in Calamity. 
Conft. To England, if you will. 
Fran, Bind up your Hairs. 
Conft. Yes, that 1 will: and wherefore will I do it? 
l] tore them from thcir Bonds, and cry’d aloud, 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my Son, 
As they have given thefe Hairs their liberty : 
But now I envy at their Liberty : 
And will again commit them to their Bonds, 
Becaufe my poor Child isa Prifoner, 
And Father Cardinal, I have heard you fay 
That we fhall fee and know our Friends in Heayen: 
lf that be true, I hall fce my Boy again: 
For fince the birth of Cain, the firft Male-child 
To him that did but yefterday fufpire, 
There was not fuch a gracious Creature born - 
But now will Canker-forrow eat iny Bud, 
And chafe the native Beauty from his Cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a Ghoft, 
As dim and meager as an Agues fit; 


When I fhall meet him in the Court of Heaven 

I hall not know him: therefore never, never 

Muft I behold my Pretty -Arthar more. 

Pand. You hold too hainous a refpect of grief. 

Conft. He talks to me that never had a Son. 

Fran. You are as fond of Grief, as of your Child. 

Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abfent Child: 
Lies in his Bed, walks up and down with me, 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his Form, 

Then have | reafon to be fond of grief? 

Fare you well: had yov fuch a lofs as}, 

l could give better comfort than you do. 

1 will not keep this Form upon my head, 

VVhen there is fuch diforderin my Wit: 

O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son, 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world. 

My Widow-comfort, and my Sorrows cure. [Ex. 
Fran. 1 fear fome outrage, and Ile follow her. [Evsr. 
Dol. There’s nothing in this world can make me joy. 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull ear ofa drowfie man, 

And bitter fhame hath fpoil’d the fweet words tafte, 

That it yields nought but fhame and bitterne(s. 

Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe, 

Even in the inftant of repair and health, 

The fitis ftrongeft : evils that take leave, 

On their departure, moft of all bew evil : 

What have you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Dol. All days of glory, joy, and happinefs 

Pand. \f you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no: when Fortune means to men moft good, 

She looks upon them with a threatning Eye : 

Tis ftrange to think how much King fobkn hath loft 

In this which he accounts fo clearly won: 

Are not you griev’d that Arthur is his Prifoner ? 

Dol. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood. 

Now hear me fpeak with a Prophetick Spirit : 

For even the breath of what I mean to fpeak, 

Shall blow each duft, each ftraw, each little rub 

Out of the Path which hall directly lead 

Thy foot to England’s Throne. And therefore mark : 

Jobn hath feiz’d Arthnr, and it cannot be, 

That whiles warm life plays in that Infants vcins, 

The mifplae’d-Fohn fhould entertain an hour, 

One minute, nay one quiet breath of reft. 

A Scepter f{natch’d with an unruly hand, 

Muft be as boyfteroufly maintain’d as gain’d. 

And he that ftands upon a flipp’ry place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up: 

That Fohn may ftand, then -Arthw needs muft fall, 

So be it, for ic cannot be but fo. 

Dol. But what fhall 1 gain by young Arthia’s fall ? 

Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your Wife, 
May then make all the Claim that Arthar did. 

Dol. And lofe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand. How green you are, and frefhin thls old world? 
John lays you Plots: the Times confpire with you, 
For he that fteeps his fafety in true Blood, 

Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue. 

This Act fo evilly born fhall cool the hearts 

Ofall his people, and freeze up their zeal, 

That none fo fmall advantage fhall ftep forth 

To check his Reign, but they will cherih it. 

No natural exhalation in the Skie, 

No fcope of Nature, no diftemper’d Day, 

No common Wind, no cuftomed Event, 

But they will pluck away his Natural Caufe, 

And call them Meteors, Prodigies, and Signs, 

Abortives, Prefages, and Tongues of Heaven; 


| Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Fobn. 


Dol. 
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Del, May be he will not touch young rtber’s life, 
But hold himfelf fafe in his Prifonment. 

Pand. Q Sir, when he fhall hear of your approach, 
if chat young Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at this news he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his People fhall revolt from him, 
And kifs the lips of unacquainted Change, 
And pick ftrong matter of Revolt, and Wrath 
Out of the Bloody Fingers ends of Fobn, 
Methinks 1 fee this Hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than [ have nam’d. The Baftard Faulconbridge 
ts now in England ran{acking the Church, 
Offending Charity : [f but a dozen French 
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call 
To train ten thoufand Exgl:fh to their tide ; 
Or, asa little fnow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dolphin, 
Go with me to the King, ’tis wonderful, 
What may be wrought out of their Difcontent, 
Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, 
For England go; 1 will whet on the King. 

Del. Strong Reafons makes {trong Actions: let us go, 
If you fay l, the King will not fay no. 








Aius Quintus. Scana prima. 
Enter Hubert and Executioners. 


Hub, Heat me thefe Irons hot, and look thou ftand 
Within the Arras: when ftrike my foot 
Upon the bofom of the ground, rufh forth 
And bind the Boy, which yon fhall find wich me, 
Faft to the Chair : be heedful: hence, and watch. 
Exec. | hope your Warrant will bear out the Deed! 
Hub. Uncleanly Scruples, fear not you: look to’t. 
i Young Lad come forth; 1 have to fay with you. 
Enter Arthur. : 
Ar. Good morrow, Hubert. 
Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. 
Ar. As little Prince, having fo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be: you are fad. 
finb. Indeed I have been merrier. 
Ar. Mercy on me: 
Methinks no body fhould be fad but I : 
Yet I remember when 1 was in France 
Young Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Only for wantonnefs : by my Chriftendom, 
So I were out of Prifon, and kept Sheep, 
I fhould be as merry as the day is long: 
And fo f would be here, but that I doubt 
My Uncle practifes more harm to me : 
He is afraid of me, and J of him: 
Isit my fault that 1 was Geffrey’s Son ? 
No indeed is’t not, and I would to Heaven 
I were your Son, fo yon would love me, Aubert. 
ffub. fF 1 talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead : 
Therefore 1 will be fudden, and difpatch. 


Ar. Are you fick, Hubert ? you look pale to day; 


Infooth I would you were a little fick, 
That I might fit all night and watch with you. 
F warrant I love you more than you do me. 

finb, His words do take poffeffion of my Bofom. 
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zir. And will yous 
Tub. And 1 will. 
Ar, Have you the heart ? When your head did but ake 
I knic my Hand-kercher about your Brows 
(The beft I had, a Princefs wrought it me) 
And J did never ask it you again: 
And with my Hand, act midnight held your Head; 
And like the watchful Minutes, to the Hour, 
Still and anon chear’d up the heavy time ; 
Saying, what lack you ¢ and where lies your grief ? 
Or what good love may I perform for you? 
Many 3 poor mans Son would have lain ftill, 
And nere have {poke a loving word to you: 
But you, at your fick fervice had a Prince: 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 
And call it cunning. Do, and if you will, 
If Heaven be pleas’d, that you mut ufe me ill, 
Why tben you muft. Will you put out mine Eies ? 
Thefe Eies, that never did, nor never fhall 
So much as frown on you. 
Hub. | have fworn to do it, 
And with hot Irons muft ] burn them out. 
Ar. Ah, none but inthis Iron age, would do it : 
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CExeant | The Iron of it felf, though heat red hot, 


Approaching near thefe Eies, would drink my tears, 

And queneb this fiery Indignation, 

Even in the matter of mine Innocence : 

Nay, after that, confume away in Ruft, 

But for containing Fire to harm mine Eye: 

Are you more ftubborn hard, than hammer’d Iron ? 

And if an Angel fhould have come to me, 

And told me Habert fhould put out mine Eyes, 

| would not have believ’d him: no Tongue but H uberes. 
Hub: Come forth: Doas I bid you do. 

Ar. O fave me, Hubert, fave me: my Eies afe out 

Even with the fierce looks of thefe bloody men. 

Hub, Give me the Iron, I fay, and bind him here 
| Ar. Alas, what need you be fo boifterous rough ? 

| will not ftraggte, 1 will ftand itone {till : 

For Heaven fake, Hubert, let me not be bound: 

Nay, hear me, ÆMubert, drive thefe men away, 

And I will fit as quiet as a Lamb. 

I will not ftir, nor wince, nor {peak 2 word, 

Nor look upon the Iron angerly: 

Thruft but chefe men away, and I’le forgive you, 

What ever torment you do put me to. | 
Hiab, Go, ftand within: let me alone with him. 
Exec, 1 am beft pleas’d to be from fuch a deed. 
Æt. Alas, I then have chid away my Friend, i 

! He hath a ftern Look, but a gentle Heart : 
Let him come back, that his compaflion may 
Give life to yours. 
Hub, Come (Boy) prepare your felf. 
Ar. Is there no remedy? 
Hub. None, but to lofe your Eyes. ] 
rt. O Heaven : that there were but a Moth in yours, 

A Grain, a Duft, a Gnat, a wandring Hair, 

Any Annoyance in that precious fenfe : 

Then feeling what fmall things are boifterous there, 

Your vile intent muft needs feem horrible. 

Hub. 1s this your Promife? Go too, hold your Tongue. 
Ar, Hubert, the utterance of a brace of Tongues, 

Muft needs want pleading for a palr of Eyes: 

Let me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Hubert, 

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 

Sol may keep mine Eies, O fpare mine Eles, 


Read here, young Arthur. How now foolifh rheume ? | Though to no ufe, but {till to look on you. 


Turning difpitious Torture out of door ? 

1 muft be brief, left Refolution drop 

Out at mine Eyes, in tender Womanifh Tears. 

Can you not read it? Is ic not fair writ? 
Ar. Too fairly, Hubert, for fo foul Effect, 


Lo, by my troth, the inftrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 
Hub. 1 can heat it, Boy. __ ” : 
Ar, No, in good fcoth, the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be usd 


Muft you with hot Irons burn out both mine Eyes ? | In undeferved. Extreams : fee elfe your felf, 


Hub. Young Boy, I muf. 


There is no malice in this burning coal, athe 
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The breath of Heaven hath blown his Spirit out, 
And ftrew’d repentant afhes on his head. 

Hub, But with my breath I can revive it, Boy. 
| Art. And tf you do, you will bat make ic blufh, 
And glow with fhame of your proceedings, Féuberr : 
Nay, ic perchance will fparkle in your Eyes: 
And, like a Dog that is compell’d to fight, 
Snatch at his Mafter that doth tarre him on. 
All things that you Mould ufe to do me wrong 
| Deny their Office: only you do lack ‘ 
That Mercy which fierce Fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking ufes. 

Hub. Well, fce to live: 1 will not touch thine Eye 
For all the Treafure that thine Uncle owes, 
Yet am I fworn, and I did purpofe, Boy, 
With this fame very Iron, to burn them out. 

Art. O now you look like Aubert, All this while 
You were difguis’d. 

Hub. Peace: no more. Adicu, 
Your Uncle muft not know but you are dead. 
Ple fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe Reports : 
And, pretty Child, fleep doubtlefs, and fecure, 
That Aubert, for the Wealth of all the World, 
Will not offend thee. 

Art. O heaven” I thank you, Hubert. 

Fino, Silence, no more: go clofely in with me. 
| Much danger do I undergo for thee. (Exeunt, 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords. 


John. Here once again we fit, once again crownd, 
And look’d upon, I hope, with chearfal Eyes, 

Pem, Thisonce again (but that your Highnefs pleas’d) 
Was once fuperfluous: you were Crown’d before, 
And that high Royalty was n’ ere pluck’d off: 

The Faiths of men, ne’re ftained with Revolt : 
Freh Expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long’d-for change, or better State. 

Sal, Theceterz to be poffefs'd with double Pomp, 

To guard a Title that was rich before; 

To gild refined Gold, to paint the Lilly; 

To throw a perfume on the Violet, 

To fmooth the Ice, or add another hew 

Unto the Rainbow ; or with Taper-light = 
To feek the beauteous Eye of Heaven to garnifh, 
Is wafteful and ridiculous excels. 

Pem. But that your Royal Pleafure muft be donc, 
This Aćt is asan ancient Tale new told, 
And in the laft repeating troublefom, 
Being urged at a time unfeafonabte. 

Sal. In this the Antick, and well noted face 
Of plain old form, is much disfignred, 

And like a thifted Wind unto a Sail, 

It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about, 
startles and frights Confideration : 

Makes found Opinion fick, and Truth fufpected, 
For putting on fo new a fafhion’d Robe. 

Pem. When Workmen ftrive to do better than Well, 
They do confound their Skil] in Covetoufnefs, 
And oftentimes excufing of a Fault, 

Doth make the Fault the worfe by th’excufe : 
As Patches fet upon a little Breach, 
Difcredic more in hiding of the Fault, 

Than did the Fault before it was fo patch’d. 

Sal. To this Effet, before you were new crown’d, 
We breath’d our Counfel: butit pleas’d your Highnefs 
To over-bear it, and we are all well pleas’d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would 
Doth make a ftand, at what your Highnefs will. 
John. Some Reafons of this double Coronation 
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I have pofieft you with, and think them ftrong. 
And more, more ftrong, then lefs is my fear 
I thal} endue you with: Mean time, but ask 
What you would have Reform’d, that is not well, 
And well fhall you perceive, how willingly 
1 will both hear and grant you your requefts. 
Pem. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of thefe 
To found the Purpofes of all their Hearts, 
Both for my felf, and them: but chief of all 
Your fafety: for the which, my felf and them 
Bend their beft ftudies, heartily requeft 
The Infranchifement of Arthur, whofe reftraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of Difconcent 
To break into this dangerous Argument, 
lf what in Reft you have, in Right you hold, 
Why then your Fears (which as they fay) attend 
The fteps of Wrong, fhould move you to mew up 
Your tender Kinfman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good Excercife, 
That the Times Enemies may not have this 
To grace Occafions: let ic be our fuit, 
That you have bid us ask his liberty, 
Which for our goods we do no further ask, 
Than, whereupon our weal on you depending, 
Counts ic your weal; he have his Liberty. 
Enter Hubert. 
John. Let it be fo: 1 do commit his Youth 
To your direction: Hubert, what News with you? 
Pem. This is the man fhould do the Bloody deed: 
He fhew’d his Warrant to a Friend of mine, 
The Image of a wicked heynous fault 
Lives in his Eye: that clofe afpect of his, 
Does fhew the mood of a much troubled Breaft, 
And I do fearfully believe ‘tis done, 
What we {fo fear’d he had a charge to do. 
Sal, The colour of the King doth come and go, 
Between his Purpofe and his Confcience, 
Like Heralds "twixt two dreadful Battels fet: 
His Paflion is fo ripe, it needs muft break. 
Pem. And when it breaks, I fear wilt ifue thence 
The foul corruption of a fweet Child’s Death. 
John. We cannot hold Mortalities ftrong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will to give, is living, 
The fuic which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us Arthur is deceas’d to night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear’d his ficknefs was paft cure. 
Pem. Indeed we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the Child himfelf felt he was fick ; 
This nwft be anfwer’d either here or hence. 
John. Why do you bend fuch folemn Brows on me? 
Think you I bear the Shears of Deftiny ? 
Have | Commandment on the Pulfe of Life ? 
Sal, It is apparent foul-play, and ’tis hame 
That greatnefs fhould fo grofly offer it : 
So thrive Ie in your Game, and fo farewell. 
Pem. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) Ple go with thee, 
And find ch’inheritance of this poor Child, 
His little Kingdom. of a forced Grave. 
That Blood which ow’d the breadth of all this INe, 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while: 
This muft not be thus born, this will break out 
To all our forrows, and e’re long I doubr. (Exesent. 
John. They burn In indignation: 1 repent :[Enrer Ad/. 
There is no fure Foundation fet on Blood : 
No certain Life atchiev’d by others Death : 
A fearful Eye thou hat. Where is that Blood 
That I have feen inhabit in thofe Cheeks? 
So foul a Skic, clears not without a Storm, 
Pour down thy Weather: how goes all in France ? 
Mef. From France to England, never fuch a Power, 
For any Foreign Preparation, 
Was levied in the Body of a Land. 
The Copy ot your fpecd is learn’d by them : 
Ce For 
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For when you fhould be told they do prepare, 
The tydings come, that they are all arriv’d. 

Sohn. On where hath our Intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it flept? Where is my Mother’s care ? 
That fuch an Army fhould be drawn in France, 

And fhe not hear of it ? 

Def. My Liege, her ear 
Is ftopt with duft: the firt of April dy’d 
Your noble Mother , and, asI hear, my Lord; 
The Lady Conftance in a frenzie dy’d 
Three days before: but this from rumours Tongue 
I idély heard : if true, or falfe, I know not. 

Fohn. With-hold thy fpeed, dreadful Occafion ; 

O make a League with me, ’till 1 have pleas’d 
My difcontented. Peers. What? Mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my Eftate in France 
Under whofe Conduct came thofe Powers of France ? 
That thou for truth giv’ft out are landed here ? 
Mef. Under the Dolphin. 


Enter Baflard and Peter of Pomfret. 


John. Thou haft made. me giddy ] 
With thefe ill tydings: Now? What fays the World 
To your proceedings? Do not feek to ftuft 
My head with more ill News: for it. is full. 

Bast, But if yoube afraid to hear the worft, 
Then ‘let the worft unheard, fall on your head. 

ohn, Bear with me, Coufin; forl was amaz’d 

Under the tide, but now I breath again 

Aloft the flood, and can give Audience 

To any Tongue, {peak it of what it will. 

Baft. How I have fped among the Clergy-men, 
The Sums I have collected fhall exprefs : 

But as I travel’d hither through the Land, 

I find the People ftrangely fantafied, 

Pollet with Rumours, full of idle Dreams, 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 

And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me 

From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom 1 found 

With many himdreds treading on his heels: 

To whom he fung in rude harfh founding Rimes, 

That e’re the next Afcenfion day at noon, 

Your Highnefs fhould deliver up your Crown. 
John. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo? 
Pet." Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 
John, Aubert, away with him: imprifon him, 

And onthat day at noon, whereon he fays 

I fhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang’d. 

Deliver him to fafety, and return, 

For 1: muft ufe thee. O my gentle Coufin, 

Hear’ft thou the News abroad, who are arriv’d ? 
Baft, The French (my Lord) mens mouths are full of it: 

Befides] met Lord Bigot, and Lord Salisbury 

With Eyes as red as new enkindled fire, 

And others more, going to feek.the Grave 

Of Arthar, whom they fay is killd to-night, on your 
Fohn, Gentle Kinfman, go (fuggeftion. 

And thruft thy felf into their Companies, 

I have a way to win their loves again : 

Bring them before me. 

Baft. 1 will feek them out. 

Jobn. Nay, but make hafte: the better foot before. 
O, det me have no Subjećts Enemies, 

When adverfe Foreigners affright my Towns 

With. dreadful Pomp of ftout Invafion. 

Be Mercury, fet Feathers to thy heels, 

And flye (like thought) from them to me again. 

Baft, The Spiritofthe Time fhallteach mefpeed. CE-x:t. 

Fobn. Spoke like a fprightful Noble Gentleman. 
Go after him: for he perhaps hall need 
Some Meflenger betwixt me and the Peers, 

And be thou he. 

Mef. With all my heart, my Liege. 
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John. My Mother dead ? 
Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Lord, they fay five Moons werefeen tonight: 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirle about, 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

Sohn. Five Moons ? 

Hub. Old men and Beldams, in the Sreets 
Do prophefie upon it dangeroully: 
Young Arthur’s death is common in their Mouths, 
And when they talk of him, they fhake their Heads, 
And whifper one another in the Ear. 
And he that fpeaks, doth gripe the hearer’s Wrift, 
Whilft he that hears makes fearful Action 
With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes, 


|I faw a Smith ftand with his Hammer (thus) 


The whilft his Irondid on the Anvil cool, 
With open mouth {wallowing a Taylor’s News, 
Who with his Sheers, and Meafure in his hand, 
Standing on Slippers, which his nimble hafte 
Had falfly thruft upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
That were embatteled, and rank’d in Kenr, 
Another lean, unwafh’d Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
John, Why feek’ft thou to poflefs me with thefe Fears ? 
Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murdered him: [had a mighty Caufe 


| To wifh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him, 


H. No had (my Lord ?) why did you not provoke me ? 
John. It isthe Corfe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant, 
To break the bloody houfe of life, 
And on the Winking of Authority 
To underftand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Majefty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon Humour, than advis’d Refpect. 
Hab. Here is your Hand and Seal for what I did. 
John. Oh when the laft account ’twixt Heaven and Earth 
Is to be made, then fhall this Hand and Seal 
Witnels againit us to Damnation. 
How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done? hadit not thou been by, 
A Fellow by the hand of Nature mark’d, 
Quoted, and fign°d to do a deed of fhame, 
This Murther had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of thy abhor’d Afpect, 
Finding thee fit for Bloody Villany : 
Apt, lable to be employ’d in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death: 
And thou to be endeared tc a King, 
Made it no confcience to deftroy a Prince. 
Hub, My Lord. 
John. Had’it thou but fhook thy head, or made a paufe 
When I fpake darkly, what I purpofed : 
Or turn’d an Eye. of doubt upon my Face; 
As bid me tell my tale in exprefs words: 
Deep fhame had ftruck me dumb, made me breake off, 
And thofe thy Fears, might have wrought Fears in me, 
But thou didft underftand me by my Signs, 
And didft in Signs again parley with fin, 
Yea, without ftop didit let thy Heart confent. 
And confequently thy rude Hand to act 
The deed, which both our Tongues held vile to name. 
Out of my fight, and never fee me more- 
My Nobles leave me, and my State is brav’d, 
Even at my Gates, with ranks of foreign Powers ; 
Nay, in the Body of this flefhly Land, 
This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath, 
Hoftility and Civil Tumult reigns 
Between my Confcience, and my Coufins death. 
Hub, Arm you againft your other Enemies, 
Ple makea peace between your Soul, and you. 
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 


Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent hand, S 
ot 
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Not painted with the Crimton {pots of Blood : 
Within this Bofom, never entred yet | 
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought, 
And you have flander’d Nature in my Form, 
Which howfoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer Mind, 
Than to be Butcher of an innocent Child. 

Fohn. Doth Arthur live? O hafte thee to the Pecrs, 
Throw this Report on their incenfed rage, 
And make them tame to their Obedience. 
Forgive the Comment that my Paffion made 
Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary Eyes of Blood | 
Prefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not ; but to my Clofet brin 
The angry Lords, with all expedient halte, 


| { conjure thee but flowly: run more fait. (Exen. 








Scena Tertia. 
Enter Arthur on the Walls, 


Art. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
Good ground be pitiful, and hurt me not: 
There’s few or none do know me, if they did, 
This Ship-boys femblance hath difguis’d me quite. 

I am afraid, and yet Ple venture it. 

If I get down, and do not break my Limbs, 

le find athoufand fhifts to get away ; 

As good to dye, and go; as dye, and flay. 

Oh me, my Uncles fpirit is in thefe ftones, 


Heaven take my Soul, and England keep my Bones. [Dies. | 


Enter Pembroke, and Salisbury, avd Bigot. 


Sal. Lords, 1 will meet him at St. Edmundsbury, 
Ic is our fafecy, and we muft embrace 
This gentle Offer of the perillous time. 
Pem, Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal ¢ 
Sal. The Count Melloone, a Noble Lord of France, 
Whofe private with me of the Dolphin’s love. 
ls much more general than thefe lines import. 
Bıgor. To morrow morning let us meet him then. 
Sal, Or rather then fet forward, for twill be 
Two long days journey (Lords) or ere we meet. 
Enter Baftard. 
Bajt. Once more to day well met, diftemper’d Lords, 
The King by me requefts your Prefence ftraight. 
Sal. The King hath difpofleft himfelf of us, 
We will not line his thin-beftained clake 
With our pure Honours: nor attend the Foot 
That leaves the printof Blood where e’re it walks. 
Return, and tell him fo: we know the wort, (beft. 
Baft. What e’re you think, good words I think were 
Sal. Our Griefs, and not our Manners reafon now. 
Baft. But there is little Reafon in your Grief. 
Therefore *twere Reafon you had Manners now. 
Pem. Sir, Sir, impatience hath his Priviledge. 
Baft. "Tis true, to hurt his Mafter, no man elfe. 
Sal. This is the Prifon: what is he lyes here? 
P, Ohdeath made proud with pure and Princely Beauty, 
The Earth had not 2 hole to hide this deed. 
Sal, Murther, as hating what himfelf hath done, 
Doth Jay it open to urge on Revenge. 
Big. Or when he doom’d this Beauty toa Grave, 
Found ic too precicus Princely, for a Grave. 
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think ? 
Or do you almoft think, although you fee, 
That youdo fee? could Thought, without this Object 
Form fuch another? this is tne very top, 
The heighth, the Creft,: or Creft unto the Creit 
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Of Mntrhers Arms: this is the bloodieft thame, 
The wildeft Savagery, the vileft ftroke 
That ever wall-ey’d Wrath, or ftaring Rage 
Prefented to the Tears of fofc Remorfe. 
Pem. A Murthers palt, do {land excus’d in this: 
And this fo fole, and fo unmatchable, 
Shall givea holinefs, a purity, 
To the yet unbegotten fin of times ; 
And prove a deadly blood-fhed, bur a Jeaft, 
Exampled by this heinous Spectacle. 
Bajt, It isa damned, and abloody Work, 
The gracelefs action ot a heavy hand, 
[f that it be the work of any hand. 
Sal. jf that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of light, what would enfue: 
It is the fhameful work of Huberts hand, 
The prattife, and the purpofe of the King: 
From whofe Obedience I torbid my Soul, 
Kneeling before this Ruine of fweet Life, 
And breathing to his breathlefs Excellence 
The Incenfe of a Vow, a holy Vow: 
Never to tafte the Pleafures of the World, 
Never to be infected with Delight, 
Nor converfant with Eafe, and Idlenefs, 
Tilll have fet a glory to this Hand, 
By giving it the Worhhip of Revenge. 
Pem. Bg. Our fouls Religioufly confirm thy words 
Enter Hubert. 
Hub. Lords, I am hot with hafte, in fecking you, 
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you. 
Sal. Oh he is bold, and blufhes not at death : 
Avant thou hateful Villain, get thee gone. 
Hub. Lam no Villain. 
Sal, Muft I rob the Law ? 
Baft. Your Sword is bright, Sir, put it vp again. 
Sal, Not till I heath it ina Murtherer’s skin. 
Hub, Stand back, Lord Salistwry, Mand back, I fay, 
By Heaven, { think my Sword’s as fharp as yours. 
1 would not have you (Lord ) forget your felf, 
Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence ; 
Left 1, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatnefs, and Nobility. 
Big. Out Dunghill, dar’ft thou brave a Nobleman ? 
Hub, Not for my life: but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor. 
Sal, Thou art a Murtherer. 
Hub, Do not prove me fo: 
Yetl am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeaks falfe, 
Not truly fpeaks: who fpeaks not truly, Lies. 
Pem. Cut him to pieces. 
Baft. Keep the peace, I fay. 
Sal. Stand by, or I fhall gaul you Feulconbridge. 
Baft. Thou wert better gaul the Devil Saissbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy foot, 
Or teach thy hafty Spleen to do me fhame, 
Ple ftrike thee dead. Put up thy Sword betime. 
Or Ple fo maul you, and your tofting-Iron, 
That you hall think the Devil is come from Hell. 
Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faxlconbridze ? 
Second a Villain, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 
big. Who kild this Prince? 
Hub. Tis not an hour fince | teft him well: 
{ honour’d him, 1 lovw’d him, and will weep 
My date of life out, for his fweet lives lofs. 
Sal. Truft not thofe cunning Waters of his Eyes, 
For Villany is not without fuch Rheume, 
And he long traded in it, makes it feem 
Like Rivers of Remorfe and Innocency. 
Away with me, all you whofe fouls abhor 
Thuncleanly favour of a flaughter-honfe, 
For l am ftified with the fimell of fin. 
Big. Away toward Bary, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tell the King he may enquire us out. [ Ex.Lords. 
C= 
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Ba. Here’s a good World : knew you of this fair Work ? | And make fair Weather in your bluftring Land : 


Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach of Mercy, 


(If thou did’it this deed of death) thou art damn’d, Habere. 


Fb. Do but hear me, Sir. 
Baft. Ha ? Ple tell thee what. 
Thou’rt damn’d as black, nay nothing is fo black, 
Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet fo ugly a Fiend of Hell 
As thou thal be, ifthou did’ft kill this Child. 
Hub Upon my Soul. 
Baff. \f thou did ft but confent 
To this moft cruel A& : do but defpair, 
And if thou want’{t a Cord, the {malleft threed 
That ever Spider twifted from her Womb 
Will ferve to ftrangle thee: A rufh will bea Beam 
To hang thee on. Or would?ft thou drown thy felf, 
Put but a little Water in a Spoon, 
And it fhal] be as all the Ocean, 
Enough to ftifle duch a Villain up. 
1 do fufpect thee very grievoufly. 
Hub. lfl inact, confent, or fin of thought, 
Be guilty of thè ftealing that fweer Breath 
Which was embonnded in this Beauteous Clay, 
Let Hell want pains enough to torture me : 
i left him well. 
Baft. Go, bear him in thine Arms: 
[ am amaz’d methinks, and lofe my way 
Among the Thorns, and Dangers of this World. 
How eafie doft thou take all Exgland up, 
From forth this Morfel of dead Royalty ? 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to Heaven : and England now is left 
To tug and feamble, and to part by th’ Teeth 
The nnowed intereft of proud fwelling State: 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majelty, 
Doth dogged War briftle his angry Creft, 
And fnarleth in the gentle Eyes of Peace ° 
Now Powers from home, and Difcontents at home 
Meet in one Line : and vaft Confufion waits 
As dotha Raven ona fick-fallen Beaft, 
The imminent decay of wrefted Pomp. 
Now happy he, whofe Cloak and Center can 
Hold out this tempeft. Bear away that Child, 
And follow me with {peed ; l’letothe King: 
A thoufand bufinefles are brief in hand, 


And Heaven it felf doth frown upon the Land. [Ex 





Altus Quartus, Scena Prima, 


Enter King John avd Pandulph, Attendants. 


K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The Circle of my Glory. 
Pand. Take again i 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your Soveraign Greatnefs and Authority. 
John. Now keep your holy word, go meet the French, 
And from his Holinefs nfe all your Power 
To ftop their Marches ’fore we are enflam’d : 
Our difcontented Counties do revolt: 
Our people quarrel with Obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul 
To ftranger-blood, to foreign Royalty ; 
This inundation of miftempered humour, 
Refts by you only to be qualified. 
Then paufe not; for the prefent time’s fo fick, 
That prefent Med’cine muft be miniftred, 
Or overthrow incurably enfues. 
Pand. {twas my breath that blew this Tempeft up, 
Upon your ftubborn ufage of the Pope. 
But fince you are a gentle Convertite. 
My Tongue fhall hufb again this Stormof War, 


On this Afcenfion day, remember well, 
Upon your Oath of fervice to the Pope, 
Go l to make the French lay down their Arms. 
John. Is this Afcenfion day ? did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noon, 
My Crown l hould give off? even fo I have: 
| did fuppofe it fhonid be on conftraint, 
But( Heav’n be thankd) it is but Voluntary. 
oma Enter Baftard. 
aft. Kent hath yielded, nothing ther 
But Dover Caftle : See hath mehr: ee 
Like a kind Hoft, the Dolphin and his Powers. 
Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer fervice to your Enemy : 
And wild Amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of doubtful Friends. 
John. Would not my Lords return to me again 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 
Baft. They found him dead, and caft into the {treets, 
An empty Casket, where the Jewel of life 
By fome damn’d hand was rob’d and tane away. 
John. That Villain Hubert told me he did live. 
Baft. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew : 
But wherefore do you droop? why look you fad ? 
Be great in Act, as you have been in Thought: 
Let not the world fee Fear and fad Diftrnft 
Govern the motion ofa Kingly Eye: 
Be ftirring as the time, be fire with fire, 
Threaten the threatner, and out-face the Brow 
Of bragging Horror : So hall inferior Eyes 
That borrow their Behaviours from the Great,’ 
Grow great by your Example, and puton 
The dauntlefs Spiritof Refolution. 
Away, and glifter like the God of War 
When he intendeth to become the Field : 
Shew boldnefs and afpiring Confidence : 
What, fhall they feek the Lyon in his Den, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there ? 
Oh let it not be faid: forrage, and run 
To meet difpleafure farther from the doors, 
And grapple with him e’re he come fo nigh. 
John. The Legatof the Pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy Peace with him, i 
And he hath promis’d to difmifs the Powers 
Led by the Dolphin. 
Baft. Oh inglorious League: 
Shall we upon the footing of our Land, 
Send fair-play-orders, and make comprimife. 
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce 
To Arms Invafive ? Shall a beardlefs Boy, 
A cockred-filken Wanton brave our Fields, 
And flefh his Spirit ina War-like Soil, 
Mocking the air with Colours idely fpread, 
And find no check ? Let us my Liege to Arms 
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace , 
Or if he do, let it at leaft be faid 
They faw we had a purpofe of defence. 
John. Have thou the ordering of this prefent time. 
Baft. Away then with good Courage : yet I know 
Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe “(Exeunt. 


CExs 





Scana Secunda. 


Enter (in Arms) Dolphin, Salisbury, Melloon, Pembroke, 
Bigot, Souldiers. 


Dol. My Lord Mellon, let this be copied out, 
And keep it fafe for our remembrance 
Return the Prefident to thefe Lords again, 
That having our fair Order written down, 


Both they and we, perufing o’re thefe Notes - 
ay 


' . a 
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May know wherefore we took the Sacrament, 
And keep our Faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal, Upon our fides it never fhall be broken. 

And, noble Dolphix, albeit we {wear _ 

A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg’d Faith 

To your Proceedings : yet believe me, Prince, 

l am not glad that fuch a Sore of Time 
Should feek a Plaifter by contemn’d Revolt, 
And heal the inveterate Canker of one wound, 
By making many: Oh it grieves my Soul, 
That 1 muft draw this Mettle from my fide 
To be a Widow-maker: Oh, and there 

Where honourable Refcue, and Defence 

Cries out upon the Name of Salsbury. 

But fuch is the Infection of che time, 

That for the Health and Phyfick of our Right, 
We cannot deal but with the very Hand 

Of ftern Injuftice, and confufed Wrong : 

And ist not pity, (oh my grieved Friends) 
That we, the Sons and Children of this /fe, 
Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this, 
Wherein we ftep after a Stranger, march 

Upon her gentle Bofom, and fill up 

Her Enemies Ranks ? I muft withdraw and weep 
Upon the fpot of this enforced Caufe, 

To Grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted Colours here : 

What here? O nation that thou couldft remove, 
That Neptunes Arms who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear the from thee knowledge of thy felf, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan fhore, 

Where thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine 
The blood of malice, in a vein of league, 

And not to fpend it fo un-neighbourly. 

Dol, A noble Temper doft thou fhew in this, 
And great Affections mes in thy Bofom 
Doth make an Earthquake of Nobility 
Oh what a Noble combate haft thou fought 
Between compulfion, and a brave refpe& : 

Let me wipe off this Honourable Dew, 

That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks : 
My heart hath melted at a Ladies tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation : 

But this Effufion of fuch Manly Drops, 

This fhowr blown up by tempeft of the Soul, 
Startles mine Eyes, and maks me more amaz’d 
Than had I feen the vaulty top of Heaven 
Figur’d quite o’re with burning Meteors. 

Lift up thy brow (renowned Salisbury, ) 

And with a great Heart heave away this ftorm: 
Commend thefe Wars to thofe Baby-eyes . 
That never faw the Gyant-world enrag’d, 
Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feafts, 
Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goflipping. 
Come, come, for thou fhall thruft thy hand as deep 
Into the Purfe of rich Profperity 

As Lewis himfelf: fo (Nobles) thall you all, 
That knit your Sinews to the ftrength of mine. 


Enter Pandulpho. 


And even there, methinks an Angel fpake, 
Look where the Holy Legate comes apace, 
To give us Warrant from the hand of Heaven, 
And on our Actions fet the Name of Right 
With holy Breath. 

Pan. Hail, Noble Prince of Frazee, 
The next is this: King Jobn hath reconcil’d 
Himfelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, 
That fo ftood out againft the Holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and See of Rome: 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, 
And tame the Savage Spirit of Wild War, 
That like a Lyon foftered up at hand, 


It may lic gently at the foot of Peace, 
And be no further harmful than in mew. 

Dolph. Your Grace fhall pardon me, | will not back. 
I am too high-born to be Propertied, 
To be a fecondary at controll 
Or ufeful Serving-man, and Inftrument 
To any Soveraign State throughout the World : 
Your breath firft kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaftis’d Kingdom and my felf, 
And brought in Matter that fhould feed this Fire S 
And now tis far too huge to be blown out 


| With that fame weak wind which enkindled it - 


You taught me how to know the face of Right, 


| Acquainted me with Intereft to this Land, 


Yea thruft this Enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now to tell me John hath made 
His Peace with Rome? what is that Peace to me? 
] (by the Honour of my Marriage-bed ) 
After young Arthur, Claim this Land for mine, 
And now it is half conquer’d, muft 1 back, 
Becaufe that John hath made his Peace with Rome ? 
Am l Romes Slave? what Penny hath Rome born ? 
What Men provided ? what munition fent 
To under-prop this Action? Is’t not I 
That under-go this Charge? who elfe but 1, 
And fuch as to my Claim are liable, 
Sweat in this Bufinefs, and maintain this War? 
Have I not heard thefe //landers fhout out 
Vive le Roy, as I have bank’d their Towns ? 
Have l not here the beft Cards for the Game 
To win this eafie Match, play’d for a Crown? 
And fhall I now give o’re the yielded Set? 
No, no, on my Soul it thall never be faid. 
Pan, You look but on the out-fide of this Work. 
Dolp. Out-fide or in-fide, f will not return 
Til my Attempt fo much be glorified, 
As to my ample Hope was promifed, 


| Before 1 drew this gallant head of War, 


And cull’d thefe fiery Spirits from the world 
To out-look Conqueft, and to win Renown 
Even in the jaws of danger, and of death: 
What lufty Trumpet thus doth fummon us? 


Enter Baftard. 


Baf. According to the fair-play of the World, 
Let me have Audience: I am fent to fpeak: 
My holy Lord of Millane, from the King 
1 come, to learn how you have dealt for him: 
And as you anfwer, I do know the fcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dolphin is too wilful, oppofite, 
And will not temporize with my Entreaties : 

He flatly fays. hel not lay down his Arms. 
Baft. By all the blood that ever fury breath’d, 


| The youth fays well. Now hear our Englifh King, 


For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me: 
He is prepar’d, and Reafon too he fhould, 
This apifh and unmannerly approach, 
This harnefs’d Mask, and unadvifed Revel, 
This unheard fawcinefs and Boyifh Troops, 
The King doth fimile at, and is well prepar’d 
To whip this dwarfifh War, this Pigmy Arms 
From out the Circle of his Territories. 
That Hand which had the ftrength, even at your door, 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 
To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 
To crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks, 
To lye like Pawns, lock’d up in Chefts and Trunks, 
To hug with Swine, to feek fweet fafety out 
In Vaults and Prifons, and to thrill and fhake, 
Even at the crying of your Nation’s Crow, 
Thinking this Voice an armed Englsfh man. 
Shall that victorious Hand be feebled here, 
CC 3 That 
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That in your Chambers gave you Chaltifement? Pem. They tay King John, fore fick, hath lefe the Field. 
No, know the gallant Monarch is in Arms, Enter Meloon wounded. 
And like an Eagle, o’re his ayery Tower, Mel, Lead me to the Revolts of England here. 
To foufe Annoyance that comes near his Neft ; ; Sal, When we were happy, wehad other Names. 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, Pem, It is the Count Melone, 
You bloody Nero’s ripping upthe Womb Sal, Wounded to death. 
Of your dear Mother-England : blufh for fhame: Mel, Fly, Noble Engl:fh, you are bought and fold, 
For your own Ladies, and Pale-vifag’d Maids Unthreed the rude Eye of Rebellion, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after Drums : And welcom home again difcarded Faith, 
Their Thimbles into arnied Gantlets change, Seek out King Yobn, and fall before his feet : 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gencle Hearts For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 
To fierce and bloody inclination. He means to recompence the Pains you take, 
Dol. There end thy Brave, and turn thy Face in Peace, | By cutting off your Heads: thus hath he fworn, 
We grant thou canft out-fcold us: fare thee well, And I with him, and many more with me, 
We hold our time too precious to be fpent Upon the Altar at St. Edmondsbury, 
Wich fuch a Brabler. Even on that Altar, where we fwore to you 
Pan, Give me leave to fpeak. Dear Amity, and everlafting Love. 
Baft. No, } will {peak. Sal. May this be poflible ? May this be true ? 
Dol, We will attend to neither: Mel. Havel not hideous death within my view, 
Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of VVar Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Plead for our Intereft, and our being here. Which bleeds away, even asa Form of Wax 
Baft. Indeed your Drums being beaten, will cry out? { Refolveth from his Figure *gainft the Fire? 
And fo fhall you, being beaten : do but ftart ‘What in the world fhould make me now deceive, 
An eccho with the Clamour of thy Drum, Since | muft lofe the ufe of all deceit ? 
And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac’d, Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true 
That fhall reverberate all, as loud as thine. That I muft die here, and live hence, by truth ? 
Sound but another, and another fhall I fay again, if Lewis do win the day, 
(As loud as thine) rattle the Welkin’s Ear, He is forfworn, if e’re thofe Eyes of yours 
And mock the deep-mouth’d Thunder : for at hand Behold another Day break in the Eaft: 
(Not trufting to this halting Legat here But even this Night, whofe black contagious breath 
Whom he hath us’d rather for {port than need) Already fmoaks about the burning Cre 
Is warlike obs : and in his forehead fits Of the old, fecble, and day-wearied Sun, 
A bare-rib’d death, whofe Office is this day Even this ill night, your breathing hall expire, 
To feaft upon whole thonfands of the French. ` Paying the Fine of rated Treachery, 
Dol. Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out. Even with a treacherous F ine of all your lives : 
Baft, And thou fhalt find it (Dolphin) do not doubt. If Lewis, by your affiftance win the day. 


CExennt. | Commend me toone Hubert, with your King ; 
The love of him, and this refpect befides 
(For that my Grandfire was an Englifhman) 





5 T, Awakes.my Confcience to confefs all this. 
Cana Lertia, In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 

From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 
Alarms. Enter John, and Hubert. Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 


In peace: and part this Body and my Soul, 
Jobn. How goes the day with us? oh tell me, Aubert, | With Contemplation, and devout Defires. 


Hub, Badly, I fear; how fares your Majefty ? Sal. We do believe thec, and befhrew my Soul, 
John. This Feaver that hath troubled me fo long, But I do love the favour, and the form 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my heart is fick. Of this moft fair occafion, by the which 
Erter a Meffenger. We will untrcad the ftepsof damned flight, 


Mef. My Lord : your Valiant Kinfiman , Faulconbridge, | And like a bated and retired flood, 
Defires your Majefty to leave the Field, Leaving our ranknefs, and irregular courfe, 


And fend him word by me, which way You go. Stoop low within thofe Bounds we have o’re-look’d, 
John. Tell him, toward Swinfted, to the Abby there. And calmly run on in Obedience, 
Meff. Be of good comfort: for the great Supply, Even to onr Ocean, to our great King John. 
That was expected by the Dolphin here, i My Arm fhall give thee help to bear thee hence, 
Are wrack’d three nights ago on Goodwin Sands, For I do fee the cruel Pangs of death 
This News was brought to Richard but even now, Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new flight, 


The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves. And happy newnefs that intends old right. = [E-xenat. 

John. Aye me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up 
And will not let me welcome this good News. 
Set on toward Sw:nffed: to my Litter ftreight, 


Weaknefs poflefleth me, and I am faint. [ Exeunr, Seana Qu inta. 








Enter Dolphin and bis Train, 
Scena Quarta. r Dolphin as rain 


ka i Dol. ‘TheSun of Heaven(methought) was loth to fet; 
Enter Satlisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot. But ftaid,and made the Weftern Welkin blufh, ` 


When Englifhmeafure backward their own ground 
Sal. | did not think the King fo ftor’d with Friends. | In faint retire: Oh bravely came we off, p 


J Pem. Up once again « put Spirit in the French, VVhen with a Volley of our needlefs fhor, 
ghey mifa, we mifcarry too. After fuch bloody toyle, we bid good night, 
al. Ihat misbegotten Devil Faulconbridge, And woon’d our tott’ring Colours clearly up, 


In fpight of Spight, alone upholds the day. < Laft in the Field, and almoft Lords of it. 
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Enter a Meffenger. 





Scena Septima. 
Mef. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin ? 


Dol. Here, what News ? Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, avd Bigot 
: Melloone is flain: The Englifh Lord i i l 
By his perfwafon k indie off, pi i Hen. It is too late, the life of all his Blood 
And your Supply, which you have wilh’d fo long, Is touch’d corruptibly : and his ure Brain 
Are caft away, and funk on Goodwin Sands. (Which fome fuppofe the Soul’s rail dwelling houfe) 
Dol. Ah foul fhrew’d News. Bethrew thy very heart : Doth by the idie Comments that it makes, 
I did not think to be fo fad to Night Foretell the ending of Mortality. 
As this hath made me. Who was he that faid a Enter Pembroke. y 
King John did fly an hour or two before Pem. His Highnefs yet doth fpeak, and holds belief, 
The ftumbling Night did part our weary Powers ? That being brought into the open air, 
Mef. Who ever {poke it, it is true, my Lord. lt would allay the burning quality 
Dol. Well: keep good Quarter, and good care to Night, Of chat fell Poyfon which aflailech him. 
The Day hall not be up fo foon as |, Hen, Let him ue, brought into the Orchard here ; 
To try thefair Adventure of to Morrow. [Excune, | Doth he ftill rage : 


Pem. He is more patient 
Than when you left him, even now he fung. 





ffen, Oh vanity of Sicknefs, fierce Extreams 
Scena Sexta. In their continuance will not feel themfelves. 
Death having prey’d upon the outward parts 
Enter Baftard and Hubert feverally. Leaves them invifible, and her fiege is now 


Againft the Wind, the which he pricks and wounds 
Hub, Whos there ? Speak, hoa, fpeak quickly, or I fhoot. | With many Legions of ftrange Fantafies, 


Baft. A Friend. What art thou ? Which in their throng and prefs to that laft hold, 
Hub, Of the part of England. Confound themfelves. *Tis ftrange that death fhould fing : 
Baft. Whither doft thou go? l am the Symet to this pale faint Swan. 
Hub. Whats that to thee ? Who chaunts a doleful Hymn to his own death, 
Why may not ! demand of thine Affairs, And from the Organ- pipe of frailty fings 
As well as thou of mine ? His Soul and B y their lafling reft. 
Baft. Hubert, l think. Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are born 
Hub. Thou haft a perfect thought : To fet a form upon that indigelt 
1 will upon ail hazzards well believe Which he hath left fo fhapelefs and fo rude. 
Thou art my Friend, that knowft my Tongue fo well: John brought in. 
Who art thou ? John. 1 marry now my Soul hath elbow-room, 
Baft. Who thou wilt: and if thou pleafe It would not out at windows, nor at doors, 
Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to think There is fo hot a Summer in my Bofom, 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. That all my Bowels crumble vp to Duft: 
Hub. Unkind Remembrance: thou, and endlefs night, | 1 am a fcribled Form drawn with a Pen, l 
Have done me fhame : brave Souldier, pardon me, Upon a Parchment, and againft this fire do I fhrink up. 
That any accent breaking from thy Tongue, Hien, How fares your Majefty ? 
Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear. John. Poyfon'd, ill fair: dead, forfook, caft off, 


Baft. Come,come : fans complement,What News abroad ? | And none of you will bid the Winter come 
Hub, Why here walk I, in the black Brow of Night To thruft his Icie Fingers in my Maw, 
To find you our. "| Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take their courfe 


Baft. Brief then: and what’s the News? Through my burn’d Bofom- nor intreat the North 
iub. O my fweet Sir, news fitting to the Night, To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips, 
Black, fearful, comfortlefs, and horrible. And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much, 
tea vea mn ~— | and p agaaa, yoa day We the 
am no Woman, Ile not fwoon at it. » You 
Hub. The King I fear is poy fend by a Monk, Fen, Oh that there were fome Virtue in my Tears, 
I left him almoft {peechlefs, and broke out That might relieve you. 
‘To acquaint you with this Evil, that you might John. The Salt of them is hot. 
The better Arm you to the fudden time, Within me is a Hefl, and there the Poyfon 
Than if you had at leifure known of this. Is, as a Fiend, confind to tyrannize, 


, Baft. How did he take it? Who did tafte to him?| On unrepreeveable condemned Blood. 


| Hub, A Monk. I tell you, a refolved Villain 
Whofe Bowels fuddenly ‘burt out: The King. —— 


Yet fpeaks, and peradventure may recover. Baft. Oh,1 am {calded with my violent Motion 
Baft. Who didft thou leave to tend his bleic ty ¢ And Spleen of Speed to fee your Majefty. 
#4ub.W hy, know you not ’ the Lordsare all comeback,| John. On Coufin, thou are come to fet mine Eye : 
And brought Prince Henry in their company, The Tackle of my Heart is crackt and burnt, — 
At whofe requeft the King hath pardon’d them, And all the fhrowds wherewith my life fhould fail, 
And they are all about his Majefty. Are turned to one threed, one Jictte hair: 


Baft. With-hold thine Indignation mighty Heaven, | My Heart hath one poor ftring to ftay it by 
And tempt us not to bear pi g V RY W I . ; n 


, ve our Power. Which holds but till thy News be uttered, 
Ple tell thec, Aaberr, half my Power this Night And then all this thou feeft, is but a Clod, 
Pafling thefe Flats, are taken by the Tide, And module of confounded Royalty. 


Thefe Lincoln-Wafhes have devoured them, 

My felf, well mounted, have efcap’d. 

Away before: Conduét me to the King, 

I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come [E-xeunt 


Baf. The Dolphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where Heaven he knows how we fhall anfwer him. 
For ina night the beft part of my Power, 

As] upon advantage did remove, - 
ere 
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Were in the Wafbes all, unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected Flood. 

Sal. You breatb thefe dead News in as dead an Ear ; 
My Liege, my Lord: but now a King, now thus. 

Hen. Even fo muft 1 run on, and even fo ftop. 
What furety of the World, what hope, what ftay, 
When this was nowa King, and now is Clay ? 

Baf?. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behind 
To do the Office for thee, of Revenge, 
And then my Soul fhall wait on thee to Heaven, 
As iton Earth hath been thy Servane ftill. 
Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres, 
Where be your Powers ? Shew now your mended Faiths 
And inftantly return with me again, 
To pufh Deftrudction, and perpetual Shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting Land : 
Streight let us feek, or ftreight we [hall be fought, 
The Dolphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal, It feems you know not then fo much as we. 
The Cardinal Pandalph is within at reft, 
Who half an hour fince came from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him fuch Offers of our Peace, 
As we with Honour and Refpect may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leave this War. 

Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Our felves well finew’d to our Defence. 

Sal, Nay, ?tisin amanner done already, 
For many Carriages he hath difpatch’d 
To the Sea-fide, and put his Caufe and Quarrel 
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To the difpofing of the Cardinal, 
With whom your felf, my felf, and other Lords, 
If you think meet, this Afternoon will poft 
To confummate this bufinefs happily. 
Baft. Let it be fo, and you, my Noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may belt be fpar’d, 
Shall wait upon your Father’s Funeral. 
Hen. At Worcefter muft his Body be interr’d, 
For fo he will’d it. 
Baft. Thither fhall it then, 
And happily may your {weet felf put on 
The lineal ftate, and glory of the Land, 
Yo whom with all fubmiffion on my Knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful Services 
And true Subjection everlaftingty. 
Sal. And the like tender of our love we make 
To reft without a {pot for evermore. 
Hen. | have a kind Soul that would give thanks 
And knows not how todo it but with Tears. 
Baft. Oh let us pay the time: but needful Wo, 
Since it hath been before hand with our griefs. 
This Exgland never did, nor never fhall i 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 
But when it firit did help to wound it elf. 
Now, thefe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three Corners of the world in Arms, 
And we fhall fhock them: Nought hall make us rue, 
If England to it felf, do reft but true. [Exernt, 
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Aétus Primus, 


Scena Prima. 





Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
and Attendants. i 


King Richard. 


Ld Fokn of Gaunt, time-honoured Lancafter, 
Halt thov according to thy Oath and Band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold Son : 
Here to make good the boifterous late Appeal, 
Which then onr leifure would not letus hear, 
Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Gaunt, | have, my Liege. 
King. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 
If he Appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, 
Or worthily, as good Subject fhould, 
On fome known ground of Treachery in him ? 
Gaunt. As near as | could fift him on that Argument. 


On fome apparent Danger feen in him, _ 
Aim’d at your Highnefs, no inveterate Malice. 

King. Then call them to our Prefence face to face. 
And frowning brow to brow, our felves will hear 
Th?Accufer, and the Accufed freely fpeak , 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire. 
In rage, deaf as the Sea; hafty as Fire. 


Enter Bullingbrook and Mowbray. 


Bull, Many years of happy daies befall 
My gracious Soveraign, my moft loving Liege. 

Mow. Each day ftill better others hap pinefs, 
Until the Heavens envying Earths good hap, 
Add an immortal Title to your Crown. 

King. We thank you both, yet one but flatters us, 
As well appeareth bv the Caufe you come, 

Namely 
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Namely to Appeal each other of high Treafon. 
Coufin of Hereford what doft thou object 
Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 
Bull, Firft Heaven be the record to my {peech, 
In the devotions of a Subjects love, 
Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 
And free from other mif-begotten hate, 
Come! Appealant to this Princely Prefence. 
Now Thomas Mowbray do | turn to thee, 
And mark my greeting well: for whatI fpeak, 
My Body fhal! make good upon this Earth, 
Or my Divine Soul anfwer it in.Heaven. 
Thou art a Traitor and a Mifcreant ; 
‘Too good to be fo, and too bad to live ; 
Since the more fair and Cryftal is the Skie, 
The uglier feem the Clouds that in it fiye: 
Once niore, the more to aggravate the note, 
Witha foul Traitors Name ftuff 1 thy throat, 
And with (fo pleafe my Soveraign)e’rel move, (prove. 
What my Tongue fpeaks, my right drawn Sword may 

Mow. Let not my cool Words here accufe my Zeal: 

’Tis not the Tryal ofa Woman’s War, 

The bitter Clamour of two eager Tongues, 

Can arbitrate this Caufe betwixt us twain - 

The Blood is hot that muft be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I nor of fuch tame patience boat, 

As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay. 

Firft the fair reverence of your Highnefs curbs me, 
From giving reins and fpurs to my free fpeech, 
Which elfe would poft,until it had return’d 
Thefe terms of Treafon, doubly down his throat, 
setting afide his high Bloods Royalty, 

And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege, 

I do defie him, and I {pitat him, 

Call him a ftanderous Coward and a Villain : 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were I tide to run a foot, 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever Englifhman durft {et his foot, 

Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty, 

By all my hopes moft falfty doth he lie. . 

Bull. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my Gage, 
Difclaiming here the Kindred ofa King, 

And lay afide my high Blood’s Royalty, 

Which Fear, not Reverence makes thee to except, 
If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength, 
As to take up mine Honour’s Pawn, then {toop. 

By that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elfe, 
Will] make good againft thee arm to arm, 

What I have {poken, or thou canft devife. 

Mow. \ take itup, andby that Sword I {wear, 
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
"le anfwer thee in any fair degree, 

Or Chivalrous defign of Knightly tryal : 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be Traitor, or unjuftly fight. 

King. Whatdoth our Coulin lay to Mowbray’s Charge ? 
It mult be great that can inherit us, 

So much as ofa thought of illin him. 

Bull. Look what | faid, my life fhall Prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thoufand Nobles, 
In name of lendings for your Highnefs Souldiers, 
The which he hath detain’d for lewd Imployments, 
Like a falfe Traitor and injurious Villain, 

Befides, I fay, and will in Battel prove, 

Or here, or elfewhere, to the furtheft Verge 

That ever was furvey’d by Englifh eye, 

That all the Treafons for thefe eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, ` 

Fetcht from falfe Mowbray their Firt Head and Spring. 
Further I fay, and further will maintain 

Upon his bad life, to make all this good, 

That he did plot the Duke of Gloffer’s death, 
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Suggelt his foon believing Adverfaries, 

And confequently like a Traitor Coward, 

Sluc’d out his innocent Soul through ftreams of Blood: 
Which Blood, like facrificing Abel's cries, 

(Even from the tonguelefs Caverns of the Earth) 

To me for Juftice, and rough Chaftifement: 

And by the glorious worth of my defcent, 

This arm fhalldo it, or this life be f{pent. 

King. How high a pitch his Refolution foars : 
Thomas of Norfolk, what fay’ft thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my Soveraign turn away his Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, 

Till I have told this flander of his Blood, 
How God and good men hatc fo foul a Lyer. 

King. Mowbray, impattial are our Eyes and Ears, 
Were he my Brother, nay, our Kingdom’s Heir, 

As he ts but my Father’s Brother’s Son; 

Now by my Scepters awe, | make a Vow, 

Such neighbour-nearnefs to our facred Blood, 
Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The unftooping firmnefs of my upright Soul. 
He is our Subject (Mowbray ) fo art thou, 

Free {peech and fearlefs, 1 to thec allow. 

Mow. Then, Bullingbrook , as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou lieft : 
Three parts of that Receipt I had for Callice, 
Disburit { to his Highnefs Souldiers ; 

The other part referv’d I by confent, 

For that my Soveraign Liege was in my debt, 
Upon remainder ofa dear Account, 

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queen : 
Now {wallow down that lye. For Gloffer’s death, 
I flew him not; but (to mine own difgrace) 
Neglected my fworn Duty in that cafe: 

For you,my noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The Honourable Father to my Foe, 

Once I did lay an ambuth for your Life, 

A trefpafs that doth vex my grieved Soul: 
But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefs it, and exactly begg’d 

Your Graces Pardon, and I hope 1 had it. 
This is my fault : as for the relt appeal’d, 

It iffues from the rancor ofa Villain, 

A Recreant and moft degenerate Traitor, 
Which in my felf1 boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurle down my Gage, 
Upon this overwecning Traitors foot, 

To prove my felf aLoyal Gentleman, 

Even in the beft Blood chamber’d in his bofom. 
In hafte whereof moft heartily | pray 

Your Highnefs to aflign our Tryal-day. 

King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be rul’d by me; 
Let’s purge this Choller without letting Blood: 
This we prefcribe, though no Phyfitian. 

Deep Malice makes too deep Incifion. 

Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 

Our Dodtors fay, this is no time to bleed. 
Good Uncle, let this end where it begun, 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 

Gaunt. Tobe a Make-peace fhall become my age, 
Throw down (my Son )the Duke of Worfolk’s Gage. 

King. And Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt, When Harry, when ? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids, 1 fhould not bid agen. i 

King. Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; there is no boot. 

Mow. My felf | throw (dread Soveraign) at thy foot. 
My Life thou fhalt command, but not my Shame, 
The one my Duty owes, but my fair Namic, 
Defpight of death that lives upon my Grave, 

To dark difhonours ufe, thou fhalt not have. 

Tam difgrac’d, impeach’d, and bafii’d here, 

Pierc’d to the Soul, with flanders venom’d Spear . 

The which no Blame can cure, buthis heart Blood 

Which breath’d this Poyfon. 
Keng. 
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King. Rage muft be withftood : 

Give me his Gage: Lyons make Leopards tame. 
Mow. Yea, but not change his Spots : take but my fhame, 

And I refign my Gage. My dear, dear Lord, 

The pureft Treafuré mortal times afford, 

Is {potlefs Reputation : that away, 

Men are but gilded Loam, or painted Clay. 

A Jewel ina ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Breait. 

Mine Honour is my life; both grow inone: 

Take Honour from me, and my life is done. 

- Then (dear my Liege ) mine Honour let metry, 

In that I live; and for that willl dye. . 
King. Coufin, throw down your Gage, Do you begin. 
Bul. Oh Heaven defend my Soul from fuch foul fin. 

Shall I feem Creft-faln in my Father’s fight, 

Or with pale beggar’d Fear impeach my hight 

Before this out-dar’d Daftard ? E’re my Tongue 

/Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble Wrong ,; 

Or found fo bafe a parle: my Teeth fhall tear 

The flavifh Motive of recanting Fear, 

And fpit ic bleeding in his high difgrace, 

Where fhame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s Face. 

[Exit Gaunt. 
King. We were not born to fue, but to Command, 

Which fince we cannot do to make you Friends, 

Be ready, (as your lives fhall anfwer it) 

At Coventrey, upon Saint Lamberts day : 

There fhall your Swords and Lances arbitrate 

The {welling Difference of your fetled Hate: 

Since we cannot attone you, you fhall fee 

Juftice defign the Viétor’s Chivalry. 

Lord Marfhal command our Officers at Arms, 

Be ready to direct thefe home Alarms. 





Scana Secunda. 


Enter Gaunt, and Dutche/s of Glofter. 


Gaunt. Alas, the part] had in Glofter’s blood, 
Doth more folicite me than your Exclaims, 

To ftir againft the Butchers of his life. 
But fince Correction lyeth in thofe Hands 
Which made the Fault that we cannot corre¢t, 

Put we our Quarrel to the Will of Heaven, 
Who when they fee the Hours ripe on Earth, 
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders heads. 

Dat, Finds Brotherhood in thee no fharper {pur ? 
Hath love in thy old Blood no living fire ? 
Edwards feven Sons (whereof thy felf are one ) 
| Were as feven Vials of his facred Blood. 

Or feven fair Branches fpringing from one Root: 
Some of thofe feven are dri’?d by Natures Courfe, 
Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cut: 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my life, my Glofer , 
One Vial full of Edwards Sacred Blood, 

One flourifhing Branch of his moft Royal Root 
Is crack?d, and all the precious Liquor fpilt; 

Is hackt down, and hisSummer Leaves all faded 
By Envie’s hand, and Murder’s Bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ? His Blood was thine, that Bed, that Womb, 
That Mettle, that Self-mould that fafhion’d thee, 
Made him a Man: And though thou liv’ft and breath’ft , 
Yet art thou flain in him: thou doff confent 
In fome large meafure to thy ‘Father's death, 

In that thou feelt thy wretched Brother die, 

Who was the Model of thy Father’s life, 

Call it not Patience (Gaunt ) it Is Defpair, 

In fuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughter’d, 
Thou fhew’ft the naked Pathway to thy life, 
Teaching {tern Murther how to butcher thee: 


{ Exeunt. 
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That which in mean men, we intitle Patience 
Is pale cold Cowardice in noble Breafts : 
W hat fhall I fay, to fafegard thine own life, 


| The beft way is to venge my Glofter’s death. 


Gaunt, Heavens is the Quarrel : for Heaven’s Súbftitute, 
His Deputy anointed ın his fight, 
Hath caus’d his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let Heaven Revenge : for 1 may never lift 
An angry Arm againft his Minifter. 
Dut. Where then (alas) may I complain my felf ? 
Gaun. To Heaven, the VVidows Champion to defence. 
Dut. Why then | will; farewel old Gaune, 
Thou go’ft to Coventrey, there to behold 
Our Coufin Hereford, and fell Mowbray fight : 
O fit my Husbands Wrongs on Hereford’s Spear, 
That it may enter Butcher Aowbray’s breaft : 
Or if Misfortune. mif the firít Carreer, 
Be Mowbray’s fins fo heavy in his Bofom, 
That they may break his foaming Courfers back, 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 
A Caytiff recreant to my Coufin Hereford, 
Farewel old Gaunt , thy fortimes Brother’s Wife 
With her Companion Grief muft end her life. 
Gaunt, Sifter farewel: 1 muft to Coventrey, 
As much good ftay with thee, as go with me. 
Dut. Yet one word more,Grief boundeth where it falls, 
Not with the empty hollownefs but weight : 
| take my leave, before I have begun, 
For Sorrow ends not: when it feemeth done. 
Commend meto my Brother, Edward York, 
Lo, this is all: nay. yet depart not fo, 
Though this be all, do not fo quickly go, 
I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 
With all good fpeed at Plafhe vifit me. 
Alack, and what fhall good old York there fee 
But empty Lodgings, and unfurnifh’d Walls, 
Un-peopl’d Offices, untrodden Stones ? 
And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there 
To feek out Sorrow that dwells every where ; 
Defolate, defolate will 1 hence, and dye, 


The laft-leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. [Exeunt. 








Scana Tertia. 


Enter Marfhal and Aumerle. 


Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 

Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, fprightful and bold, 
Stays but the Summonsof the Appealants Trumpet. 

Au. Why then the Champions are prepar’d and ftay 
For nothing but his Majefties approach. ( Floursfh. 


Enter King, Gaunt, Bufhy, Bagot, Green, and others : 
Then Mowbray in Armour, and Harrold. 


Rich, Marfhal, demand of yonder Champion 
The Canfe of his arrival here in Arms, 

Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed 
To {wear him inthe Juftice of his Caufe. 

Mar .1n Gods Name,and the Kings, fay who thou art ? 
And why thou comft, thus Knightly clad in Arms ? 
Againft what inan thou com’ft and what’s thy Quarrel, 
Speak truly on thy Kinghthood, and thine Oath, 

As fo defend thee Heaven, and thy Valour. 
Mow. My Name is Tho. Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
W ho hither come engaged by my Oath, 
(Which Heaven defend a Knight fhould violate) 
Both todefend my Loyalty and Truth, 
To God, my King, and his fucceeding Iflue, 
Againft 
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Againft the Duke of Hereford, that Appeals me: 
And by the Grace of God and this mine Arm, 
To prove him (in defendiug of my felf). 

A Traitor to my God, my King, and inc; 

And as I truly fight, defend me Heaven. 


Tucket. Enter Hereford, and Harold, 


Rich. Marfhal : Ask yonder Knight in Arms, 

Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 

Thus placed in Habiliments of War: 

And formally according to our Law 

Depofe him in the Juftice of his Caufe. 

Mar.What is thyName,and wherefore com’ ft thou hither 

Before King Richard, in his Royal Lifts ? 

Againft whom com*t thou ? and whats thy Quarrel ? 

Speak like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heaven. 
Bull, Harry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

Am J, who ready here do ftand in Arms, 

To prove by Heaven’s grace, my Body?s Valour, 

In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 

That he’s a Traitor foul and dangerous, 

To God of Heaven, King Richard, and to me, 

And asl truly fight, defend me Heaven. 

Mar. On pain of Death, no perfon be fo bold, 

Or daring hardy, as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the Martfhal, and fuch Officers 

Appointed to direct thefe fair Defigns. 

Bull, Lord Marfhal, let me kifs my Soveraign’s Hand, 

And bow my Knee before his Majefty : 

For Mowbray and my felf are like two men, 

That vow a long and weary Pilgrimage, 

Then letus take a ceremonious Leave 

And loving Farewel of our feveral Friends. 

Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnefs, 

And cravesto kifs your hand, and take his leave. 
Rich. We will defcend and fold him in our arms. 

Coufin of Hereford, as thy Caufe is juft, 

So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight : 

Farewel, my Blood, which if to day thou fhed, 

Lament me may, but not Revenge thee dead. 
Bull, Oh let no noble Eye prophane a Tear 

For me; if lbe gor’d with Adowbray’s Spear : 

As confident, as is the fFaulcon’s flight 

Againft a Bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving Lord, | take my leave of you, 

Of you (my noble Coufin) Lord Ausmerle ; 

Not fick, although I have to do with death, 

But lulty, young, and chearly drawing breath. 

Lo, as at Englifh Feafts, fol regreet 

The daintieft laft, to make the end moft {weet. 

Oh thou the Earthy Author of my Blood, 

Whofe youthful’Spirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 

To reach at Victory above my Head, 

Add proof unto mine Armour with thy Prayers, 

And with thy Bleffings fteel my Lances Point, 

That it may enter Afowbray’s Waxen Coat, 

And furnifh new the Name of Fohn a Gaunt 

Even in the Infty "haviour of his Son. 

Gaunt, Heaven inthy good Caufe make thee profp’rous, 

Be fwift like Lightning in the Execution, 

And letthy Blows doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Cask 

Of thy amaz’d pernicious Enemy. 

Rouze up thy youthful Blood, be Valiant, and live. 
Bull. Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive. 
Mow. How cver Heaven or Fortune caft my Lot, 

There lives, or dies, true to King Rschard’s Throne, 

A Loyal, Juft. and Upright Gentleman : 

Never did Captain with a freer heart 

Caft off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace 

His golden uncontroul’d Enfranchifement, 

More than my dancing Soul doth celebrate 


P R FE a AE 


23 


This feaft of Battle, with mine Adverfary. 
Moft mighty Liege, and my Companion Peers, 
Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy years, 
As gentle, and as jocond, as to jeaft, 
Gol to fignt : Truth hath a quiet breaft. 
Rich, Farewel, my Lord; fecurely J efpy 
Vertue with Valour, couched in thine Eye: 
Order the Trial Marfhal, and begin. 
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Darby, 
Receive thy Launce,and Heaven defend thy Right. 
Bull, Strong asa Tower, in hope, | cry Amen. 
Mar. Go bear this Launceto 1 komas Duke of Norfolk 
1, Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Darby, 
Stands heie fot God, his Soveraign, and Himfelf, 
On pain to be found falfe and recreant, 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A. Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 
And dares him £6 fet forward to the fight. 
2. Har Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On pain to be found falfe and recreanr, 
Both to defend himfelf, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Darby, 
To God, his Soveraign, and to him dilloy : 
Couragioufly, and with a free defire, 
Attending but che Signal to begin. = [ Acharge founded. 
Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fet forward Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath thrown his Warder down. 
Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets, and their 
And both return back to their Chairs again: 
Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found 
While we return thefe Dukes what we decree. i 


[4 long Flourifh, 


Spears, 


Draw near, and lift 

What with our Council we have done. 
For that our Kingdoms Earth fhould not be foild 

With that dear Blood which it hath foftered, 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeét 

Of Civil Wounds plough’d up with Neighbours Swords, 
Which fo rouz’d up with boifterous untun’d Druins, 
With harhh refounding Trumpets dreadfal bray, 

And grating fhock of wrathful Iron Arms, 

Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 

And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood: 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories. 

You Coulin Hereford,-wpon pain of death, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d ovr Fields, 

Shall not regreet our fair Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger Paths of Banifhment. 

Bull, Your will be done: This muft’ my Comfort be, 
That Sun that warms you here, hall hine on me: 
And thofe hts golden Beams to you here lent, 

Shall polot on me, and gild my Banifhment. 

Rich, Norfolk: for thec remains a heavier Doom, 

Which I with fome unwillingnefs pronounce, 
The flye flow Hours fhall not determinate 
The datelefs limit of thy dear Exile 

The hopelefs word, of never to return, 
Breathe I againft thee, upon pain of life. 

Mow, A heavy Sentence, my moft Soveraign Liege, 
And all unlook’d for from your Highnefs moath : 
A dearer Merit, not fodeep a Maim, 

As to be eaft forth in the common air 

Have! deferved at your Highnefs hands. 
The Language I have Iearn’d thefe forty years 
(My native Engh) now | muft forgo, 

And now my Tongues ufe isto ine no more, 
Than an unftringed Viol, or a Harp, 

Or like a cunning Inftrumenc cas’d up, 

Or being open, put Into his hands 

That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my Mouth you have engoal’d my Tongue, 
Doubly percullis\d with my Teeth and Lips, 
And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance, 

Is made my Goaler to attend on me- 
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I em too old to fawn upon a Nurfe, 

Too far in years to be a Pupil now: 

What is thy Sentence then, but {peechicfs death, 
Which robs my Tongue from breaching native breath ? 

Rich. lt boots thee not to be compaffionate, 
After our Sentence, plaining comes too late. 

Mow. Thenthus I turn me from my Country’s light, 
To dwell in folemn Shades of endlefs night. 

Rich. Return again, and take an Oath with thee, 
Lay on your Royal Sword, your banifh’d hands , 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heaven 
(Our parce therein we banifh with your {elves ) 

} To keep the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never fhall (fo help you Truth, and Heaven) 
Embrace each others Love in Banifhment, 

Nor ever look upon each others Face, 

Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 

This lowring Tempeft of your home bred Hate, 
Nor ever by advifed purpofe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

>Gainft Us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. 

Bul, \ {wear. 

Mow. And I, to keep all this. 

Bul. Norfolk, fo far, as to mine Enemy. 

By this time (had the King permitted us) 

One of our Souls had wandred in the air, 
Banifn’d this frail Sepulchre.of our fiefh, 

As now our flefh is banifh’d from this Land. 
Confefs thy Treafons, e’re thou fly this Realm. 
Since thou has far to go, bear not along 

The clogging burthen of a guilty Soul, 

Mow. No Builinebrook if ever | were Traitor, 

My Name be blotted from the book of Life, 
And | from Heaven banifh’d, as from hence: 
But whac thou art, Heaven, thou and! do know, 
And all too foon (I fear) the King hall rue. 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can1 ftray, 

Save back to England, all the world’s my way. 

Rich. Uncle, even in the Glaffes of thine Eyes 
I fee thy grieved Heart: thy fad Afpect, 

Hath from the number of his banifh’d years 
Pluck’d four away : Six frozen Winters fpent, 
Return with welcome home from Banifhment. 

Bul. How long a time lies in one little word - 
Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. 1 thank my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens four years of my Sons Extle : 

But little vantage fhall I reap thereby. 

For e’re the fix years that he hath to fpend, 

Can change the Moons, and bring their times about ; 
My oyl-dry’d Lamp, and time-bewafted Light, 

Shall be extinct with Age, and endlefs Night: 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done, 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my Son. 

Rich. Why Uncle? thou haft many years to live. 

Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thov canft give ; 
Shorten my days thou canft witn fudden Sorrow, 
And pluck Nights from me, but not lend me a Morrow - 
Thou canft help time to furrow me with Age, 

But ftop no Wrinckle in his Pilgrimage: 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 
But dead thy Kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

Rich. Thy Son is banifh’d upon good advice, 
Whereto thy Tongue a party-verdict gave, 

Why at our Juftice feem’ft thou then to lowre ? 

Gaunt. Things fweet to tafte, prove in digeftion fowr : 
You urg’d me asa Judge, but | had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 

Alas, I look’d when fome of you fhould fay, 

I was too ftrift to make mine own away: 

But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 
Againft my will, todo my felf this wrong. 
Rich. Coufhia farewell: and Uncle bid him fo: 


Six years we banifh him, and he fhall go. 
Flozrifh. 
Au. Coulin, farewel, what prefence muft not know, 
From where you do remain, let Paper fhow. 

Mar. My Lord, no leave take 1, for 1 will ride 
As far as Land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Ohto what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words, 
That thou return’ft no greeting to thy Friends ? 

Bul. 1 have too few to take my leave of you, 
When the Tonguc’s Office fhould be prodigal, 

To breathe th’abundant dolour of the Heart. 

‘Gaunt, Thy Grief is but thy Abfence for a time. 

Bul. Joy abfent, Grief is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fix Winters, they are quickly gone ? 

Bul. To men in Joy, but Grief makes one hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak’ft for pleafure. 

Pul. My heart will figh, when | mifcall it fo, 

Which finds it aninforced Pilgriniage. 

Gaunt, The fullen paflage of thy weary feps 
Efteein a Soil, wherein thon art to fet 
The precious Jewel of thy home return. 

Bul. Oh who can hold a Fire in his hand 
By thinking on the Frofty Cancafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of Appetite, 

By bare imagination of a Feaift ? 

Or wallow naked in December Snow 

By thinking on fantaftick Summers Heat ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe : 
Fell Sorrow’s Tooth, doth never ranckle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

Gaunt. Come, come (my Son ) Ple bring thee on thy way, 
Had I thy Youth, and Caufe, I would noc ftay. 

Bul. Then Englands ground farewel: fweet {foil adieu, 
My Mother and my Nurfe, which bears me yet: 
Where-e’re [ wander, boaft of this I can, . 
Thoogh banifh’d, yet a true-born Exgdfh-san, 


(Exit. 








Scena Quarta. 


Enter King, Aumerle, Green, Bagot. | 


Rich, We did obferve. Coufin Aumerle, 
How far brouglit yon High Hereford on his way ? 
4nm, | brought High Hereford (if you call him fo) 
But to the next high way, and there I left bim. 
Rich. And fay, what ftorc of parting tears were fhed ? 
Aum, Faith none by me: except the Worth-Eaj? wind 
Which then grew bitterly again{t our face, 
Awak’d the fleepy rheume, and fo by chance 
Did grace aur hollow parting with a tear. 
Rich. What faid our Covfin when you parted with him ? 
An, Farewel:and for my heart difdained that my Tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreffion of fuch Grief, 
That word feem’d buried in my Sorrows Grave. 
_ Marry, would the word faiewel, had lengthn’d Hours, 
And added Years to‘his fhort Banifhment, 
He fhould have had a Volume of Farewels, 


But fince it would not, he had none of me. 


Ric. He is our Coufin (Coufin) but tis doubt, 
When time fhall call him home from Banifhment, 
Whether our Kinfman cone to fee his Friends, 
Our Self, and Bufhy: here Bagot and Green 
Obferv’d his Courtihp to the Common People : 
How he did feem to dive into their Hearts, 
With humble, and familiar Courtefie, 

What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves, 
Wooing poor Crafts-men with the craft ot Souls. 
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As *twere to banifh their Affects with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well, 
And had the Tribute of his fupple Knee, 
With thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends, 
As were our England:in Revertion his, 

And he our Subjects next Degree in hope. 

Gr. Well, he is gone, and with him go there thougnts | 
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Jreland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made, my Liege 
E’re further leifure, yicld che furcher means 
For their advantage, and your Highnefs lofs. 

Rich, We will our Self in Perfon to this V Var, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberal Largefs, are grown fomewhat light, 
V Ve are inforc’d to farmour Royal Realm, 
The Revenue whereof fhall furnifh us 
For our Affairs in hand : 1f they come fhort, 
Our Subfticutes at home fhall have Blank Charters : 
W hereto, when they fhall know what men are rich, 
They thall Subfcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our Wants: 
For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bubhy. 

Bufhy, what News ? 

Bu. Old Fobn of Gaunt is very fick, my Lord, 
Suddenly taken, and hath fent poft hafte 
To intreat your Maini to vifit hun 

Ric. Where lies he: 

Bu. At Ely honfe. . | 

Ric. Now put it (Heaven) io his Phyfitian’s mind, 
To help him to his Grave immediately : 

The lining of his Coffers fhall make Coats 

To deck our Souldiers for thefe Jrefh Wars. 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him : | 
Pray Heaven we may make hafte, and come too late. [ Exis. 





Aflus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter fek Gaunt, with York. 


Gau, Will the King come, that I may breathe my laft 
In wholefom counfel to his unftaid youth ? 
Yor. Vex not your felf, nor ftrive not with your breath, 
For all in vain comes counfel to his ear. 
Gau. Oh but (they fay) the Tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deep harmony : 
Where words are fcarce, they are feldom {pent in vain, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in pain. 
He that no more mutt fay, is liften’d more, 
Than they whom youth and eafe have taught to glofe, 
More are mens ends markt than their lives before, 
The fetting Sun, and Muflck is the clofe, 
As the laft rafte of {weets, is fweeteft lalt, 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long paft ; 
Though Richard my lifes counfel would not hear, 
My deaths fad tale may yet undeaf his Ear. 
Yor. No, it is {topt with other flawt’ring Sounds, 
As praifes of his State : then there are found 
Lafcivious Meeters, to whofe venom found 
The open Ears of youth doth always liften. 
Report of Fafhions in proud Zraly, 
| Whofe Manners ftill our tardie apifh Nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 
Where doth the World thruft forth a Vanity, 
| So it be new, there's no refpeéct how vile, 
That is not quickly buz’d into their Ears ? 
That all too late comes counfe! to be heard, 
Where Will doth mutiny with Wits regard: 
Direct not him, whofe way himfelf will choofe, 
Tis breath thou Jackft, and that breath wilt thou loofe. 
Gaxnt. Methinks 1 am a Prophet new infpir’d, 
And thus expiring, do foretell of him, 
His rafh fierce Blaze of Ryot cannot laft, 
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For violent Fires foon burn out themfelves ; 
Small Showers laft iong, but fudden Storms are fhort, 
He tires betimes, that fpars too fat betimes ; 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder ; 
Light Vanity, infatiate Cormorant, 
Confuming, means, foon preys upon it felf, 
This Royal Throne of Kings, this Sceptered Ifle. 
This Earth of Maiefty, this Seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demy Paradife, 
This Fortrefs built by Nature for her felf, 
Again{t infection, and the hand of War: 
This happy Breed of mens this little World, 
This precious Stone fet in the Silver Sea, 
Which ferves itin the Ofhce of a Wall, 
Or asa Moat defenfive toa Haufe, 
Againit the envy of lefs happier Lands, 
This blefled Plot, this Barth, this Realm, this England 
This Nurfe, this teeming womb of Royal Kings, r 
Fear’d by their Breed, and tamous for their birth 
Renowned for their Deeds, as far from home, 
For Chriftian Service, and true Chivalrie, 
As is the Sepulchre in ftubborn Fury 
Of the World’s Ranfom, blefled Azry’s Son. 
This Land of fuch dear Souls, this dear dear Land, 
Dear for her Reputation through the World, 
Is now Leas’d out (1 dye pronouncing ir) 
Like toa Tehement or pelting Farm, 
England bound in with the titumphant Sea, 
Whofe rocky More beats back the envious Siege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame, 
With Inky Blots, and rotten Parchment Bonds. 
That England that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a fhameful Conqueft of it felf. 
Ah! would the Scandal vanifh with my life, 
How happy then were my enfuing death ! 


Enter King, Queen, Aumerle, Bufhy, Green, 
Bagot, Rofs, 27d Willoughby. 


Yor. The King is come, deal mildly with his youth, 

For young hot Colts, being rag’d, do rage the more. 
Qu. How fares our Noble Uncle, Lancafter ? 
Ric. What comfort, man ? How ts’t with aged Gaune ? 
Ga. Oh how that Name befits my Compofition : 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me Grief hath kept a tedious Faft, 

And who abftains from Meat, that is not gaunt : 

For feeping England long time have | watehr, 

Whatching breeds leanne(s, leannefs ts all gaunt: 

The Pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon, 

Is my ftridt Faft, 1] mean my Childrens looks, 

And therein Fafting halt thou made me gaunt; 

Gauntam | for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave, 

Whofe hollow Womb inherits nought but Bones. 
Ric. Can fick men play fo nicely with their Names? 
Gau. No, Mifery makes {port to mock it felf: 

Since thou doft feek to kill my Name in me, 

| mock my Name (great King) to flatter thee. 
Ric. Should dying men flatter thofe that live ? 
Gau. No, no, men living flatter thofe thar dye. 
Ric. Thou now adying, fay’ft thou flatter it me. 
Gan, Oh no, thou dy’It, chough I the ficker be. 
Ric. 1. am in health, | breathe, | fee thee tl. 
Gau. Now he that made me, knows! fee thee ill: 

Il in my felf to fee, and in thee feeing ill, 

Thy Death-bed is no leller than the Land, 

Wherein thou lieit in Reputation fick, 

And thou, too carelefs Patient as thou art, 

Committ’It thy anointed Body to the cure 

Of thofe Phyfitians that firit wounded thee : 

A thoufand flarterers fic within thy Crown, 

W hofe compafs ts no bigger than thy hand, 

And yet ingaged in fo {mail a Verge, 

The waite isno whic leffer than thy Land. 
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Oh had thy Grandfier with a Prophets Eye, 
Seen how his Son’s Son fhould deitroy his Sons, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy hame, 
Depofing thee before thou wert pofleft, 
Which art pofleft now to depofe thy felf, 
Why (Coufin) wert thou Regent of the world, 
Ic were a fhame to let this Land by leafe : 
But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 
Isic not more than fhame, to fhame it fo? 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King- 
Thy ftate of Law, is bondflave to the Law, 
And 
Rich, And thou, a Junatick lean-witted Fool, 
Pre(uming on an Agues priviledge, 
Dar’ft with thy frozen Admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chafing the Royal Blood 
With fury, from his Native Refidence ; 
Now by my Seats right Royal Majefty, 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edward’s Son, 
This Tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 
Gau. Oh {pare me not, my Brother Edwards Son, 
For that I was his Father Edward’s Son: 
That Blood already (like thé Pelican) 
Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows'd. 
My Brother Glocefter, plain well meaning Soul 
(Whom fair befall in Heaven °mongit happy Souls) 
May be a Prefident and Witnefs good, 
That thou refpet’ ft not fpilling Edward’s Blood : 
Joyn with the prefent ficknefs that 1 have, 
And thy unkindnefs be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too long wither’d Flower. 
Live in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be. 
Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave. 
Love-they to live, that Love and Honour have. [E-. 
Rich, And let them dye, that Age and Sullens have, 
For both haft thou, and both become the Grave. 
Yor. 1 do befeech your Majefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefs, and age in him: 
He loves you on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 
Rich. Right, you fay true: as Hereford’s love, fo his ; 
As theirs, fo mine: and all be as it is. 
Enter Northumberland. i 
Nor, My Liege, old Ganne commends him to yourMajetty. 
Rich, What fay’s he? 
Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid : 
His Tongue is now a ftringlefs Inftrument, 
Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent. 
Yor. Be York the next, that muft be Bankrupt fo. 
Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal wo. 
Rich. The ripeft Fruic firft falls, and fo doth he, 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage mult be: 
So much for that. Now for our Jrifb Wars, 
We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kerns, 
Which live like Venom, where no Venom elfe 
But only they, have priviledge to live. 
And for, thefe great Affairs do ask fome charge, 
Towards our Affiftance, we do feize to us 
The Plate, Coyn, and Revenues, and Moveables, 
Whereof our Uncle Gauze did ftand poffeft. 
Yor. How long fhall1 be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 
Not Gloffer’s death, nor Hereford’s Banifhment. 
Nor Gaune’s Rebukes, nor Englard’s private Wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bulngbrook, 
About his Marriage, nor my own Difgrace, 
Have ever made me fower my patient Cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Soveraign’s Face : 
lam the laft' of noble Edward’s Sons, 
Of whom thy Fathar Prince of Wales was firft ; 
in Wars was never Lyon rag’d more fierce : 
in Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild, 
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Than was that ycung and Princely Gentleman : 
His Face thou haft, for even fo look’d he, 
Accomplifh’d with the number of thy Hours: 

But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 
And not againft his Friends: his Noble Hand 
Did win what he did {pend: and {pent not that 
Which his triumphant Father’s Hand had won: 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
But bloody with the Enemies of his Kin: 

Oh Richard, Yorkis too far gone with Grief, 

Or elfe he never would compare between. 

Rich, Why Uncle, What’s the matte ? 

Yor Oh, myLiege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not, 
I, pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all: 
Seek you to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Hereford ? 
ls not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 

Was not Gaunt jult, and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deferve to have an Heir ? 

ls not his Heir a well-deferving Son ? 

Take Hereford’s Rights away, and take from time 
His Charters ; and his cuftomary Rights: 

Let not to morrow then enfue to day, 

Be not thy felf. For how art thon a King 

But by fair Sequence and Succeffion ? 

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, 

If you do wrongfully feize Hereford’s right, 
Callin hts Letters Patents that he hath 

By his Attorneys General, to fue 

His Livery, and deny his offer’d Homage, 

You pluck a thoufand Dangers on your head, 
You lofe a thoufand well difpofed Hearts, 

And prick my tender Patience to thofe thoughts 
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. 

Rich, Think what you will: we feize into our hands, 
His Plate, his Goods, his Money, and his Lands. 

Yor. Ple not be by the while: my Leige, farewell ; 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell, 

But by bad Courfes may be underftood, 
That their Events can never fall out good. (Exit. 

Rich. Go Bufhie to the Earl of Witfhire ftreight, 

Bid him repair to us to Ely-houfe, 

To fee this bufinefs: to morrow next 

We will for /reland, and °tis time I trow : 

And we create in abfence of our felf 

Our Uncle York, Lord Governour of England : 

For he is juft, and always lov’d us well. 

Come on our Queen, to morrow muft we part, 

Be merry, for our time of ftay is fhort. CFlourifh. 
Manet North, Willoughby, and Rofs. 

North, Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaffer is dead. 

Roff. And living too, for now his Son is Duke. 

Wil. Barely in Title, not in Revenue. 

Nor. Richly in both, if Juftice had her Right. 

Rof. My Heart is great: but it muft break with filence, 
Er’t be disburthened with a liberal Tongue. 

Nor. Nay {peak thy mind: and let him ne’er fpeax more 
That {peaks thy words again to do thee harm. 

Will, Tends that thow’dit {peak to the Duke of Hereford ? 
If it be fo, out with it boldly, man: 

Quick is mine Ear to hear of good towards him. 

Roff. No good at all that I can do for him, 
Unlefs you call it good to pity him, 

Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony. 
Nor. Now afore heaven, it’s hame fuch wrongs are born, 
In him a Royal Prince, and many moe, 
Of Noble Blood in this declining Land ; 
The King is not himfelf, but bafely led 
By Flatterers, and whatthey will inform 
Meerly in hate ’gainft any of us all, 
That will the King feverely profecute 
*Gainft us, our Lives, our Children, and our Heirs. 

Roff. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous Taxes 
And quite loft their Hearts: the Nobles hath he pa 

or 
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| For ancient Quarrels, and quite loft their Hearts. 
Will, And daily new Exactions are devis’d 
| As Blanks, Benevolences, and I wot not what : 
But what o’Gods name doth become of this ? 
Nor. Wars hath not wafted it, for war’d he hath not, 
But bafely yielded upon Coinprimife; 
That which his Anceftors atchiev’d with blows : 
More hath he fpent in Peace, than they in Wars. 
Rof. The Earl of Wiltfhire hath the Realm in Farm. 
Wil, The King’s grown Bankrupt, like a broken man. 
' Nor, Reproach and Diffolution hangeth over him. 
Rof. He hath not Money for thefe Jrifh Wars : 
(His burthenous Taxations notwithftanding ) 
| But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke. 
Nor. His Noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King : 
But Lords, we hear this fearful Tempeft fing, 
Yet feek no fhelter to avoid the Storm: 
We fee the Wind fit fore upon our Sails, 
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh. 
Rof. We fee the very Wrack that we muft fuffer, 
And unavoided isthe Danger now 
For fùftering fo the Caufes of our Wrack. 
Nor. Not fo: even through the hollow Eies of death, 
I fpie life peering : but I dare not fay 
How near the Tidings of our Comfort is. 
Wil, Nay Set us fhare thy Thoughts, as thou doft ours. 
Rof. Be confident to fpeak, Northumberland, 
We three, are but thy felf, and {peaking fo, 
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, therefore be bold. 
Wor. Then thus : JI have from Port le Blan, 
A Bay in Britain, recetv’d intelligence, 
| That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His Brother Archbifhop, late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Fobn Rainfton, 
Sir Fohn Norberse, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Quoint, 
All thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke of Britain, 
With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of War, 
Are making hither with all duc Expedience, 
And fhortly mean to touch our N orthern Shore : 
| Perhaps they had e’re this, but that they ‘tay 
The frit departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we fhall hake off our flavih Yoke, 
| Imp out our drooping Countries broken Wing, 
Redeem from broaking Pawn the blemifh’d Crown, 
Wipe off the Duft that hides our Scepters gilt, 
And make high Majefty look like it felf, 
A way, with me in hafte to Revenfpurg, 
But if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 
Stay, and be fecret, and my felf will go. 
Rof-To Horfe, to Horfe, urge Doubts to them that fear. 
Wt Hold out my Horfe, and I will firft be there. [E-xexne. 





Scena Secùnda. 


Enter Queen, Bulhy, and Bagot. 


Bufh, Madam, your Majefty is too much fad, 
You promis’d when you parted with the King, 
To lay afide félf-harming heavinefs, 
And entertain a chearful Difpofition. 
Qu. To pleafe the King ,I did : to pleafe my felf 
I cannot do it: yet I know no Caufe 
VVhy I fhould welcome fuch a Gueft as Grief. 
Save bidding farewel to fo fweet a Gueft 
Asmy fweet Richard, yet again methinks 
some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune’s V Vomb 
Is coming towards me, and my inward Soul 
VVhich nothing trembles, at fomething it grieves, 
Morethan with parting from my Lord the King. 
Bufh, Each Subftance ofa Grief hath twenty Shadows 
VVhich fhews like Grief it felf, but isnot fo: 
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For Sorrows eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 
Divides one thing intire, to many Objects, 
Like Perfpectives, which rightly gaz’d upon 
Shew nothing buc Confufion ey’d awry, 
Difinguifh Form: fo your fweet Majelty 
ooking awry upon your Lord's departure, 
Find fhapes of Grief, more than himfelf to wail, 
V Vhich look’d on as it is, is nought but Shadows 
Of what it is not: then thrice gracious Queen, 
More than your Lords departure weep not, more’s not 
Or if itbe, tis with falfe Sorrow’s eye, (feen; 
V Vhich for things true, weep things imaginary. 

Qu. ít may be fo, but yet my inward foul 

Perfwades me it is otherwife : how-e’re it be, 

[ cannot but be fad : fo heavy fad, 

As though one thinking on no thought I think, 
Makes me‘ with heavy nothing faint and fhrink. 

Bufh, °Tis nothing but conceit (my gracioas Lady. ) 

Qu. ?Tis nothing lefs: conceit is {till deriv'd 
From fome forc-father Grief, mine is not fo, 

For Nothing hath begot my Something Grief, 
Or Something, hath the nothing that! grieve, 
‘Tis in reverfion that I do pote, 
But what it is, that is not yet known, what 
I cannot name, "tis namelefs woe | wot. 

Enter Green. 

Gree. Heaven fave your Majefty, and well met Gen- 
I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Jreland. (temen, 

Qu. VVhy hop’ft thou fo ? Tis better hope he is: 
For his Defigns crave hafte, good hope, 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he isnot thipt ? 

Gree. That he, our hope, might have retir’d bis Power, 

And driven into defpair an Enemies Hope, 
VVho ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 
The banift’d Bullingbrock repeals himfelf, 

And with up-lifted Arms is fafe arriv’d 
At Ravenfpurg. 

Qu. Now God in Heaven forbid. 

Gree. O, Madam, tis too true : and that is worfe, 
The L. Northumberland, his young Son Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Roffe, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful Friends are fled to him. 

Bufbh. Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland, 
And the reft of that revolted Faction, Traitors? 

Gree. We have: whereupon the Earl of Worcefer 
Hath broke his Staff, refign’d his Stewardfhip, 

And all the Houfhold Servants fled with him to Bullingbrock 
n. So Green, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 

And Bullingbrook. my Sorrows difmal Heir : 

Now hath my Soul brought forth her Prodigie, 

And | a gafping new delivered Mother, 

Have Woe to Woe, Sorrow to Sorrow joyn’d. 

Bufh. Defpair not, Madam. 

Qu. Who fall hinder me? 

[ will defpair and be at enmity 

With cozening Hope ; he is a Flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper back of Death, 

Who gently would diflolve the bands of Life, 

Which falfe Hopes linger in Extremity. 
Enter York. 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of York, 

Qu. With Signs of War about his aged neck, 
Oh full of careful bufinefs are his looks : 

Uncle, for Heaven fake fpeak comfortable words. 

York, Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the Earth. 
Where nothing lives but Crofles, Care and Grief: 
Your Husband he is gone to fave far off, 

W hilft others come to make his lofe at home : 
Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who weak with Age, cannot fupport my felf : 
Now comes his fick hour that his furfeit made, 
Now fhall he try his Friends that flattered him. 

Enter a Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, your Son was gone before I came. 
Dd2 Tork. 
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Yor. He was : why fo, go all which way it will ; 
The Nobles they afe fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I fear revolt on Hereford’s fide. 

Sirrah, get thee to Plafhie, to my Sifter Glofter, 
Bid her fend me prefently a Thoufand Pound, 
Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, | had forgot 
To cell your Lordthip, to'day I came by, and cail’d there, 
But I thall grieve youto ae’ the reft. 

Yor. What ipt, Knave : 

Ser, An Hour before I came, the Dutchefs dy’d 

ror. Heav’n for his mercy, what a Tide of Woes 
Come rufhing on this woful Land at once? 
I know not what to do: I would to Heaven 
(So my Untruth had not provok’d him toit) 
The King had cut off my head with my Brother’s. 
What, are there Pofts difpatch’d for freland ? 
How fhall we do for Money for thefe Wars ? 
Come Sifter, (Coufin, | would fay) pray pardon me. 
Go follow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 
And bring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you Mufter men ? 
If I know how, or which way to order thefe Affairs 
Thus diforderly thruft into my Hands, 
Never believe me. Both are my Kiofmen, 
Th’ one ismy Soveraign, whom both my Oath 
And Duty bids defend : th’ other again 
Is my Kinfman, whom the King hath wrong’d, — 
Whom Confcierice, and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well, fomewhat we muft do : Come, Coufin, 
l'le difpofe of you. Gentlemen, go mufter up your men, 
And meet me prefently at Barkly Caftle ; 
| fhould to Plafhy too : but time will not permit, 
Allis uneven, and every thing is left at fix and feven. [Ex#t. 
Bafh. The wind fits fair for News to go to Jreland, 
But none returns : for us to levy Power 
Proportionable to th’ Enemy, is all impoffible. 
Gree. Befides our nearnefs to the King in love, 
Is near the hate of thofe love not the King. 
Bag. And that’s the wavering Commons, for their love 
Lies intheir Purfes, and who fo empties them, 
By fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Bufh. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn’d. 
Bag. If judgment lie in them, then fodo we, 
Becaufe we have been ever near the King. 
Gree. Well ; 1 will for refuge ftreight to rifto! Caftle, 
The Earl of Wilefhsre is already there. 
Bufb. Thither will I with you, for little Office 
Will the hateful Commons perform for us, 
Except like Curs, to tear us all in pieces : 
Will you go along with us? 
Bag. No, 1 will to Jreland to his Majefty : 
Farewell, if Hearts prefages be not vain, 
We three here part, that never fhall meet again. 

Bu. That?s as York. thrives to beat back Budlingbrook, 

Gree. Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes 
Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 

Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flye. 

Bufh, Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 

Well, we may meet again. 


Bag. \ fearme never. [ Ex. 





Scana Tertia. 


Enter the Duke of Hereford, avd Northumberland. 


Bul. How far is it, my Lord, to Barkley now ? 
Nor. Believe me, Noble Lord, 
Lam a ftranger here in Gloufterfhire, 
Thefe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways, 
Draws out our Miles, and makes them wearifome : 
And yet our fair difcourfe hath been as Sugar, 
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Making the hard Way {weet and delectable : 
But I bethink me, what a weary wa 

From Ravenfpurg to Cottfhold will be found, 

In Roffe and Willoughby, wanting your company, 
Which I proteft hath very much beguil’d 

The tedioufnefs and procefs of my travel : 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to have 
The prefent benefit that I poflefs : 

And hope to joy, is little lefs in joy, 

Than hope enjoy’d : By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their way feem fhort, as mine hath done, 
By fight of what I have, your noble Company. 

Bull. Of much lefs value is my Company, 
Than your good words : but who comes here? 

Enter H. Percy. 

North. It ismy Son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my Brother Worcefter : whencefoever. 
Harry, how fares your Uncle ? 

Percy. | had thought, my Lord, to have learn’d his 
Health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the Queen? 

Percy, rya ood Lord, he hath forfook the Court, 
Broken his Staff of Office, and difperft 
The Houfhold of the King. 

North, What was his Reafon? 

He was not fo refolv’d, when we laft fpake together. 

Percy. Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurg, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me over by Barkley, to difcover 

What Power the Doke of Tork had levied there, 
Then with direction to repair to Revenfpurg. 

North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford ( Boy.) 
Percy. No, my good Lord: for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember : to my knowledge, 

l never in my life did look on him. 
North. Then learn to know him now : this isthe Duke. 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder days fhall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved fervice and defert. 

Bull. I thank thee, gentle Percy, and be fare 

I count my felf in nothing elfe fo happy, 

Asin a Soul remembring my good Friends: 

And as my Fortune ripens withthy Love, 

It fhall be {till thy true Love’s Recompence, 

My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus feals it. 

North, How far is it to Barkley ? and what ftir 
Keeps good old York there with his Men of War? 

Percy. There ftands the Caftle by yond Tuft of Trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as | have heard. 

And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley, and Seymour, 
None elfe of Name, and Noble Eftimate. 
Enter Rofle and Willoughby. 

North, Here comes the Lords of Rof. and Willoughby, 
Bloody with {purring, fiery red with bafte. 

Bull, Welcome, my Lords, 1 wot your love purfues 
A banifht Traitor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt Thanks, which more enrich’d, 

Shall be your love and labours Recompence. - 

Roffe. Your Prefence makes us rich, moft Noble Lord. 

Willo. And far furmounts our labour to attain it. 

Bull, Evermore Thanks, th’ Exchequer of the poor, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to years, 

Scand for my Bounty : but who comes here ? 
Enter Barkley. s 

North. It is my Lord of Barkley, as 1 guefs. 

Bark, My Lord of Hereford, my Meflageis to you. 

Bull, My Lord, my anfwer is to Lancafter, 

And 1 am come to feek that Name in England, 
And l muft find that Title in your Town, 
Before | make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark, Miftake me not, my Lord, *tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honour out. 

To 
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To you, my Lord,! come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 

To take Advantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our Native Peace, with felf-born Arms. 
Enter York. 

Bull, 1 fhail not need tranfport my words by vou, 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Uncle. 

Yor. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Kaee, 
Whofe Duty is deceivable, and falfe. 

Bull, My gracious Uncle. - 

Yor. ‘Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, 
lam no Traitors Uncle; and that word Grace, 
[nan ungracious Mouth, is bat prophane. 

Why have thefe banifh’d, and forbidden Legs, 
Dar’d once to touch a duft of England’s Ground ? 
But more then, why, why have they dar’d to march 
| So-many Miles apon her peaceful Bofom, 
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with War, 

And oftentation of defpifed Arms? 

Com’ft thou becaufe th’ anointed King is lience ? 
Why, foolifh Boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loyal Bofom lies his Power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth, 

As when brave Gaunt, thy Father, and thy felf 
Refcued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 
From forth the Ranks of many thoufand French : 
Oh then, how quickly fhould this arm of mine, 
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chaftife thee, 

And minifter Correftion to thy Fault. 

Bull. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ftands it, and wherein ? 

Yor. Even in condition of the worft degree, 

In grofs Rebellion, and detefted Treafon : 
Thou art a banifh’d man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

In braving Arms againft thy Soveraign. 

Bull. Ast was banifh’d, | was banifh’d Hereford, 

But as | come, I come for Lancafter. 
And, neble Uncle, ! befeech your Grace, 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent Eye. 
You are my Father, for methinks in yon 
| fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then, my Father, 
Will you permit that I fhall ftand cordemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away 
To upftart Unthrifts ¢ wherefore was | born: 
lf that my Coufin King, be King of England, 
It muit be granted 1am Duke o Birader. 
You havea Son, Aumerle, my Noble Kinfman, 
Had you firft dy’d, and he been thus trod down, 
He fhould have found his Uncle Gaunt a Father 
Torowze his Wrongs, and chafe them to the bay. 
] am deny’d to fue my Livery here, 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: 
My Father’s Goods are all diftrain’d and fold, 
And thefe and all, are all amifs imploy’d. 
What would you have me do? | am a Subject, 
And challenge Law : Attorneys are deny’d my 
And therefore Perfonally | lay my Claim i 
To mine Inheritance of free eked 
North. The Noble Duke bath been tao much abusi. 
Roff. It ftands your Grace upon to do him right. 
Willo. Bafe men by. hbis Endowments are m 
Yor. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
l have had feeling of my Coufins Wrongs, 
And labour’d all I could to do him Right : 
But in this kind, to come in braving Arms, 
Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way, 
To find ont Right with Wrongs it may not be. 
And yon that do abet him in this Rind, 
Cherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 
North, The Noble Duke hath fworn his coming ts 
But for his own ; and for the Right of that, 
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Weall have ftrongly {worn to give him aid, 
And let him ne’er fee joy thac breaks thar Oath. 
Tor, Well, well, I {ce the ulue of thefe Arms, 
[ cannot mend it, I muft needs confefs, 
Becaufe my Power is weak, and all ill left: 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
I would attach you all, and make you ftoop 
Unto the Soveraign Mercy of the King, 
But fince I cannot, be it known to yon, 
I do remain as Neuter. So fare you well, 
Unlefs you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
And there repofe you for this Night. 
Bull, An offer, Uncle, that we will accept : 
But we muft win your Grace to go with us 
To Briftow-Caftle, which they fay ts held 
By Bufly, Bagot, and their Complices, 
The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth,; 
Which I have {worn to weed, and pluck away. 
Yor. It may be i will go with you, but yet Ple paufe, 
For I am loth to break our Country's Laws : 
For Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things pak redrefs, are now with me pat care. '{ Exem. 























Scana Quarta. 
Enter Salisbury, and a Captain. 


Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have ftaid ten days, 
And hardly kept your Countrey-men together, 

And yet we hear no tidings from the King ; 
Therefore we will difperfe our felves : farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet anctner day, thou trulty MWelchman, 
The King repofeth all his Confidence in thee. 

Cap. "Tis thought the King is dead, we will not flay, 
The Bay-tres in our Country are al! wither’d, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Scars of Heaven ; 
The pale-fac’d Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And lean look Prophets wifper fearful Change; 
Rich men look fad, aod Rufhans dance and leap, 
The one in fear to lofe what they enjoy, 

The other to enjoy by Rage and War : 
Thefe figns forerun the death of Kings. 
Farewell, our Countrymen are gone and fied, 
As well aflar’d Richard their King is dead. 

Sal. Ab Richard, with Eies of beavy mind, 
I fee thy Glory likea fhooting Star, 

Fall to the bafe Earth from the Firmament : 
Thy Sun fets weeping in the lowly We/. 
Witnefling Storms to come, Woe, and Unreft: 
ree Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes, 
And crofly to thy good, all Fortune goes. 


{ Exit. 


CEs. 





Adus Tertius. Seana Prima. 


Enter Bollinbrook, York, Northumberland, Rofle, Percy, 
Willoughby, mish Bushy end Green, Prsfoners. 


Bull, Being forth thefe men: 
Bufby and Green, | will noc vex your Souls, 
(Since prefently your Souls muk part your Bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives, 
For ’twere no Charity : yet to wah your Blood 
From off my Hands, here in the view of men, 
I will unfold fome Caufes of your Deaths. 
You have mis-led a Prince, a Royal King, 
A happy Gentleman in Blood aad Lineaments, 
By you unhappied, and disngur’d clean : 
You have in manner with your finful Hours 
Madea divorce betwixt his Queenand him, 
Broke the pofleflion of a mora hga, 
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And ftain’d the Beauty of a fair Queens Cheeks 
With Tears drawn from her Eies, with your foul Wrongs. 
My felfa Prince, by Fortune of my Birth, 
| Near to the King in Blood, and near in love, 
Till you did make him mif-interpret me, 
| Have ftoopt my neck under your Injuries, 
And figh’d my Englifh breath in foreign Clouds, 
Eating the bitter Bread of Banilbment ; 
| While you have fed upon my Seignories, 
Dif-park’d my Darks, and fell’?d my Forret Woods ; 
From mine own Windows torn my Houfhold Goat, 
Raz’d out my Imprefs, leaving me no fign, 
Save mens Opinions, and my living Blood, 
To fhew the world 1am a Gentleman. | 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death : fee them delivered over 
To Execution, and the hand of Death. 
Bufhie. More welcome ts the {troak of death to me, 
Than Bulingbrook to England, 
| Gree. My comfort is that Heaven will take onr Souls, 
| And plague Injuftice with the Pains of Hell. 
Bull. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatch’d : 
| Uncle, you fay the Queen is at your Houfe, 
| For Heavens fake, fairly let her be entreated, 
j Tell her I fend to her my kind Commends ; 
Take fpecial care my Greetings be deliver’d. 
Yor. A Gentleman of mine I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your love to her at large. 
| ull. Thanks, gentle Uncle: come Lords away, 
To fight with Glendoure, and his Complices ; 


A while to work, and after Holliday. [ Exeunt., 





Scana Secunda. 
Drums : Flourifh, and Colours. 
Enter Richard, Aumerle, Carlile, and Souldiers, 


Rich. Barkloughly-Caftle call you this at hand ? 
; x, Yea, my Lord, How brooks your Grace the air, 
After your-late tofling on the breaking Seas ? 
Rich. Needs mult I like it well: 1 weep for joy 
To ftand Ti my Kingdom once again. 
Dear Earth, Ido falute thee with my Hand, 
Though Rebels wonnd thee with their Horfes Hoofs : 
As a long Parted Mother with her Child, 
| Plays fondly with her Tears, and fmiles in meeting 5 
So weeping, f{miling, greet I thee the Earth, 
| And do thee favour with my Royal Hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweets, comfort his ravenous Senfe - 
But let thy Spiders that fuck up thy Venom, 
And heavy-gated Toads lie in their way, 
Doing Annoyance to the treacherous feet, 
Which with ufurping fteps do trample thee. 
Yield ftinging Nettles to mine Enemies; ~ 
And when they from thy Bofom pluok a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 
W hofe double Tongue may witha mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraign’s Enemies. 
Mock not my fenfelefs Conjuration : Lords ; 
This Earth fhall havea feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers e’re her Native King 
Shall falter under foul Rebellious Arms. 
Car. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that made you King 
Hath Power to keep you King, in fpight of all. 
Aum, He means, my Lord, that we aretoo remifs 
Whilft Bulingorook, through their fecurity, 
Grows {trong and great, in Subftance and in Friends. 
Rich, Difcomtortable Coufin, knoweft thou not, 
That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe-that lights the lower World, 
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Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unfeen, 

In Murthers, and in out-rage bloody here: 

But when from under this Terreftrial Ball 

He fires the proud tops of the Eafter Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ ry guilty hole, 

Then Murthers, Treafons, and detefted fins 

(The Cloak of Night being pluckt from off their backs) | 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 

so when this Thief, this Traitor Bullingbrook, 

Who all this while hath revell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treafons will fet blufhing in his Face, 

Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 

But felf-affrighted, tremble at his fin. 

Not all the Water in the rough mde Sea 

Can wath the Balm from an anointed King ; 

The breath of worldly men cannot depoi 

The Deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every man that Bullingbrook hath preft, 

To lift fhrewd Steel againft our Golden Crown, 

Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight. 

Weak Men mutt fall, for Heaven ftill guards the Right. 

Enter Salisbury. 
Welcome, my Lord, how far off lies your Power ? 
Salif. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 

Than this weak arm ; Difcomfort guides my Tongue, 

And bids me fpeak of nothing but Defpair : 

One day too late, I fear(my Noble Lord) 

Hath clouded all my happy dates on Earth - 

Oh call back yefterday, bid ume return, 

And thou fhalt have twelve thoufand fighting men: 

To day, to day, unhappy day too late 

O’rethrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bulliagbrook, difperft, and fled. 
Aum.Comfort, my Liege,why looks your Grace fo pale ? 
Rich. But now the Blood of twenty thoufand men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled, 

And till fo much Blood thither come again, 

Have I not reafon to look pale, and dead ? 

All Souls that will be fafe, fly from my fide, 

For Time hath fet a blot upon my Pride. 

Aum. Comfort. my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich. I had forgot my felf. Am I not King? 

Awake thou fluggard Majefty, thou fleepett : 

Is not the Kings Name, forty thonfand Names ? 

Arm, arm my Name: a puny Subject {trikes 

At thy great Glory. Look not to the ground, 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high? 

High be our thoughts : Iknowmy Uncle York, 

Hath Power enough to ferve our turn, 

But who comes here? [Enter Scroop. 
Scroop. More health and happinefs betide my Liege, 

Than can my care-tun’d Tongue deliver him. 

Rich. Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepar’d: 

The worft is worldly lofs, thou canft unfold : 

Say, Is my Kingdom loft ? why *twas my Care: 

And what lofsis it to be rid of Care? 

Strives Bullingbrook to be as great as we? 

Greater he fhall not be: if he ferve God, 

We’ll ferve him too, and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our Subjects ? That we cannot mend, 

They break their Faithto God as well as us : 

Cry Woe, Deftruétion, Ruine, Lofs, Decay, 

The worft ıs Death, and death will have his day. 
Scroop. Glad am I, thar your Highnefs is fo arm’d 

To bear the Tidings ot Calamity i 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy day, 

Which make the Silver Rivers drown their Shores, 

As if the world were all diflolv’d to Tears . 

So high above his Limits, fwells the Rage 

Of Bullingbrook, covering, your fearful Land 


With hard bright Steel, and hearts harder chan Steel : 
White 
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White Bears have arm’d their thin and hairlefs Scalps 
Againft thy Majefty, and Boys with Womens voices, 
Strive to fpeak big, and clap their female joints 
In ftiffunwieldy Arms: againft thy Crown 
Thy very Bead{-men learn to bend their Bows 
Of double fatal Ewe: againft thy State 
Yea diflaff-women manage rufty Bills: 
Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell, 
And all goes worfe than I have power to tell. 
Rach. Too well, too wellthon telPit a tale fo ill, 
Where is the Earl of Wiltfhire ? where is Bigot? 
What is become of Bufhy? where 1s Green £ 
That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafure our Confines with fuch peaceful fteps ? 
If we prevail, their Hands fhall pay for it. 
| warrant they have made peace with Budingbrook, 
Scroop. Peace have they made with him indeed (myLord.) 
Rich, Oh Villains, Vipers, damn’d without redemption, 
Dogs, eafily won to fawn on any man, 
Snakes in my heart-blood warm’d, that fting my heart, 
Three Fudaffes, cach one thrice worfe than Judas, 
Would they make Peace? terrible Hell make War 
Upon their fported Souls for this Offence. 
Scroop. Sweet Love (1 fee) changing his Property, 
Turns to the fowreft, and moft deadly Hate : 
Again uncurfe their Souls; their Peace is made 
ith Heads, and not with Hands : thofe whom you curfe 
Have felt the worft of Deatb’s deftroying Hand. 
And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. — 
Aum, \s Bufhy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltshire dead ? 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their Heads. 
Aum, Where is the Duke, my Father, with his Power ? 
Rich, No matter where, of comfort no man {peak : 
Let’s talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 
Make Duft our Paper, and with Rainy Etes 
Write Sorrow in the Bofomof the Earth. 
Let’s chufe Executors, and talk of Wills - 
And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depofed Bodies to the Ground ? 
Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Ballingbrook's, 
And nothing can we call our own, but Death, 
And that {mall Model of the barren Earth, 
W hich ferves as Pafte, and Cover to our Bones : 
For Heavens fake Jet us fit upon the ground, 
And tell fad Stories of the death of Kings - 
How fome have been depos’d, fome flain in War, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos’d, 
Some poyfon'd by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, 
All murther’d. For within the hollow Crown 
That rounds the mortal Temples of a King, 
Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scofiing his State, and grinning at his Pomp, 
Allowing him a breath, a little fcene, 
To Monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with looks, 
Infufing him with felf and vain Conceit, 
As if this Flefh, which walls about our Life, 
Were Brafs impregnable : and humour’d thus, 
Comes at the laft, and with a little Pin 
Boars through his Caftle Walls, and farewell King. 
Cover your heads, and mock not flefh and blood 
With folemn Reverence: throw away Refpect, 
Tradition, Form, and Ceremonious Duty, 
For you have but miftook me all this while: 
I live with Bread like you, feel Wane, 
Tafte Grief, need Friends : fubjected thus, 
How can you fay to me, | um a King ? 
Carl. My Lord,wife men ne’re wail their prefent Woes, 
But prefently prevent the ways to wail : 
To tear the Foe, fince fear opprefleth Strength, 
Gives in your weaknefs, Strength unto your Foe ; 
Fear, and be flain, no worfe can come to fight - 
And fight and die, is death deftroying death. 
Where fearing. dying, pays death fervile breath. 
fxm. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
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And learn to make a Body of a Limb. 

Rich. Thou chid’lt me well : proud Ballingbrook I come 
To change Blows with thee, for our day of Doom: 
This Ague-fit of Fear is over-blown, 

An eafie task it is to win our own. 
Say Scroop where lies our Uncle with his Power ? 
Speak fweetly man, although thy looks be fowre. 

Scroop. Men judge by the Complexion of the Skie 

The ftate and iaclimation of the day, 

So may you by my dull and heavie Eye: 

My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay: 

| play the Torturer, by {mall and {mall 

To lengthen out the worlt, that muft be {poken. 
Your Uncle York 1s joyn’d to Bxllingbrook, 

And all your Northern Caftles yielded up, 
And all your Southern Gentlemen in Arms 

Upon his Faction. 

Rich, Thou balt faid enough. 

Befhrew thee, Coufin, which didft lead me forth 
Of that fweet way | was in to Defpair: = * 
What fay you now ? what Comfort have we now ? 
By Heaven Ple hate him everlaltingly 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint-Caffle, there Vle pine away, 

A King, Woes Slave, fhall Kingly Wo obey : 
That Power I have, difcharge, and let em go 
To ear the Land, that hath fome hope to grow, 
For 1 have none. Let no man fpeak again 

To alter this, for Counfel is but vain. 

Aum, My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his Tongue. 


Difcharge my Followers: let them hence away, 


From Richard’s Night, to Bull:ngbrook’s fair day.[ Exeunt. 








Scena Tertia. 


Ente r witb Drum and Colours, Bullingbrook, York, 
Northumberland, AÆrtendants. 


Bul. So that by this Intelligence we learn 

The Welchmen are difpers’d, and Salisbury 

ls gone to meet the King, who lately landed 

With fome few private Friends upon this Coaft. 
North, The News is very fair and good, my Lord. 

Richard not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yor. tt would befeem the Lord Northumberland, 

To fay King Richard: alack the heavy day, 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 
North. Your Grace miftakes, onely to be brief, 

Left l his Title out. 

Yor. The time hath been, 

Would you have been fo brief with him, he would 

Have been fo brief with you, to fhorten you, 

For taking fothe head, your whole heads length. 
Bull. Miftake not (Uncle) farther than you fhould. 
Yor. Take not (good Coufin) farther than you fhould, 

Left yon miftake, the Heavens are o’re your head. 
Bull. 1 know it (Unele) and oppofe not my felf 

Againft their will. But who comes bere ? 

Enter Perce. 

Welcom Harry: what, will not this Caftle yield ? 
Per. The Caftle royally 1s mann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Rull. Royally ? Why, it contains no King? 
Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

Ic doth containa King: King A:chard lies 

Within the Limits.ot yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him, the Lord Awmnerle, Lord Salisbury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, befides a Clergy-man 

Of holy Reverence ; who, I cannozx learn. 

North. Oh, belike it is the Bifhop of Carlisle. 
Bul. Noble Lord, 

Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftte, 

Through 


32 


Through brazen ‘Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver - 

Henry Bullingbrook, upon his Knees doth kif 

King Richard’s Hand, and fends Allegiance 

And true Faith of heart to his Royal Perfon: hither come 
Even at his feet, to lay my Arms and Power, 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal’d, 

And Lands reftot’d again, be freely granted : 

If not, le ufe the Advantage of my Power, 
And lay the Summer’s duft with fhowers of Blood, 
Rain’d from the Wounds of flaughter’d Engliflenen » 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bulingbrook, 
It is, fuch Crimfon tempeft fhonid bedrench 

The freh green Lap of fair King Rschard’s Land, 
My ftooping Duty tenderly hall thew. 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 

Upon the Graflie Carpet of this Plain: 

| Let’s march without the noife of threatning Dram, 
That from this Caftles tatter’d Battlements 
Our.fair Appointments may be well perus’d. 
Methinks King Richard and my felf fhould meet 
With no lefs terror than the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fmoak 
At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heaven : 

Be he the Fire, Vle be the yielding Water : 

The Rage be his, while on the Earth I rain 

My Waters on the Earth, and not om him. 

March on and mark King &schard how he looks. 


Parle without, and anfwer within : then a Flourifh. Enrer on the 
Wails,Richard, Carlile, Aumerle, Scroop, Salisbury. 


See, fee, King Richard doth himfelf appear 

As doth the blufhing difcontented Sun, 

From out the fiery Portal of the Eaft, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 
To dim his Glory, and to ftain the traét 

Of his bright pallage to the Occident. 

Yor. Yet looks he like a King: behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majefty: alack, alack, for woe, 

That any Harm should ftain fo fair a how. 

Rich. We are amaz’d, and thus long have we ftoad 
To watch the fearful bending of thy Knee, 
Becaufe we thought our felf thy lawful King: 
And if we be, how dare thy joynts forget 
To pay the awful Duty to our Prefence ? 

If we be not, fhew us the Hand of God, 

That hath difmis’d us from our Stewardhhip, 
For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter, 
Unlefs he do prophane, {teal or ufurp. 

And thongh you think, that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their Souls, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends : 

Yet know, my Mafter, God Omnipotent, 

ls multering in his Clouds on our behalf, 
Armies of Peftilence, and they hall f{lrike, 
Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot, 

That lift your Vaflal Hands againft my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown. 
Tell Ballingbrook, for yond methinks, he is, 

That every ftride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treafon, he is come to ope 

The purple Teftament of a bleeding War ,; 

But e’re the Crown he looks for, live in peace, 
Ten thoufand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
Shall ill become the lower of England’s face, 
Change the Complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her Paftors Grafs with faithful Exglifh Blood. 

North, The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civil and uncivil Arms 
Be rufh’'d vpon: Thy thrice-noble Coufin, 
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Harry Bullingbrook doth humbly kifs thy hand, 
And by the honourable Tomb he {wears 
That ftands upon your Royal Grandfiers Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
(Currents that fpring from one moft pr acious Head ) 
And by the buried hand of VVarlike Gauat, 
And by the Worth and Honour of himfelf, 
Comprifing all that may be fworn, or faid, 
His coming hither hath no furcher fcope, 
Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 
Infranchifement immediate on his Knees: 
Which on thy Royal party granted once, 
His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruf, 
His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his Heart 
To faithful fervice of your Majefty : 
This fwears he, as he is a Prince, is juft, 
Aad asl am a Gentleman, I credit him. 
Rich. Northumberland, fay thus : The King returns, 
His Noble Confin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair Demands 
Shall be accomplifh’d without Contradiction: 
With al the gracious utterance thou haft, 
Speak to his gentle hearing-kind commends. 
We do debafe our felf (Coufin) do we not, 
To look fo poorly, and to fpeak fo fair ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitor, and fo die? 
Aum. No, good my Lord, lers fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hopeful Swords. 
Rich, Oh God, oh God that e’re this tongue of mine 
That laid the Sentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond proud man, fhould take it off again 
With words of footh: Oh that! were as great 
As is my Grief, or lefler than my Name, 
Or that l could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what 1 muft be now: 
SwelP'{t thou proud Heart ? le give thee {cope to beat, 
Since foes have fcope to beat both thee and me. 
Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bullingbrook, 
Rich. What mult the King do now? mutt he fubmit ? 
The King fhall do it: Muft he be depos’d ? 
The King fhall be contented: Mufk he lofe 
The Name of King ? o’Gods Name let it go. 
Ile give my Jewels for a fet of Beads, 
My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 
My gay Apparrel, for an Alms-mans Gown, 
My figur’d Goblets, for a difh of Wood, 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Saff, 
My Sabjects, for a pair of Carved Saints, 
And my large Kingdom, fora little Grave, 
A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave. 
Or I’le be buried in the Kings high-way, 
Some way of common Trade, where Subjects Feet 
May hourly trample on their Soveraign’s Head: 
For on my Heart they tread now, whilft I live , 


{ And buried once, why not upon my Head ? 


Aumerle, thou weepft, (my tender hearted Confin) 
We?l make foul weather with defpifed Tears - 
Our fighs, and they, fhall lodge the Summer Corn, 
And make a dearth in this Revolting Land. 
Or fhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, - 
And make fome pretty Match with fhedding Tears ? 
As thus: to drop them Jtill upon one place, 
Till they have fretted us a pair of Graves, 
Within the Earth: and therein Jaid, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eies ? 
Would not this ill do well? Well, well, 1 fee 
I talk but idely, and you mock at me. 
Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What fays King Bullingbrook? Will his Majelty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 
You make a Leg, and Budingbrook {ays I. 

North. My Lord inthe bafe Court he doth attend 


To fpeak with you, may it pleafe you to come a“ ; 
cn, 
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Rich. Down, down I come like glifring Phaeton, 

Wanting the manage of unruly Jades. 

In the bafe Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe, 

To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. 

In the bafe Court come down: down Court,down King, 

For night-Owls fhreek, where mounting Larks fhould fing. 
Bull. What fays his Majefty ? 

North. Sorrow, and grief of heart 
Makes him fpeak fondly like a frantick man : 
Yet he is come. 
Bull, Stand all apart, 
And fhew fair duty to his Majefty. 
My gracious Lord. 
Rich, Fair Coufin, 

You debafe your Princely knee, 

To make the bafe Earth proud with kiffing it. 

Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 

Than my un-pleas’d Eye fee your Courtefie. 

Up Coufin, up, your beart is up, | know, 

Thus high at leaft, although your Knee be low. 

, Bull. My gracious Lord, | come but for mine own. 
Rich, Your own is yours, and 1 am yours, and all. 
Bul. So far be mine, (my moft redoubted Lord, ) 

As my true Service fhall deferve your love. 

Rich, Well you deferv'd : 
They well deferve to have, 
That know the ftrong*ft and fureft way to get. 
Uncle give me your hand: nay, dry your Eies, 

Tears fhew their love, but want their Remedies. 

Coufin, { am too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be my Heir. 

What you will have, Ple give, and willing too, 

For do we muft, what Force will have us do. 

Set on towards London : 

Coufin, is it fo ? 
Bull, Yea, my good Lord. 


Rich. Then 1 muft not fay no CFlonrifh. [Exeunt. 





Scena Quinta. 
Enter Queen, and two Ladies. 


Qu. What {port fhall we devife here in this Garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of Care ? 

La, Madam, we’l) play at Bowls. 

Qu. *Twill make me think the world is full of Rubs, 
And that my Fortune runs againft the Byas. 

La. Madam, we'll dance. 

Qu. My Legs can keep no Meafure in Delight, 
When my poor Heart no Meafure keeps in Grief. 
Therefore no dancing (Girl) fome other fport. 

La, Madam, we’ll tell Tales. 

Qu, Of Sorrow, or of Grief? 

La, Of either, Madam. 

Qu. Of neither, Girl. 

For if of Joy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 

Or if of Grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy: 

For what [-have, I need not to repeat: 

And what! want, it boots not to complain. 

La. Madam, I’le Sing. 

Qu. ?Tis well that thou haft Caufe : 

But thou fliouldft’ft pleafe me better, would’ thou weep. 
La. i could Weep, Madam, would it do you good ? 
Qu. And I could Sing, would weeping do me good, 

And never borrow any tear of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants, 

But flay here comes the Gardiners, 

Let’s ftep into the fhadow of thefe Trees. 

My wretchednefs, unto a row of Pines, 

They’l talk of State; for every one doth fo, 
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Againft a Change ; woe is fore-run with woe. 

Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like unruly Children, make their Syre 
Stoop with oppreffion of their prodigal weight : 
Give fome fupportance to the bending twigs. 
Go thou, and like an Executioner 
Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprays, 
That look too lofty in our Common-wealth: 
All muft be eyen in our Government. 
You thus imploy’d, I will go root away 
The noifom Weeds that without profit fuck 
The Soils fertility from wholfom Flowers. 

Ser, Why fhould we in the compafs of a Pale, 
Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, 
Shewing, as in a Model, our firm ftate ? 
When our Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land, ) 
Is full of Weeds, her faireft Flowers choakt up, 
Her Fruit trees all upruin’d, her Hedges ruin’d, 
Her Knots diforder’d, and her wholfom Hearbs 
Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace, 
He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring, 
Hath now himfelf met with the fall of Leaf, 
The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaves did hhelter, 
That feem’d in eating him, to hold him up, 
Are pull’d up, root and all, by Bxllingbrook , 
I mean the Earl of Wilefluve, Bufhy, Green. 

Ser. What, are they dead ? 

Gard. They are, 
And Ballingbrook hath feiz’d the wafteful King. 
What pity is it, that he had not trimm’d 
Aud dreft his Land, as we this Garden at time of year ; 
And wound the Bark, the skin of our Fruit-crees, 
Left being over proud with Sap and Blood, 
With too much Riches it confound it felf ? 
Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 
They might have liv’d to bear, and he to tafte 
Their Fruits of Duty. All fuperfluous Branches 
We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live : 

Had he done fo, himfelf had born the Crown, 
Whieh wafte and idle hours hath quite thrown down. 
Ser. What think you the King fhall be depos’d ? 

Gar. Depreft he is already, and depos’d 
*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
Toa dear Friend of the Duke of York, 
That tell black tidings. 
Qu. Ohl am preft to death through want of {peaking : 
Thou old dams likenefs, fer to drefs this Garden, 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unpleafing News ? 
What Eve? what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, 
To make a fecond fall of curfed man ? 
Why doft thou fay, King Richard is depos’d ? 
Dar’{t thou (thou little better thing than Earth) 
Divine his downfall ? fay, where, when, and how 
Cam’t thou by this ill tydings ? fpeak thou Wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have I 
To breath thefe News; yet what I fay is true 5 
King Richard, he is inthe mighty hold 
Of Bullingbrook, their Fortunes both are popni: 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelf, 
And fome few Vanities that make him light ` 
But in the Ballance of great Buliingbrook, 
Befides himfelf, are all the Englfh Peers, 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 
Polt you to London, and youl find it fo, 
I {peak no more, than TI one doth know. 
Qu. Nimble Mifchance, that art fo light of Foot, 
Doth not thy Embaffage belong to me? 
And am I laft that knows it? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferve me laft, that I may longeft keep 
Thy Sorrow in my breaft. Come Ladies, go, 
To meet at London London’s King in woe. 
What was [born to this! that my fad look, 
Should grace the Tryumph of great ee -+ 
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Gar@ner, for telling me thefe News of woe, 
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Surrey. As falie, by Heaven, 


1 would the Plants thou graft’ft may never grow. [Exir.| As Heaven it felf is true. 


Gar. Poor Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 
I would my skill were fubject to thy Curfe: 
Here did fhe drop a tear, here in this place 
I’le fet a bank of Rew, (fowre Herb of Grace :) 
Rew evn for Rath, here fhortly fhall be feen, 


In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. ( Exir. 





Adus Quartus, Scana Prima, 


Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbrook, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percie, Fitz-W ater, Surrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of Weltminfter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 


Bullingbrook. Call forth Bagot. 
Now Bagot, freely fpeak thy mind, 
What thou doft know of Noble Glofter’s death ; 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d 
The bloody Office of his timelefs end. 
Bag. Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bull. Coufin, ftand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bag. My Lord Axmerle, 1 know your daring Tongue 
Scorns to unfay, what it hath once deliver’d. 
In that dead time when Gloffer’s death was plotted, 
I heard you fay, Is not my Arm of length, 
That reacheth from the reftful Exgd:fh Court 
As far as Callis to my Uncles Head ? 
Amongft much other talk, that very time, 
I heard you fay that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crowns, 
Than Builingbrook return_to England; adding withall, 
How bleft this Land would be in this your Coufins death. 
um, Princes, and Noble Lords: 
What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man? 
Shall I fo much difhonour my fair Stars, 
On equal terms to give him chaftifement ? 
Either I muft, or have mine Honour fpoil’d 
With the Attainder of his fland’rous lips. 
There is my Gage, the manual Seal of death, 
That marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieft, 
And will maintain what thou haft faid, is falfe, 
In thy heart Blood, though being all too bafc, 
To ftain the temper of my Knightly Sword. 
Bull. Bagot forbear, thou fhalt not take it up. 
Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the bef 
In all this Prefence that hath moved me fo. 
Fitz. If that thy Valour ftand on fympathies : 
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine: 
By that fair Sun, that fhews me where thou ftand’ft, 
I heard the fay (and vauntingly thou fpak°ft ic) 
That thou wert caufe of Noble Glofter’s death. 
If chou deny’ft it, twenty times thou lieft, 
And 1 wilt turn thy falfhood to thy Heart, 
Where it was forged, with my Rapiers point. 
Aum, Thou dar’ft not (Coward) live.to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now, by my Soul, I would it were this Hour. 
Aum, Fitzwater thou art damn’d to Hell for this. 
Per, Aumerte, thou lieft : his Honour is as true 
In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuft : 
And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To prove it on thee, to th’extreameft point 
Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou darft. 
Aum, And if I do not may my Hands rot off, 
And never brandifh more revengeful Steel, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater ; 
I do remember well, the very time 
Aumerle and you did talk. 
Fitz. My Lord, 
Tis very true: You were in Prefence then ; 
And you can witnefs with me, thìs is true. 
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Fitz. Surrey, thou lyet, 

Surrey. Difhonourable Boy, 

That lye, fhall lie fo heavie on my Sword, 
That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, do lie 
In earth as quiet, as thy Father’s Scull. 

In proof whereof, there is mine Honours Pawn, 
Engage it to the Tryal, if thon dar’ft. 

Fitzw. How fondly do’ft thou fpur a forward Horfe ? 

If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, 

1 dare meet Surrey in a Wilderne fs, 

And fpit upon him, whilft I fay he Lyes, 

And Lyes, and Lyes : there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tye thee to my ftrong Correction. 

As | intended to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeal. 

Befides, | heard the banifht Norfolk fay, 

That thou Ammerle didit fend two of thy men, 
To Execute the Noble Duke at Calice. 

Aum Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk lies : here dol throw down this, 

If he may be repeal’d, to try his Honour. 

Bul. Thefe Differences fhall all reft under Gage, 
Till Worfolk.be repeal’d: repeal’d he thall be; 
(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d again 
To all his Lands and Seigniories: when he’s return’d, 
Again{t Aumerle we will enforce his Tryal. 

Carl. Vhat honourable day fhall ne’er be feen. 
Many a time hath banifht Norfolk fought 
For Jefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian Field 
Streaming the Enfign of the Chriftian Crofs 
Againft black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 

And toy?’d with works of War, retir’d himfelf 
To Italy, and there at Venice gave 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, , 
And his pure Soul unto his Captain Chrift, 
Under whofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why, Bilhop, is Norfolk, dead ? 

Carl. As fure as I live, my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace conduct his fweet Soul 
To the Bofom of good old Abraham. 
Lords Appealants, your Differences fhall all reft under gage 
Till we ailign you to your days of Tryal. 

Enter York. 

York, Great Duke of Lancafter, 1 come to thee 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soul 
Adopts thce Heir, and his high Scepter yields 
To the pofleflion of thy Royal hand. 

Afcend his Throne, defcending now from him, 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth. 
Bull, In Gods Name, Ple afcend the Regal Throne. 
Carl. Marry, Heaven forbid. 

Worft in this Royal Prefence may } fpeak, 

Yet beft befeeming me to {peak the truth. 

Would God, that any inthis Noble Prefence 

Were enough Noble tobe upright Judge 

Of Noble Richard, then true Noblenefs would 

Learn him forbearance from fo foul a Wrong. - 

What Subject can give Sentence on his King ? 

And who fits here that is not Rechard’s Subjeđt ? 

Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear, 

Although apparent guilt be feen in them ~ 

And fhall the Figure of Gods Majefty, 

His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect, 

Anointed, Crown’d and planted many years, 

Be judg’d by fubject and inferiour breath, 

And he himfelf not prefent ? Oh, forbid it, God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate, Souls refin’d 

Should thew fo heinons, black, obfcene a deed. 

I {peak to Subjects, and a Subject fpeaks, 

Stirr’d op by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
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Isa foul Traytor to proud Hereford’s King. 

And if you Crown him, let me prophefie, 

The Blood of Englfh fhall manure the ground, 
And future Ages groan for his foul Act. 

Peace fhall go {leep with Zurks and Infidels, 

And inthis Scat of Peace, tumulcucus Wars 

Shall Kin with Kin, and Kind with Kind confound. 
Diforder, Horrour, Fear and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabit, and this Land be call’d 

| The field of Golgotha, and dead mens Sculls. 

Oh, if you rear this Houfe, againft this Houfe 

It will the wofulleft Divifion prove, 

That ever fell upon this curfed Earth. 

Prevent it, refiftit, let it not be fo, 

Leit Child, Childs Children cry againft you, wo. 

North. Well have youargu’d, Sir: and for your pains, 
Of Capital Treafon we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weffminfter, be it your charge, 
To keep him fafely, till his day of Tryal. i 
May it pleafe you, Lords, togrant the Commons Suit ? 

Bull. Fetch hither Richard, thatin common view 
He may furrender : So wefhall proceed 
Without fufpition. 

Yor. 1 will be his Conduct. LExst. 

Bull. Lords, you that are here under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for your Days of Anf{wer : 
Little are we beholding to your Love, 
And little look’d for at your helping Hands. 

. Enter Richard and York. 

Rich. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 
Before I have fhook off the Regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d ? [hardly yet have learn’d 
To infinuate, flattter, bow, and bend my Knee 
Give Sorrow leavea while, to return me 
To this Submiffion. YetI willremember _ 
The favours of thefemen: Were they not mine’ 
Did they not fometime cry, All hail to me ? 

So Fadas did toChrift: But hein twelve, — . 

Found truth in all, but one; 1, in twelve thoufand, none. 
God fave the King : Will no man fay, Amen. 

Am] both Prieft and Clark ? weil then, Amen. 

God fave the King, although I be not he: 

And yet Amen, if Heaven do think him me. 

To do what fervice, am I fent for hither ? 

Yor. Todo that Office of thine own good will, 
Which tyred Majefty did make thee offer : 

The Refignation of thy State and Crown 
To Henry Bullingbrook, 

Rich. Give me the Crown.Here Coufin,feize the Crown : 
Here Coufin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crown like adeep Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another, 

The emptier ever dancing in the Air, 

The other down, unfeen, and full of Water: 
That Bucket down, and fullof Tears am I, 
Drinking my Griefs, whilft you mount up on high. 

Bull, } thought you had been willing to refign. 

Rich, My Crown 1am, but {till my Griefs are mine : 
You may my Glorics, and my State depofe, 

But not my Griefs; {till am I King of thofe. 

Bul, Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. 

Rich. Your Cares fet up, do not pluck my Cares down, 

My Care, is lofs of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care, is gain of Care, by new Care won. 
The Cares I give, I have, though given away, 
They tend the Crown, yet {till with me they ftay, 

Bull, Are you contented to refign the Crown? 

Rich. Ino, nol, for I mult nothing be: 
Therefore no, no, for I refign tothce. 

Now, mark me how] will undo my felf; - 

I give this heavy Weight from off my Head, 
And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly {way from out my Heart, 
With mine own Tears { wafhaway my blame, 
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With mine own Hands I give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my Sacred State; 
With mine own Breath releafe all dutious Oaths: 
All Pomp and Majefty I do forfwear : 

My Mannors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo; 

My Acts, Decrees, and Statutes { deny : 

God pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 

God keep all Vows unbroke are made to thee, 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griey’d, 
And thou with all pleas’d, that haft all atchiev’d, 
Long maift thou live in Richards Seat to fit, 


| And foon lie Richard in an Earthy pit. 


God fave King Henry, un-King’d Richard fays, 
And fend him many years of Sun-fhine days. 
What more remains ? 

North, No more: But that you read 


| Thefe Accufations, and thefe grievous Crimes, 


Committed by your Perfon, and your Followcrs, 
Againft the State and Profit of this Land : 
That by confeffing them, the Souls of men 


| May deem that you are worthily depos’d. 


Rich. MuftI dofo? and muft I ravelout 
My weav’d-up Follies? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy Offences were upon Record, 
Would it notfhame thee, in fofaira Troop, 
To read a Lecture of them ? if thou would’ft, 
There fhould’ft thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depofing of a King, 
And cracking the {trong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the Book of Heaven. 
Nay, allof you, that ftand and look upon me, 


) Whil’f that my wretchednefs doth bait my felf, 


Though fome of you, with Pilare wath your Hands, 
Shewing an outward Pity: Yet you Pilares 

Have here delivered me to my fower Crofs, 

And water cannot wah away your fin. 

North, MyLord, difpatch, read o’re thefe Articles. 

Rich. Mine eyes are full of Tears, I cannot fee : 
And yet falt-water blinds them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of Traicors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine Eies upon my felf, 

I find my felfa Traytor with the ret: 

For I have givenhere my Souls confent, 
‘T’undeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory bafe , a Soveraign, a Slave ; 
Proud Majefty, aSubject; State, a Peafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord ofthine, thou haught-infulting man ; 
No, nor no mans Lord: I have no Name, no Title, 
No, not that name was given me at the Font, 

But "tis ufurpt : alack the heavy day, 
That I have worn fo many Winters out, 


| And know not now, what name to call my felf. 


Oh, that I werea Mockerie, King of Snow, 

Standing before the Sun of Rullngbrook, 

To melt my felf away in Water-Drops. 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 

And if my word be Sterling yet in England 

Let it command a Mirror hither ftreight, 

That it may fhew me what a Face J hare, 

Since itis Bankrupt of his Majefty. 
Bull. Gofome of you, and fetch a Looking Glafs. 
North. Read ore this Paper, while the Glafs doth come. 
Rich, Fiend, thou torments me, e’re 1 come to Hell. 
Bull, Urgeit no more, my Lord Northumberland, 
North. The Commons will not then be fatisfy’d. 
Rich, They fhall be fatisfy’d : Mle read enough, 


When I do fee the very Book indeed, 


Where all my Sins are writ, and that’s myfelf. 
Enter one with a Glafs. 

Give me thac Glafs, and therein will } read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ftrack 

So many blows upon this Face of mine, 

And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt’ring Glafs, 


Like 
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Like tony Followers in Profperity, 
Thou doft beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That every day under his Houfhold-roof, 
Did kecptcn thoufand men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink ? 
Is this the Face, which fac’d fo many Follies, 
That was at laft out-fac’d by Bullingbrook ? 
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, 
For thereit is, crackt in an hundred fhivers. 
Mark filent King, the Moral of this fport, 
How foon my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my Face. 
Bull. The fhadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your Face. 
Rich. Say that again. 
The fhadow of my Sorrow : ha, let’s fee, 
*T ts very true, my Grief lies all within, 
And chefe external Manners of Laments, 
Are meerly fhadows to the unfeen Grief, 
That {wells with filerce in the tortur’d Soul. 
There lies the Subftance: And I thank thee, King, 
For thy great bounty, that not only givit 
Me Caufe to wail, but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the Caufe. [le beg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtatn it ? 
Bull. Name it, fair Coufin. 
Rich, Fair Coufin! lam greater than a King : 
For when I was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects ; being now a Subject, 
I have a King here to my Flatterer : 
Being fo great, I have no need to beg. 
Bull. Yet ask. 
Rich. And fhall 1 have ? 
Bull. You fhall. 
Rich, Then give me leave to go. 
Ball, Whither ? 
Rich, Whither you will, fo I were from your fight. 
Bull. Go fome of you, convey him to the Tower. 
Rich, Oh good: convey: Conveyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
Bull, OnWednefday next we folemnly fet down 
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your felves. 
Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld. 
Carl. The woe’s to come, the Children yet unborn, 
Shall feel this day as fharp to them as thorn. 
Mum, You holy Clergy-men, 1s there no Plot ? 
To rid the Realm of this pernicious Blot ? 
Abbot. Before | freely {peak my mind herein, 
You fhall not only take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, butalfo to effect 
Whatever I fhall happen to devife. 
I fee your Brows are full of difcontent, 
Your Hearts of Sorrow, and your Eies of Tears, 
Come home with me to Supper, Ple lay a Plot 
Shall fhew us all a merry day. 





Aus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Queen, and Ladies, 


Qu. This way the King will come: This is the way 

To Julius Cafar’s ill-crected Tower, 

To whofe flint Bofom, hiy condemned Lord 

Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bxllingbrook: 

Here letus reft, if this Rebellious Earth 

Have any refting for her true Kings Queen. 
Enter Richard, «nd Guard. 

But foft, but fee, or rather do not fce, 

My fair Rofe wither: Yet look up; behold, 

That you in pity may diflolve todew, 

And wafh him frefh again with true-love Tears. 


[ Exeunt. 


[ Exeunt, 
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Ah thou, the Model, where old Troy did Itand, 
Thou Mapof Honour, thou King Aschard’s Tomb, 
And not King Richard: thou molt beautcous Inn, 
Why fhould hard-favour’d grief be lodg’d in thee, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houfe Gueft ? 

Rich. Joyn not with Grief, fair Woman donot fo, 
To make my End too fudden: Learn, good Soul, 
To think our former State a happy Dream, 


-| From which awak"d, the truth of what we are 


Shews us but this. 1am fworn Brother (Sweet) 
To grim neceflity ; and he and 1 
Will keepa League till death. High thee to France, 
And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious Honfe : 
Our holy lives muft wina new World’s Crown, 
Which our Prophane Hours here have ftricken down. 
Qu, What, 1s my Rrchard both in fhape and mind 
Transform’d and weaken’d ? Hath Bullingbrook, 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath he been in thy Heart ? 
The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his Paw, 
And wounds the Earth, if nothing elfe, with rage 
To be o’re-powr’d: And wilt thou, Pupil-like, 
Take thy Correction mildly, kifs the Rod, 
And fawn on Rage with bafe Humility, 
Which art aLyon and a King of Beafts ? 
Rich. A King of Beafts indced : If ought but Beatts, 
I had been ftilla happy King of men. 
Good (fometime) Queen prepare thee hence for France , 
Think lam dead, and that even here thou tak’ft, 
As from my Deacth-bed, my laft-living leave. 
In Winters tedious Nights fit by the Fire 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee Tales 
Of woful Ages, long ago betide : 
And e’re thou bid good-night, to quit their Grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds : 
For why ? the fenfelefs Brands will fympathize 


| The heavy accent of my moving Tongue, 


And in compaffion weep the Fire out: 
And fome will mourn in Afhes, fome coal-black, 
For the depofing of a rightful King. 
Enter Northumberland. . 
North. My Lord, the mind of Budlingbrook.is chang7d. 
You muit to Pomfret, not unto the Tower, 
And Madam, there is order ta’ne for you: 
With all fwift fpeed, you muft away to France. 
Rich, Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bullingbrook afcends my Throne, 
The time fhall not be many Hours of age, 
More than itis, e’re foul fia, gathering head, 
Shall break into Corruption: thou fhalt think, 
Though he divide the Reaim, and give thee half, 
Itistoo little, helping him to all : 
He fhal] think, that thou which know’ft the way 
To plant unrighttul Kings, wilt know again, 
Being ne’re fo little urg’d, another way, 
To pluck him headlong from th’ ufarped Throne. 
The Love of wicked Friends converts to Fear, * 
That Fear to Hate ; and Hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy Danger, and deferved Death. 
North, My guilt be on my head, and theres an end; 
Take leave, and part, for you mult part forthwith. 
Rich. Doubly divore’d ? (bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ? *twixt my Crown and me: 
And then betwixt me, and my married Wife, 
Let me unkifs the Oath, ’twixt theeand me: 
And yet not fo, for witha kifs twas made. 
Part us Northumberland : 1, towards the North, 
Where fhivering Cold and Sicknefs pines the Clime: 
My Queen to France: from whence, fet forth in Pomp, 
She came adorned hither like fwect AZay, 
Sent back like Hollowmas, or thortit bf day. 
Qu. And muft we be divided ? muit we part ? 
R ch.{,hand from hand (my Love) and heart from heart. 
Qu. Banifh usboth, and fend the King with me. ah 
orth, 
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North. That were fome Love, but little Policy. 
Qu. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 
Rich. So two together weeping, make one woc, 
Weep thou for me in France 1 for thee here 
Betcer far off than near, be ne’re the near 
Go, count thy way with fighs, 1 mine with groans. 
Qu. So longeft way, fhall have the longeft moans. 


Rich. Twice for onc ftep !le groan, the way being fhort: 


And picce the way ont with a heavy heart. 
Come, come in wooing Sorrow let’s be brief, 
Since wedding it, there is fuch length in Grief : 
One Kifs hat ftop our mouths, and dumbly part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy Heart. 

Qu. Give me mine own again: ’twere no good part, 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 
That I may ftrive to kill ic with a groan. 

Rich. We make Wo wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reft let Sorrow fay. 





Scena Secunda. 


E York and his Dutchefs. 


Dut. My Lord, you told me yon would tell the reft, 


When weeping made you break the Story off, 
Of our two Coufins coming into London, 
Yor. Where did] leave? 
Dut. At that fad ftop, my Lord, 
Where rude mis-govern’d hands, from Windows tops, 
Threw duft and rubbifh on King Richard’s Head. 
Yor, Then, as I faid, the Duke (great Bullingbrook) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
Waich his afpiring Rider feem’d to know, 
Wich flow, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe : 
While all tongues cry’d, God fave thee, Bullingbrook, 
You would have thought the very Windows {pake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old, 
Through Cafements darted their defiring Eies 
Upon his Vifage : and that all the Wails 
With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
Jefu preferve thee, welcome, Bullingbrook, 
Whilt he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed lower than his proud Steeds neck, 
Befpeak them thus: 1 thank you Country-men : 
And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 
Dutch, Alas ! poor Richard, where rides he the whilft ? 
Yor, Asin a Theater, the Eies of men 
After a well-grac’d Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens Eies, 
Did fcowle on Richard: no man ery’d God fave him: 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But dull was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhook off, 
His Face {till combating with Tears and Smiles 
(The Badges of his Grief and Patience ) 
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) {teel’d 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted, 
And Barbarifm it felf have pittied him, 
But Heaven hath a hand inthefe Events, 
Yo whofe high Will we bound our calm Contents. 
To Bullngbrook, are we fworn Subjects now, 
Whofe State, and Honour, I for aye allow. 
Ener Aumerle. 
Dut Here comes my Son Ammerie. 
Tor, Aumerle that was, ) 
But that is loft, for being Richara’s Friend, 
And Madam, you muft call him Retlaxd now: 
| am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And laiting Fealtic in the new-made King. 






[Exeunt. 





3] 


Dut, Welcome my Son: who are the Violets now, 
That ftrew the green Lap of the new-come Spring ? 
Aum. Madam, iknow not, nor I greatly care not, 

God knows I had as lief be none, as one. 
Yor, Well, bear you wellin this new-fpring of time, 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 
What News from Oxford ? Hold thofe Jufts and Triumphs 
Aum. For ought I know, my Lord, they do. 
Yor. You will be chere I know. 
Aum. \€ God prevent not,! purpole fo. 
Yor, What Seale is that that hangs without thy Bofom ? 
Yea, look’{t thou pale ? let me fee the Writing. 
Aum, My Lord, *tis nothing. 
Yor No matter then who fees it, 
I will be fatisfed, let me fee the Writing. 
Aum. \ do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
It isa matter of fmall Confequence, 
Which for fome Reafons { would not have feen. 
Yor, Which for fome Reafons, Sir, I mean to fee : 
I fear, I fear. 
Dut. What fhould yon fear ? 1 
Tis nothing but fome Bond, that heis enter’d into 
For gay Apparel, againft the Triumph. 
Tor. Bound to himfelf ? V Vhat doth he with» Bond 
That he is bound to? V Vife, thou art a Fool. 
Boy, let me ice the Writing. 
Aum, 1 do befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Yor. | will be fatisfied, let me feeit,] fay [Snarches tt. 


Treafon, foul Treafon, Villain Traitor, Slave. 


Dut, What’s the matter, my ,Lord ? 
Yor. Hoa, who’s within there ? faddle my Horfe 


Heaven for his mercy : what erg is here ? 


Du, Why, what ivt my, Lord: 
Tor. Giveme my Boots! fay: faddle my Horfe, 


Now by my Honour, my life, my Troth, 
1 will appeach the Villain. 


Dur. What ts the matter ? 

Tor. Peace foolifk Woman. 

Dat. { will not peace, VVhat is the matter, Son ? 
Jum, Good Mother be content, it is no more 


Then my poor life muft anfwer. 


Dut. Thy life anfwer. 
Enter Servant with Boots, 

Yor Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

Dut. Strike him, Asmerle. Poor Boy, thou art amaz’d, 
Hence Villain, never more come in my fight. 

Yor. Give me my Boots, I fay. 

Dut. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wile thou not hide the trefpafs of thine own? 
Have we more Sons ? or are we like to have ? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with Time? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair Son, from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy Mother’s name ? 
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 
Yor, Thou fond mad VVoman: 
Wilt thou conceal this dark Confpiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably fet their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford, 

Dut. He fhall be none: 
We'll keep him here : then what is that to him ? 

Yor. Away fond VVoman: where he twenty times my 
Son, { would appcach him. 

Dut. Hadft thou groan’d for himas I have done, 
Thou wouldft be more pittiful : 
But now I know thy mind ; thou doft fufpect 
That [have been difloyal to thy Bed, 
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Son: 
Sweet York, fweet Husband, be not of that mind; 


‘| He isas like thee, asa man may be 


Not like to me, nor any of .my Kin, 
And yeti love him. = `>.. 
Yor. Make way, unruly VVoman. [Exit. 
Dut, After Awsmerie, Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Be 


Spur 
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Spur poft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy Pardon, ere he do accufe thee, 

Ple not be long behind: though 1 be old, 

I doubt notbut to ride as faft as York: 

And never will I rife up from the ground, 

Till Rudlingbrockhave pardon’d thee:Away,be gon. (Exit. 





Scana Tertta. 
Enter Bullingbrook, Percie, aad other Lords. 


Bull. Can no man tell of my unthrifty Son ? 
Tis full three Months fince I did fee him lait. 
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to Heaven (my Lorc's ) he might be fourd, 
Enquire at London, ’mongit the Taverns there: 
For there (they fay ) he daily doth frequent, 

With unreftrained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our VVatch, and beat our Paflengers, 
Which he (young wanton, andeffeminate Boy ) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to fuppore 

So diffolute a Crew. 

Per. My Lord, fome two days fince I faw the Prince, 
And told him of thefe Triumphs held at Oxford. 

Bull, And what faid the Gallant ? 

Per. His anfwer was : he would unto the Stews, 
And from the common’ft Creature pluck a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorfe the luftieft Challenger. 

Bull, As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 

I fee fome fparks of better hope : which elder days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
Enter Aumerle. 

Aum, Where is the King ? 

Rull. What means our Coulin, that he ftares 
And looks fo wildly ? 

Aum. God fave your Grace.I do befeech your Majelty 
To have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bull, Withdraw your felves, and leave us here alone: 
What isthe matter with our Coufin now ? 

Aum, For ever may my Knees grow to the Earth, 
My Tongue cleave to my root within my mouth, 

Unlefs ‘a Pardon, e’re I rife or fpeak. 

Bull. Intended or committed was this Fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous e’re it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee, 

Aum. Then give me leave that I may tura the Key, 
That no man enter till the Tale be done. 

Bull. Have thy defire. 

Yor. My Liege beware, look to thy felf, 
Thou haft a Traitor in thy Prefence there. 

Ball, Viliain, Ple make thee fafe. 

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haft no caufe to fear 

Yor. Open the door, fecnre fool-hardy King : 
Shall I for love {peak Treafon to thy face? 

Open the door, or I will break-it open. 
Enter York. 

Ball, What isthe matter(Unclc) fpeak, recover breath, 
Tell us how near is danger, 

That we may arm us to encounter It. 

Yor. Perufe this Writing here, and thou fhalt know 
The reafon that my hafte forbids me fhow. 

Aum, Remember as thou read’ thy promife palt : 

I do repent me, read not my Name there, 
My Heart is rot confederate with my Hand. 
Yor. Ic was (Vilain) ere thy hand did fet it down. 
1 tore it from the Traitors bofom, King. 
Fear and not Love, begets his Penitence; 
Forget to pity him, left thy pity prove 
A Serpent, that will fting thee to the heart. 
i Sull. Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold Con!piracy, 
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{York within. 
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O loyal Father of a treacherous Scn: 
Thou fheer, immaculate, and filver Fountain, 
From whence this ftream, thourgh muddy paflages 
Hath liad his current, and defil’d himfelf. 


į Thy overflow of good, converts to bad, 


And thine abundant goodnefs fhall excufe 
This deadly blot, in thy digreffing Son. 
Yor. So fhall my Vertue be his Vices Bawd, 
And he fhall fpend mine Honour with his fhame ; 
As thriftlefs Soris their icraping Fathers Gold. 
Mine Honour lives when his Difhonour dies, 
Or my fham’d life in his Difhonour lies : 
Thou kill’{ me in his life, giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, the True man’s put to death. 
[ Durche[s within. 
Dur, What hoa (my Liege for Heavens fake let me in. 
Bull, What fhrill-voic’d Suppliant makes this eager cry, 
Dur, A Woman, and thine Aunt (great King )’tis1. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the dcor, 
A Begger begs, that never begg’d before. 
Bull, Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 
And now charg’d to the Beggar, and the King : 
My dangerous Coufin, let yonr Mother in, 
i know the’s come to pray for your foul fin. 
Yor. If thou do pardon, whofoever pray, 
More fins for this forgivenefs, profper may. 
This fefter’d joynt cut off the reft refts found, 
This Iet alone, will all the reft confound. 
Exter Dutchefs, 
Dut. O King, believe not this hard hearted man, 
Love, loving notit felf, none other can. 
Yor, Thou frantick Woman, what doft thou make here, 
Shall thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear ? 
Dut, Sweet York-be patient, hear me gentle Liege. 
Bull. Rife up, good Aunt. 
Dut. Not yet, I thee befeech, 
For ever will I kneel upon my Knees, 
And never fee day that the happy fees, 
Till thou give joy : until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefling Boy. 
sinm, Unto my Mother’s Prayers, I bend my Knee. 
York, Againft them both, my true Joynts bended be 
Du:, Pleads he in eatneft ? Look upon his face, - 
His Eyes do crop no Tears : his Prayers are in jeaft : 
His words come from his Mouth, ours from our Breaft. 
=e prays but faintly, and would be deny’d, 
We pray with heart and foul, and all befide: 
His weary Joynts would gladly rife, I know, 
Our Knees fhall kneel, till to the ground they grow: 
His prayers are full of falfe Hyrocrifie, 
Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity : 
Our Prayers do out-pray his, then let them have 
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have. 
Bull. Good Aunt ftand up. 
Dut. Nay, Go not fay ftand up. 
But pardon hirft, and afterwards ttand up. 
And if 1 were thy Nurfe, thy Tongue co teach, 
?ardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpecch. 
1 never long’d to hear a word till now: 
Say Pardon (King) let pity teach thee how. 
The word is hort, but not fo fhort as fweet, — - 
No word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths fo meet. 
Yor. Speak it in French (King) fay Pardonne moy. 
Dut. Doft thou teach Pardon, Pardon to deftroy ? 
Ah my fowre Husband, my hard-hcarted Lord, 
That fer?{t the word it felf, againit the word. 
Speak Pardon as tis currant in our Land, 
Thechopping Fiench we do not underitand. 
Thine Eye begins to fpeak, fet thy Tongue there + 
Or int thy piteous Heart, plant thou thine Ear, 
That hearing how our Plaints and Prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee, pardon. to rehearfe. 
Bull. Good Aunt ftand up 


Dut. 1 donot fue to ftand, | 
: ardon 
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Pardon is all the fuit L have in hand. 

Ball, | pardon him, as Heaven fhall pardon me. 

Du. O happy vantage of a kneeling Knee : 
Yet am I fick for fear: fpeak it again, 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 

But makes onc Pardon ftrong. 

Bull, | Pardon him with all my heart. 

Du. A God on Earth chou art. 

Bull, But for our trufty Brother-in-Law, the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted Crew, 

eftruction ftreight fhall dog them at the heels: 
Good Uncle help to order feveral Powers 
To pe or where-e’re thefe Traitors are : 
They hall not live within this world, I fwear, 
But I will have them once know where. 
Uncle farewel, and Coufin adieu : 
Your Mother well hath pray’d, and prove you truc. 
Dut, Come my old Son, l pray Heaven make thee new. 
[Exr. 
Enter Exton and Servant. 
Ext, Didft thou not mark the King what words he {pake ? 
Have I no Friend will rid me of this living fcar 
Was it not fo ? 

Ser. Thofe were his very words. 

Ex. Have I no Friend? (quoth he:) he fpake it twice, 
And urg’d it twice together, did he not ¢ 

Ser. He did. 

Ex. And {peaking it, he wiftly look’d on me, 
As who Shall fay, | would thou wer’t the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; 
Meaning the King at Pomfret: Come, let’s go, 


| am the Kings Friend, and will rid his Foe. [Exst. 








Scana Quarta. 
Enter Richard. 


Rich, I have been ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where] live, unto the World: 
And for becaufe the World is populous, 

And here is not a Creature but my felf, 

l cannot do it: yet le hammer’t out. 

My Brain, I'le prove the Female to my Soul, 
My Soul, the Father : and thefe two beget 

A Generation of Still breeding Thoughts, 

And thele fame Thoughts, People this little World 
In humours, like the People of this World, 

For no Thought is contented. The better fort, 
As Thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With Scruples, and do fet the Faith it felf 
Againft the Faith:asthus:Come little ones:and then again, 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camel 

To threed the Poftern of a Needles cye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition they do plot 
Unlikely Wonders; how thefe vain weak Nails 
May tear a paflage though the Flinty ribs 

Of this hard World, my ragged Prifon Walls : 
And for they cannot, dye in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves, 
That they are not the frft of Fortunes Slaves, 
Nor fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stocks, rae their fhame 
That many have, and others muft fit there , 

And in this Thought, they find a kind of eafe, 
Bearing their own Misfortune on the back 

Of fuch as have before endur’d the like. 

Thus play | in one Prifon, many people, 

And none contented. Sometimes am! King: 
Then Treafon makes me with my felf a Beggar, 
And fo tam. Then crufhing Penury, 

Perfwades me, I was better whena King : 
Then am 1 King’d again: and by and by, 
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Think that Iam un-king’d by Bulingbrook , 
And freight am nothiug. But what e're 1 am, CMufick. 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 
With nothing fhall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Mufick doI hear ? 
Ha, ha? keep time: How fowr fiveet Mufick is, 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept? 
So isic in the Mufick of mens lives : 
And here have | the daintinefs of ear 
To hear time broke in a diforder’d ftring : 
But for the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had not an Ear to hear my true Time broke. 
l waited Time, and now doth Time wafte me: 
For now hath Tnne made me his numbring Clock , 
My Thoughts are Minutes; and with Sighs they jar, 
Their Watches to mine Eies, the outward Watch, 
Whereto my Finger, like a Dials point, 
Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the found that tells what Hour it is, 
Are clamorous Groans, that {trike upon my Heart, 
Which isthe Bell: fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 
Shew Minntes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs pofting on, in Bulingbrook’s proud joy, 
While I ftand fooling here, his Jack o’th’Clock. 
This Mulick mads me, let ic found no more, 
For thongh it have holp mad men to their wits, 
In me it feems, it will make wife men mad : 
Yet biciling on his heart, that gives it me ; 
lor “tis a fign of love, and love to Rickard, 
lsa ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 
Enter Groom, 
Groo. Hail, Royal Prince. ~ 
Rich, Thanks, Noble Peer. 


‘The cheapeft of us, is ten groats too dear. 


What art thou ? and how com’ft thou hither ? 

Where no man ever comes, but that fad Dog 

That brings me Food, to make Misfortune live ? 

Groo. 1 was a poor Groom of thy Stable (King) 

W hen thou wert King, who travelling towards Tork , 

With much ado, at length have gotten leave, 

To look upon my (fometimes Royal) Mafter’s Face. 

O how ic yearn’d my heart, when | beheld 

In London- Streets, that Coronation day, 

VVhen Ballingbrook rode on Roan Barbary, 

That Horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 

a ea ur | fo a have dreft. 

sch, Rode he on Barbary ? tell me, gentle Fr} 

How went he under him ? i d SRi 
Groo. So proudly, as if he had difdain’d the ground. 
Rich. So proud, that Bullinebrock, was on his back - 

That Jade hath eat Bread from my Royal Hand. ` 

This Hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 

Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall down 

(Since pride muft have a fall) and break the neck 

Of that proud man, that did vfurp his back ? 

Forgivenefs, Horfe: why do I rail on thee, 

Since thou, created to be aw’d by man, 

Was’t born to bear ? I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet | bear a burthen like an Af, 

Spur-gall’d, and tyr’d by jauncing Bullingbrock, 

Enter Keeper with a aifh. 

Keep. Fellow, give place, here is no longer ftay. 

Rich. If thou love me, ’cis time thou wer’t away. 

Groo. W hat my Tongue dares not, that my Heart hhall fay 
Xir 

Keep. My Lord, wil’t pleafe you to fall to ? - 

Rich. Tafte of it firit, as thou wert wont to do. 

Keep. My Lord, i dare nor Sir Prerce of Exron 

Who lately came from th’King,commands the contrary 
Rich. The Devil take Henry of Lancafter, and thee ; 

Patience is ftale, and I am weary of it. ] 
Keep. Help, help, help. 

Emer Exton and Servants, 
Rs. How now? what means death in this rude affault ; 
Ee 2 Villain 
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Villain, thine own hand yields thy deaths Inftrument, 
Go thou and fill another Room in Hell. 
LExton ffrikes him down. 

That Hand fhall burn in never-quenching Fire, 
That ftaggers thus my Perfon. Exton, thy fierce Hand, 
Hath with the Kings Blood, ftain’d the Kings own Land. 
Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat is up on high, 
Whilf my grofs flefh finks downward here to dye. 

Exton. As full of Valour as of Royal Blood, 
Both havel fpilt : Oh would the deed were good, 
For now the Devil that told me ! did well, 
Says, that this Deed is chronicled in Hell. 
This dead King to the living King le bear, 


Take hence the reft, and give them burial here. [Exir. 





Scena Quinta. 


Flourifh, Enter Bullingbrook, York, with other 
Lords and Attendants, 


Bull, Uncle York, the lateft News we hear, 
Is that the Rebels have confum’d with Fire 
Our Town of Ciceter in Gloucester fhire, 
But whether they be cane or flain, we hear not. 
Enter Northumberland. 
Welcome, my Lord: what is the News? 
Nor, Firft tothy Sacred State wifh I all happinefs : 
The next News is, I have to London fent 
The Heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large difcourfed in this Paper here. 
Bull, We thank thee gentle Percey for thy pains, 
And to thy Worth willadd right worthy Gains. 
Enter Fitz-waters. 
Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford {ent to London, 
The Heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely, 
Two of the dangerous conforted Traytors, 
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That fought'at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Bull. Thy pains, £itz-waters, fhall not be forgot, 

Right Noble is thy Merit, welll wor. 
Enter Percy and Carlile. 

Per, The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Wefl minfter, 
W ith clog of Confcience, and fower Melancholy, 
Hath yielded up his Body to the Grave: 

But here is Carlile, living to abide 
Thy Kingly doom, and fentence of his pride. 

Bull. Carlile, this is your dooni: 

Chufe out fome fecret place, fome reverend Room 
More than thou haft, and with it joy thy felf : 
So as thou liv’[tin peace, dye free from ftrife : 
For though mine Enemy thou haft ever been, 
High {parks of Honour in thee have I feen. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton, Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried fear. Herein all breathlefs lies 
The mightielt of thy greateft Enemies, 

Richard of Bourdeaux by me hither brought. 

Buli. Exton] thank thee not, for thon haft wrought 
A Deed of Slaughter with thy fatal Hand, 

Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. 

Ex. From your own Mouth my Lord, didi this Deed. 

Rull, They love not Poyfon, that doPoyfon need, 
Nor dol thee: though! did wifh him dead, 

I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered, 


‘The Guilt of Confcience take thou for thy labour, 


But neither my Good Word, nor Princely Favour. 
With Catz go wander through the hade of niglit, 
And never fhew thy head by day, nor light. 

Lords, I proteft my Soul is full of Wo, 

That Blood fhould {prinkle me, and make me grow, 
Come mourn with me, for that I do lament, . 
And put on fullen black incontinent : 

le make a Voyage to the Holy land, 

To wafh this Blood off from my Guilty Hand, 


| March fadly after, grace my Mourning here, 
In weeping after this untimely Beer. 


[ Exeunt, 
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Attus Primus, Scena Prima, 





Enter the King, Lord John of Lancafter, Earl Whofe worft was, That the Noble Adortimer, 
of Weltmerland, with others, Leading the men of Herefordfhire to fight 
Againft the irregular and wild Glexdomer 
Was by the rude hands of that Welfiman taken, 
.| And athoufand of his People butchered : 
O thaken as we arc, fo wan with Care, Upon whofe dead Corps there was fuch mifufe, 
Find we atime for frighted Peace to pant, Such beaftly, fhamelefs transformation, 
And breathe fhort winded accontsofnew Broils | By thofe Welfhwomen done, as may not be 
To be commienc’d in Storms afar remote : (Without much fhame) re-told or fpoken of. 
No more the thirfty Entrails of this Soy], King. lt feems then, that the tidings of this Broil, 
Í Shall damb her lips with her own Childrens blood : Brake off our bufinefs for the Holy Land. 
I No more fhall trenching War channel her Fields, Weft. This matcht, with other like , my gracious Lord, 
| Nor brnife her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs Far more uneven and unwelcome News 
| Of Hoftile Paces. Thofe oppofed Eyes, Came from the North, and thus it did report: 
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heaven, On Holy-Rood day, the gallant Hor/pur there, 
All of one Nature, of one Subftance bred, Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
| Did lately mect in the inteftine fhock, That ever-valiant and appproved Scor, 
And furious clofe of civil Butchery, At Holmedon met, where they did fpend 
Shall now in mutual well befeeming Ranks A fad and bloody honr : 
March all one way, aud be no more oppos’d As by difcharge of their Artillery 
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies, And fhape of likelihood the News was told : 
| The edge of War, like an ill-fheathed Knife, For he that brought them, in the very Heat 
+ No more fhall cut his Mafter. Therefore, Friends, And pride of their Contention, did take Horfe, 
i As far as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, Uncertain of the iflue any way. 
Whofe Souldier now, under whofe bleffed Crofs King. Here isa dear and true induftrious Friend, 
Weare imprefled, and eagag’d to fight, Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe, 
į Forthwith a Power of Engli hall we levy, Stain’d with the variation of each Soy), 
} Whole Arms were moulded in their Mothcer’s Womb. Betwixt the Holmedon, and this Seatof ours: 
| To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, And he hath brought us fmooth and welcome News. 
| Over whofe Acres walk?d thofe bleffed fect The Earl of Dowglas is difcomfited, 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail’d Ten thoufand bold Scors, two and twenty Knights 
For our advantage on the bitter Crofs. Balk’c in their own blood did Sir Walter fee 
| But this our purpofe is a Twelvemonth old, On Holmedon?s Plains. Of Prifoners, Hot {pur took 
And bootlefs ’tis to tell you we will go: Mordake Earl of Fife, and eldeft Son 
Therefore we meet not now. Then jet me hear To beaten Dowglas, and she Earl of Arbol, 
-Of you my gentle Coufin Weffmerland, Of Marry, Angus, and Aenreith, 
W hat yefternight our Conncil did decree, And is not this an Honourable Spoyl ? 
In forwarding this dear Expedience. A gallant Prize ? Ha, Conlin, isitnot 2 In faith itis. 
Weft. My Liege: This hafte was hot in queftion, Weft, A Conquelt for a Prince to boatt of. 
And many limits of the Charge fet down King, Yea, there thou mak?it me fad, and mak’ft me fin; 
But yefternight: Whenallathwart there came In envy, that my lord Northumberland 
A Poft from Wales, loaden with heavy News; Should be the Father of fobleft a Son : 


Ea A Son 


King, 
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A Son, who isthe Theam of Hononr’s Tongue : 
Amongft a Grove, the very ftreighteft Plant, 
Who is fweet Fortune’s Minion, and her pride: 
Whilit J by looking on the Praife of him, 
See Ryot and Difhonour {tain the Brow 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov’d, 
That fome Night-tripping Fayry had exchang?d, 
In Cradle cloaths, our Children where they lay, 
And call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine : 
But let him from my thoughts. What think you Coze 
Of this young Percie’s Pride ? The Prifoners, 
Which he in this Adventure hath furpriz’d, 
To his own ufe he keeps, and fends me word 
] fhall have none but Afordake Earl of Fife. 

Weft. This is his Uncles teaching. This is Worcefter, 
Malevolent to you in all Afpetts : 
Which makes him prune himfelf, and briftle up 
The creft of Youth againft your Dignity. 

King. But Ihave fent for him to anfwer this : 
And for this caufe a while we muit neglect 
Our holy purpofe to Fernfalem. 
Coufin, on Wednefday next, our Council we will hold 
At Windfor, fo inform the Lords, 
But come your felf with {peed to us again, 
For more is to be faid, and tobe done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 


Weft. 1 will, my Liege. [l Exennt. 





Scena Secunda. 


nter Henry Prince of Wales,Sir John Fal- 
{taff, and Poins. 


Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad? 

Prinee, Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and fleeping 
upon Benches in the afternoon, that thou haft forgotten to 
demand that truly, which thou wouldft truly know. What 
a devil haft thou to do withthe time of the day ? unlefs 
Hour’s were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons, and 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping-houfes, and the blefled Sun himfelf a fair hot 
Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata,I fee no reafon why thou 
fhould{t be fo fuperfluous, to demand the time of the day. 

Fal, Indeed you came near me now, Hal. For we that 
take Purfes, go by the Moon and feven Stars, and not 
by Phebus, he, that wandring Knight fo fair. And] 
pray thee {weet Wag, when thon art King, as God 
fave thy Grace, Majeity I fhould fay, for Grace thou 
wilc have none. 

Prince. What ! none ? 

Fal. No,not fo muchas will ferve to be Prologue to an 
Egg and Butter. 

Prince. Well, how then ? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, fweet Wag, when thou art King, 
let not usthat are Squires of the Nights-body, be call’d 
Thieves of the days Beauty. Let us be Diana’s Forelt- 
ers, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon : and 
let men fay, webe men of good Government, being go- 
verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft Miftrefs the 

| Moon, under whofe countenance we fteal. 

Prince. Thou fay7ft well, and it holds well too: for the 
Fortune of us that are the Moons men, doth ebband flow 
like the Sea, being governcd as the Seais, by the Moon : 
as for proof. Now a Purfe of Gold moft refolutely fnatch’d 
on Monday night, and moft diffolutely fpent on Tuefday 
morning , got with fwearing,Laid by : And fpent with cry- 
inig,Bring in: Now in as low an ebb, as the foot of the Lad- 
dersand by and by inas higha flow as the ride of the Gallows. 

Fal. Thon fay’ft true, Lad: And is not my Hoftefs of 
the Tavern a moft fwect Wench ? 
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_ Prince. Asis the Honey, my old Lad of the Caftle: and 
is not a Buff Jerkin a moft {weet Robe of durance ? 

Fal. How, how ? how now mad Wag ? What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities ? Whata Plague have I to do 
with a Buff Jerkin ? 

Prince. Why, what a Pox have I todo with my Hoftefs 
of the Tavern ? 

Fal. Well, thou haft cald her toa reckoning many 
a time and oft. 

Prince. Did { ever call thee for to pay thy part ? 

Fal. No, Ple give thee thy due, thou haft paid all there. 

Prince. Yea and elfewhere, fo far as my Coyn would 
{tretch, and where it would not, I have us’d my Credit. 

Fal. Yea, and fo us’d it, that were it here apparent, 
that thou art Heir apparent. But I prythee fweet Wag, 
fhal! chere be Gallows tanding in England when thou art 
King ? and Refolution thus fobb’d as it is, with the rufty 
curb ofold Father Antick the Law ? Do not thou when | 
thou art a King, hanga Thief. 

Prince. No, thou fhalt. 

Fal. Shall i ? O rare ' Ple be a brave Judge. 

Prince, Thou judgeft falfe already. 1 mean, thou fhalt 
have the hanging of the Thieves, and fo become a rare 
Hangman. 

Fal. Well, Hal, well: and in fome fort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you. 

Prince. For obtaining of Suits ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no lean Wardrobe. Jam as Melancholly asa 
Gyb-Cat, or alugg’d Bear. 

Prin, Or anold Lion, or a Lovers Lute. 

Fal, Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnfhire Bagpipe. 

Prin, What fay’{t thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly of 
Moor-Ditch ? 

Fal. Thou haft the moft unfavoury fimiles,and art indeed 
the moft comparative rafcalleft {weet young Prince. But, 
Hal, \prythee trouble meno more with vanity, I would 
thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good Names were 
to be bought: an old Lord of the Council rated me the 
other day in the ftreet about you, Sir ; but | mark’d him 
not, and yet he talk’d very wifely, but 1 regarded him not, 
and yet he talkt wifely, and in the {treet too. 

Prince. Thou didft well: for no man regards it. 

Fal, O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed a- 
ble to corrnpt a Saint. Thou haft done much harm unto 
me, “al, God forgive thee for it. Before | knew thee, Hal, 
I knew nothing : and now J am (if a man fhould {peak truly) 
little better than one of the wicked. I muft give over this 
life, and I will give it over : and1 do not, Jam a Villain. 
Ple be damned for never a Kings Son in Chriftendom. 

Prin. Where fhall we take a Purfe to morrow, Fack? 

Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, le make one : and I do 
not, call me Villain, and baffle me. 

Prin. | feea good amendment of life in thee: From 
Praying, to Purfe-taking. 

Fal, Why, Hal, *tismy Vocation, Hal. °Tis no fin for 
aman to labonr in his Vocation. 

Poin. Now fhall we know if Gads-bill have feta 
Watch. O, if men were to be faved by merit, what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moft om- 
nipotent Villain, that ever cryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Prin. Good morrow, Ned. 

Pon, Good morrow, fweet Hal. What fays Monfeur 
Remorfe ? What fays Sir John Sack and Sugar, Jack ¢ 
How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soul, that thou 
foldeft him on Good-Fryday laft, for a Cup of Madera, 
and a cold Capons leg ? 

Prin. Sir Fobn ftands to his word, the Devil fhall have 
his Bargain, for he was never yet a Breaker of Proverbs ; 
He will give the Devil bis due, l 

Poin. Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy word with 
the Devil. | 

Prin. Elfe he had been damn’d for cozening the Devil. 

Poin. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by 

tour 
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four a Clock early at Gads-hill there are Pilgrims going to 
Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to 
London wich fat Purfes. have Vizards for youall, you 
have Horfes for your felves: Gads-hill lies to night in Ro- 
chester, I have befpoke Supper to Morrow in Eaftcheap 5 
we may do itas fecure as fleep: if you will go, I will ftaft 
your Purfes full of Crowns: if you willnot, tarry at home 
and be hang’d. 

Fal. Hear ye Yedward, if [tarry at home, and go not, 
Ple hang you for going. 

Poin. You will, Chops. 

Fal, Hal, Wilt thou make one? 

Prin, Who, I rob? [a Thief? not I. 

Fal. There’s neither honefty,manhood,nor good fellow- 
hip in thee, nor thou cam’t not of the Blood Royal, if 
thou dar ft not ftand for ten Shillings. 

Prin, Well then, once in my days Ple be a mad-cap. 

Fal, Why, that’s well faid. 

Prin. Well, come what will, ("le tarry at home. 

Fal. Pile be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 

Prin, | care not. 

Pon, Sir John, | prethee leave the Prince and me a- 
lone,| will lay him down fuch Reafons for this Adventure, 
that he fhall go. 

Fal. Well,may’ft thou have the fpirit of Perfwafion ; and 
he the Ears of profiting, that what thou fpeakelt, may 





























Prince may (for recreation fake) prove a falfe Thief; for 
the poor abufes of the time, want countenance. Farewell, 
you thall find me in Eaft-cheap. 

Prin. Farewel the latter Spring. Farewel Allhollown 
Summer. [Ext Fal. 

Poin. Now, my good {weet honey Lord, ride with us to 
morrow. | have a jeaft co execute,that | cannot manage a- 
lone. Falftaff, Harvey, Roffil, and Gads-hill, fhall rob 
thofe men that we have already way-laid; your felf and | 
will not be there: and when they have the Booty, if 
you and! do not rob them,cut this Head from my Shoulders. 

Prin, Buthow (hall we part with them in fetting forth ? 

Poin, Why, we will fet forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our plea- 
fure to fait, and then will they venture upon the Exploit 
thenifelves, which they have no fooner atchieved,but we'll 
fet upon them. - 

Prin. | but’tis like that they will know us by our Horfes,by 
our Habits,and by every otherAppointmentto be our felvs. 

Poy, Tut, our Horfes they fhall not fee, Ple tyc them 
in the wood ; our Vizards we will change after we leave 
them: and Sirrah,{ have Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immask our noted outward Garments. 

Prix, Butl doubt they will be too hard for us. 

’ Poin. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true 
bred Cowards as ever turn’d back: and for the third, if 
he fight longer than he fees Reafon, Ple forfwear Arms. 
The vertue of this Jeaft will be, the incomprehenfible lies 
that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper ; 
how thirty at leaft he fought with, what wards, what 
blows, what extremities he endured; and in the reproof 
of this, lies the Jeaft. 

Prin, Well, Ple go with thee, provide us all things ne- 
ceflary, and meet me to morrow night in Eaftcheap, there 
Ple fup. Farewel. 

Poin, Farewel, my Lord. [Exit Poins, 

Prin. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyoak’d Humour of your Idlenefs ; 

Yet herein willl imitate the Sen, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious Clouds 
To fmother up his Beauty from the World ; 
That when he pleafe a" to be himfelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly Mifts 
Of Vapoors, that did feem to ftrangle him. 
If all che year were playing Holidays, 

To fport, would be as tedious as to work 3 


move ; and what he hears may be believed, that the true | 
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But when they feldomcome, they wifht-for come, 
And nothing pleafeth but rare Accidents. 

So when this loofe Behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promifed - 

By how much better than my Word I am, 

By fo much fhall I falfifie mens Hopes, 

And like bright Metal ona fullen groud 

My Reformation glittering o’re my Fault 

Shall fhew more goodly, and attract more Eyes, 


| Than that which hath no {oyl to fet it off. 


Ple fo offend, to make Offence a skill, 
Redeeming time, when men think leaft I will. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter the King, Northumberland, Worcefter, Hot- 
fpur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others, 


King. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapc to ftir ac thefe Indignities, 
And you have found me; for accordingly, 
You tread upon my Patience: But be fure, 
I will from henceforth rather be my felf, 
Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition, 
Which hath been fmooth as Oy], foft as young Down, 
And therefore loft the Title of Refpect, 
W hich the proud ne’re pays, but to the proud. 

Wor. Our Houle (my Soveraign Liege) little deferves 
The feurge of Greatnefs to be ufed on it, 
And that fame Greatnefs too, which our own hands 
Have holp to make ío portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worcefter get thee gone : for I do fee 
Danger and Difobedience in thine Eye. 
O Sir, your Prefence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majefty might never yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a Servant brow, 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your ufe and counfel, we fhall fend for you. 
You were about to fpeak. 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 
Thofe Prifoners in your Highnefs Name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were (as he fays) not with fuch ftrength deny’d 
As was delivered to your Majefty : 
Who either through envy, or mifprifion, 
Was guilty of this fault : and not my Son. 

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners. 
Byt, | remember when the fight was done, 

en | was dry with Rage, and cxtream Toy], 

Breathlefs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreft ; 
Frefh as a Bride-groom, and his Chin new reapt, 
Shew’d like a ftubble Land at Harveft home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And *twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 
A Pouneet Box: whichever and anon 
He gave his Nofe, and took’t away again : 
Who therewith angry; when it next came there, 
Took it in Snuff. And ftill he fmil’d and talk?d: 
And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 
He call’d them untavght Knaves, Unmannerly, 
To bring a flovenly unhandfome Coarfe 
Betwixt the wind, and his Nobility. 
With many Holiday and Lady terms 
He queftion’d me : Among the reft, demanded 
My Prifoners, in your Majefties behalf. 
[ then, all-fmarting with my wounds being cold, 
(To be fo peftered with a Popingay ) 
Out of my gricf, and my impatience, 
Anfwerd (neglectingly) | know not what, 
He fhould or fhould not : For he made me mad, 
To fec him fhine fo brisk, and fmell fo {weet, 
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And talk fo like a Waiting Gentle woman, 
f Guns, and Drums,and Wounds :God fave the mark , 
And telling me, the Soveraign’f thing on Earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward Bruife: 
And that it was great pity, fo it was, 
That Villanous Salt-peter fhould be digp’d 
Out of the Bowels of the harmlefs Earth, 
Which many a good tall Fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly. And but for thefe vile Guns, 
He would himfelf have been a Souldier. 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his (my Lord) 
Made me to anfwer indirectly (as I faid.) 
And | befeech you, Jet not this .Reporr 
Come currant for an Accuiatioh, 
Betwixt my Love and your high Majefty. 
Blunt. The Circumftance confidered, good my Lord, 
Whatever Harry Percie then had faid, 
To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place, 
At fuch atime, with all the reft retold, 
May reafonably die, and never rife 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he unfay it now. 
King. Why yet be doth deny his Prifoners, 
But with Provifo and Exception, 
That we at our own Charge, fhall ranfom ftreight 
His Brother-in Law the foolifh Mortimer, 
Who (in my Soul) hath wilfully betra’yd 
The lives of thofe, that he did lead to Fight, 
Againft the great Magician, damn’d Glendower, 
Whofe Daughter (as we hear) the Earl of March 
Hath larely married. Shai) our Coffers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a Traitor home ? 
Shall we buy Treafon? and indent with Fears, 
When they have loft and forfeited themfelves ? 
No: on thebarren Mountains let him ftarve: 
For I fhall never hold that man my Friend, 
Whofe Tongue fhall ask me for one penny coft 
To ranfom nome revolted Mortimer. 
Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 
e never did fall off, my Soveraign Liege, 
But by the Chance of War: to prove that true, 


Needs no more but one Tongue. For all thofe Wounds, 


Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn’s Sedgie Bank, 

In fingle oppolition hand to hand 

He did contound the beft part of an hour 

In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 


Three times they breath’d.and three times did they drink 


Upon agreement of fwift Severn’s Flood ; 
Who then affrighted with their Bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his crifped head in a hollow Bank, 
Blood-ftained with thefe valiant Combatants. 
Never did bafe, and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer 

Receive fo many, and all willingly - 

Then let him not be flander’d with Revolt. 


King. Thou do’ft belye him, Perey, thou do’ft belye him ; 


He never did encounter with Glendower : 

I tell thee, he durft as well have met the Devi! alone, 

As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. 

Art thou not afham’d ? But, Sirrah, henceforth 

Let me not hear you {peak of Mortimer. 

Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedieft means, 

Or you fhall hear in fuch 2 kind from me 

As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumberland 

We licenfe your departure with your Son, 

Send us your Prifoners,or you'll hear of ic. [Fait King. 
fot, And ifthe Devil come and roar for them, 

I will not fend them. I will after ftreight 

And tell him fo: for I will eafe my Heart, 

Although it be with hazard of my Head. 


Nor. What ? drunk with Choller?{tay and paufea while, | Drives him beyond the bounds of Patience. 





The firft Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


Here comes your Uncle. { Exter Worcefler 
Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? 
Yes, I will [peak of him, and let my Soul 
Want mercy, if 1 do not joyn with him. 
In his behalf, Ple empty all thofe Veins, 
And hed my dear Blood drop by drop i'th’ duf, 
But I will ft che downfaln Mortimer 
As high i'th’air as this unthankful King, 
As this ingrate and cankred Bullingbrook, 
Nor. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad. 
Wor. Who ftrook this heat up after I was gone ? 
Hot. He will (forfooth} have all my Prifoners : 
And when I urg’°d the Ranfom once again 
Of my Wives Brother, then his cheek look’d pale, 
Aad on my Face he turn’d an Eye of death, 
Trembling even atthe Name of Mortimer, 
Wer. I cannot blame him: was he not proclaim?d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 
Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
(Whofe wrongs in us God pardon) did fet forth 
Upon his Jrifh Expedition : 
From whence, he intercepted, did return 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murthered. 
Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide 
Live fo fcandaliz’d, and foully fpoken of. (mouth 
Hot. But foft, | pray you , did King Richard then 
Proclaim my Brother Adort:mer, 
Heir to the Crown ? 
Nor He did, my felf did hear it. 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Coufin King, 
That wifh’d him on the barren Mountains ftarv’d. 
But fhall ic be, that you that fet the Crown 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
And for his fake wore the detefted Blot 
Of murtherous Subornations ? fhall it be, 
That you a world of Curfes undergo, 
Being the Agents, or bafe fecond Means, 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardon, if that! defcend fo low, 


To fhew the Line, and the Predicament 


Whercin you range undet this fubtle King. 
Shall it for fhame, be fpoken in thefe days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your Nobiliry and Power, 
Did gage them both in an unjuft behalf 
(As both of you, God pardon it,-have done) 
To put down Richard, that {weet lovely Rofe, 
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Bull:ngbrook,? 
And thall it in more fhame be further fpoken, 
That you are fooPd, difcarded and fhook off 
By him, for whom thefe Shames ye underwent ? 
No: yet time ferves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banifh’d Honours, and reftore your felves 
{nto the good thoughts of the world again. 
Revenge the jeering and difdain’d Contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
Ta anfwer al! the Debt he owes unto you, 
Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths: 
Therefore | fay 
Wor. Peace, Coulin, fay no more. 
And now I will unclafp a fecret Book, 
And to your quick conveying Difcontents, 
Ple read you Matter, deep and dangerous, 
As full of peril and adventurous Spirit, 
As to o’re-walk a Current, roaring loud, 
On the unftedfaft footing ofa Spear. 
Hot. If he fall in, good night, or fink or fwir ; 
Send danger from the Eaft unto the W 
So Honour crofs in from the North to South,- 
And let them grapple: The Blocd more ftirs 
Torowze a Lyon, ‘than to ftart a Hare. 
Nor. Imagination of fome great Exploit, 





Hot. 
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Hor, By Heaven, methinks it were an eafie leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac’d Moon, 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

-| Where Fadom-line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks: 
So he chat doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without Co-rival, all her Dignities ¢ 
But out upon this half-fac’d Fellowfhip. 
Wor He apprehends a world of Figures here, 
| But not the Form of what he fhould attend : 
+ Good Coufin give me audience for a while, 
| And lift to me, 

Hor, | cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame Noble Scots 
That are your Prifoners. 

Hor, Vie keep them all. 

By Heaven, he thall not havea Scot of them: 
No, if aScot woyld fave his Soul, he fhall not- 
Ple keep them, by this Hand. 
| - Wor. You ftart away, 
And lend no ear unto my Purpofes. 
Thofe Prifoners you fhall keep. 

Hor. Nay, | will, that’s flac: 
He faid he would not Ranfom Mortimer ; 
Forbad my Tongue to fpeak of Mortimer. 
But Iwill find him when he lies afleep, 
And in his Ear Ple holla, Aorrimer. 
Nay, Vle havea Starling thall be taug hr. to fpcak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger {till in motion. 

Wor. Hear you, Coufin: A word. 

for. All Scudieshere | folemnly defie, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bullingbrook, 
And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales, 
But that I think lis Father loves him not, 
And would be glad he met with fome MiSchance, 
1 would have poyfon’d him with a pot of Ale. 

Wor, Farewell, Kiniman: Ple talk to you 
When you are temper’d to attend. 

Nor, Why what a wafp-tongu’d and impatient Fool 
Art thou, to break into this Womans mood, 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own ? 

for, Why took you,! am whiptand fcourg?d with rods? 
Netled, and ftung wich Pifmiers, when] hear 
Of this vile Politician Bulsngbrook, 

In Richard’stime ? What de’ye call the place ? 
A plague upon’t, it is in Glocefter-fhire ; 
”T was where the madcap Duke his Uncle kept, 
His UncleYork, where | firft bow’d my Knee 
Unto the King of Smiles, this Bullingbrook: 
When youand he came back from Ravenfparg. 
Nor. At Barkley Cattle. 
Flor, You fay true: 
Why what a gaudy deal of Curtefie 
This fawning Gray-hound thendid proffer me. 
Look when his infant Fortune came to age, 
And gentle #Zarry Perey, and kind Coufin: 
O, the Devil take fuch Cozeners, God forgive me: 
Good Uncle tell your tale, for 1 have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to’r again, 
Wel ftay your leifnre. i 

Hot. | havé done, infooth. 

Wor. Then once morecto your Scottifh Prifoners. 
Deliver them up without their Ranfom ttreight, 
And make the Dowglas Son your onely mean 
For Powers in Scotland: Which for divers Reafons 
Which} fhall fend you written, be affurd 
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord. 
Your Son in Scorland being thus employ’d,, 
Shall fecretly in the bofom creep 
Of that fame noble Prelate, well belov’d, 
The Arch-Bifhop, 

Hot, Of Tork, is’t not? 

Wor. True, who bears hard 
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His Brothers death at Briffow, the Lord Scroop. 
[ fpeak not this in eftimation, 
As what I thiak might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fer down, 
And onely ftays but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that fhall bring it on. 
for. | {mell it: 
Upon my life, itwill do wondrous well. 
Nor. Before the game’sa foot, thou fill leteh flip, 
flor. Why, itcannot choofe but bea noble Plot, 
And then the Power of Scotland, and of York 
To joyn with Mortimer, Ha. 
Wer. And fo they fhall. 
ffor. In faith it is exceeding-well aim’d. 
Wor. And tis no little Reafon bids us f{peed, 
To fave our Heads, by raifing of a Head: 
For, bear our felves as even as we can, 
The King will always think him in oor debt, 
And think we think our felves unfatisfied, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And fee already, how he doth begin 
To make us ftrangers to his looks of love. 
flor, He does, he does; we'll be reveng’d on him. 
Wor. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this, 
Than I by Letters fhall direct your courfe ; 
W hentume is ripe, which will be fuddenly, 
Ple fteal to Glendower, and lo, Mortimer, 
Where you, and Domglas, and our Powers at once, 
Asl will falhion it, all happily meet, 
To bear our Fortunes in our own ftrong Arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
Nor. Farewell, good Brother, we fhal! thrive, I treft. 
Hot, Uncle, adieu: O let Honrs be fhort, 
Till fields, and blows,and groans applaud our fport.[ Exit. 





Aflus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
Enter a Carrier, with a Lanthornin his hand, 


1. Car. Heigh ho, an’t be not four by the day Ple be 
hang’d. Charles wain is over the new Chimney, and yet 
our Horfe not packt. What, Oftler ? 

Oft. Anon, anon. 

1. Car. | prethee Tom, beat Cats Saddle, put a few 
Flocks in the point : The poor Jade is wrung in the Wi- 
thers, out of all cefs. 

Enter another Carrier. - 

2. Can. Peafeand Beansare asdank hereasa Dog, and 
this is the next way to give poor Jades the Bots: This 
Houfe is turned upfide down fince Robs the Oftler died. 

1. Car. Poor fellow never joy?d fince the price of Oats 
rofe, it was the death of him. 

2. Car. l think this is the moft Villanous Houfe in ail 
London road for Fleas: Iam ftung like a Tench. 

1. Car. Likea Tench ? There’sne’rea King in Chri- 
(tendom, could bebetter bit, than I have been fince the 
firt Cock. 

2.Car, Why, youwillallowus ne’era Jourden, and 
then we leak in your Chimney: And your Chamber-lye 
breeds Fleas like a Loach. 

1. Car. What Oftler, come away, and be hang’d 
come away. 

2. Car, | havea Gammon of Bacon, and two razes of 
Ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing -cro/s. 

1.Car. The Turkies in my Panniers are quite ftarved. 
What Oltler ? a plague on thee, haft thou never an eye 

in thy head? canft not hear ? and *twere not as good a 
deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, lam avery Vil- 
lain. Come and be hang’d, haft no faith in thee ? 
Enter Gads-hill. 
Gad. Good morrow, Carriers. What’sa Clock ? 
Car. | think it be two a Clock. 





Gad. 
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Gad. 1 prethee lend me thy Lanthorn to fee my Geld- 
ing in the Stable, 

t. Car. Nay, foft 1 pray ye, I know a trick worth 
two of chat. 

Gad. \ prethee lend me thine. 

2. Car 1, when, canft tell? lend me thy Lanthorn 
(quoth-a) marry Pie fee thee hang’d frit. 

Gad. Sirrah, Carrier: what time do you mean to come 
to London ? 

2. Car, Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, I 
warrant thee. Come Neighbour A4ugges, we'lj calf up the 
Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they have 
great charge. [Excunt. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Gad. What ho, Chamberlain ? 

Cham. At hand quoth Pick purfe. 

Gad. That’s even as fair, as at hand quoth the Cham- 
berlain: For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur- 
fes, than giving direction doth from labouring. Thou 
lay’it the plot, how. 

Cham. Good morrow Malter Gads-bill, it holds cur- 
rant that! told you yefternight. There’s a Franklin in the 


wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred Marks with. 


him in Gold: I heard him tell it to one of his Company 
Jaft night at Supper ; a kind of Auditor, one that hath 
abundance of Charge too, ( God knows what ) they are 
up already, and call for Eggs and Butter. They will 
away prefently. 

Gad. Sirrah, if they meet not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
Ple give thee this neck. 

Cham. No, Vle none of it: | prethee keep that for the 
Hangman, forl know thou worhip t S. Nicholas as 
truly as aman of falfhood may. 

Gad. \What talkeft thou to me of the Hangman ? If 
l hang le make a fat pair of Gallows. For if I hang, 
old Sir Fok hangs with me, and thou know’ft he's no 
Straveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that thou 
dream’{t not of, the which (for fport fake) are content to 
do the Profeflion fome grace ; that would ( if matters 
fhould be look’d into) for their own Credit fake, make 
all whole. I am joyned with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no 
Long-f{taff fix penny ftrikers, none of thefe mad Mufta- 
chio-purple-hu’d-Malt-worms, but with Nobility, and 
Tranquility ; Burgomalters, and great Oneyers, fuch as 


can hold in, fuch as will ftrike fooner than fpeak ; and: 


fpeak fooner than drink, and drink fooner than pray ; 
and yet Í lye, for they pray continually unto their Saint 
the Common-wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but 
prey on her: for they ride up and down on her, and 
make her their Boots. 

Cham. What, the Common-wealth their Boots ? Will 
(he hold out water in foul way ? 

Gad. She will, fhe will; Juftice hath liquor’d her. 
We fteal, as in a Caitle, Cock-fare: we have the receit of 
Fern-feed, we walk invifiole. 

Cham. Nay,! think rather, you are more beholding 
tothe Night,than the Fern-feed,for your walking invifible. 
Gad. Give me thy hand. i 
Thou fhalt have a hare in our purpofe, 
As I am a true man. 
Cham, Nay father let me have it ,as you are a falfe Thief. 
Gad. Go to: Homo is a common name to all men. 
Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the Stable. 
Farewell, ye muddy knave. (Exennt. 


j 





Scena Secunda. 


Emer Prince, Poyrs, and Peto. 


Poyns. Come fhelter, fhelter, I have removed Falftafs 
Horfe, and he frets like a gumm’d Velvet. 
Prin. Stand clofe. 


T be firft Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


aa Enter Folel, 

es, Poynes, and be hang’d Poyzes. 
Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney’d Ralea, what a 
doft thou keep ? 

Fal. What Poynes, Alal ? 

Prin. He is walk’d up to the top of the Hill, Ple go 
feek him. 

Fal, \amaccurft to rob in that Thiefs Company : that 
Rafcal hath removed my Horfe, and tied him I know 
not where. If] travel but four foot by the fquare further 
a foot. 1 fhall break my wind. Well, 1 donbdt not but to 
die a fair death for all this, if 1 fcape hanging for killing 
that Rogue. I have forfworn his company hourly any 
time this two and twenty year, and yet 1 am bewitcht with 
the Rogues company. If the Rafcal have not given me 


bawling ! 


Medicines to make me love him, Ple be hang’d, it could 


not be elfe: Ihave drunk Medicines. Poynes, Hall, a 
Plague. upon you both. Bardolph, Peto: lle ftarve e’re | 
rob a foot further. And ’cwere not as good a deed as to 
drink, to turn True-man, and to leave thefe Rogues, lam 
the verieft Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. Eight 
yards of uneven ground, isthreefcore and ten miles a foot 
with me: and the ftony-hearted Villains know it well 
enough. A plague upon’t, when Thieves cannot be true 
one to another. [They whiftie. 
Whew a plague light upon you all. Give me my Horfe: 
you Rogues: give me my Horfe, and be hang’d. 

Prin, Peace ye fat guts, lie down, lay thine ear clofe to 
the ground,and liftif thoucan hear the treadof Travellers. 

Fal, Have you any Leavers to lift me up again being 
down? Ple not bear mine own flefh fo far afoot again, 
for all the Coyn in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague 
mean ye to colt me thus ? 

Prin, Thou lieft, thou are not colted, thou art wocolted. 

Fal. I prethee good Prince Ha! help me to my Horle, 
good Kings Son. 

Prin. Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler ? 

Fal. Go hang thy felf.in thy own heir-apparent- 
Garters: IfI be ta’ne, I’le peach for this: and! have not 
Ballads made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of 
Sack be my Poyfon: when a jeaft is fo forward, and a 
foot too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads-hill. 

Gad. Stand. 

Fal. Sol do againft my will. 

Poyn, O "tis our Setter, 1 know his voice : 

Bardolf, what News ? 

Bar. Cafe ye, cafe ye, on with your Vizards, there’s 
Money of the Kings coming down the Hill, *ts going to 
the Kings Exchequer. 

Fal, Youlie,you Rogue, ’tis going to the Kings Tavera. 

Gad. There’s enough co make usall. 

Fal. To be hang?d. 

Prin, You four fall front them in the narrow Lane : 
Ned and | will walk lower ; if they fcape from your en- 
counter, then they light on us. 

Pero, But how many be of them? 

Gad, Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Will they not rob us? 

Prin, What, a Coward, Sir Yohn paunch? 

Fal, Indeed I am not Jobn of Ganne your Grand- 
father : but yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin. Well leave that to the proof. 

Pojn. Sirrah Fack, thy Horfe ftands behind the Hedge, 
when thou need’ft him, there fhalc thou find him, fare- 
well, and ftand faft. 

Fal, Now I cannot ftrike him if 1 fhould be hang’d. 

Prin, Ned, whereare our Difguifes ? 

Poy. Here hard by: Stand clofe. j 

Fal. Now my Maiters, happy man be his dole fay 1: 
every man to his bufinefs. 

Enter Travellers. 

Tra, Come, Neighbour: the Boy fhall lead our Horfe: 

down the hill: We?ll a foot a while,.and eafe 7 Legs. 
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Thieves. Stay. 

Tra. Jefu blefs us. i. 

Fal. Strike : down with them, cut the Villains throats; 
a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate us 

youth; down with them, fleece them. 
l Tra, O, we are vadone, both weand ours for ever. 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone ? No 
ye Fat Chul, 1 would yen ftore were here. On Ba- 
cons on, what je Knaves ! , me 
Grand Jurors ? We'll jure ye ?faith. 


C Here chey rob them and bind them, Enter 
the Prince and Poyns. 


Prin, The Thieves have bound the True-men : Now 
could thou and I .rob the Thieves and go merrily to Lon- 
don, it would be Argument for a Week, Laughter for a 
Month, anda good Jeaft for ever. 

Poynes. Stand clofe, | hear chem coming. 

Enter Thieves again. 

Fal. Come my Matters, let us fhare, and then to Horfe 
before day ; and the Prince and Poyncs be not two ar- 
rand Cowards, there’s no equity ftirring. There’s no 
more Valour in that -Poynes, than in a wild Duck. 

Prins Your Money. 

Poyn. Villains. Í 

C As they are fharing, the Prince and Poyns fer upon them., 

They all run away, leaving the Booty chind them. 

Prince, Got with much eafe. Now merrily to Horfe : 
The Thieves are fcattered, and pofleft with fear fo ftrong- 
ly, that they dare not meet each other : each takes his Fel- 

low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falftaff {weats to 
death, and Lards the lean earth as he walks along : wer’e 
not for laughing, I fhould pity him. 


Poyn. How the Rogue roar’d. [ Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Hotfpur folus , reading a Letter. 


_ Bat for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well con- 
tented to be there, in re{pect of the love I bear your Houfe. 
He could be contented : Why is he not then ¢ in refpect 
of the lave he bears our Houfe. He fhews in this, he 
loves his own Barn better than he loves our Houle. Let 
me fee fome more , The purpofe you undertake is dange- 
rons. Why that’s certain: ’Tis dangerous to take a 
cold, to fleep, todrink: but! tell yon (my Lord Fool ) 
out of this Nettle, Danger ; we pluck this Flower, Safe- 
ty. The purpofe you undertake is dangerous, the Fricnds 
you have named uncertain, the Time it felf unforted, and 
yonr whole Ploe too light, for the countcrpoze of fo great 
an Oppofition, Say you fo, fay you fo: I fay unto you a- 
gain, you are a hallow cowardly Hinde, and you lye. 
| What a lack-brain is this ? 1 proteft, our Plot is as good 
| a Plot as ever was laid ; our Friends true and conftanc : 
A good Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectation: An 
| excellent Plot, very good Friends. What a Frofty-fpiri- 
ted rogue is this? Why, my Lord of York, commends the 
Plot, and the general courfe of the action. By this hand, 
if] were now by this Rafcal, I could brain him wich his 
Ladies Fan. Is there not my Father, my Uncle, and 
my fclf, Lord Edmond Mortimr, my Lord of York, 
and Owen Glendower ? Is there not befides, the Dowglas ? 
Have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms 
by the ninth of the next Month ? and are there noc 
fome of them fet forward already ? What 4 Pagan 
Rafcal is this ? An Infidel. Ha, you fhail fee now in 
very fincerity of fear and Cold hearr, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our Proceedings. O, 1 could divide 
my felf, and go to buffets, for moving fucha dith of skim’d 
Milk with f Honourable an Action. Hang him, let him 
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tell che King weare prepared. 1 will fec forwards to night. 
Enter his Lady. 

How now, Kare,| muft leave yoo within thefe two hours. 

La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what Otfeace have I this fortnight been 
A Banifh’d Woman from my /arry’s Bed ? 

Tell me ( {weet Lord ) what is’c that takes from thee 
Thy ftomach, pleafure, and thy golden flcep ? 
Why doft thou card thy Eyes upon the Earth ? 
And ftarc fo often when thon fite’ft alone ? 

Why haft thou loft the freh Blood in thy Cheeks ? 
And given my Treafuresand my Rights of thec, 
Yothick-ey’d mufing, and curft Melancholly ? 

In my faint flumbers, 1 by thee have watcht, 

And heard thee murmur tales of Iron Wars : 

Speak tearmsof mannage to thy bounding Steed, 
Cry courage tothe Field. And thou haft talk’d 

Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 

Of Palizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets. 

Of Bafilisks, of Canon, Culverin. 

Of Prifonersranfom, and of Souldiers flain, 

And all the current of a heady fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fo at War, 

And thus hath fo beftirr’d thec in chy fleep, 

That Beds of fweat hath ftood upon thy Brow, 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed Stream ; 

And in thy Face ftrange motion.have appear’d, 
Such as we fee when men reftrain their breath, 

On fome great fudden hafte. O what Portents are thefe ? 
Some heavy bufinefs harh my Lord in hand, 

And Imuft know it: elfe he loves me not. 

For, What ho ; Is Gilsams with the Packet gone? 

Ser. He is, my Lord, an hour agone. 

Hot.Hath Bucler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriff? 

Ser, One Horfe, my Lord, he brought even now. 

Hor, What Horfe? a Roan, acrop-ear, is it not? 

Ser. It is, my Lord. 

Hot. That Roan fhall be my Throne. Well, I will 
back him ftreight. Ejperence, bid Butler lead him forth 
into the Park. 

La. But hear you, my Lord 

Hot, What fay’ft thov, my Lady ? 

La. What isit that carries you away ? 

Hit. Why, my Horfe (my Love ) my Horfe. 

La, Qur you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hach not 
fuch a deal of Spleen, as youare % with. In footh Ple 
know your bulinefs, Harry, that 1 will. I fear my Bro- 
ther Mortsmer doth ftir about his Title, and hath fent 
for you to line his Enterprife. But if you go 

Hor, So far afoot, | thall be weary, Love. 

La. Come, come, you Paraquito, anfwer ime direétly 
unto this Queftion, that I fhall ask. Indeed Ple break 
thy little finger, Harry: if thou wilt not tell me true. 

Fict. Away, away, you trifler: Love, I love thee not, 
I care not for thee, Kate: this is no world 
To play with Mammets, and to tile with Lips. 

We muft have bloody Nofes, and crack’d Crowns, 
And pafs them currant too. Gods me, my Horfe. 
What fay’ft thov, Kate? what would’It chon have with me? 

La. Do ye not love me ? do you not indeed ? 

Well, do not then. For fince you love me not, 
{ will not love my felf Do you not love me ? 
Nay, tell me if thou fpeakeft In Jeaft, or no. 

Hor. Come, wile chou fee me ride? 

And when | am a Horfe-back, I will fwear 

I love chee infinitely. Buthark you, Kare, 
I mut not have you henceforth, queftion me, 
Whither I go: nor reafon whereabout. 
Whither 1 muft, i muft : and to conclude, 
This Evening muft I lcave thee, gentle Kare. 
i know you wife, buc yet no furcher wife 
Then Harry Percies Wife. Conftant you are, 
But yeta Woman: and for Secrecie, 

No Lady clofer. For 1 will believe, 
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Thou wilt not utter what thou doft not know, 
And fo far will I truft thee, gentle Kate. 

La. How fo far ? 

Hot. Notan inch further. But hark you Kate, 
Whether I go, thither fhall you go too: 
To day will I fet forth, ro morrow you. 

| Will this content you Kate? 

La. It muft of force. 





L Exeunnt, 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Prince and Poynes. 


Prin, Ned, prethee come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes. Where haft been, Hall? 

Prin, With three or four Loggerheads, amongit three 
or fourfcore Hogfheads. l have founded rhe very bafe 
ftring of humility. Sirrah, 1 am fwern Brother to a lefh of 
Drawers, and can call them by their Names, as Tom, 
Dick, and Francis. They take it already upon their 
Confidence, that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I 
am the King of Curtefie : telling me flatly, I am not proud 
like Fack, Falftaf, but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a 
good Boy, and when l am King of England, 1 fhall com- 
mand al! the good Lads in Eaftcheap. They call drink- 
ing deep, dying Scarlet : and when yon break in your 
watring, then they cry pem, and bid you play it off. To 
conclude, I am fo gooda proficient in one quarter of an 
hour, that I can drink with any Tinker in his own Lan- 
guage during my life. J tell thee Wed, thou halt loft much 
hononr, that thou wert not with me in this action: but 
{weet Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned, I give thee 
this penniworth of Suger, clapt even now into my hand 
by an under Skiner, one that never {peake other Eng- 
lith in his life, then Eight fhilling and fix pence, and, 
You are welcome: with this fhrill addition, Anon Sir, 

| Anon Sir, Score a pint of Baftard in the Half Moon, or 
fo. But Ned, to drive away time till Falfaff come, I 
prethee doe thou ftand in fome by-room, while I quetti- 

i on my puny Drawer, to what cnd he gave me the Suger, 
and do never leave calling Francis, that his Tale to me 
may “be nothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and Ile thew 
thee a Prefident. 

Poynes. Francis. 

Prin, Thou art perfect. 

Poyn. Francis. 

Enter Drawer. 

Fran, Anon, anon Sir ; look down into the Pomgar- 
net Ralf, 

Prince. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. Hoa long haft thou to ferve, Francis ? 

Fran, Farfooth five years, and as mach as to 

Poyn, Francis, 

Fran, Anon, anon Sir. 

Prin. Five years ; Berlady a Jong Leafe for the clink- 
ing of Pewter. Bat Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as 

to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a 
fair pair of heels, and run from it ? 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, Ple be fworn upon all the Books in 
England, I could find in my heart. 

Poyn, Franois, 

Fran, Anon, anon, Sir. 

Prin. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me fee, about Machaelmas next I fhall be —— 

Poya, Francis, 

Fran. Anon Sir, pray you ftay alittle, my Lord. 

Prin. Nay but hark you Francis, for the Sugar thon 
gaveft me, "twas a penniworth, was’t not ? 

Fran. O Lord Sir, I would ıt had been two. 

Prin. 1 will give thee for it a thoufand pound : ask 
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me when thou wilt, and thou {halt have it, 

Poyn. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

Prin, Anon, Francis ? No, Francis, but to morrow 

Francis: or Frances, on Thurfday : or indeed Francis, 
when thou wilt. But Francis, 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. Wilt thou Rob this Leathern Jerkin, Chriftal 
button, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke ftocking, Caddice 


‘| garter, Spanifh pouch. 


Fran, O Lord, Sir, who do you mean ? 

Prin, Why then ycur brown Baftard is yonr onty 
drink ;. for look you, Francis, your whit Canvas doublet 
will fully. In Barbary. Sir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Fran. What, Sir ? 

Poyn. Francis. 

Prin. Away you Rogue, doft thou hear them call ? 


[C Here they both call, the Drbe fiands amazed, 
not knowing which way to go, 


Enter Vintner. 

Vint. What ftand’f thou ftill, and hear’ft fuch a call- 
ing ? Look to the Gueft within : My Lord, old Sir 
Fohn with half adozen more, are atthe door : shall [let 
them in? 

Prin, Let them alone a while, and then open the door 


Poystes. 
Enter Poynes. 

Poyn, Anon, anon Sir. 

Prin. Sirrah, Falftaff and the ret of the Thives are 
at the door, fhall we be merry? 

Poyn, As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hark ye, 
what cunning match have you made with this jeaft of the. 
Drawer ? Come, what’s the iffue ? 

Prin, 1am now of all humors, that have fhewed them- 
felves humors, fince the old days of goodman Adam, to 
the pupil age of this prefent twelve a Clock at midnight. 
What’s a clock Fraviczs, 

Fran, Anon. anon Sir. 

Prin. That ever this Fellow fhonld have fewer words 
then a Parret, and yet the Son ofa Woman. His indu- 
ftry is up ftairs and down-ftairs, his eloquence the par- 
ceil ofa reckoning. 1 am not yet of Percies mind, the 
Hotfpur of the North, he that kills me fome fix or 
feven dozen of Scots at a Breakfaft, wafhes his hands and 
fays to his Wife : Fie upon this quiet life,1 want work. 
O my fweet Harry, fayes fhe, how many haft thou kill’d 
to day ? Give my Roan Horfe.a dranch (fays he) and: 
anf{wers, fotne fourteen, an hour after: a trifle, a trifle. 
I prethee call in Falfaf, Ple play Percy, and that 
damn’d Brawn fhall play Dame Mortimer his Wife. Ri- 
vo, fays the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow, 

Enter falftaff. 

Poyn. Welcome Fack, where haft thou been ? 

Fal. A plague of all Cowards I fay,and a vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Give mea cupof Sack Boy. E’re 
I lead this life tong, Ple fow nether ftocks, and mend 
them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give me a Cup of 
Sack, Rogue. Is there no virtue extant ? 

Prin, Didit thou never fee Zitan kifs a difh of Butter, 
pitiful hearted stan that melted at the {weet Tale of 
the Sun ? If thou didft, then behold shat compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, here’s Lime in this Sack too: there 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous man ; 
yeta Coward is worfé then a Cup of Sack with Lime. A 
villanous Coward, go thy ways: old Fack, die when thou 
wilt, if Manhood, good Manhood be not forgot upon the 
face of the Earth, then am I a fhotcen Herring : there lives 
not three good men unhang’d in England, and one of them 
is fat, and grows old, God help the while, a bad world! 
fay. I would I were a Weaver, { could fing all manner of 
Songs. A plague of all Cowards, 1 fay ftill. 


Prin. How now Woolfack, what mutter you? 
Fal. 
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Fal, A Kings Son? If I do not beat thee out of thy 
Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and driveall thy Sub- 
jets afore thee like a flock of Wild-geefe, I’le never wear 
hair on my face more. You Prince of Wales ? 

Prin. Why you horfon round man ? what’s the matter ? 

Fal, Are you not 2 Coward ? anfwer me to that, and 
Poynes there ? 

Prin. Ye fat Paunch, and ye call me Coward, Ple 
ftab thee. 

„ Fal. 1 call thee Coward ? Ple fee thee damn’d e’re I call 
thee Coward : but k would give a thoufand Pound I could 
run as faft as thou canft. You are ftreight enough in the 
fhoulders, you care not who fees your back : Call you 
i that backing of your Friends ? a Plague upon fach backing : 
give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack; 
lama Rogue if I drunk to day. 

| Prix. O Villain, thy Lips are fcarce wip’d, fince thou 
| drunk’ft Saft. 

Falt. APs one for that. { He drinks. 
|A plague of all Cowards ftill, fay I. 

Prin. What’s the matter ? 

Falft, What?s the matter ? here be four of us, have 
tane a thoofand pound this Morning. 

Prin. Where ts it, Yack? where is it? 

Falf, Where is it? taken from us, it is: a hundred 
| upou poor four of us. 
| Prin. What, a hundred, man? 

Faift. tama Rogue, if I were not at half Sword with 
a dozen of them two hours together. I have efcaped by 
| miracle. I am eight times thruft through the Doublet, 
i four through the Hofe, my Buckler œt through and 
through, my Sword hack’d like a Hand-faw, ecce fignum. 
I never dealt better fince 1 wasa man : all would not do. 
A Plague of all Cowards: letthem {peak , if they fpeak 
more or lefsthan truth, they are Villains and the Sons 
of darknefs. 

Prin. Speak Sirs, how was it ? 

Gad. We four fet upon fome dozen. 

Falĵĝ. Sixteen, at leaft, my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. 

Peto. No, 00, they were not bound. ' 

Falft. You Rogue they were bound, every man of them; 
or I am a Jew elfe, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gad. As we were fharing, fome fix or feven frefh men 
fet upon us. i 

Falft. And unbound the reft, and then came in the other. 

Prin. What, fought ye with them all ? 

Falft, All? 1 know not what ye call all: but if] fought 
not with fifty of them, Iam a Bunch of Radifh : if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 
amino two-lege’d Creature. 

Poin. Pray Heaven,you have not murthered fome of them. 

Falf. Nay, that’s paft praying for. | have pepper’d 
two of them: Two l'am fure 1 have payed, two Rogues 
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, /7all, if I tellthee a 
Lye, fpitin my face, call me Horfe: thou knoweft my old 
word : here I lay, and thus I bore my point; four Rogues 

| in Buckrom let drive at me. 

Prince. What, four ? thou {aid’ft but two, even now. 

Falft, Four Hal, 1 cold thee four. 

Poin. {, 1, he faid four. 

Fal, Thefe four came all a-front, and mainly thruft 
at me ; I made no more ado, but took all their feven 
points in my Target, thus. 

Prince, Seven ? why there were but four, even now. 

Falf. In Buckrom. 

Poin, 1, four, in Buckrom Sutes. 

Fait. Seven, by thefe Hilts,or 1 ama Villain elfe. 

Prin, Prithee let himalone, we fhall have more anon. 
Falt. Doeft thou hear me, Hal? 

Prin. I, and mark thee too, Jack, 

_Falfi. Do fo, for it is worth the lining too : thefe 
| nine in Buckrom, that I told thee of. 

Prin, So, two more already. 
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Falf. Their Points being broken. 

Poin. Down fell his Hole. 

Falft, Began to give me ground : but I followed me 
clofe, came in foot and hand ; and with a thought feven of 
the eleven I pay'd. 

Prin. O monftrous! eleven Buckrom men grown out 
of two? 

Falf. But as the Devil would have it, three mif-be- 
pesan Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and 

etdrive atme ; for it was fo dark, Hal, that thou couid’ft 
not fee thy Hand. 

Prin, Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 
grofs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
brain’d Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou Horfon ob- 
fcene greafie Tallow Catch. 

Falff, What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth, the truth ? 

Prin. Why, how could’{t thou know thefe men in Ken- 
dal Green, whenit was fo dark, thou could’ft not fee thy 
hand ? Come, tell us your Reafon : what fay’ft thouto this ? 

Poin. Come, your Reafon Fack, your Reafon. 

Falft, What, upon compulfion ? No: were I at the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Give you a Reafon on compulfi- 
on? if Reafons were as plenty as Black-berries ; 1 would 
give no mao a Reafonupon compulfion, 1. 

Prin, Ple be no longer guilty of this fin. This fanguine 
Coward, this Bed-prefler, this Horfe-back-breaker, this 
huge Hill of Fleth. 

Falfe. Away you Starveling, you Elf-skin, you dried 
Neats tongue, Bulls-piflel, you ftock-fth : O for breath 
to utter. What is like thee ? You Tailors yard, you fheath, 
you Bow-cafe, you vile ftanding tuck. 

Prin. Well, breathe a-while, and then to’t again : and 
when thou haft tyr’d thy felf in bafe Comparifons, hear 
me fpeak but thus. 

Poin. Mark Fack, 

Prin. We two, faw you four fet on four and bound 
them, and were Mafters of their Wealth : mark now, how 
a plain Tale fhall put you down. Then did we two ; fet 
on you fonr, and with a word, oot-fac’d you from your 
Prize, and have it: yea, and can fhew it you in the Houfe. 
And Falftaff, youcarried your Guts away as nimbly, with 
as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and fi ran 
and roar’d, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave 
art thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haft doue, and then 
fay it was in fight. What trick ? what device ? what ftart- 
ing, hole canft thou now find out, to hide thee from this 
open and apparent fhame? 

Poin. Come, let?s hear Jack: Whattrick halt thon now ? 

Falft. 1 knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heir apparent ? 
Should I turn upon the true Prince ? Why, thou knowett 
| amas valiant as Hercules : but beware inftinét, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince : Inftinct is a great matter. 
| was a Coward on Inftinét - I hall think the better of 
my felf, and thee, during my life : 1, for a valiant Lion 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, | amglad you have 
the Money. Hoftefs, clap to the doors: watch to Nighi, 

pray to Morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 
all the a titles of Fellowfhip come to you. Whai, 
(hall we be merry ? all we have a Play extempore. 

Prin. Content, and the argument thall be, thy run- 
ning away. 

Falft. A, no more of that, Hal, if thou loveft me. 

Enter Hofte/s. 

Host. My Lord the Prince ? 

Prin. How now,my Lady the Holtefs, what faylt 
thou to me? 

Hoft. Marry, my Lord, there is a Noble-man of the 
Court at door would fpeak with you; he fays he comes 
from your Father. 

Prin, Give him as muchas will make him a Royal man, 
and fend him back again to my Mother. 

F f Falft.) 
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Falft, What manner of man is he ? 

Hoftef. An old man. 

Falft. What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight ? 
Shall 1 give him his anfwer ? 

Prin. Prethee do, Jack, 

Falft. Faith and Vle fend him packing. { Exit. 

Prince. Now Sirs : you fought fair 5 fo did you 
Peto, fo did you Bardol: you are Lions too, you ran 
away upon inftinét: you will not touch the true Prince ; 


no, .fie. 
Bard, "Faith, | ran when I faw others run. 


Prin. Tell me now in earneft, how came Falftaffs 


Sword fo hackt ? 

Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid, he 
would fwear truth out of all England : but he would make 
you believe it was done in fight, and perfwaded us to do 


the like. 
Bard. Yea, and tickle our Nofes with Spear-grafs, 


to make them bleed, and then beflubber our Garments 


with it, and {wear it was the Bloud of true men. | did 
thatl did notthefe feven years before, I blufht to hear 
his monftrous devices. 

Prin. O Villain, thou ftoleft a Cup of Sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever 
fince thou haft blufht extempore : thou hadft Fire and 
Sword on thy fide, and yet thou ranneft away : what in- 
ftinét hadft thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do you fee thefe Meteors ? do you 
behold thefe Exhalations ? 

Prin. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

Prin. Hot Livers, and cold Purfes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Prin, No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falftaff. 

Here comes lean Fack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now my fweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is’t ago, 
yack; fince thon fawft thine own Knee ? 

Falff. My own Knee ? When I was about thy years, 
( Hal ) | was not an Eagles Talon in the Waite, I could 
havecrept into any Aldermans Thumb-Ring : a plague 
of fighing and grief, it blowes a man up like a Bladder. 
There’s villanous Newes abroad : here was Sir Fob 
Braby from your Father , you muft go to the Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and he of Wales, that gave mamon the Baftinado, 
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and {wore the Devil his true 
Liege-inan upon the Crofs of a Welfh-hook ; what a 
Plague call you him ? 

Pan. O, Glendower, 

Falft, Owen, Owen, the fame, and his Son in Law 
Mortimer , and old Northumberland, and the fprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dowglas, that runs a Horfe-back up a Hill 
perpendicular. 

Prin. He that rides at high fpeed, and with a Piftol 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Falf?. You have hit it. 

Prin. Sodid he never the Sparrow. 

Falff, Well, that Rafcal hath good metal in him, he 
wil] not run. 

Prin. Why, what a Rafcal art thou then, to praife him 
fo for running? 

Falft. A Horfe-back, (ye Cuckow ) but a foot he will 
not budge a foot. 

Prin. Yes, Fack, uponinftinct. 

Falft, 1 grant ye, upon inftinct : Well, he is there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thoufand blew-Caps more, 
Worcefter is {toln away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is 
turn’d white with the News : you may buy Land now 
as cheap as ftinking Mackerel. 

Prin, Then’tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 
civill buffecting hold, we fhall buy Maidenheads as they 
buy hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Falf. By the Mafs, Lad, thou fay’ft true, it 1s like we 
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fhall have good trading that way. But tell me All, art 
not thou horrible afear'd ? thou being Heir apparent, 


„could the World pick thee out three fach Enemies again 


as that Fiend Dowglas, that Spirit Percy, and that Devil } 
Glendower ? Art thounot horrible afraid ? Doth not thy 
blood thrill at it? i 

Prin. Not a whit : I lack fomeof thy inftinét. 

Falt. Well, thou wilt be horrible chid to morrow, 
when thou comeft to thy Father : if thou do love me, 
practife an anfwer. 

Prin, Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me 
npon the particulars of my Life. 

Fait. Shall 1 ? content : This Chair fhall be my 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhion my 
Crown. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Joyn’d-Stool, thy Gol- 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. 

Falft. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now fhalt thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sack 
to make mine Eyes look red, that itmay be thought 1} 
have wept, for 1 mult fpeak in paflion, and I will doit in 
Kings Cambyfes vein. 

Prin, Well, here is my Leg. 

Falft. And here is my fpeech : ftand afide Nobility. 

Hoftef. This is excellent fport, i?faith. 

Fal, Weep not, {weet Queen, for trickling tears are yain. 

Hoftef. Othe Father, how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal. For Gods fake, Lords, convey my truftful Queen, 
for Tears do ftop the floud-gates of her eyes. 

Hofteg. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players, asever | fee, 

Fal, Peace good: Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain. 
Harry, | do not onely marvel, where thou fpendeft thy 
time , but alfo, how thou are accompanied: For though 
the Camomil, the more it is trodden, the fafter it grows ; 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wears. | 
Thou art my Son: J have partly thy Mother’s Word, | 
partly my Opinion, but chiefly, a Villanous trick of 
thine Eye, anda foolifh hanging of thy nether Lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here 
lyeth the point ;: why, being Son to me, art thou fo 
Pointed at ? Shall the blefled Son of Heaven prove a 
Micher, and cat Black-berries ? a queftion not to be 
ask’d. Shall the Son of England prove a Thief, and 
take Purfes? a queftion to be ask’d. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou haft often heard of, and itis known to 
many in our Land, by thename of Pitch: this Pitch (as 


ancient Writersdo report ) doth defile; fo doth the com- 


pany thon keepeft : for Harry, now 1 do not fpeak to 
thee in Drink, but in Tears ; notin Pleafure, but in Paf- 
fion ; not in Words onely, but in Woes alfo: and yet 
there is a vertuous man, whom l have often noted in thy 
company, but I know not his Name. 

Prin, What manner of man,and it like your Majefty ? 

Falft. A goodly portly man ifaith, and corpulent, 
of a chearfol Look, a pleafing Eye, and a moft noble 
Carriage, and as I think, his age fome fifty, or ( by’rlady ) 
inclining to threefcore ; and now | remember me, his 
Name is Felffaff: if that man should be lewdly given, 
he deceives ine; for Harry, I fee Vertue in his Looks. 
If then the Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit 
by the Tree, then peremptorily | fpeak it, there is Vertue 
in that Falffaff : him keep with, the reft banifh. And tell 
me now, thounaughty Varlet, tell me, where haft thon 
been this Month? 

Prin, Do’ft thou fpeak like a King ? do thou {tand 
for me, and P’le play my Father. 

Fal, Depofe me : if thou do’ft it half fo gravely, fo 
majeftically, both in word and matter, hang me up by 
the heels for a Rabbet-fucker, or 2 Poulters Hare. 

Prin, Well, here I am fet. 

Falf. And here I ftand : judge, my Mafters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you? 


Falf, | K 
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Falf. My Noble Lord, from Eaft-cheap. 

Prin. The Complaints l hear of thee, are grievous. 

Falt. Pfaith, my Lord, they are falfe: Nay, Ple tickle 
e fora young Prince. 

” Prin. Swear thou, ungracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne’re Jook on me: thou art violently carried away from 
| Grace: there’s a Devil haunts thee, in the likenefs of a 
fat old man; a Tun of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do’t thou converfe with that Trunk of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlinefs, that fwoln Parcel of 
Dropfies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ftuft Cloak- 
bag of Guts, that rofted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 
Puddings in his Belly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quity, thac Father Rufhan, that Vanity in years, where- 
in is he good, but to talte Sack and drink it? wherein 
neat and cleanly, but to carve a Capon and eat tt? where- 
in Cunning, but in Craft ? wherein Crafty, but in Vil- 
lany? wherein Villanous, but in all things? wherein 
worthy, but in nothing ? . 

Falft. 1 would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom means your Grace ? 

Prin. That villanous abominable mif-leader of Youth, 
Falftaff, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falt. My Lord, the man I know. 

Prin. 1 know thou do’ft. 

Falf. But to fay, 1| know more harm in him than in 
my felf, were to fay more than I know. That he is old 
(the more’s the pity) his white hairs do witnefs ic: 
But that he ts (faving your Reverence) a Whore-ma- 
fter, that | utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a fault, 
Heaven help the wicked: if to be old and merry, bea 
fin, then many a Hoft that I know is dammd : 
if to be fat, to be hated, then Pharaohs lean kine are 
to be loved. No, my good Lord, bauifh Pero, banish 
Bardolph, banifh Poims: but for {weet yack Falftaff, 
kind Fack, Falfaf, true Fack Falflaff, valiant Jack, Fal- 
fraf, and therefore more valiant, being as he is old 
Fack, Falftaf, banih not him thy Harrys company, 
banifh not him thy Harry’s company, banih plump 
Jack, and banilh all the World. 

Prin. 1 do, 1 will. 

Enter Bardolph ranning, 

Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moft 
monftrous Watch, is at the door 

Fal?. Out you Rogue, play out the Play: 1 have much 
to fay in the behalf of that Fal/taff- 


Enter the Hoftefs. 


Hof. O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Falft. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle- 
{tick : what’s the matter ? 

Hoft. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the door : 
they are come to fearch the Houfe, fhall I lec them in? 

Falfi. Do’ft thou hear, Hal? never call atrue piece 
of Gold a Counterfeit: thou art effentially mad, without 
feeming, fo. 

Prin. And thou 2 natural Coward, without inftinct. 

Falfi. 1 deny your Major, if you will deny the 
Sheriff, fo: if not, let him enter. If I become not a 
Cart as well asanother man, a plague on my bringing up : 
l hope I hallas foon be ftrangled with a Halter, as another. 

Prince. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reit 
walk up above. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and 
good Confcience. 

Falfé Both which I have had: but their date is out, 
and therefore Ple hide me. 

Prin, Call in the Sheriff. (Exit. 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 


Prince. Now Mafter Sheriff, what is your will with me? 

She. Firft, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
i followed certain men unto this Houf. 

Prin, What men ? 
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She. One of them ıs well known, my gracious Lord, 
a profs fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

Prin, The man, I do aflure you is not here, 
For I my felf at this time have imploy’d him: 
And Sheriff; 1 will engage my word to thec, 
That [ will by to morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to anfwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall - 
And fo let me intreat you, leave the Houfe. 

She. I will, my Lord: there arc two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loft three hundred Marks. 

Prin. It may be fo: if he have robb’d thefe men, 
He fhall be anfwerable: and fo farewell. 

She. Gcod Night, my Noble Lord. 

Prin. | think it is Good Morrow, is it not ? 

She. Indeed, my Lord, I think itbe twoa clock. [Exir- 

Prin. This oyly Rafcal is known as well as Pauls : 
go call him forth. 

Peto, Falftaff ? faft afleep behind the Arras, and 
{norting like a Horfe. 

Prin. Hark, how hard he fetches his breath: {earch his 
Pockets. 


He fearcheth his Pockets, and finderb 
certain Papers, 


Prin. What haft thou found ? 


Peto, Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 

Prin, Lets fee, what be they ? read them. 

Pero. Item, a Capon. iis ii d. 
ltem, Sawce.. lini d. 
ltem, Sack, two Gallons. vs. viiid. 
ltem, Anchoves and Sack after Supper. Us. vi d. 
Item, Bread. ob. 


Prince. O monftrous, but one half penny-worth of 
Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack ? What there is 
elfe, keep clofe, we'll read it at more advantage : there 
let him flcep till day. l'le to the Court in the Morning : 
We mult all tothe Wars, and thy place fhall be honorable. 
lle procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and I 
know his death will be a March of Twelvc-fcore. The 
Money fhall be pay’d back again with advantage. Be with 
me betimes in the Morning - and fo good morrow Pero. 

Peco, Good morrow, good my Lord. ({ Exenrc. 





Alus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Erier Hotfpur, Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, 
Owen Glendower. 


Mort, Thefe Promifes are fair, the Parties fure, 
And our Induction full of profperous hope. 
Hot fp. Lord Mortimer, and Coufia Glendomer , 
Will you fit down ? 
And Uncle Worcefter ; a plague upon it. 
l have forgot the Map, è 
Glend. No, here it is : 
Sit Coufin Percy, fit good Coufin Hot fpr . 
For by that Name, as oft as Lancaftcr doth {peak of you, 
His Cheeks look pale, and with a rifing figh, 
He wifheth you in Heaven. 
Horfp. And you in Hellas oft as he hears Oren Gler:- 
dower {poke of. 
Glend. | cannot blame him: At my Nativity, 
The front of Heaven was full of ficry fhapes. 
Of burning Creflets: and at my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d lke a Coward. 
Hot fp. Why fo it would have done at the fame Scafon, 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten’d, though your felf 
had never been born. 
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Glend. \ fay the Earth did fhake when I was born. 
Hotfp. And Ufay the Earth was not ofmy mind: 
If you fuppofe, as fearing you, it hook. 
Glen, The Heavens were all onfire the Earth did tremble. 
Hotfp. Oh, then the Earth hook 
To fee the Heavens on fire, 
And not in fear of your Nativity. 
Difeafed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ftrange Eruptions: and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch’d and vext, 
By the im prifoning of unruly wind 
Within her Womb: which for enlargement ftriving, 
Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 
Steeples, and mols-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this Diftemperatur e, 
In patlion fhook. 
Glen. Coufin: of many men 
Ido not bear thefe Croflings: Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes, 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Heards 
Were ftrangly clamorous to the frighted fields : 
Thefe Signs have mark’d me extraordinary, 
And all the Courfes of my life do thew, 
Iam not in the Roll of common men. 
Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea, 
That chides the Banks of England, Scotland and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that is but VVomans Son, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 
And hold me pace in deep Experiments. 
Hot fp. | think there’s no man {peaks better Welfh? 
Ple to dinner. 
Mort. Peace, Coufin Perey, you will make him mad. 
Glend. 1 can call Spirits from the vaftie Deep. 
Hotfp. Why fo can I, or fo can any man : 
But will they come, when-you do call for them ? 
Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Coufin, to command 
the Devil. 
Hot fp. AndI can teach thee,Coufin,to fhame the Devil, 
By telling Truth. Zell Truth, and fhame the Devil, 
if thou have power to raife him, bring him hither, 
And Ile be fworn, I have power to fhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and fhame the Devil. 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glen. Three times hath Henry Bullingbrook, made head 
Againft my power: thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
And Sandy-bottom’d Severn, have | fent him. 
Boorlefs home, and Weather-beaten back 
Hor. Home, without Boots, 
And in foul V Veather too, 
How {capes he Agues in the Devil’s name ? 
Glend, Come, here’s the Map: 
Shall we divide our sin 
According to our threefold order ta’ne ? 
Mor. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 
| England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
By South and Eait, is to my part aflign’d : 
All Welt ward, Wales, beyond the Severn fhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, | 
To Owen Glendower : and dear Couze, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Zreze. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
W hich being fealed enterchangeably, 
(A bufinefs that this Night may execute) 
To morrow, Coufin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worcefter, will {et forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Scottifh Power, 
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury. 
My Father Glendower is not ready yet, 
Nor fhall we need his help thefe fourteen days - 
Within that fpace, you may have drawn together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 
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Glend. A fhort time fhall fend me to you, Lords: 
And in my Conduét fhall your Ladies come, 

From whom you now mutt fteal, and take no leave, 
For there will be a world of Water fhed, 
Upon the parting of your Wives and you. 

Hot fp. Methinks my moity, North from Barton here, 

In quantity equals not one of yours : 

See, how this River comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the beft of all my Land, 

A huge half Moon, a monftrous Cantle out. 

Ple have the Current in this place damn’d up, 
And here the fmug, andSilver Trent hall run, 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 

It fhal] not winde with fuch a deep indent, 

To rob me of forich a bottom here. 

Glend. Not winde ? it fhall, it muft; you fee it doth. 

Mort. Yea, but mark how he bends his courfe, 
And runs me up, with like advantage on the other fide, 
Gelding the oppofing Continent as much, 

As on the other fide it takes from you. 

Worc. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here, 
And on this North fide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs ftraight and even. 

Hot/p. Vie have it fo, a little Charge will do it. 

Glend. Ple not have it alter’d. 

Florfp. Will not you ? 

Glend. No, nor you fhall not. 

Hotfp. Who fhall fay me nay? 

Glend. Why, that will I. 

Hotfp. Let me not underftand you then, fpeak it inWelh. 

Glend. l can {peak Englifh, Lord, as well as you: 
For I was train’d up inthe Englifh Court: 

Where, being but young,, I framed to the Harp, 
Many anEngtifh Ditty, lovely well, 

And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament 5 

A Vertue that was never feen in you. 

Hot{p. Marry, and] am glad of it withall my heart, 
I had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew, 

Than one of thefe fame meeter-Ballad-mongers, s 
l had rather hear a Brazen Candleftick tun’d, 

Or adry Wheel grate on the Axle-tree, 

And that would fet my teeth on Edge, 

Nothing fo much as mincing Poetrie ; 

Tis like the forc’d gate of a fhuffing Nag. 

Glend, Come, you fhall have Trem turn’d. 

Flotfp. 1 do not care: Ple give thrice fo much Land 
To any well-deferving Friend ; 

But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 
Ple cavil on the ninth part of a Hair. 
Are the Indentures drawn ? fhall we be gone ? 
Glend. The Moon fhines fair, 
You may away by Night: 
Ple hafte the Writer ; and withall, 
Break witb your Wives, of your departure hence : 
I am afraid my Daughter will run mad. , 
So much fhe doteth on her Mortimer. [ Exit. 

Mort. Fie, Coulin Perey, how you crofs my Father. 

Hotfp. L cannot chufe: fometime he angers me, 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Of the Dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies, ` 
And of a Dragon, and a fin-lefs Fifh, 

A clip-wing’d Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 

A couching Lyon, a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 

As pots me from my Faith. | tell you what, 

He held me lait Night, at leaft nine hours, 

In reckning up thefe feveral Devils Names, 
That were his Lackeys : 

I cry’d hum, and well, go too, 
But mark’d him nota word. O, he is as, tedious 
As a tyred Horfe, a railing Wife, 
Worfe than a fmoaky Houfe. I had rather live 
With Cheefe and Garlick in a Windmill far, 


Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
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Io any Summer houfe in Chriftendom. 

Mort. In faith he was an honeft Gentleman ; 

Exceeding well read, and profited, 

In ftrange Concealments : 

Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 
And as bountiful, as Mines of India, 

Shall I tell you, Coufin, 

He holdsyour temper in a high refpect, 

And curbs himfelf, even of his natural fcope, 
When you do crofs his humour : "faith he does. 
I warrant you, that a man Is not alive, 
Might fo have tempted him, as you have done, 
W ithout the tafte of danger, and reproof: 
But donot ufe it oft, let meintreat you. 

Worc. In faith, my Lord, you are too willful blame, 
And fince your coming hither, have done enough, 
To put him quite befides his patience: 
You muft needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault ; 
Though fometimesit thew greatnefs, Courage, Blood, 
And that’s the deareft grace it renders you; 
Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harfh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtinefs, Opinion, and Difdain: 
The leaft of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Lofeth mens Hearts, and leaves behind 2 ftain 
Upon the Beauty of all parts befides, 
Beguiling them of Commendation. 

Hor, Well, I am {chool’d: 
Good manners be your fpeed ; 
Here come your Wives, and let us take our leave. 


Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. 


Mort. Thisisthe deadly fpight that angers me, 
My Wife can {peak no Englifh, I no Welfh. 

Glend. My Daughter weeps, she'll not part with you, 
She'll be a Souldier too, fhe’ll tothe Wars. 

Mort. Good-Father tell her, that fhe and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Conduct fpeedily. 


Glendower fpeaks to her Welfh, and fhe an- 


fwers him in the fame. 


Glend. She is defperate here: 
A peevifh felf-will’d Harlotry, 
One that Per{wafion can do no good upon. 


The Lady {peaks in Welfh. 


Mort, Yunderftand thy Looks; that pretty Welfh, 
Which thou powr’ft down from thefe fwelling Heavens, 
] am too perfect in: And but for fhame, 

In fuch a parley fhould 1 anfwer thee. 


The Lady again in Welf, 


Mort. I underftand thy Kiffes, and thou mine, 
And that’s a feeble difputation : 
But I will never be a Truant, Love, 
Till I have fearn’d thy Language : For thy Tongue 
Makes Welfh as {weet as Ditties highly penn’d, 
Sung by a fair Queen ina Summers Bower, 
With ravifhing Divifion to her Lute. 

Glend, Nay, if thou melt, then will fhe run mad. 


The Lady fpeaks again in Welfh, 


Mort. O, I am ignorance it {elf inthis. 

Glend. She bids you, 
On the wanton rufhes lay you down, 
And reft your gentle head upon her Lap, 
And fhe will fing the Song that pleafeth you, 
And on your Eye-Lids Crown the God of Sleep, 
Charming your Blood with pleafing heavinefs ; 
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Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 

As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 

The hour before the Heavenly Harnefs’d Teem 

Begins his golden Progrefs in the Eaft. 

Mort. \Withal my heart Tle fit, and hear her fing : 

By what time will our Book, Ithink, be drawn. 
Glend. Go fo 

And thofe Mufitians that fhall play to you, 

Hang in the Air a thoufand Leagues from thence ; 

And ftraight they fhall be here: fic, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down : 

Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap, 
Lady. Go, ye giddy-Goofe. 

The Maufick, plays. 
Flot. Now I perceive the Devil underftands Welhh, 

And ’tis no marvel he is fo humorous : 

Byrlady he’sa good Mufitian. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Mufical, 

For you are all together governed by humors: 

Lie ftill ye Thief, and hear the Lady fing in Welh. 
Hor. Vhad rather hear (Lady) my Brach howle in Irifh. 
Lady. Would’ft have thy Head broken? 

Hot. No. 

Lady. Then be ftill. 

Flor. Neither, ’tis a Womans Fault. 
Lady. Now God help thee. 

Hor. To the Welfh Ladies Bed. 
Lady. What’s that ? 

Flot, Peace, fhe fings. 


Flere the Lady fings a Welfh Song. 


Hot. Come, Ple have your Song too. 
Lady. Not mine, in good footh. 
Hor. Not yours, in good footh ? 

You {wear like a Comft-makers Wife, 

Not you, in good footh; and, as trueas! live; 

And, as God fhall mend me; and as fure as day : 

And giveft fuch Sarcenet furety for thy Oaths, 

As if thou never walk’ft further than Fiasbury. 

Swear me, Kate, lize a Lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling Oath, and leave infooth, 

And fuch proteft of Pepper-Ginger-bread, 

To Velvet-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens. 

Come, fing. 

Lady. | will not fing. 

Hor. *Tis the next way to turn Taylor, or be Red- 
breaft Teacher: And the Indentures be drawn, Ile away 
within thefe two hours: And fo come in, when ye 
will. { Exsr. 

Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, youare as ilow, 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go, 

By this our Book is drawn: we'll but feal, 
And then to Horfe immediately. 
Mort. With all my heart. 


[ Exexzt. 





Scena Secunda. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and others. 


King. Lords, give us leave: 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muft have fome private Conference, 
Buc be near at hand, 
For we hhall prefently have need of you, ([E-xeust Lords. 
l know not whether Heaven will have it fo, 
For fome difpleafing Service I have done ; 
That in his fecret Doom, outof my Blood, 
He'll breed Revengment, and a pommge for me : 
But thou doft in thy paflages of Life, 
Make me believe, that thou art onely mark’d 
For the hot Vengeance, and the Rod of Heaven 
Ff 3 To 
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To punih my Miftreadings. Tell meelfe, 
Could fuch inordinate and low defires, 


Such poor, fuchbare, fuch lew’d, fuch mean Attempts, 


Such barren Pleafures, rude Society, 

As thou art match’d withall, and grafted too, 

Accompany the greatnefs of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy Princely heart ? 
Prince. So pleafe your Majefty, 1 would! could 

Quit all Offences with as clear excufe, 

As well as | am doubrlefs I can purge 

My felf of many 1 am charg’d withal: 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproof of many Tales devis’d, 

Which oft the Ear of Greatnefs needs muft hear, 

By fmiling Pick-thanks, and bafe News-mongers ; 

| may for fome things true, wherein my youth 

Hath fanlty wandred, and irregular, 

Find pardon on my true fubmitfion. 
King. Heaven pardon thee: 

Yet let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy Affections, which do hold a Wing 

Quite from the flight of all thy Anceftors, 

| Thy place in Council thou halt rudely loft, 

Which by thy younger Brother is fupplid ; 

And art almoft an alien to the Hearts 

Of allche Court and Princes of my blood. 

The Hope and Expectation of thy time 

Is rnin’d, and the Soul of every man 

Prophetically do fore- think thy fall. 

Had | fo lavifh of my Prefence been, 

So common hackney’d in the ways of men, 

So ftale and cheap to vulgar Company , 

Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 

Had ftill kept loyal to Pofleflion, 

And left me in reputelefs Banifhment, 

A Fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 

By being feldom feen, | could not ftir, 

But like a Comet, | was wondred at. 

That Men would tell their Children, This is he : 

Others would fay, where ? which is Bullingbrook ? 

And then! ftoleall Courtefiz from Heaven, 

And dreft my felf in fuch Humility, 

That | did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 

Loud fhouts and falutations from their Mouths, 

Even in the prefence of the crowned King. 

Thus I did keep my Perfon frefh and new, 

My Prefence like a Robe Pontifical, 

Ne’re feen, but wondred at: and fomy ftate, 

Seldom but fumptuous, fhewed like a Feaft, 

And won by rarenefs fuch Solemnity. 

The skipping King he ambled up and down, 

With fhallow Jefters, and rafh Bavin Wics, 

Soonkindied, andfoon burnt, carded his State, 

Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 

Had his great Name prophaned with their fcorns, 

And gave his Countenance, again{t his Name, 

To langh at gybing Boys, and ftand the puh 

Of every beardlefs vain comparative: ` 

Grew a Companion to the common f{treets, 

Enfeoff’d himfelf to Popularity : 

That being daily fwallowed by mens Eyes, 

They furfeited with Honey, and began to loathe 

The tafte of fweetnefs, whereof a little 

More than a little, is by much too much. 

So when he had occafion to be feen, 

He was but as the Cuckow isin Fare, 

Heard, notregarded: feen, but with fuch Eyes, 

As fick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sun-like Majelty, 

When it fhines feldom in admiring Eyes: 


- 


But rather drowz’d, and hung their Eye-lids down, 


Slept in his Face, and rendred fuchafpet _ 
As cloudy men ufe to do their Adverfaries, 


. . o on” ae aa a 
Being with his Prefence glutted, gorg’d, and full. 


And in that very Line, Harry, ftandeft thov; 
For thou haft loft thy Princely priviledge, 
With vile participation. Not an Eye 
But is a-weary oí ıhy common fight, 
Save mine, which hath delir’d to fee thee more: 
Which now doth, that ! would not have it do, 
Make blind it felf with foolihh tendernefs. 
Prince. \ fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my felf. 
King. For all the World, 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 
When I from France fet forth at Raven{purg , 
And even asl was then, is Percy now: 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot, 
He hath more worthy Intereft to the ftate 
Than thou the Shadow of Succeflion; 
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harnefsin the Realm, 
Turns Head againft the Lyon’s armed Jaws ; 
And being no more in debt to years than thou, 


| Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Bifhops on 


To bloody Battels, and to bruifing Arms. 

W hat never-dying Honour hath he got, 

Againft renowned Dowglas, whofe high Deeds, 
Whofe hot Incurfions, and great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Souldiers chief Majority, 

And Military Title Capital. 

Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift, 
Thrice hath the Hor/pur Mars, in fwathing Cloaths, 


‘This infant-Warriour, in his Enterprifes, 


Difcomfited great Dowglas, ta’ne him once, 
Enlarged him, and madea Friend of him, 

To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 

And fhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne. 
And what fay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Arch-Bifhops Grace of York, Dowglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate -againft us, and are up. 

But wherefore do I tell this News to thee ? 

Why, arry, dol tell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my near?{t and deareft Enemy ? 

Thou art like enough, through VaflalFcar, 

Bafe Inclination, and the {tart of Spleen, 

To fight againft me under Percie’s Pay, 

To dog his Heels, and courtfe at his Frowns. 

To fhew how much thon art degenerate. 

Prince. Do not think fo, you fhall not find it fo: 
And Heaven forgive them, that fomuch have fway’d 
Your Majefties good thoughts away from me: 

I willredeem all this on Percie?s Head, 

And in the clofing of fome glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, thatI am your Son, 

When I will wear a Garment all of Blood, 

And ftain my ['avours in a bloody Mask: 

Which wafht away, fhall fcowre my fhame with it. 
And that fhall bethe day, when e’re it lights, 
That this fame Child of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant Fot/par, this all-praifed Knight, 
And your unthought of Harry, chance to meet: 
For every Honour fitting on his Helm, 

V Vould they were multitudes, and on my Head 
My Shames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I fhall make this Northern Youth exchange 
His Glorions Deeds for my Indignities : 

Percyis but my Faétor, good, my Lord, 
Toengrofs up glorious deeds on my behalf : 
AndI will call him to fo ftrict account, 

That he fhall render every Glory up, 

Yea, even the fleighteft VVorhhip of his Time, 
Or I will tear the Reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the Name of Heaven, I promife here: 
The which, if I promife, and do furvive, 

I do.befeech your Majefty, may falve 

The long-grown V Vounds of my intemperature : 


if 
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If not, the end of Life cancels all Bands, 
And I will dye a hundred thoufand deaths, 
E’re break the fmalleft parcelof this Vow. | 
King. A hundred thoufand Rebels die in this : 
Thou fhalt have Charge, and Soveraign truft herein. 
Enter Blunt. 
How now, good Blunt? thy looks are full of fpeed. 
Blunt, So hath the bufinefs that | come to fpeak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 
That Dowglas and the Englifh Rebels met 
The eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful Head they are, 
(lf promifes be kept on every hand) 
As ever offered foul play in a State. 
King. The Earl of Wejtmerland fet forth to day : 
With him my Son, Lord Fobn of Lancafter, 
For this Advertifement is five days old. 
On me next, Harry, thou fhalt fet forward : 
On Thurfday, we our felves will march. 
Our os is Bridgenorth: And Harry, you fhall march 
Through Glocefter-fhire : By which account, 
Our Bufinefs valued, fome twelve days hence, 
Our general Forces at Bridgenorth hall meet. 
Our hands are fullof bufinefs: Let’s away, 


Advantage feeds them fat, while men delay. _ [E-xexnt. 








Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falftaft, and Bardolph. 


Falft, Bardolph, am 1 not faln away vilely, fince this 
laft action? do I not bate? do | not dwindle? Why 
my skin hangs about me like anold Ladies loofe Gown: 
1 am withered like an old Apple Fob. Well Ple repent, 
and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking - I fhall be 
out of heart fhortly, and then I fhall have no ftrength to 
repent. And I have not forgotten what the in-fide of a 
Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers 
Horfe: Theia-fideof a Church. Company, villanous 
Company hath been che fpoil of me. 

Bard, Sir Fohn,you are fo fretful, you cannot live long. 

Falft. Why there isit: Come, fing mea bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as virtuoufly given, asa Gentleman 
need to be; virtuous enough, fwore little, Dic’d not above 
feven times a week, went to a Bawdy-houfe not above 
oncein aquarter of an hour, paid money that] borrowed 
three or four times : lived well, and in good compa§ : 
And now I live out of all order, out of compafs. 

Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir John, that you muft 
needs beoutof all compafs, outof all reafonable com- 
pafs, Sir John. 

Faiff. Do thou amend thy Face, and Ple amend my 
Life. Thou artour Admiral, thou beareft the Lantern 
inthe Poop, but’tis in the Nofe of thee; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir ohn, my Face does you no harm. 

Falft. No, Plebe fworn: I makcas good ufe of it, as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a Memento Mori. 
I never fee thy Face, but! think upon Hell fire, and Dives 
that lived in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning. 
If thou wert any way given to Virtne, I would fwear by 
thy Face; my Oath fhould be, By this Fire: But thou 
art altogether given over , and wertindeed, but for the 
Lightin thy Face, the Sun of utter. Darknefs. When 
thou rann'ft up Gads-hill inthe night tocatch my Horfe, 
if I did not think thou hadft been an Jenss fatuns, or a Ball 
of Wild-fire, there’s no purchafe in Money. O, thou 
arta perpetual Triumph, an everlafting Bone-fire-light, 
thou haft faved me a thoufand Marks in Links and Tor- 
ches, walking with thee in the night betwixt Tavern 
and Tavern: But the Sack that thou haft drunk me, 
would have bought me light as good cheap, at the 
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deareft Chandlers in Europe. I have maintain’d that Sa- 
lamander of yours with fire, any time this two and thirty 
years, Heaven reward me for it. 

Bard. | would my Face were in your belly. 

Falft. Sofhould I be fure to be heart-burn’d. 

Ener Hoftefs. 
How now, Dame Parler the Hen, have vou enquir’d yet 
who pick’d my Pocket ? 

Hoftefs. Why, Sir John, whatdo you think, Sir Yotn ? 
do you think I keep Thieves in my Hovfe? | have 
fearch’d, 1 have enquir’d, fo has my Husband. Man by 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The tight of 32 
Hair was never loft in my Houfe before. 

Falf. Ye lye, Hoftefs: Bardolph was thav’d, and loft 
many a hair , and Vle be fworn my Pocket was pick’d; go 
to, you are a Woman, go. 

Hoftefs. Whol? defic thee. I was never call’d fo in 
mine own Houfe before. 

Falft, Go to, 1 know you well enough. 

Flofte/s. No, Sit Jobn: You do not know me, Sir 
John; | know you, Sit John : You owe me Money, Sir John, 
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it: I bought 
you a dozen of Shirts to your back. 

Falst. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas : I have given them away 
to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of chem. 

Hoftefs. Now asl am atrue Woman, Holland of eight 
fillings an Ell: You owe Money here befides, Sir ohn, 
for your Diet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you, 
four and twenty pounds. 

Falt. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoftefs. He ? alas! heis poor, he hath nothing. 

Falt. How? poor? look upon his face: What call 
you rich? Let him coyn his Nofe, let him coyn his 
Cheeks, Ple not pay a Denier. What, will you make a 
Yonker of me? Shall not take mine eafe in mine Inn, 
but J thall have my Pocket pick’d ? Ihave loft a Seal-Ring 
of my Grand-fathers, worth forty Mark. 

Foftefs, | have heard the Prince tell him, I know not 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Falft. How ? the Prince is a Jack, a Sneak-Cup: and 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he 
would fay fo. 


Enter the Prince marching, and Fal{taff meets him, 
playing on bis Trunchion like a Fife. 


Falf. How now, Lad? is the wind in that Door? 
Muft we all march? 

Bard, Yea, twoand two, Nemgate fafhion. 

Floft. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

Prince, What fay’ft thou, Miftrefs Quickly ? How does 
thy Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeft man. 

Hoftefs. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Falff. Prethee let her alone, and lift tome. 

Prince. What fay’fi thou, Jack? 

Falt. The other night I fell afleep here behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houfe is turn’d 
Bawdy-houfe, they pick Pockets. 

Prince, Whatdidft thou lofe, Jack? 

Falt. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four 
Bonds of forty pound a piece, and a Seal-Ring of my 
Grand-fathers. 

Prince, A trifle, fomeeight-penny matter. 

Ho§t. Sol told him, my Lord; and 1 faid, 1 heard 
your Grace fay fo: And (my Lord) he fpeaks molt: vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth’d man as he is, and faid he 
would cudgel you. 

Prince. What, he did not? 

Hoff. There’s neither Faith, Treth, nor Woman-hood 
in me elfe. 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee than in a ftude 
Prune, nor no more truth in thee than ina drawn Fox : 
and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depu- 
ties Wife of the Ward to thee. Go you nothing, go. j 

Hoft. 
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hoft. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Fal. What thing? why a thing to thank Heaven on. 

Hoft. | am nothing to thank Heaven on, I would thon 
fhouldft know it : | aman honeft Man’s Wife : and fetting 
thy Knighthood afide, thou art a Knave to call me fo. 

Falfi. Setting thy Womanhood afide, thouart a Beaft 
to fay otherwile. 

Fioft. Say, what Beaft, thou Knave thou ? 

Fal, What Beaft? Why an Otter. 

Prin, An Otter, Sir Yobn, why an Otter ? 

Fl. Why ? fhe’s neither fih nor fieh; aman knows 
not where to have her. 

Aot. Thou art an unjuft man in faying fo , thou, or 
any man knows where to have me, thon Knave thou. 

Prin, Thou fay’ft true, Hoftefs, and he flanders thee 
moft grofly. 

Hoft. So he doth ycv, my Lord, and faid this other 
day, you ow’d him a thoufand pound. 

Prince. Sitrrahy do! owe you a thoufand pound ? 

Fal, A thoufand pound, Hal? a million : thy love is 
worth a million: thou ow’ft me thy love. 

Hoft. Nay, my Lord, he call’d you Jack, and faid he 
would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph? 

Bar. \ndeed, Sir Fob, you faid fo. 

Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Prin. | fay *tis Copper. Darft thou be as good as 
thy word now ? 

Fal. Why, Hal? thou know’ft, as thou art but a man, 
I dare, but as thou arta Prince, 1 fear thee, as! fear the 
roaring of the Lyons Whelp. 

‘Prin, And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The King himfelf is to be feared as the Lyon: 
Do’ft thou think l'le fear thee, as I fear chy Father ? nay 
if I do, let my Girdle break. 

Prin. O, if it fhoold, how would thy guts fall about 
thy knees. But, firrah, there’s no room for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honefty, in this bofomof thine: it is all fill’d up 
with Gots and Midriff. Charge an honet Woman 


with picking thy Pocket ? Why thou horfon impudent, | 


imboft Rafcal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
Tavern Recknings, Memorandums of Bawdy Houfes, 
and one poor penny-worth of Sugar candy to make thee 
long-winded : if thy Pocket were enrich’d with any o- 
ther injuries but thefe, I ama Villain: And yet you will 
{tand to it, you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not 
afham’d ? 

Fal. Doft thou hear, Hal? Thou know7ft in the ftate 
of Innocency, Adam fell: and what would poor Fack 
Falftaff do, inthe days of Villany ; Thou feeft, I have 
more fiefh than another man, and therefore frailty. You 
confefs then you pickt my Pocket ? 

Prin. lt appears fo by the Story. 

Fal. Hofiefs, 1 forgive thee: 

Go make ready Breakfaft, love thy Husband, 
Look tothy Servants, and cherifh thy Gueits - 
Thou fhalt find me tractableto any honeit Reafon: 
Thou feeft, 1 am pacified ftill. 
Nay, I prethee be gone. [Exit Hofte/s. 
Now, Hal, to the news at Court forthe Robbery, Lad ? 
How is that anfwered ? 
Prin, O my fweet Beef: 
t muft {till be good Angel to thee. 
The Money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I donot likethat paying back, "tis a double 
Labour. 

Prin. 1 am good Friends with my Father, and may 
do any thing, 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the frft thing thou do’ft, 
and do it with un-wafh’d hands too. 

Bard. Do, my Lord. 

Prin. I have procured thee, ack, a Charge of Foot. 

Fal. \ would it bad been of Horfe. Where fhail I find 
one that can {teal well ? O, for afine Thief, of two and 
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twenty, or thereabout : I am hainoufly unprovided. Well, 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Virtaous. | laud them, 1 praife them. 

Prin, Bardolph. 

Bar, My Lord. 
` Prin, Go bear this Letter to Lord Yohn of Lancafter, | 
to my Brother Foha. This to my Lord of Weftmerland : 
Go Pero, to Horfe - forthou, and J, 
Have thirty Miles to ride yet e’re dinner time. ` 
Jack, meet me to Morrow in the Temple- Hall 
Attwo a Clock in the Afternoon, 
There fhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
Money, and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percy ftands on hie, 
And either they, or we, muft Iower lie. 

Fal. Rare words: brave world, 
Hoftefs, my Breakfaft, come: 
Oh, | could wifh this Tavern were my Drum. 

[ Exennt omnes. 





Aus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Harry Hotfpur, Worcefter, 
and Dowglas. 


Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought Flattery, 
Such attribution fhould the Dowg/las have, 
As not a Souldier of this Seafons ftamp, 
Should go fo general corrant through the world. 
By Heaven 1 cannot flatter : 1 defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place 
In my Heart’s love, hath no man than your Self. 
Nay, task me to my word : approve me, Lord. 
Dow. ‘Thon art the King of Honour: 
No man fo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But 1 will Beard him. 
Emer a Meffenger. 
Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well. What Letters haft thou 
there ? I can but thank you. 
Mef, Thefe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him? 
Why comes he not himfelf? 
Mef]. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He ts grievous fick. 
Hot. How ? has he the leifure to be fick now, 
In fuch a juftling rime ? who leads his Power ? 
Under whofe Government come they along ? 
Meff. His Letters bears his mind, not I his mind. 
Wor. | prethee tell me, doth he keep his Bed ? 
Meff. He did, my Lord, four days e’re | fet forth: 
And at thetime of my departure thence, 
He was moch fear’d by his Phyfician. 
Wor. 1 would the ftate of time had firt been whole, 
E’re he by Sicknefs had been vifited ; 
His Health was never better worth than now. 
Hot fp. Sick now ? droop now ? this ficknefs doth infect 
The very Life-blood of oor Enterprife, 
’Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. 
He writes me here, that inward Sicknefs, 
And that his Friends by deputation 
Could not fo foon be drawn - nor did he think ıt meet 
To lay fo dangerous and dear a truft 
On a Soul remov’d, but on his own. 
Yet doth he give us bold Advertifemient, 
That with our {mall Conjunction we fhould on, 
To fee how Fortune is difpos’d to us, 
For, as he writes, there is noquailing now, 
Becaufe the King is certainly poffeft 
Of all our Purpofes. What fay youto it? 
Wor. Your Father’s ficknefs is a maim to us. 
Hofp. A perillous Gafh, avery Limb lopt off: w 
n 
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And yet, in faith, ’tis not, his prefent want 
Seems more than we fhall find i, 
Were it good, to fet the exact Wealth of all our States 
All at one Caft ? to fet fo rich a Mine 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour, 
[t were not good - for therein fhould we read 
Thevery bottom, and the Soul of hope, 
The very Lift, the very utmoft bouad 
Of all our Fortunes. 
Domg. Faith, and fo we fhould, 
Where now remainsa {weet Reverfion. 
We may boldly fpend, upon the hope 
Of what is to come in: 
A comfort of Retirement lives in this. 
Horfp. A Rendezvous, a Home to flic unto, 
if that the Deviland Mifchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 
Wor. But yet | would your Father had been here: 
The Quality and Heir of our Attempt 
Brooks no Divifion : It will be thought 
By fome, that know not why he is away, 
That Wifdom, Loyalty, and meer Diflike 
Of our Proceedings, keptthe Earl from hence. 
And-think, how fuch an Apprehenfion 
May turn the Tide of fearful Faction, 
And breed a kind of Queftion in our Caufe: 
For well you know, we of the offering fide, 
Mutt keep aloof from ftrict arbicrement, 
And ftop all fight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The Eye of Reafon may prye in upon us : 
Thisabfence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That fhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hotfp. You ftrain too far. 
I rather of his Abfence make this ufe : 
It lends a luftre, and more great Opinion, 
A Jarger Dare to your great Exterprize, 
Than if the Earl were here : for men muft think, 
If we without his help, can make a Head 
To puf againft the Kingdom : with his help, 
We fhall o’return it topfie-turvy down. 
Yet all goes well, yet allour joynts are whole. 
Dowg. As heart can think : 
There is not fucha word fpoke of in Scotland, 
As this Dream of Fear. 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 
Hot{p. My Coufin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 


Vern. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord. 


The Earl of Weft merland, feven thoufaad ftrong, 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince Fohn. 
Hotfp. Noharm: what more ? 
Vern, And further, | have learn’d, 
The King himfelf in Perfon hath fet forth, 
Or hither-wards intended fpeedily, 
With ftrong and mighty Preparation. 
Hotf{p. He fhall be welcome too, 
Where is his Son, 
The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Comrades, that daft the World afide, 
And bid it pafs ? 
Vern, All furnifht, all in Arms, 
All plum’d like Eftridges, that with the Wind 
Baited like Eagles, having lately bath’d, 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like images, 
As fullof Spirit as the Month of May, 
And gorgeous as theSun at Mid-fummer, 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls. 
l faw young Harry with his Beaver on, 
His Cufhesou his thighs, gallantly arm’d, 
Rife from the ground like feathered Afercury, 
And vaulted with fuch eafe into his Seat, 
As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
To turn and wind afiery Pegafus, 
And witcht the world with noble Horfemanthip. 


Hfotfp. No more, no more, 
Worle than the Sun in arch, 
This Praife doth nourifh Agues: let them come. 
They come like Sacrifices 10 their trim, 
And to the fire-ey’d Maid of fmoaky War, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them: 
The mailed Mars fhall on his Altar fir 
Up to the cars in Blood. I am on firc, 
To hearthisrich Reprizal is fonigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Again{t the bofom of the Prince of Wales. 
Harryto Harry, fhallnot Horfe to Horfe 
Meet, and ne’re part, till onedrop downa Coarfe ¢ 
Oh, that Glendower were come. 
Ver, There is‘more News: 


| I learn’d in Worcefter, as 1 rode along, 


He cannot draw his Power this fourteen days. 
Dowg. That’s the worft Tidings that I hear of, yet. 
Wor. 1, by my faith, that bears a frofty found. 
Hot{p. What may the Kings whole Battel reach anto ? 
Ver. To thirty thoufand. 
For. Forty let it be, 

My Father and Glendower being both away, 

The Power of us may ferve fo great a day. 

Come, let us take a Multer fpeedily : 

Dooms-day is near ; die all, die merrily. 
Dowg. Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 

Of death, or deaths hand, for this one half year. 


[ Exeuns omnes, 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Falftaff and Bardolph. 


Fal?, Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry, fill me 2 
Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers fhall march through : we’ll 
to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. 

Bard. \Will you give me Money, Captain ? 

Falft. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This Bottle makes an Angel. 

Falft. And if it do, take it for thy labour: and if it 
make twenty, take them all, Ple anfwer the Coynage. 
Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet me at the Towns end. 

Bard. \ will Captain : farewell. [C Exit. 

Falf, \f | be not afham’d of my Souldiers, 1 am 2 
fowe’t Gurnet : I have mif-us’d the Kings Prefs dam- 
nably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty 
Souldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. 1 prefs me 
none but good houfe-holders, Yeomens Sons: enquire 
me out contracted Barchelors, fuch as had been ask’d 
twice on the Banes: fuch a Commodity of warm Slaves, 
as had as lieve hear the Devil, asa Drum 3 fuch as fear 
the report of a Caliver, worfe than a ftruck-Fool, ora 
hurt Wild-Duck. I preft me none but fuch Toftes and 
Butter, with bearts in their Bellies no bigger than Pins 
heads, and they have bought out their Services : And 
now my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Corporals, 
Licutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as rag- 
ged as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where the Glut- 
tons Dogs licked his Sores ; and fuch as indeed were 
never Souldiers, but dif-carded unjuft Servingmen, youn- 
ger Sons to younger Brothers : Revolted Tapfters and 
Oftlers, Trade-faln, the Cankers of a calm World, and 
long Peace, ten times more difhonourable, ragged, than 
an old-fac’d Ancient ; and fuch have I to fill up the 
roomsof them that have bought out their Services: that 
you would think, that 1 had a hundred and fifty catter’d 
Prodigals, lately come from Swiac-keeping, from eating 
Draft and Husks. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
and cold me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and preft the 
dead Bodies. No eye hath feen fuch skar-Crows : Ple 
not march though Coventry with them, that’s flat. Nay, 


and 
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and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as if 
they had Gyves on; for indeed, 1 had the moft of them 
out of Prifon. There’s not a Shirt and a half in all my 
Company : and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack to- 
gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Heralds 
Coat, without fleeves: and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftoln from my Hoft of S. Albans ; or the Red-Nofe 
Inn-keeper of Dayntry. But that’s all one, they’l find 
Linnen enough on every Hedge. 


Enter the Prince, and the Lord of Weftmerland. 


Prince. How now, blown Fack? how now, Quilt ? 

Falft. What, Hal ? How now, mad Wag, whata De- 
vil do’ft thou in Warmick-fhire ? My good Lord of Weft- 
erland, Icry youmercy, 1 thought your Honour had al- 
ready been at Shrewsbury. 

Weft. Faith, Sir Fohr, *tismore thantime that I were 
there, and you too: but my Powers are there already. 
The King, ! can tell yon, looks for usall: we muft away 
all to Night. 

Falft, Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, 
to {teal Cream. 

Prince. | think to fteal Cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath already made thee Butter : but tell me, Yack, whofe 
Fellows are thefe that come after ? 

Falf. Mine, Hal, mine. ' 

Prince. {did never fee fuch pitiful Rafcals. 

Falft. Tuot, tut, good enough to tofs: food for Pow- 
der, food for Powder: they’llfill a Pit, as well as better : 
tufh man, mortal men, mortal men. 

Weftm. 1, but Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. 

Fal. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 
had that ; and for their barenefs, I am fure they never 
learn’d that of me. 

Prin. No, Ple be fworn, tnlefs you call three fin- 
gers on the Ribs, bare. But, firrah, make hafte. Percy is 
already in the Field. 

Fal/?, What, is the King encamp’d ? 

Weft. He is, Fobn, | fear we fhall {tay too long. 

Falft. Well, to the latter end ofa Fray, and the 
beginning of a Feaft, fits a dull Fighter, and a keen 
Guelt. [ Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 
Enter Hot{pur, Worcefter, Dowglas, avd Vernon. 


“Horfp. Well fight with him to Night. 
Worc. It may not be. 
Dowg. You give him then advantage. 
Vern, Not a whit. 
Hotfp. Why fay you fo ? looks he not for Supply ? 
Vern. So do we. 
fot fp. His is certain, Ours is doubtful. 
Worc. Good Confin be advis?d, ftir not to Night. 
Vern. Do not, my Lord. 
Dowg. You do not counfel well : 
You {peak it out of fear, and cold heart. 
_ Vern, Dome no flander, Domglas: by my Life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my Life, 
lf well-refpected Honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counfel with weak fear. 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives. 
Let it be feen to morrow in the Battel, 
Which of us fears, 
Dowg. Yea, or to night. 
Vern, Content. 
Hotfp. Yo night, fay I. 
Vern, Come, come, it may not be. 
[ wonder much,being men of fuch great Leading as you are, 
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That you forefee not what Impediments 
Drag back our Expedition : certain Horfe 
Of my Coufin Verxon’s are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worcefter?s Horfe came but to day, 
And now thei pride and mettle is alleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That nota Horfe is half the half of himfelf. 
frotfp. So are the Horfe of the Enemy 
In general, journey-bated, and brought low : 
The better part of Ours are full of reft. 
Worc. The number of the Kings exceedeth ours: 
For Gods fake, Coufin, ftay till all come in. 


The T, rumpet founds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blunt. ] come with gracious offers from the 
If you vouchfafe me hearing, and refpect. 
flotfp. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt : 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love you well : and even thofe fome 
Envy your great Defervings, and good Name, 
Becaufe you are not of our Quality, 
But ftand againft us like an Enemy. 
Blunt. And Heaven defend, but {till I 
50 long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ftand againft Anointed Majefty. 
But to my Charge. 
The King hath fent to know 
The Nature of your Griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the breaft of Civil peace, 
Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Cruelty. If thar the Kin 
Have any way your good Deferts forgot, 
Which he confeffeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your Griefs ; and with all {peed 
You fhall have your defires, with intereft : 
And Pardon abfolute for your felf, and thefe, 
Herein mis-led by your fuggeftion. 
Hotfp. The King is kina: 
And well we know, the King 
Knows at what time to Promife, when to Pay. 
My Father, my Uncle, and my felf, 
Did give him that fame Royalty he wears : 
And when he was not fix and twenty ftrong, 
Sick in the worlds regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unminded Out-law, fneaking home, 
My Father gave him welcome to the fhore: 
And when he heard him fwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancafter, 
To fue out his Livery, and beg his Peace, 
With tears of Innocency, and terms of zeal: 
My Father, in kind heart and pity mov’d, 
Swore him affiftance, and Perform’d it roo. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 
Percetv’d Northumberland did lean to him, 
They more and lefs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 


King, 


fhould ftand fo, 


| Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes, 


Laid Gifts before him, proffer’d him their Oaths, 
Gave him their Heirs, as Pages, followed him, - 
Even atthe heels, in golden multitudes. 

He prefently, as greatnefs knows it felf, 

Steps me a little higher than his Vow 

Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 
Upon the naked fhore at Ravenfpurg : 

And now (forfooth) takes on him to reform 

Some certain Edidts, and fome {trait Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Common- wealth ; 
Cries out upon Abufes, feems to weep 

Over his Countreys Wrongs : and by his Face, 
This feeming Brow of Juftice, did he win 

The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me offthe Heads 


Of all the Favourites, that the abfent King 
n 
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In depuration left behind him here, 
When he was perfonal in the /rsfh War. 
Blunt, Tut, | came not to hear this. 
Hot. Then to the point. 
In fhort tune after, he depos’d the King, 
Soon .afcer that, depriv’d him of his Life : 
And in the neck of that, task’t the whole State. 
To make that worle, fuffer’d his Kinfman March, 
Who is, if every Owner were right plac’d, 
Indeed his King, to be engag’d in Wales, 
There, without Ranfom, to lie forfeited: 
Difgrac’d me in my happy Victories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Boord, 
In rage difmifs’d my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
| And in conclufion, drove us to feek out 
| This Head of fafety ,and withall, ro prie 
Into his Title: the which we find 
Too indirect, for long continuance. 
Blunt. Shall I return this anfwer to the King ? 
Hotf{p. Not fo, Sir Walter. 
We'll withdraw a while: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn’d 
Some furety for a fafe return again, 
And in the morning early thal! my Uncle 
Bring him our purpofe: and fo farewell. 
Blunt. } would you would accept of Grace and Love. 
. Hotfp. And’t may be, fo we thall. 


Blunt. Pray Heaven you do. [ Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter the Arch-Bifbop of York, and Sir Michel. 


Arch, Hie, good Sir Michel, bear this fealed Brief 
With winged hafte tothe Lord Marthal, 
This to my Coufin Ser oop, andall the relt 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew how much they do import, 
You would make hatte. 
Sir Michel. My good Lord, | guefs their tenour. 
Arch. Like enough you do. 
To morrow, good Sir Michel, is a day, 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As | am truly given to underftand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raifed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry: and I fear, Sir Michel, 
What with the ficknefs of Northumberland, 
Whofe Power was in the firft proportion ; 
And what with Owen Glendowers abfence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmly too, _ 
And comes nor in, over-tul’d by Prophecies, 
I fear the Power of Percy is too weak, 
To wage an inftant tryal wich the King. 

Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord, you necd not fear, 
There is Domglas, and Lord Mortimer. 
Arch, No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir Mich. But there is AMordake, Vernon, Lord Har- 
And there is my Lord of Worcefter, (ry Percy, 
And a Head of gallant Warriours, 

Noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 

The fpecial head of all the Land together : 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter, 
The Noble Weftmerland, and warlike Blunt , 
And many more Corrivals, and dear men 
Of Eftimation, and Command in Arms. 


Sir M. Doubt not, my Lord, he fhall be well oppos’d. 


Arch. | hope no lefs : Yet needful *tis to fear, 
And to prevent the worft, Sir chel {peed ; 
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For if Lord Percy thrive not e’re the King 

Difmifs his Power, he means to vifit us; 

For he hath heard of our Confederacy, 

And, "tis but Wifdom to make ftrong againft him: 
Therefore make hafte, I muft go write again 

To other Friends: and fo farewell, Sir Michel. [ Exeunt. 


























Aus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter, 
Earl of Weftmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, and Falftaft. 


King. How bloudily the Sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky hill: the day looks pale 
At his Diftemperature. 
Prin, The Southern wind 
Doth play the Trumper to his purpofe 
And by his hollow whiftling in ie laren. 
Foretels a Tempeft, and a bluft’ring day 
King. Then with the lofers lec it fympathize, 
For nothing can feem fowre to them that win. | 
[Tbe Trumpet founds. 
Enter Worcefter. eP 
King. How now, my Lord of Worfter ?’Tisnot well 
That you and I fhould meet upon fuch terms, 
As now we meet. You have deceiv’d our Trof, 
And made us doff our eafie Robe of Peace, 
To cru our old Limbs in ungentle Steel : 
This isnot well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What fay you co it ? Will you again anknit 
This churlifh Knot of all-abhorred War ? 
And move in that Obedient Orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural Light, 
And be no more an exhal’d Metcor, 
A Prodigie of Fear, and a Portent 
Of broached Mifchief, to the unborn Times ? 
Wor. Hear me, my ag: : 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the Lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours: For I do proteft, 
[ have not foughe the day of this difltke. 
King. You have not fought it: how comes it then ? 
Falĵt. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
Prin. Peace, Chewet, peace. 
Wor. It pleas’d your Majefty, to turn your looks 
Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houfe , 
And yer I muft remember you, my Lord, 
We were the firft, and deareft of your Friends: 
For you, my Staff of Office did I break 
In Richara’s time, and pofted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kifs your hand, 
When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as I; 
It was my felf, my Brother, and his Son; 
That brought you ftom! and boldly did out-dare 
The danger of the time. You fwore to us, 
And you did fwear that Oath at Doncaftcr, 
That you did nothing of purpofe ’gainft the State, 
Nor claim no further, than your new-falo right, 
The feat of Gaunr, Dukedom of Lancafter. 
To this, we fware our aid : But in short fpacc, 
It rain’d down Fortune fhowring on your head, 
And fuch a floud of Greatnefs fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the abfent King, 
W hat with the Injuries of wanton Time, 
The feeming Sufferanccs that you had born, 
And the contrarious Winds that held the King 
So long in the unlucky /rifh Wars, 
That all in England did repute him dead: 
And from this {warm of fair Advantages, 
You took occafion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the general fway into your Hand, 
Forgot your Oath to us at Doncajter, 
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And being fed by us, you usd us fo, 

As that ungentle gull the Cuckows Bird, 

Ufeth the Sparrow, did opprefs our Neft, 

Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a Bulk, 

That even our Love durft not come near your fight 
For fear of fwallowing : But withnimble wing 
We were inforc’d for fafety’s fake, to fiye 

Out of your fight, and raife this prefent Head, 
Whereby we ftand oppofed by fuch means 
As you your felf have forg’d againft your felf, 
By unkind Ufage, dangerous Countenance, 

And violation of all Faith and Troth 

Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. 

King. Thefe things indeed yon have articulated, 
Proclaim’d at Market Croffes, read in Churches, 

To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With fome fine Colour, that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Difcontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly burly Innovation: 

And never yet did Infurrection want 

Such Water-colours, to impaint his Caufe : 
Nor moody Beggars, ftarving for a time 
Of pell-mell Havock, and Confufion. 

Prin. in both our Armies, there is many a Soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this Encounter, 

If once they joynin trial. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth joyn with all the World 
In praife of Henry Percy : By my Hopes, 
This prefent Enterprize fet off his head, 

1 do not think a braver Gentleman, 

More Aétive, Valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or more bold, is nowalive, 

To grace this latter Age with Noble Deeds. 
For my part, I may fpeak it to my fhame, 

| have a Truant been to Chivairy, 

And fol hear he doth account me too: 

Yet this before my Fathers Majelty, 

lam content that he fhall take the odds 

Of his great Name and Eftimation, 

And will, to fave the Bloud on either fide, 
Try Fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 

King. And, Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee, 
Albeit, Confiderations infinite 
Do make againft it : No, good Worfter, no, 

We love our People well , even thofe we love 
That are mifled upon your Coufins part : 

And will they take the offer of our Grace: 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my Friend again, and Ple be his. 
Sotell your Coufin, and bring me word, 
What he will do. .But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correction wait onus, 
And they fhalldo their Office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with reply, 

We offer fair, take it advifedly. C Exit Worcefter. 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my Life, 

The Domglas and the Hot/pur both together, 
Are confident againift the world in Arms. 

King. Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge, 
For on their Anfwer will we fet.on them ; 
And God befriend us, as our Canfe is juft. 

Manet Prince and Faiftaff. 

Fal. Hal, ifthou fee me down inthe Battel, 

And beftride me, fo; "tis a point of Friendfhip. 
Prin, Nothing but a Coloflus can do thee that Friendfhip : 
Say thy Prayers, and farewell. 

Falf. 1 would:it were Bed time ? //al, and all well. 

Prin. Why, thou oweft Heaven a death. 

Fal. *Tis not due yet : I would be loth to pay him 


[ Exeunt, 
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arm? No : Or take away the grief of a Wound ? No 
Honour hath no skill in Surgery then ? No. What is Ho- 
nour ? a word. What is that word Honour ? Ayre: A 
trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy’d a Wednef- 
day. Dothhe feel it ? No. Doth he hear it? No. Is it 
infenfible then ? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living ? No. Why ? Detrattion will not fuffer it, 
therefore Ple none of it. Honour is a meer Scutcheon, and 
fo ends my Catechifm. [L Exit. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Worcelter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Wor. O no, my Nephew muft not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind Offer of the King. 
Ver. Twere beft he did. 
Wor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poffible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us, 
He will fufpect us {till, and find a time 
To Punifhthis Offence in other Faults: 
Suppofition, all our lives fhall be ftuck full of Eyes; 
For Treafon is but trufted like the Fox; 
Who ne’re fo tame, fo cherifh’d, and lock’d up, 
Will have a wilde trick of his Anceitors : 
Look how he can, or fad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will mifquote our looks, 
And we thall feed like Oxen ata Stall, 
The better cherifh’d, ftill the nearer death. 
My Nephews trefpafs may be well forgot, 
It hath the excufe of Youth, and heat of Bloud, 
And an adopted Name of Priviledge, 
A hare-brain?’d Zor/pur, govern’d by a Spleen: 
All his Offences live upon my Head, 
And on his Fathers. We did train him on, 
And his Corruption being tane from us, 
We asthe Spring ofall, fhall pay for all : 
Therefore, good Coufin, let not /arry know 
in any cafe, the Offer of the King. 
Ver, Deliver what you will, Ple fay tis fo. 
Here comes your Coufin. 
Enter Hot{pur. 
Hot. My Uncle is return’d: 
Deliver up my Lord of Weftmerland. 
Uncle, what News? 
| Wor, The King will bid you Battel prefently. 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerland, 
Hot, Lord Dowglas : go youand tell him fo. 
Dow, Marryand fhall, and very willingly. 
[ Exit Dowglas. 
There is no feeming mercy in the King. 
Hot, Did you beg any ? God forbid. 
Wor. I told him gently of our Grievances. 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 
By now forfwearing that he is forfworn, 
He calls us Rebels, “Traitors, and will fcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in us. 
Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms, for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Hezries teeth: 
And Weftmerland that was ingag’d did bear it, 
Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly on. 
Wor. The Prince of Wales {tept forth before the Kings 
And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 
Hot. O, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads, 
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, 


Wor. 


before his day. What need I be fo forward with him | How thew’d his Talking ? Seem’d it in contempt ? 


that call’s not on me? Well, ’tis no matter, Honour pricks 
me on. But how if Honour prick me off when I come 
on? Howthen, Can Honour fet to aleg ? No: or an 


Ver. No, by my Soul : 1 never in my life 
Did hear a Challenge urg’d more modeftly, 
Unlefs a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
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To gentle Exercife and proof of Arms. 
He gave you all the Duties of a Man, 
Trim’d up your’Praifes with a Princely Tongue, 
Spoke your Defervings like a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his Praife, 
By ttill difpraifing Praife, valu’d with you: 
And which became him like a Prince indecd, 
He made a bluhing cital of himfelf, 
And chide his Trewant youth fo with a Grace, 
Asif he maftered there a double Spirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly : 
There did he paufe. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-live the Envy of this day, 
England did never owe fo fweet a hope, 
So much mifconftrued in his Wautonnefs. 
Hot. Coufin, I think thou art enamoured 
On his follies: never did I hear 
Ofany Prince fo wild at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 
I will embrace him with a Souldiers Arm, 
That he fhall fhrink under my courtefie. 
Arm, arm with {peed. And Fellows, Souldiers, Friends, 
Better confider what you have to do, 
Than 1, that have not well the gift of Tongue, 
Can lift your Blood up with Perfwafion. 
Enter a Meffinger. 
Mef. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hor. 1 cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is hort ; 
To fpend that fhortnefs bafely, were too long. 
[f life did ride upon a Dials point, 
Still ending at the arrival ofan hour, 
And if we live, we live ro tread on Kings: 
if dyes brave death, when Princes dye with us. 
Now for our Confciences, the Arms is fair, 
When the intent for bearing them is juft. 
Enter another Meffinger. 
Atef. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Hot. \ thank him, that he cuts me from my tale : 
For I profefs not talking : Only this, 
Let each man do his beft. And here I draw my Sword, 
Whofe worthy temper | intend to ftain 
With the beft blood that I can. meet withall, 
In the Adventure of this perillons day. 
Now Efperance Percy, aud fet on: 
Sound all the lofty Inftruments of War, 
And by that Mafick, let usall embrace : 
For Heaven to Earth, fomeof ns never fhall, 
A fecond time do fuch a courtefie. 


They embrace, the Trumpets found, the King entreth 
with bis Power, alarm uito the Battcll, Then enter 
Doweglas avd Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blu, What is thy Name,that in Battel thus thou crofleft 
What Honour doft thou feek upon my Head ? (me ? 
Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 
And do haunt thee in the Battel thus, 
Becaufe fome tell me, that thou art a King- 
Blunt, They tell thee truc. 
Dow. The Lord of Staford here to day hath bought. 
Thy likenefs: for inftead of thee, King Harry, 
This Sword hath ended him, fo fhall 1t thee, 
Unlefs thou yield thee as a Prifoner. 
Blu, 1 was not born tò yield, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou fhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Stafford’s death. 


Fight, Bluntis flain, then enters Hotfpur- 


Hot. © Dowglas, hadit thou fought at Holmedon thus, 


I never had triumphed o’re a Scot. À 
‘Dow. All’s done,all’swon,here breathlefs lics the King. 


Hot. Where? 
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Dow. Here. 

Hot. This, Domglas? No, I know this face fu'l well: 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt, = 
Semblably furnifh’d like the King himéfelf. 

Dow. Ah fool: go with thy Soul whither it goes, 
A borrowed Title haft thou bought too dear. 
Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

for, The King hath many marching in his Coats. 
P Dow. rey by a -r will kill all his Coats, 

ce murther ali his Wardrobe piece iece 
Untill I meet the King. =o 

fot. Up and away. 
Our Souldiers ftand full fairly for the day. [ Exeurt, 
Alarm, and enter Falftaff folus. 


Fal. Though I could fcape fhot-free at London, 1 fear 
the hot here: here’s no fcoring, but upon the pate. Soft 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blant, there’s Honour for you: 
here’s no Vanity, I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy too; Heaven keep Lead out of me, J need no more 
weight than mine own Bowels. I have led my rag of 
Mufhans where they are peppec’d: there’s not threc of my 
150 left alive, and they for the Townsend, to beg du- 
ting life. But who comes here ? 

Enter Prince, 

Prin, What ftand?ft thou idle here? lend me thy Sword 
Many a Noble man lies ftark and ftiff i 
Under the hooves of vaunting Enemies, 

Whofe deathsare unreveng’d. Prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Fal, O Hal, | prethee give me leave to breathe a while. 
Turk Gregory never did fuch decds in Atins as 1 have dop 
this day. I have pay’d Percy, { have made him fure. 

Prin, He.is indeed, and living to kill thee ; 

I a + = a kane 

Falft, Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get? 
Sword ; but take my Piftol if thou wilt. — 
Prin, Giveitine: What, is it in the Cafe ? 

Fal, | Hal,*tis hot: There’s that will Sack a City. 


The Prince draws ont a Bottle of Sack 


Prin, What, is it a time to jeft and dally now? [Exit. 
Throws it at him. 
_ Fualft. \f Percybe alive. Ple pierce him: if he do come 
in my way, fo: if he do not,if I come in his (willingly) 
let him make a Carbonado of me, I like not fuch grinning 
Honour as Sir Welter hath. Give me life, which if 1 can 
fave, fo: if not, Honour comes unlook’d for, and theres 
an end. [Exis. 





Scena Tertia. 


Alarm, Excnrfions, enter the King, the Prince, 
Lord Jolin of Lancafter, and rhe Earle 
of Weftmerland. 


King, 1 prethee, Harry,withdraw thy felf, thou bleed- 
eft too much: Lord Johu of Lancaffer, go you with him. 
P. John. Not 1, my Lord,unlefs I did bleed too. 
Priv, | befeech your Majefty make up, 
Leaft your retirement do amaze your Friends. 
King. 1 will do fo: 
My Lord of Wejtmerland, \cad him to his Tent. 
Weft. Come my Lord, Vle lead you to your Tent. 
Prin, Lead me, my Lord ? I do not need your help, 
And Heaven forbida fhallow fcratch fhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from fuch a Field as this, 
Where ftain’d Nobility lyes trodden on, 
And Rebels Arms triumph in Maflacres. 
Sohn. We breathe tco long: come Couflin Weftacerland, 
Our duty this way lies, for Heavens fake come. 
Prin. By Heaven thou haft deceived me, Lærxafer, 
I 
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L did not think thee Lord of fuch a Spirit: 
Before, 1 lov’d thee as a Brother, Fobns 
But now, I dorefpect thee as my Soul. 
King. lfaw him hold Lord Percy at the point, 
With lufticr maintenance than I did look for . 
Of fuch an nngrown Warrior. 
Prin. O this Boy, lends metle to us all. 
= Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Another King ? They grow like Hydras Heads: 
{ am the Dowglas fatal to all thofe 
That wear thofe Colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfoit’ft the Perfon of a King ? 
King. The King himfelf: who,Dowglas,grieves at heart 
So many of his Shadows thou haft met, 
And not the very King. I have two Boys 
Seck Percy and thy felf about the Field: 
But feeing thou fall’ft on me fo luckily 
| wilLaflay thee: fo defend thy {felf. 
Dow. 1 fear thou arc another Counterfeit : 
And yet in faith thou bear’ft thec like a King : 
But mine 1 am fure thou art, who e’re thou be, 
And thusI win thee. [hey fight, the K. being in danger. 
i e . Enter Prince, 
= Prin. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again: the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are inmy Arms; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threats thee, 
Who never promifeth, but means to pay. 
r + ‘They fight, Dowglas fiyeth. 
Chearly, My Lord: how fares your Grace ? 
Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent, 
And fo hath Clifton: Vle to Clifton ftreight 
‘King. Stay, and breathe a while. : 
Thou haft redeem’d thy loft opinion, 
And fhew’d thou mak’ft fome tender of my lifc 
In this fair Refcue thou hait brought to me. 
Prin. O Heaven, they did me too much injury, 
That ever faid I hearkned to your death. 
If it were fo, | might have let alone 
The infulting Hand of Dowglas over you, 
Which would have been as {pecdy in your end, 
As all the poyfonous Potions in the World, 
And fav’d the Treachcrous labour of your Son. 


[ Exit. 


= K. Make up to Clifton Ple to Sir Nichol. Gawfey.LExit. 


Enter Hotfpur. 
o Hot. MEE miftake not, thou art Marry Monmouth. 
Prin. Thou fpeakeft as if I would deny my Name. 
Hot. My Name is Harry Percy. 


Prin. Why then] {ce a very valiant Rebel of that Name. 


i am the Prince of Wales, and think not Percy, 
To fare with mcin glory any more: « 

Two Stars keep not their motion in one Spherc, 
Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 
Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor fhall it, Harry, for the Hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to Heaven, 
Thy Name in Arms, were now as great as mine. 

Prin, Ple make it greater, ¢’re I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honours on thy Creft, 
Ple crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 

Hot. ï can no longer brook thy Vanities. 

. Enter Falftaff. 

Fal. Well faid, Zal, to it Hal. Nay, you shal find no 

Boys play here, F can tell you. . 


[ Fight. 


Enter Dowglas, he fights with Falftaff, who falls down as 
as if he were dead. The Prince killeth Percy. 


Hot, Oh Harry thou hafte rob’d me of my youth : 
I better. brook the lofs of bitter life, 
Than thofe proud Titles thou haft won of me, 


They wound my thoughts worfe,than the Sword my flefh: 


But thought’s the flave of Life, and Life Tim’s Fool ; 
And Time, that takes furvey of all the World, 
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Muft have-a ftop. O, I could Prophefie, 

But that the Earth. and the cold hand of death, 
Lyes on my Tongue: No, Percy thou art duit 
And food for-——— 

Prin, For Worms, brave Percy. Farewel great Heart: 

Ill-weav’d Ambition, how much art thou fhrunk ? 

When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 

A Kingdom for it was too {mall abound : 

But now two paces of the vileft Earth 

Is room enough. This Earth that bears thee dead, 

Bears not alive fo Rout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of Courtefie, 

I fhould not make fo great a fhow of Zeal. 

But let my Favours hide thy mangled Face, 

And even in thy behalf, le thank my felf 

For doing thefe fair Rites of Tendernefs. 

Adicu, and take thy praife with thee to Heaven, 

Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the Grave, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

What ? Old Acqaintance ? Could not all this fichh 

Keep ina little life? Poor Fack, , farewell ; 

I could have better fpar’d a better man. 

O, I fhould have a heavie mifs of thee, 

If] were much in love with Vanity. 

Death hath not {truck fo fat a Deer to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 

Imbowell’d willl fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by Noble Percy lye. 
Falftaff rifeth up. 

Falf, Imbowell’d ? If thou imbowel me to day, V’le 
give you leave to powder me,and eat mc too to morrow. 
*Twas time to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant Scot 
had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfeit ?] am no coun- 
terfeit; to dye, is to bea counterfeit, for he is but the 
counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life ofa man: But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is tobe 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life in- 
deed. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion; in the 
which better part, I have faved my life. Iam afraid of 
this Gun-powder Percy, though he be dead. How if he 
fhould counterfeit too, and rife, I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit: therefore I’le makc him fure 
yea,and Ile fwear I have kill’d him.W hy may not he rifey 
as well as I? Nothing confutesme but Eyes,and no body 
fees me. Therefore, Sirrah,with a new wound inyour thigh 
come you along with me. Takes Hot{pur on his back.. 


[Exst. 


a 


Enter Prince and Fobn of Lancafter. 


Prin. Come Brother John, full bravely haft thou fefht thy 
Maiden Sword. 

Fohn, But foft, who have we here? ~ 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prin. 1 did, Ifaw him dead, + i 
Breathlefs, and bleeding on the-ground: Art thou alive 
Or is it Fantafie that plays upon our Eye-fight ? 

I prethee fpeak, we will not truft our Eyes 
Without our Ears. Thou art not what thou fee m’ft. 

Falft. No, that’s certain: Iam not a double man: but 
if} amnot Fack Faifafjthen am 1a Jack: Thereis Percy, 
if your Father will do me any Honour, fo: if not, let him 
kill the next Percy himfelf. I look either to be Earle or 
Duke, I ean aflure you. 

Prin, Why, Percy 1 killd my felf, and faw thce dead. 

Fal, Didit thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is given 
to Lying ? I grant you I. was down, and out of Breath, 
and fo was he, but we rofe both at an inftant,and fought 
a long hour by Shrewsbury Clock if I may be believed, 
fo: if not,let “them that fhould reward Valour bear 
the fin upon their own heads. Ple taket on my dcath 
I gave him this wound inthe Thigh : if the man were a- 
live, and would deny it, 1 would make him eat a piece 


| of my Sword, 


Sohn.. This is the ftrangeft tale that ere I heard. 
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Prin, This is the ftrangeft Fellow, Brother John. 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your back : 
For my part, if a lye may do thec grace, 
Ple gild ic with the happieft terms I have. 

“A Rotreae is founded. 

The Trumpets found Retreat, the day is ours : 
Come Brother, Ict’s to the highelt of thie Field, 
To fee what Friends are living; whoare dead. [E-xeunt, 

Fal. Ple follow as they fay, for Reward. He that re- 
wards me, Heaven reward him. If Ido grow great again, 
Ple grow lefs ? for Vie purge, and leave Sack, and live 
cleanly, as a Noble man fhould do. [Exi. 





Scena Quarta. 


The Trumpets found, 
Emer King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter, 
Earl of Weftmerland, with Worcelter and 
Vernon prifomrs. 


King. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. 
Ill-fpirited Worceffer, did we not fend Grace, 
Pardon, and terms of Love to allof you ? 

And would’ft thou turn our Offers contrary ? 
Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfman’s Trult ? 
Three Knights upon our Party flain to day, 
A Noble Ear! and many a Creature elfe 
Mad been alive this hour, 
if like a Chriftian thou had?’ft truly born, 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 
Wor. WhatI have done, my fafety urg’d me to, 
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And I embrace this Fortune patiently, 
Since, not to be avoided, it falls on m:. 

King. Bear Worcefter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other Offenders we will paufe upon. 

(Exse Worcelter and Vernon. 

How goes the Field ? 

Prin, The Noble Scot Lord Domgles, when he faw 
The Fortune of the day quite turn’d froin him, 
The Noble Percy flain, and all his men, 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rcft ; 
And falling froma hill, he was fo bruiz’d 
That the Purfuers took him. At my Tenc 
The Dowelas is, and I befeech your Grace, 
I may difpofe of him. 

Kins. With all my heart. 

Prin. Vhen Brother John of Lancafter, 
To you this Honourable Bounty fall belong : 
Go to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleafure, ranfomlefs and free: 
His Valour fhewn upon our Crefts to day, 
Hath taught us how co cherifh fuch high Deeds, 
Even in the bofom of our Adverfaries. 

King, Then this remains: that we divide our Power. 
You Son Fohn, and my Coufin Weft merland 
Towards York fhall bend you, with your deareft {peed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scrap, 
Who (as we hear) are bufily in Arms. 
My felf, and Son Harry will towards Wales. 
To fight with Glerdower, and the Earl of Adarch. 
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way, 
Meeting the Check of fuch another cay ; 
And fiace this bufinefs fo far is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be won. ( Exeunt. 
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The Hecond Part of 


ENRY IV 


CONTAINING HIS DEATH: 


And Coronation of King 


EEN RY V 


Adtus Primus, Scena Prima. 








Upon my Tongue continual Slanders ride, 

The which, in every Language, I pronounce, 

Stuffing the ears of them with falfe Reports: 

I {peak of Peace, while covert Enmity 

(Under the fmile of fafecy ) wounds the World: 

And who but Rumor, who but only I 

Make fearful Mufters, and prepar’d Defence, 

Whil’ft the big year, fwoln with fome other gief: 

Is thought with 7 by the {tern Tyrant War ; 
g2 


INDUCTION. 


Enter Rumor. i 
Pen your Ears © For Which of you will ftop 
The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor {peaks ? 
1, from the Orient, to the drooping Welt 
(Making the wind my Poft-horfe) {till unfold 
The Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth. mn 
n 
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And no fuch matier. Rumor is a Pipe 
Blown by Surmife, Jealonfies, Conjectures ; 
And of fo eafie, and fo plain a Stop, 
1 Thac the blunt Monfter, with uncounted Heads, 
The -ftill difcordant, wavering Multitude, 
Can play upon it. But what need I thus 
My well-known Body to Anatomize 
Among my Houfhold ? Why is Rumor here ? 
I run before King Harry’s Vitory, 
Who in a bloody Field by Shremsbury 
Hath beaten down young Hotfpsr, and his Troops, 
Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, 
Even with the Rebels blood. But what mean I 
To fpeak of Truth at firft ? My Office is 
To noife abroad, that Harry Atonmouth fell 
Under the Wrath of Noble /ofper’s Sword : 
And that the King, before the Domglas Rage 
Stoop’d his Anointed head, as low as death. 
This have I rumor’d through the Peafant Towns, 
Between the Royall Field of Shremsbury, 
And this Worm-caten-Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hot/pur’s Father, old Northumberland, 
| Lyes crafty fick. The Pofts come tyring on, 
And nota man of them brings other News 
Than they have learn’d of me. From Rwmsr’s Tongues. 
They bring finooth-Comforts-falfe, worfe than J rue- 
wrongs. (Exit. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lord Bardolf, avd the Porter. 


L. Bar. Who keeps the Gate, hoa? 
Where is the Earl ? 

Por, What fhall I fay you are ? 

L. Bar. Tell thon the Ear! 
That the Lord Bardolf doth attend him here? 

Por. His Lordhhip is walk’d forth into the Orchard, 
Pleafe it your Honor, knock but at che Gate, 
And he himfelf will anfwer. 

Enter Northumberland. 

L, Bar. Here ‘comes the Earl. 

Nor. What news, Lord Bardolf? Evry minute now 
Should be the Father of fome Stratagem; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horfe 
Full of high feeding) madly hath broke loofe, 
And bears down all before him. 

L. Bar. Noble Earl, 
l bring you certain News from Shrewsbury. 

Nor. Good, and Heaven will. 

L. Bar, As good as heart can wifh: 
The King is almoft wounded to the death: 
And inthe Fortune of my Lord your Son, 
Prince Harry flain outright : and both the Riwats 
Kill’d by the hand of Dowglas, Young Prince Fobn, 
And Weftmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harry Monmonth’s Brawn (The Hulk Sir Fobv) 
Is Prifoner to your Son. O, fuch a Day, 
(So fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairly won) 
Came not, till now, to dignihe the Times 
Since Cefar’s Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this deriv’d ? 
Saw you the Field ? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L. Bar. |fpake with one (my L.)that came from thence 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name, 
That freely render’d me this. News for true. 

Nor. Here comes my fervant Travers, whom I fent 
On Tuefday lait, to liften after News. ` 

Enter Travers. 

L. Bar. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 
And he is furnifh’d with no Certainties, 
More than he( haply } may retail from me. 
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Nor, Now Travars, what good Tidings comes from you? 
Tra. My Lord, fohn Umfrevil turn’d me back 

With joyfull tydings; and being better hors?d 

Out-rode me. After him, came {purring hard 

A Gentleman (almoft fore-fpent with f{peed) 

That ftopp’d by me, to breathe his bloodied Horfe. 

He ask’d the way to Cheffer : And of him 

l did demand what News from Shrewsbury : 

He told me, that Rebellion had ill luck, 

And that young Harry Percie’s Spur was cold. 

With that he gave his able Horfe the head, 

And, bending forward, ftrook his able heels 

Againit the panting fides of his poor Jade, 

Up to the Rowel-head, and ftarting fo, 

He feem’d in running to devour the way, 

Staying no longer queftion. 

North. Ha ? Again : 

Said he young Harry Percie’s Spur was cold? 

(Of Hotfpur, cold-Spur) that Rebellion 

Had met ill luck ? 

L, Bar. My Lord: Tle tell you what, 

If my young Lord your Son, have not the day, 

Upon mine Honour, for a filken Point 

Ple give my Barony. Never talk of it. 

Ner, Why fhould the Gentleman that rod by Travers 

Give then fuch inftances of Lofs ? 

L. Bar. Who he? 

He was fome hielding Fellow, that had ftoin 

The Horfe he rode on: and upon my life 

Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News. 

Enter Morton. 
Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like toa Title-leaf, 

Forctels the Nature of a Tragick Volume: 

So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 

Hath left a witnefs’d Ufurpation. 

Say, Morton, did’ft thou come from Shrewsbury ? 
Mor. Iran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord J) 

Where hateful death put on his uglieft Mask 

To fright our Party. 

Nor. How doth my Son, and Brother ? 

Thou trembl’ft ; and the whitenefs in thy Cheek 

Is apter than thy Tongue, co tell thy Errand. 

Even fuch a man, fo faint, fo fpiritlefs, 

So dull, fo dead in look, fo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priams Curtain, in the dead of night, 

And would have told him, half his Zroy was burn’d. 

But Priam found the Fire, e’re he his Tongue : 

And I, my Percie’s death, e’re thou report?lt it. 

This, thou would’ft fay : Your Son did thus, and thus: 

Your Brother, thus. So “fought the Noble Dowglas, 

Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold deeds. 

But in the end ( to itop my Ear indeed ) 

Though haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 

Ending with Brother, Son, and all are dead. 

Mor. Dowslas is living, and your Brother, yet: 

But for my Lord, your Son. 

Nor. Why, he is dead. 

See what a ready Tongue fufpition hath ; 

He that but fears the thing, he would not know, 

Hath by {nftinét, knowledge from others Eycs, 

That what he fear’d is chane’d. Yet fpeak (AGrton) 

Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination Lies, 

And I will raki it as a fweet Difgrace, 

And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. 
Mor. Youare too great, to be(by me) gainfaid : 

Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain. 
Nor. Yet for all this, fay not that Percies dead. 

I fee a ftrange Confeffion in thine Eye: 

Thou fhak’it thy head, and hold’ft it Fear, or Sin, 

To fpeak atruth. If he be flain, fay fo: 

The Tongue offends not, that reports his death: 

And he doth fin that doth belye the dead ; 

Not he, which fays the dead is not alive: 


Yet the firft bringer of unwelcome News , 
Hath j 
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Hath buta lofing Office: And his Tongue, 
Sounds ever after as a fullen Bell 
| Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
L.-Bar. \ cannot think (my Lord) your Son is dead. 
Mor. 1 am forry 1 fhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to Heaven I had not feen. 
But thefe mine Eyes faw him in bloody ftate, 
Rend’ring faint acquittance (wearied and out-breath’d) 
To Henry Monmouth, whofe {wift wrath beat down 
|The never-daunted Percy to the Earth, 
From whence (with life) he never more fprung up. 
In few ; his death (whofe Spirit lent a Fire, 
Even to the dulleft Peazant in his Camp) 
Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away 
From the beft temper’d Courage in his Troops. 
For from his Metal was his Party fteel’d ; 
Which once in him abated, all the reft 
Turn’d on themfelves, like dull and heavy Lead, 
And as the thing that’s heavy in it felf, 
Upon enforcement, flies with greateft fpeed, 
So did our Men, heavy in /ot/pur’s lofs, 
Lend tothis weight fuch lightnefs with their fear, 
That Arrows fled not fwifter toward their aim, 
Than did our Souldiers (aiming at their fafety ) 
Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worceffer 
Too foon ta’ne Prifoner : And that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Domglas) whofe well-labouring Sword 
Had three tines flain th Appearance of the King, 
Gan vail his ftomack, and did grace the hame 
Of thofe that turg’d their back: And in his flight, 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The fumof all, 
Is, that the King hath won: And hath fent out 
A fpeedy Power, to encounter you, my Lord, 
| Under the Conduct of young Lazcafter 
And Weftmerland. This is the News at full. 
Nor, For this, 1 fhal] have time cnough to mourn. 
In Poyfon there is Phyfick: And this News 
| (Having been well) that would have made me fick, 
Being fick, hath in fome meafure made me well. 
Andas the Wretch, whofe Feaver-weakened Joynts, 
Like ftrengthlefs Hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his Fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his Keepers arms: Even fo, my Limbs 
(Weakned with grief) being now inrag’d with grief, 
Are thrice themfelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 
A fcaly Gauntlet now, with Joynts of Steell 
Mult glove his hand. And hence thou fickly Quoif, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which Princes fleft’d with Conqueft, aim co hit. 
Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach 
The ragged’ft hour that Time and Spight dare bring, 
To frown upon th’ enrag’d Northumberland. 
Let Heaven kifs Earth : Now let not Nature’s hand 
Keep the wild Flood confin’d: Let Order die, 
And let. the World no longer be a ftage 
To feed Contention in a lingring Act: 
But let one Spirit of the firft-born Cain, 
Reign in all bofoms, that each hearc being fet 
On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end, 
And darknefs be the burier of the dead. 
L, Bar. Sweet Earl, divorce not wifdom from your 
Mor. The Lives of all your loving Complices 
Lean on your Health, the whichif you give o’re 
To ftormy Paflion, muft perforce decay. 
You caft th’ event of War (my Noble Lord) 
And fum’d the accompt of Chance, before you faid, 
Letus make Head : It was your prefurmife, 
That in the dole of blows, your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk’d o’re Perils, onan Edge 
More likely to fallin, chen to get o’re: 
You were advis’d his fefh was capable 
Of Wounds, and Sears; and that his forward Spirit 
Would Jifthim, where moft trade of danger rang’d, 
Yet did you fay, goforth: Andnoneof this 
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(Though itrongly apprehended) could reftrain 
The ftiff-born Fp What hath then befaln ? 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth 
More then that Being, which was like to be?’ 
L. Bar. Weall that arc engaged to this lofs, 
Knew that we ventur’d on fuch dangerous Seas, 


_Thatif we wrought out life, was ten to one: 


And yet we ventur’d for the Gain propos’d, 
Choak’d the refpect of likely Peril fear’d, 
And fince we are o’re-fet, venture again. ` 
Come, we willall pat forth ; Body and Goods. 
Mor. *Yis more than time: And (my moft noble Lord) 
[ hear-for certain, and do fpeak the truth: 
The gentle Arch-Bifhop of York is up 
With well appointed Powers : he is aman 
Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord (your Son) had onely but the Corps, 
But Shadows, and the Shews of men to fight. 
For that fame word (Rebellion ) did divide 
The action of their Bodies, from their Souls, 
And they did fight with queafinefs, conftrain’d, 
As men drink Potions; that their Weapons only 
seem’d on our fide: But for their Spirits and Souls, 
This word (Rebellion) it had froze them up, 
As Fifhare ina Pond. But now the Bifhop 
Turns Infurrection to Religion, 
Suppos’d fincere, and holy in his Thoughts: 
He's follow’d both with Body, and with Mind : 
And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the Blood 
Of fair King Richard, {crap’d from Pomfret {tones, 
Derives from Heaven his Quarrel, and his Caufe : 
Tellsthem, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 
Gafping for life, under great Bullingbrook, 
And more, and lefs, do flock to follow him. 
North, | knew of this before. Butto {peak truth, 
This prefent grief had wip’d it from my mind. 


‘Go in with me, and counfel every man 


The apteft way for Safety, and Revenge: 
Get Pofts, and Letters, and make Friends with fpeed, 
Never fo few, nor never yet more need. [Exennr. 





Scena Tertia. 
Enter Falftaff, and Page. 


FalSirrah,you Giant,what fays the Do<t. to my Water ? 

Pag. He faid, Sir, the water it felf was a good heal- 
thy Water: But for the Party that own’d it, he might have 
more Difeafes than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all forts takea pride to gird at me: The 
brain of this foolifh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
toinvent any thing thattends to laughter, more than | 
invent, or is invented on me. Iam not onely witty in my 
{elf, but the caufe that wit: is in other men. .J do here 
walk before thee, likea Sow, that hath o’rewhelm’d all 
her Litter, butone. If the Prince put thee into my Ser- 
vice for anyother reafon, than to foe me off, why then | 
have no judgment. Thou horfon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to be worn in my cap, than to wait at my heels. I 
was never maim’d witlran Agot till now: But I will fet 
you neither in Gold nor Silver, butinvile Apparel, and 
fend youback again to your Mafter, for a Jewel. The 
Suvenal (the Prince your Mafter) whofe Chin is not 
yet fledg’d, I will fooner have a Beard grow in the Palm 
of my hand, then he fhall getoncon his Cheek: Yet he 
will not ftick to fay, lis Face isa Face-Royal. Heaven 
may finifh ic when he will, it isnot a hair amifs yet: he 
may keep it ftill asa Face-Royal, fora Barber fhall never 
carn fix-pence out of it; andyet he will be crowing, as 
if he had writ Man ever fince his Father was a Batche- 
lor. He may keep his own Grace, but he isalmoft out of 
mine, I can affure him. What faid M. Dombledon, about 
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the Satten for my fhort Cloak, and Slops ? | 

Pag. He faid, Sir, you fhould procure him better aflu- 
rancethan Bardolph: he would not take his Bond and 
yours, he lik’d not the Security. | 

Fal, Let him be damn’d like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue be hotter, ahorfon -Achitophel, a Rafcally-yea- 
forfooth-knave, to bear a Gentleman in hand, and then 
ftand upon Security ? The horfon {mooth-pates do now 
wear nothing but high fhoes, and bunches of Keyes at 
their Girdles: andif a manis through with them in ho- 
neft Taking up, thenthey muft ftand upon Security: 1 
had as lief they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer toftopit with Security. 1 look’d he fhould have 
fent me two and twenty yards of Satten, (asl am a true 
Knight) and he fends me Security. Well, he may fleep in 
Security, for he hath the horn of Abundance: And the 
lightnefs of his Wife fhines through it, and yet cannot 
he fee, though he have his own Lanthorn to light him. 
Where’s Bardolf ? . 

Pag. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your Worfhip 
a Horfe. 

Fal. 1 bought him in Paws, and he'll buy mea Horfe 
in Smithfield. If Icould getme a Wife in the Stews, I 
were Mann’d, Hors’d, and Wiv’d. 


Enter Chief Fuftice, and Servant. 


Pag. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ftriking him, about Bardolph, 

Fal. VVaitclofe, Iwill not fee him. 

Ch, Fufty What's he that goes there ? 

Ser. Falftaff, and’t pleafe your Lordfhip. 

Fuft. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He, my Lord, but he hath fince done good fer- 
vice at Shrewsbury: and (asl hear) is now going with 
fome Charge to the Lord Jobn of Lancafter. 

Fuft. VVhat to York ? Call himback again. 

Ser. Sir Yohn Falftaff. 

Fal. Boy, tell him 1 am deaf. 

Pag. You muft fpeak lowder, my Mafter is dea f. 

Jaf. Lam fure heis, to the hearing of any thing good. 
Go pluck him by the Elbow. I muft {peak with him. 

Ser, Sir John. 

Fal. What?a young Knave and beg?Is there not Wars? 
Isthere not Employment? Doth notthe King lack Sub- 
jects ? do not the Rebels want Souldiers ? Though it be a 
fhame to be on any fide but one, it is worfe fhame to beg, 
than to be on the worft fide, were it worfe than the Name 
of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You miftake me, Sir. 

Fal. VVhy, Sir, didl fay you were an honeft man? 
Setting my Knight-hood, and my Souldierfhip afide. 1 
had lyed in my throat, if I had faid fo. 

Ser. I pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and 
your Souldier-fhip afide, and give me leave to tell you, 
youlye in your throat, If you fay lam any other than an 
honeft man. ; 

Fal. į give thee leave to tell me fo! I layafide that 
which grows tome! If thou gettft any leave of me,hang 
me, if thou tak*{t leave, thou wer’t better be hang’d: you 
Hunt-counter : hence, avant. 

Ser. Sir, my Lord would {peak with you. 

Fut. Sir Fokn Falftaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord: Give your Lordfhip good time of 
the day. [am gladtofee your Lordfhip abroad: I heard 
fay, your Lordfhip was fick. I hope your Lordfhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lordfhip (though not clean paft 
your youth) hath yet fome fimack of age in you: Some 
rellifh of the faltnefsof time : and 1 molt humbly befeech 
your Lordhip, to have a reverend care of your health, 

Tufte Sir Fobn, I fent for your before your Expedition 
to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. If it pleafe your Lordfhip, 1 hear his Majefty is 
return’d with fome difcomfort from Wales. 
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Fuft. I talk not of his Majefty - You would not come 
when F fent for you? 

Fal. AndI hear morcover, his Highnefs is faln into 
this fame whorfon Apoplexy. (you. 

Fut, Well,Heaven mend him. I pray let me fpeak with 

Fal. This Apoplexy is (as l take1t)a kind of Lethar- 
Sy, a fleeping of the Blood, a horfon Tingling. 

Fut. What tell you me of it? be it asit is. 

Fal. lt hath its original from much Grief, from Study 
and perturbation of the Brain. Ihave read the Caufe of 
its Effects in Galen, Itisa kind of deafnefs. 

Juft. l think you are faln into that Difeafe: For you 
hear not what I fay to yov. 

Fal. Very well (my Lord) very well: Rather (an’t 
pleafe you) it is the Difeafe of not Liftning, the Malady 
of not Marking, that I am troubled withall. 

Fut. To punifh you by the Heels, would amend theat- 
tention of your Ears, and I care not if I be your Phyfitian. 

Fal. Iam as poor as Job, my Lord ;but not fo patient: 
your Lordfhip may minifter the Potion of Imprifonment 
to me, inrefpectof Poverty: But how1 Should be your 
Patent to follow your Prefcriptions, the V Vife may make 
fome dram of a {cruple, or indeed, a {cruple it felf. 

Fuft. 1 fent for you (when there were matters againft 
you for your life) to fpeak with me. 

_ Fal. ‘As 1 was then advis’d by my Learned Counfel, 
in the Laws of this Land-fervice, {did not come. 

Fut. Well,the truth is(Sir Fobn Jyou live in great Infamy. 

Fal, He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in lefs. 

Juft. Your Means is very flender,and your walte great. 

Fal, I would it were otherwife: 1 would my Means 
were greater, and my Watfte flenderer. 

Juf. You have mifled the youthful Prince. 

Fal. The young Prince hath mifled me. 1 am the 
Fellow with the great Belly, and he my Dog. 

Guft. Well, Iam loth to gall anew-heal’d wound : your 
Days Service at Shrewsbury, hatha little gilded over 
your Nights Exploit on Gads-hill, Youmay thank the 
unguiet time, for your quiet o’re-pofting that Action. 

Fal, My Lord? (Wolf. 

Fuft. But fince allis well,keep it fo : wake not a fleeping 

Fal. To wakea Wolf, is as bad as to fmell a Fox. 

Fuf?.W hat?you are as aCandle,the better part burnt out. 

Fal. A Waflel-Candel, my Lord; all Tallow: if Idid 
fay of Wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Juft. There is not a white Hair on your face, but fhould 
have his Effect of Gravity. 

Fal. His Effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Fuft. You follow the young Prince yp and down, like 
his evil Angel. 

Fal. Not fo(my Lord) your 11] Angel is light: but 1 
hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without weigh- 
ing: and yet, in fome refpects 1 grant, I cannot go: | 
cannot tell. Virtues of fo little regard in thefe Coftor- 
mongers days,that true Valour isturn’d Bear-herd. Prc- 
gnancy is made a Tapfter, and hath his quick Wit waited 
ingiving Recknings: allthe other Gifts appertinent to 
man (as the malice of this Age fhapes them) are not worth 
a Goofe.berry. You thatare old, confider not the Capa- 
cities of us that are young: you meafure the heat of our 
Livers, with the bitrernefs of your Galls: and we-that are 
in the vaward of our youth, I muft confefs, are wags too. 

¥uf?, Do youfet down your Name in the Scrow! of 
youth, that are written down old, with all the Characters 

of Age ? Have you nota moyft Eye? a dry Hand ¢ a yellow 
Chieek?a white Beard?a decreafingLeg?an increafing Belly: 
Is not your voice broken ? your wind fhort ? your Wit fin- 
gle? and every part about you blafted with ae ?and 
will you cail your felf young ? Fy, fie, fie, Sir Foon. 

Fal, My Lord, I wasborn with a white head, and fom- 
thing around belly. Formy Voice, I have loft it with 
hollowing and finging of Anthems. To approve my 
youth further, 1 willnot. The truth is, I am onely old in 
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with me fora thoufand Marks, let him lend me the Mo- 
ney, and have athim. For the Box o?th’ear that the Prince 
gave you, he gave it like a rude Prince, and you cook it 
like a fenfible Lord. I have checkt him for it, and the 
young Lyon repents: Marry not in sack-cloth, but in 
sew Silk, and old Sack. ( 

Fuft. Well, Heaven fend the Prince a better Companion. 

Fal. Heaven fend the Companion a better Prince - 1 
canuot rid my hands of him. 

guft. Well, the King hath fever’d you and Prince Har- 
ry, | hear you are going with Lord John of Lancafter, a- 
gaint the Archbifhop, and the Earl of Northumberland, 

Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty {weet wit for it: but 
look you pray, Call you that kifs my Lady Peace at 
home ) that our Armies joyn not inahotday: for I take 
but two fhirts out with me, and I mean not to fweat ex- 
traordinarily : if ic be a hot day, if 1 brandifhany thing 
but my Bottle, would I might never fpit white again: 
There is not 2 dangerous Action can peep out his head, 
but Iam thruft upon it. Well, I cannot laft ever. 

Fujt, Well, be honeft, be honeft, and heaven blefs your 
Expedition. 

Fall. Will your Lordfhip lend mea thonfand pound, 
to furnifh me forth? 

uft. Not a penny, not a penny: you are too impatient 
to bear Croffes. Fare you well. Commend me to my 
Cowin Weftmerland, ) Exit. 

Fal. 1 do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. A man 
can no more feparate Age and Covetoufnefs, than he can 
part young limbs and Ietchery : but the Gowt galls the 
one, and the Pox pinches the other 5 and fo both the De- 
grees prevent my Curfes. Boy? 

Pag. Sir. : 

Fal. What Money is in my Purfe ? 

Pag. Seven Groats, and two pence. 


Fal, 1 can get no remedy againft this Confumption of 


the Purfe. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, 
but the Difeafe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my 
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Urfula, whom I 
have weekly fworn to marry, fince I perceiv’d the firit 
white Hair on my Chin. About it: you know where to 
find me. Apox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Pox: 
for the one or th’other plays the rogue with my great 
Toe : It isno matter, if I dohale, 1 have the Wars for 
my Colour, and my Penfion fhall feem the more reafon- 
able - A good Wit will make ufe of any thing : I will turn 
Difeafes to commodity. [ Exceunt, 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Archbifhop, Haftings, Mowbray, and Lord Bardolf. 


Ar, Thus have you heard our Caufes, and know our 
And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all ( Means: 
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes, 

And firt ( Lord Marfhal ) what fay youto it? 

Mow, 1 well allow the occafion of our Arms, 
But gladly would be bettėr fatisfied, 

How ( in our Means ) we fhould advance our felves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the Power and Puiflance of the King? 

Haff. Our prefent Mufters grow upon the Filc 

To five and twenty thoufand men of choice: 
And our Supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofom burns 

With an incenfed Fire of Injuries. 

L. Bar. The queftion then ( Lord Haffings ) ftandeth 
Whether our prefent five and twenty thoufand 
May hold up head without Northumberland ? 

Haft. With him we may. 

L. Bar. I marry, there’s the point: 
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But if without him we be thought too fecble, 
My judgment is, we fhould not ftep too far 
Titlwe had his Affiftance by the hand. 
For in a Theam fo bloody fac’d as this, 
Conjecture, Expectation, and Surmife 
Of Aids uncertain, fhould not be adinitted. 
Arch, >Tis true, Lord Bardolf, for indecd 
It was young Hot/por’s cafe at Shrewsbury. 
L. Bar. \t was ( my Lord) who lin’d himfelf with hope, 
Eating the air, on promife of Supply, 
Flattering himfelf with Project oF. a Power, 


Much fmaller than the fmalleft of his Thoughts, 


And fo with great {magination 
( Proper to mad men) led his Powers to death, 
And (winking) leap’d into deftruction. 
Haft. But (by your leave ) it never yet did hurt, 
To lay down likely-hoods, and forms of hope. 
L. Bar, Yes, if this prefent quality of War, 


Indeed the inftant Action: a Caufe on foot, 


Lives fo in hope: Asinan carly Spring 
We fee th’appearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Hope gives not fo muth warrant, as Defpair 


That Frofts will bite them. Whenu we mean to build, 
We firft farvey the Plot, then draw the Modcl, 
And when we fec the figure of the Houfe, 


Then muft we rate the Coft of the Eregtion, 


Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 


What do we then, but draw a-new the Model 


In fewer Offices; Or at leaft, defift 

To build at all? Mach more, in this great work, 
(Which is (almoft ) to pluck a Kingdom down, 
And fet another up ) fhould we furvey 

The Plot of Situation, andthe Model, 

Confent upon 2 fure Foundation : 

Queftion Surveyors, know our own Eftate. 

How able fuch a Work to undergo, 

To weigh againft his Oppofite,? or elfe, 


We fortifie in Paper, and in Figures, ` 


Ufing the Names of men, inftead of men: 
Like one that draws the Model of a Houfe 
Beyond his power to build ic; who (half through ) 


Gives o’re, and leaves his part-created Coft 
A naked fubject to the Weeping Clouds, 
And wafte, for churlifh Winters tyranny. 
Haft. Grant that our hopes (yet likely of fair birth) 
Should be ftill-born: and that we now pofleft 
The utmoft man of expectation: 
I think we are a Bedy itrong enough 
(Even as we are) to equal with the King. 
L. Bar. What isthe King but five and twenty thoufand? 
Haft. Tousno more: nay not fomuch, Lord Birdolf. 
For his divifions (as the ‘Times do brawl ) 
Are in three Heads : one Power againft the French, 
And one againft Glendower : Perforcea third 
Muft take up us: Sois the unfirm King 
In three divided: and his Coffers found 
With hollow Poverty, and Emptinefs. 
Ar. That he fhould draw his feveral Strengths together, 
And come againft us in full Puillance, 
Need not be dreaded. 
Haft. 1f he fhould do fo, 
He leaves his back unarm’d, the French, and Welih 
Baying him at the heel : never fear that. 
L. Bar. Who isit like fhould lead is Forces hither ? 
Haft, The Duke of Lancaffer and Wefime land : 
Againft the Welfh, himfelf, and Harry Afonenensd. 
But who ts fubfituced ’gainft che French, 
I. have no certain notice. 
Areh. Let us on: 
And publifh the occafion of our Arms: 
The Common-wealth is fick of their own choice, 
Their over-greedy love hath furfeited, 
An habitation giddy, and unfure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. z 
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O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe 

Did’ft thou beat Heaven with blefling Bulsngbrook, 
Before he was, what thou would’ft have him be ? 

And being now trim’d up in thine own defires, 

Thou ( beaftly Feeder ) art fofull of bim, 

That thou provok’ft thy felf to caft him up. 

So, fo, (thou common Dog ) didft thou difgorge 
Thy glutton-bofom of the Royal Richard, 

And now thou would’{t eat thy dead vomit up, 

And howl’ft to findit. Whattruft is in thefe Times ? 
They, that when Richard liv’d, would have him die, 
Are now becotne enamour’d on his grave. 

Thou that threwft duft upon his goodly head, 

When through proud London he came fighing on, 

After th’admired heels of Bulingbrook, 

Crit now, O Earth yield us that King again, 

And take thou this, ( O thoughts of men accars’d ) 

P aft, and to come, fems befi , things prefent, worft. 
Mow. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and feton ? 
Haff, We are Times fubjects, and Time bids, be gon. 





Afus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Hoftef, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare, 


Hoftef. Mr: Fang, have you entred the Action ? 
Fang. It is enter’d. 
| Hof. Wheres your Yeoman ? Is it a lufty Yeoman? 
i Will he ftand to it? | 
Fang. Sirrah, where’s Szare ? 
Host. 1, lL, good Mr. Szare. 
Snare. Here, here. | . 
Fang. Snare, we mult Arreft Sir Yobn Falftaf. 
Hoff. I, good Mr. Szare,J haveenter’d him, andall. 
_ Sn. Itmay chance coft fome of us our lives : he will ftab. 

Hoff, Alas-the-day ; take heed of him: he ftab’d me 
in mine own Houfe, and that molt beaftly : he cares not 
what mifchief he doth, if his Weapon be out. He will 
foyn like any Devil, he will {pare neither Man, Woman, 
nor Child. 

Fang. If 1 can clofe with him, I care not for his thruft. 

Hoft. No, nor | neither : I’le beat your Elbow. 

Fang. If 1 but fit him once : if ‘he come but within 
my Vice. 

Hof. 1 am undone with his going : I warrant he isan 
infinitive thing upon my fcore. Good Mr. Fanz, hold him 
fure 3 good Mr. Snare, let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
ally to: Pie-corner ( faving your Manhoods) to buya 
Saddle; and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbars-head 
in Lombard-firect to Mr. Smootks the Silknan. 1 pray 
ye fince. my Action is enter’d, and my Cafe fo openly 
| known to the-world, let him be brought in to his anfwer. 
A hundred Mark is a long one, for a poor lone Woman 


tobear: andI have born, and born, and born; and have. 


bin fub’d off, and fub’d off, from -this dày‘ to that day, 
that itis afhame to.be thought on... There is no honefty. 
in fuch dealing, unlefsa Woman should be made an Afs 
and a Beaft, to bear every Knaves wrong. 


Enter Falftaff avd Bardolph. 


Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmfey-Nofe Bar- 
dolpb with him,do your Offices, do your. Offices: Mr. Fang, 
and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your: Offices. 

Fal. How now ? whofe Mare’s dead ? what’s the matter ? 

Fang. Sir ohn, T arret you at the fuit of Mift. Quickly. 

Fal. Away Varlets, draw Bardolph : Cut me off the Vil- 
lains head : throw the Quean in the Channel. 

_ Hof. Throw me inthe Channel ? Plethrow-thee there. 
Wilt thon? wilt thou ? thou baftardly Rogue. Murder, 
murder: O thou Hony-fuckle Villain, wilt thou kill Gods 
Officers and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou 
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arta hony-feed, a Man-queller, and a Wom an-queller. 

Fal, Keep them off, Bardolph, 

Fang. Arefcue, a refcue. 

Hoft. Good people bring a refcue. Thou wilt not? thou 
wilt not ? Do, do thou Rogue : Do thou He mpfeed. 

_ Fal, Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fufi- 
lirian : Ple tuck your Cataftrophe. { Enter Ch. Fuftice, 
Fuft. What's the matter ? Keep the Peace here, hoa. 

Hoff. Good my Lord, be goodto me. I befeech you 
ftand to me. 

Ch, Fu. How now, Sir John ? what are you brawling here? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and bufinefs? 
You fhould have been well on'your way to York, 

Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang’it upon him? 

Fioft. Oh my moft worfhipful Lord, and’t pleafe 
your Grace, 1 ama poor Widow of Eaffeheap, and he 
is arrefted at my Suit. 

Ch. Fuft. For what fum ? 

Hofi. itis more than for fome ( my Lord) itis for all: 
all I have, he hath eaten me out of honfe and home ? he 
hath put all my fubftance into that fat belly of his: but 
I will have fome of it out again, or I will ride thee o’ 
Nights, like the Mare. 

Fal, 1 think I amas like to ride the Mare, if I have 
any vantage. of ground to get up. 

Ch. Fuft. How comes this, Sir Fohr ? Fie, what a man 
of good temper would endure this tempeft of Exclama- 
tion ? Are younot afham’d to inforcea poor Widow to fo 
rough acourfe tocome by her own ? . 

‘Fal. What isthe grofs Sum that I owe thee ? 

Hoff, .Marry) if thou wer’t an honeft man ) thy felf,and 
the money too. Thou didft fwear tome upon a parcel- 
gilt Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round 

table, by’ a fea-cole fire, on Wednefday in Whitfon-week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for likening him to a fing- 
ing-man of Windfor ; thou didft fwear to me then (as I 
was wafhing thy wound ) to marry me, and make me my 
Lady thy Wife. Canft thou deny it? Did not Good-wife 
Keech, the Butcher’s wife, come in then, and call me Gof- 
fip Quickly ? coming in to borrow a mefs of Vinegar : 
telling us, fhe had a good difh of Prawns: whereby thou 
didft defire to eat fome: whereby I told thee they were 
ill for a green wound ? And didft not thou (when fhe 
was gone down ftairs) defire me to be no more familiar 
with fuch poor people, faying, that e’re long they fhould 
call me Madam? And didft thou not kifs me, and bid 
me fetch thee thirty fhillings ? I put thee now to thy 
Book-oath, deny it if thou canft ? 

Fal, My Lord, this is a poor mad foul : and fe fays 
up and down-the town, that her eldeft Son is like you. 
She hath been in good cafe, and the truth is, poverty hath 
diftraéted her: but for thefe foolifh Officers, I befeech 
you, I may have redrefs againft them. 

Fuft. Sir Fohn, Sir John, I am well acquainted with your 
manner of wrenching the true’ Caufe, the falfe way. Itis 
not.a confident brow, nor the throng of words, that 
come with fach ( more than impudent ) fawcinefs from 
you, can thruft mefrom a level confideration, I know you 
ha’ practis’d upon theeafie-yielding fpirit of this Woman. 

Hoft, Yes in troth, my Lord. 

Juft. Prethee, peace : pay her the Debt you owe her,and 
unpay the Villany you have done her: the one you may do 
with fterling-Money,and the other with currantRepentance. 

Fal. My. Lord, I will not undergo this fneap without 
reply. You call Honorable Boldnefs Impudent Sawcinefs. 
If a man will curt’fie, and fay nothing, he is Virtuous: No, 
my Lord (your humble duty remembred ) I will not be your 
Sutor. I fay to you, I defire deliv’rance from thefe Officers 
being upon hafty Employment in the Kings Affairs. 

Fuft. You fpeak, as having power to do wrong: But 
anfwer in the Effect your Reputation, and fatisfie the poor 
woman. 

Fal. Come hither, Holtefs. [Erter Mr. Gower. 


Ch. Fuft. Now, Mafter Gower, .what News ? 2 
ow. 
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Gow. The King (my Lord) and Henry Prince of 
Wales are near at band: The reft the Paper tells. 

Fal. Aslam a Gentieman. 

Floft. Nay, you faid fo before. 

Fal. Aslama Gentleman, Come, no more words of it 

Fioft. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I muft be 
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapiftry of my Di- 
ning Chambers. 

Fal. Glafles, glaffes, is the onely drinking : and for 
ithy walls a pretty flight Drollery, or the Story of the 
Prodigal, or the German hunting in Water-work, is 
i worth a thoufand of thefe Bed-hangings, and thefe 
Fiy-bitten Tapiftries. Let itbe cen pound (ifthou cantft. ) 
Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is not a bct- 
Wench in England. Go, wath thy face, and draw thy 
Action: Come, thou muft not be inthis humour with 
me, come, | know thou was’t fet on to this. 

Hoft, Prethee (Sir Fohbw) let it be but twenty Nobles, 
I am loth to pawn my Plate, in good carnet la. 

Fal,Let it alone, Ple make other hift: yow’ be a fool fill. 

Host. Well, you fhall have it, although I pawn my 
Gown. I hope you'll come to Supper : Yowl pay me al- 
together ? 

Fal. Wili I live? Go with her, with her: hook on, 
hook on. 

Hoft. Will you have Doll Tear-fhece mect you at 
fupper ? 

Fal. Nomore words. Let’s have her. 

Ch. Fuft. | have heard bitter news. 

Fal. Whai’s the News, my good Lord ? 

Ch, Fuft. VVhere lay the King laft night ? 

Mef. Ar Bafing-ftoke, my Lord. 

Fal, \ hope (my Lord) all’s well. VVhat is the News, 
my Lord ? 

Ch. Fuft. Come all his Forces back ? 

Aff. No: fifteen hundred Foot, and five hundred 
| Horfe, are march’d up to my Lord of Lancafter, againft 
Northumberland and the Arch-Bifhop. 

Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord ? 

Ch. Fuft. You fhall have Letters of me prefently. 
Come, go along with me, good M. Gower. 

Falft. My Lord. 

Ch. Fuß. V Vhat’s the matter ? 

Fal. Mafter Gower, 1 thall entreat you with me to 
dinner. 

Gow. I muft wait upon my gocd Lord here. 

I thank you, good Sir Fohn. 

Ch. Fuft. Sir John you loyter here too long, being you 
are to take Souldiers up iu Countreys as you go. 

Fal, Will you fup with me, Malter Gower ? 

Ch. Juhl. What foolith Maftcr taught you thefe man- 
ners, Sir Phn ? 

Fal. Malter Gower, ìf they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This is che right Fencing 
grace (my Lord ) tap for tap, and fo part fair. 

Ch. Juft. Now the Lord lighten thee, thouart a great 
Fool. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Prince Henry, Poyns, Bardolf, and Page, 


Prin, Truft me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poyn. 1s it come to that ? I had thought wearinefs durft 
not have attach’d one of fo High Blocd. 

Prin. \t doth me, though it difcolours the complexi- 
on of my greatnefs to acknowledge it. Doth it not hew 
vilely in me, to defire fmall Beer ? 

Poyn, VVhy, 2 Prince fhould not be fo loofly ftudied, 
as to remember fo weak a Compofition. 

Prin, Belike then, my Appctite was not Princely 
got: for (introth ) I do nowremember the poor Crea- 
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ture, Small Beer. But indeed thefe humble confidcrati- 
ons make me out of love with my Greatnefs. VVhat a 
difgrace isit to me, toremember thyname ? or to know 
thy face to morrow ? or totake nouce how many pair of 
Silk Stockings thou haft ? ( viz. thefe,and thofe that were 
the peach-colour’d ones : ) or to bear the Inventory of thy 
Shirts ; as one for fuperfluity, and onc other for ufe : but 
that the Tennis-Court Keeper knows better than I, for 
itis alow ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou keepeft 
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while, 
becanfe the reft of thy Low Countreys have made a Mift 
to cat up thy Holland. 

Poin. How ill it fellows, after you have labour’d fo 


hard, you fhould talk fo idlely ? Tell me how many good 


young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo fick, 


as yours is? 


Prin, Shall I tell thee one thing, Poyzs ? 
Poyn, Yes: and ict it bean excellent good thing. 
Prin. It thall ferve among VVits of no higher breed- 


ing than thine. 


Poyn. Goto: I ftand the puhh of your one thing, that 


you'll tell. 


Prin, VVhy,I tell thee, it is not meet that f fhould be 


fad now my Father is fick : albeit | could tell to thee (as 
to one it pleafes me,for fault ofa better,to cali my Friend) 
} could be fad, and fad indeed too. 


Poyn, Very hardly upon fuch a Subject. 4 
Prin. Thou think’ft me as far in the Devils Book, as 


thou, and Falftaf, for obduracy and perfiltency. Let 
the end try the man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds in- 


wardly, that my Father is fick : and kecping fuch vile 


company as thou art, hath in Reafon taken from me, all 
oftentation of forrow. 


Poyn. The Reafon ? 

Pr, VVhat would’ft thou think.of me, if 1 fhould weep? 
Poyn. 1 would think thce a moft Princely Hypocrite. 
Prin. it would be every mans thought : and thou art 


a blefied Fellow, to think as every man thinks: never a 
mans thought tn the world keeps the rode-way better 
than thine : every man would think me an Hypocrite ia- 


deed. And what excites your moit V Vorhipful thought 
to think fo? 


Poyn. VVhy, becaufe you have been fo lewd, and fo 
much ingraffed to Falftaff. 

Prin. And to thee, 

Poyn. Nay, 1 am well fpoken of, 1 can hear it with 
mine own ears: the worlt that they can fay of me is, that 


I am a fecond Brother, and that 1 ama proper Fellow of 


my hands, and thofe two things I confefs I cannot help. 


Look, look, here comes Bardolf, 


Prin, And the Boy that I gave Falftaff: he had him 


from me Chriftian, and fee if the fat Villain have. not 


transform’d him Ape. 

Bar, Save your Grace. 

Prin. And yours, moft Noble Bardolf. 

Poyn. Come you pwr: Afs, you bafhful Fool, 
muft you be blufhing ¢ wherefore bluih you now ? what 
a Maidenly man at Arms are sou become ? Is it fuch a 


C Emer Bardolf. 


| matter to get a Pottle-pots Maidendcad ? 


Page. He call’d me even now ( my Lord ) through ared 
Lattice, and I could difcern no part of his Face kam the 
Window ; at laft I {py’d his Eyes, and methought he had 
made two holes inthe Ale-wives new Petticoat, and peep- 
ed through. 

Prin, Hath nor the Boy profited ? . 

Bar, Away, you horfon upright Rabbet, away. 

Pag. Away you rafcally Auber dream, away. 

Prin, Inftruct us, Boy, what dream, Boy? 

ie Marry (My Lord ) Althea dream’d, the was deli- 
ver’d of a Firebrand, and therefore { call him her dream. 

Prince. A Crowns-worth of good Interpretation : 
There it ts, Boy. 

Poin. O that this good Bloffom could be kept from} 
Cankers ; Well, there is fix pence to preferve thee. 


Bard. | 
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Bard. \f youdo not make him be hang’d among you, 
the Gallows fhall be wrong?d. 
Prin. And how doth thy Matter, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
coming to Town. There’sa Letter for you. 

Prin, Deliver’d with good refpect : And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Mafter ? 

Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 

Poin, Marry, the immortal part needs a Phyfitian : 
but that moves not him: Though that be fick, it dyes not. 

Prin, 1 do allow this V Ven to be as familiar with me 
asmy Dog. And he holds his place, for look you how 
he writes, 

Poin, Latter, Fobn Falftaf Knight: (Every man muft 
know that, as oft as he hath occalion to name himfelf - ) 
Even likethofe thatarekintothe King, for they never 
prick their finger, but they fay there is fomeof the Kings 
blood fpilt. How comesthat ? (fayshe that takes upon 
him not toconceive)the Anfwer isasready as aborrow- 
ed Cap: Iam the Kings poor Coulin, Sir. i 

Prin, Nay, they willbe kin tous, but they will fetch 

‘it from Fapher. But to the Letter :——Sir John Falftaff 
Knight, to the Son of rhe King, neare(t bis Father, Harry 
Prince of VVales, greeting. 

Poin, VVhy this isa Certificate. 

Prin. Peace. 

‘| will imitate the honourable Romans in brevity. l 

Poin. Surehe means brevity in breath: fhort-winded 
I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. 
Be not too familiar with Poins, for be mifufes thy Favours 
fo much, that he fwears thon art to marry his Sifter 
Nell. Repent at idle times as thou maift, and fo farerell. 

Thine, by yea and no: Whichis as much as to fay, 
asthounfeft bim, Jack Falftaft mith my Familsars : 
John with my Brothers and Sifter: and Sir John 
| with all Europe. 
My Lord, I will fteep this Letter in Sack, and make him 
eat it. 

Prin. That’sto make him eat twenty of his V Vords. 
But do you ufe me thus, Ned? Muft 1 marry your Sifter ? 

Poin. May the V Vench have noworfe Fortune. But! 
never faid fo. 

Prin, VVell, thus we play the Fool with the time, and 
the Spiritsof the VVife fic in the Clouds, and mock us: 
Is your Mafter here in London ? 

“1 Bard. Yes, my Lord. 

Prin, VVhere fups he? Doth the old Boor feed in 
the old Frank? 

Bard. Atthe old place, my Lord, in Eaft-cheap. 

Prin. VVhat Coinpany ? 

Page, Ephefians, my Lord, of the old Church. 

Prin, Sup any VVomen with him ? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old MiftrifS Quickly, and 
Mrs. Dol Tear.fheet. 

Prin, What Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinfwoman 
of my Mafters. 

Prin, Evenfuch Kin, asthe Parifh Heyfers are to the 
Yown-Bull? 

Shall we fteal upon them (Ved) at Supper ? 

Poin. Yam your fhadow, my Lord, I’le follow you. 

Prin, Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolpb, no word to your 
Matter that I am yet in Town. 

There’s for your Silence. 

Bar. I have no Tongue, Sir. 

Pàg. And for mine, Sir, Iwill govern it 

Prin, Fare ye well: Go. 

This Dol Tear-fheet fhould be fome Rode. 
Frin. | warrant you, as common as the way between 
S. Albans and London, 

Prin. How might we fee Falfaff beftow-himfelf to 

nightin his true Colours, and not our felvesbe feen ? 

Poin. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 

wait upon him at his Table, like Drawers. 
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Prin. Froma Godtoa Bull? A heavy declenfion: It 
was Fove’s cafe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low trañf- 
formation, that fhall be mine : For in every thing, the pur- 
pofe muft weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. [ Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Northumberland, bis Lady, and Harry 
Percie’s Lady, 


North, 1 prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Give an even way unto my rough Affairs. 
Put not you on the Vifage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percie, troublefome. 

Wife. I have given over, IJ will {peak no more; 
Do what you will: Your Wifdom be your Guide. 

Wor, Alas(fweet Wife) my Honour isat Pawn, 
And but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

La. Oh yet, for Heavens fake, go not tothefe Wars. 
The Time was (Father ) when you broke your word, 
When you were more endear’d to it, than now, 
When your own Percie, when my heart-dear- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward look, tofee his Father 
Bring up his Powers: But he did long in vain. 

Who then perfwaded you to ftay at hoine ? 
There were two Honours loft ; yours and your Sons. 
For Yours, may heavenly glory brighten it : 
For His, it ftuck upon him, as the Sun 
In the grey Vaultof Heaven: And by his Light 
Did allthe Chevalry of England move 
To do brave Acts. He was (indeed) the Glafs 
V Vherein the Noble- Youth did drefs themfelves. 
He had no Legs, that practis’d not his Gate: 
And {peaking thick (which Nature made his blemith) 
Became the Accents of the Valiant, 
For chofe that could fpeak low, and tardily, 
V Vould turn their own Perfection to Abufe, 
Tofeemlike him. So that in Speech, and Gate, 
In Diet, in Affections of delight, 

iin Military Rules, Humers of Blood, 
He was the Mark, and Glafs, Copy, and Book, 
That fafhion’d others. And him, O wondrous! him, 
O Miracle of Men! Him did you leave 
(Second to none) un-feconded by you, 
To look upon the hideous God of VVar, 
In difadvantage, to abide the Field, 
V Vhere nothing but the found of ot/pur?s Name 
Did feem fenfible: So yon left him. 
Never, O never do his Ghoft the wrong, 
To hold your Honour more precife and nice 
VVith others, than withhim. Let them alone: 
The Marfhaland the Arch-bifhop are ftrong. 
Had my {weet Harry had but half their Number, 
Today might I (hanging on Hotfpur’s Neck) 
Have talk’d of Afcmmeuh’s Grave. 

North, Befhrew your heart, 

(Fair Daughter) you do draw my Spirits from me, 
VVith new lamenting ancient Over-fights. 

But] muft go, and meet with danger there. 

Or it will feek me in another place, 

And find me worfe provided. 

Wife. O flye to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons, 
Have of their Puiffance made a little tafte. 

Lady. \f they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
Then joyn you with them, likea Rib of Steel, 
Tomake Strength ftronger. But, for all our loves, 
Firft let them try themfelves. Sodid your Son, 

He was fo fuffer’d , fo came I a VVidow : 

And never fhall have length of. Life enough, 

To rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 

That it may-grow, and {prowt, as high as Heaven, 
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For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 
Nor. Come, come go in with me: 7tis with my Mind 
As with the Tyde, fwelPd up unto his height, 
That makesa {till-ftand, running neither way. 
Fain would I goto meet the Arch-Bifhop, 
But many a thoufand Reafons hold me back, 
I will refolve for Scotland there am ], 


Till Time and Vantage erave my company. ,Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta, 


Enter two Drawerr. 


t Drawer. What haft thou brought there? Apple- 
Johns? Thou know’ft Sir Fohn cannot endure an Apple John. 

2. Draw. Thou fay’ft true: the Prince once fet a Difh 
of Apple-Fobns before him, and told him there were five 
more Sir Fohns : and, putting off his hat, faid, I will now 
take my leave of thefe fix drie,round,old-wither’d Knights. 
It anger’d him to the heart: but he hath forgot that. 

1. Draw. Why then cover, and fet them down: and 
fee if thou canft find out Seak’s Noyfe;, Miftrifs Tear- 
foeet would fain have fome Mufick. 

2. Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Mafter 
Poins, anon: and they will put on two of our Jerkins, 
and Aprons, and Sir Yoh muft not know of it. Bardolph 
hath brought word. 

1. Draw. Then here will be old Uris : it will be an ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 

2. Draw. Dle fec if I can find out Sneak. (Exit. 
Enter Hofte{s and Dol. 


Hoft. Sweet-heart, methinks now you are in an ex- 
cellent good temperality - your Pulfidge beats as extra- 
ordinarily, as heart would defire; and your Colour (1 
warrant you) is asred as any Rofe: But you have drunk 
too much Canarie; and that’s a marvellous fcarching 
Wine, andit perfumes the Blood, ere we can fay what’s 
this, How do yọu now ? 

Dol. Better than I was: Hem. 

Hoft. Why that was well faid: A good heart’s worth 
Gold. Look, here comes Sir Fobn. 

Enter Falftaff. 

Fal. When Arthur first in Court--( empty the Jordan ) 
and was a worthy King: How now Miftrifs Dol. 

Hoft, Sick of a Calm: yea, good-footh. 

Falft, Sois her Sect, if they be once ina Calm, they 
are fick. 

Dol. You muddy Rafcal, is that all the comfort you 
give me ? 

Fal. You make fat Rafcals, Miftrifs Dol. 

Dol, | makethem? Gluttony and Difeafes make them, 
I make them not. 

Fal. \f the Cook make the Gluttony, you help to 
make the Difeafes (Dol), we catch of you (Dol), we catch 
of you: Grant that, my poor Vertue, grant that. 

Dol. 1 marry, our Chains, and our Jewels. 

Falf. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches : For to 
ferve bravely, ts to come halting off: you know to come 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
ry bravely ; to venture upon the charg’d Chambers 


bravely. 

Hoft. Why is this the old fafhion : you two never 
mect, but you fall to fome difcord: you are both (in- 
good troth ) as Rheumatick as two.drie Toftes, you 
cannot one bear with anothers Confirmitics. What the 
good-yeer ? One muft bear, and that: muft be you : 
you are the weaker Veffel, as they fay, the emptier 
Veflel. 

Dol, Can a weak empty Veflel bear fuch a huge full 
Hogs-head ? There’s a whole Merchants Venture of 
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Burdeanx ftuff in him : you have not feen a Hulk beiter 
ftuft in the Hold. Come, Ple be friends with thee, Jack: ; 
Thou art going to the Wars,and whither I fhall evir fee 
thee again, or no, there is no body cares. 

Enter Drawer. 

Dram. Sir, Ancient Piffol is below, and would fpeak 
with you. 

_Dol. Hang him, fwaggcring Rafcal, let him not come 
hither : it isthe foul-mouth?dit Rogue in England. 

_ Hof. If he fwagger, let him not come here: I muft 
live amongft my Neighbours, Pe no fwaggerers: 1 am 
in good name, and fame, with the very beft : fhut the 
door; there comes no fwaggerers here: I have not liv’d 
all this while, to have fwaggering now: fhat the door, 
l pray you. 

Fal. Doft thou hear, Hoftefs ? 

Hoff, Pray you pacifie your {elf (Sir Yokn) there comes 
no {waggerers here. 

Falf. Doft thou hear ? it is mine Ancient. 

Hoft- Tilly-fally (Sir Fob) never tell me, your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my doors..1 was before Mafter 
Tifick, the Deputy, the other day : and as he faid to me, 
it was no longer ago than Wednefday laft : Neighbour 
Quickly fayes he; ) Mafter Domb our Miniftcr, was by 
then: Neighbour Quickly (fayes lic) receive. thofe that 
are Civil ; for (faith he) you are inan ill Name: now. 
he faid fo, I can tell whereupon: fer (fayes he) you arc 
an honeft Woman, and well thought on, therefore take 
heed what Guefts yon.receive : Reccive (fays he) no 
fwaggering Companions. There come none here. You 
would blefs yon to hear what he faid. No, Ple no Swag- 
gerers. rs 

Fall. Hes no Swaggerer (Hoftefs: ) a tame Cheater, 
he: you may ftroake him as gently,- as a Puppy-Grey- 
hound : he will not fwagger with a Barbary Hen: If her 
Feathers turn back in any fhew of refiftance. Cafl him 
up (Drawer. 

Hof. Cheater, call you him ? I wii bar no Honeft 
man my houfe, nor no Cheater : but 1 do not love fwag- 
gering, Iam the worfe when one fays fwaggcrer - Feel 
Matters, how I fhake: look you, I warrant yon. 

Dol. So you do, Hofteis. 

Hoft, Do 1? yea, in very truth do I, ifit wcre an Af- 
pen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 


Enter Piftol, and Bardolph, and bis Boy. 


Pift. Save you, Sir John. 

Fal. Welcome Ancient Piffol> flere (Piftel) 1 charge 
you with a Cup of Sack: do you difcharge upon mine 
Hoftefs. -es ' 

Pift. 1 wil difcharge upon her (Sit John) with two 
Bullets. 

Faft. She is Piftol-proof (Sir ) you fhall hardly oflecd 
her. 
Hoft. Come, Mle drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets : 
I will drink no more than willdo me good, for no mans 
pleafure, I. = s ' 

Pift. Then to you ( Miltris Doroshie) 1 will charge 


ou. 
; Dor, Chargeme; I fcorn you ( fcurvy Companion, ) 
What? you poor, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lack-Linnen- 
Mate : away you mouldy Roguc, away, í am mecat for 
your Mafter. i 

Pift. I know you, Miftrifs Dororkie. 

Dol. Away you cut-purfe Rafcal, you filthy Bung 
away : By this Wine, Mle thruft my Knife in your moul- 
dy Chaps, if you play the fawcy Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle-Ale Rafcal, you Basket-hilt ftale Jugler, you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir ?. what, with two Points on 
your fhoulder ? much. 

Pift. 1 wiil murther your Ruff, for this. 

Hoft. No, good Captain Pistol.: not here, fwcet 
Captain. i 

Ci. 
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Dol. Captain ? thou abominable damn’d Cheater, 
art thou not afham’d to be call’d Captain ? If Captains 
were of my mind, they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names upon you, before you have earn’d them. 
You a Captain? you flay, for what ? for tearing a poor 
Whores Ruffin a Bawdy-houfe ? He a Captain ? hang 
him Rogue, he lives upon mouldy {tew’d-Prunes, and 
dry’d Cakes. A Captain ? Thefe Villains will make 
the word Captain odious: Therefore Captains had need 
look to it. 

Bard. Pray thee go down, good Ancient. 

Fal. Heark thee hither Miltrifs Dol, 

Pift. Not I : 1 tell thee. what, Corporal Bardolph, J 
could tear her: Ple be reveng’d on her. 

Page. ?Pray thee go down. 

Pift. Ple fee her damn’d firft : to Plutos damn’d Lake, 


to the Infernal Deép, where Brebus and Tortures vile | 


alfo. Hold Hook and Line, fay 1: Down ; down Dog, 
down Fates: have we not “ren here ? 

Hoft. Good Captain Peefel be quiet, it isvery late : 
1 befeek you now, aggravate your Choler. 

Pift. Thefe be good humors indeed. Shall Pack-Horfes, 
and hollow-pamper’d Jades of Afia, which cannot go 
but thirty Miles a day, compare with Cefar, and witb 
Cannibal, and Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them 
with King Cerberus; and let the Welkin roar : fhall 
we fall foul for Toyes ? 


Fioft, By my troth, Captain, thefe are very bitter } 


words. nail 
Bard, Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a 
Brawl anon. 


Pift, Die men, like Dogs; give- Crowns like Pins : | 


Have we not iren here ¢ 

Hoft. On my word (Captain) there’s none fuch here. 
What the good-yeree, do you think I would deny her ? 
I pray be quiet. 

Pift. Then feed, and be fat (my fair Calipolis) Come, 
give me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, fperato me 
contente. Fear we broad fides ? No, let the Fiend give fire: 
Give me fome Sack: and Sweet-heart lye thou there : 
Come we to full Points here; and are & cetera’s no- 
thing ? 

Fal. Piftol, would be quiet. 

Pift, Sweet Knight, kifs thy Neaffe: what ? we have 
feen the feven Stars. 

Dol. Thruft him down flairs, 1 cannot endure fuch 
a Fuftian Rafcal. . 

Pik. Thruft-him down ftairs ? know we not Gallo- 
way Nags? 

Fal. Quoit him down (Bardolph) -like a fhove-groat 
filling : nay, if he do nothing but {peak nothing , he fhall 
be nothing’ ‘here. : 

Bard. Come get you down ftairs, 

Pift. What fhall we have Incifion? fhall we embrew ? 
then Death rock me afleep, abridge my doleful days : 
why then let grievous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, untwine 
the Sifters three : Come tropos, | fay. 

Hoft.. Here’s good ftuff toward. 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. J prethee, Fack, | prethee do not draw. 

Falf. Get you down ftairs. i 

Hoft. Heres a goodly tumult : Ple forfwear keeping 
houfe, before 1’le be in thefe tirrits, and frights. So: Mur- 
ther | warrant now. Alas, put up your naked Weapons, 
put up your. naked Weapons. 


Dol. | prethee, Fack, be quiet, the .Rafcal’ is gone : | 


ah you whorfon little valiant Villain, you. 

Hof: Are you not hurt rth’ Groyn ? me thought he 
made a fhrewd Thruft at your Belly. 

Falf. Have you turn’d him out of doors ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the Rafcal’s drunk: you have hurt him 
(Sir) in the fhoulder. 
' Falff. A Rafcal to brave me. 

Dol. Ah; you {weet littie Rogue, you : alas, poor Ape, 
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how thou fweac’ft ? come, let me wipe thy Face: Come 
on, you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue, I love thee: Thou 
art as valorous as Hettor of Troy, worth five of Aga- 
memnon , and tencimes better than the nine Worthies: 
ah Villain. 

Falf. A rafcally Slave, I will tofs the Rogue in a 
Blanket. 

Dol. Do, if thou dar’h for thy heart : if thou do’ft, 
Ple canvafs thee between a pair of fheets. 

Enter Maufick. 

Pag. Yhe Mufick is come, Sir. 

Falft. Lecthem play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dol. 
A Rafcal, bragging Slave : rhe Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filver. 

Dol. And thou followd*ft him like a Church : thou 
whorfon little tydie Bartholmew Boor-pig, when wilt 
thou leave fighting on days, and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven ? 


Enter the Prince and Poins difguisd, 


Fal, Peace, (good Dol) do not fpeak likea Deaths- į 
head : do not bid me remember mine end. 

Dol, Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of ? 

Fal, A good fhallow young Fellow : he would have} 
made a ‘good Pantler, he would have chipp’d Bread well. 

Dol. They fay Poins hath a good Wit. 

Falft. He a good Wit ? bang him Baboon, his Wit is 
as thick as Tewksbury Muftard: there is n0 more con- 
ceit in him, than isin a Mallet. : 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then? 

Fal, Becaufe their Legs are both of a bignefs : and 
he plays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, 
and drinks of Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rides 
the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and jumps upon Joyn’d- 
ftools, and {wears with a good grace, and wears his 
Boot very fmooth, like unto the Sign of the Leg, and 
breeds no bate with telling of difcreet ftories- and fuch 
other G&ambol faculties he hath, that fhew a weak 
Mind, and an able Body, for the which the Prince ad- 
mits him : for the Prince himfelf is fuch another: the 
weight of an Hair will turn the Scales between their 
Haber de-pois. 

Prince, Would not this Nave of a Wheel have his 
Ears cut off? 

Poin. Let us beat him before his Whore. 

Prin, Look, if the wither’d Elder hath not his Poll 
claw’d like a Parrot. 

Poin, ls it not ftrange, that Defire fhould fo many 
years out-live performance ? 

Fal, Kifs me, Dol. 

Prince. Saturn and Venus this year in Conjunction ? 
What fays the Almanack to that ? 

Poin. And look, whether the fiery Trigon, his Man, be 
not lifping to his Mafters old Tables, his Note-Book, 
his Counfel-keeper ? 

Fal. Thou dot give me flatt’ring Bufles. 

Dol. Nay truly, 1 Kifs thee with moft conftant heart. 

Fat. 1 am old, Iam old. . 

Dol. llove thee better, than] love e’re afcurvy young 
Boy of them all. 

Fal, What Stuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of ? I fhall 
receive Money on Thurfday : thou fhalt have a Cappe 
to morrow. A merry Song, come: it grows late, we 
will co Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when] am gone. 

Dol. Thou wilt fet me a weeping, if thou fay’ft fo : 
prove that ever l dref my felf handfom, till thy re- 
turn : Well, hearken the end. 

Fal, Some Sack, Francis. 

Prin, Poin, Anon, anon, Sir. 

Fal, Ha ? a Baftard Son of the Kings? And art not 
thou Poins, his Brother ? | 
_ Prin, Why thou Globe of finful Continents, what a 
Life doft thou lead ? ns 
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Fal. A better than thou: ] am a Gentleman, thou art 
a Drawer. 

Prin. Very truc, Sir : and Icome to draw you out by 
the Ears. 

Hoft. Oh, the Lord preferve thy good Grace: Wel- 
come to London. Now Heaven blefs that fweet Face of 
thine : What are you come from Wales ? 

Fal, Thou whorfon mad Compound of Majefty : by 
this light Flefh, and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

Prin. How ? you fat Fool, | {corn you. 

Puin, My Lord, he will drive you out of your revenge, 
and turn all to‘merriment, if youctake not the heat. 

Prin. You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vilely did 
you {peak of me even now, before this honeft, vertuous, 
civil Gentlewoman ? 

Hoff. *Bieffing an your good heart, and fo fhe is by 
my troth. . 

Fal. Didft thou hear me? 

Prince. Yes: and you knew me, as you did when yon 
iran away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back, and 
fpoke it on purpofe, to try my patience. 

Fal.-No, no, no : not fo: I did not think, thou waft 
within hearing. 
| Prin. J fhall drive you then to confefs the wilful abufe, 
and then F know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abufe ( Hal ) on mine Honor, no abufe. 

Prin, Not to difpraife me ? and caltime Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what ? 

Fal. No abufe, ( Hal. ) 

Poin. No abnfe ? 

Fal. Noabufe (Ned) in the World: honeft Ned, none. 
iI difprais’d him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fallin love with him : In which doing, I have 
done the part of a careful Friend, and true Subject, and 
thy Father is to give me thanks for it. No abufe ( Hal: ) 
none ( Ned) none ; no Boys, none. 

Prin, Sce now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 
woman, toclofe with us ? Is fhe of the Wicked ? Is thine 
Hoftefs here, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honeft Bardclph ( whofe zeal burns in his 
| nofe ) of the Wicked ? 

Posn, Anfwer, thou dead Elm, anfwer. 

Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecove- 
rable, and his face is Lucifer’s Privy-Kitchin, where he 
doth nothing but roaft Mault-Worms : for the Boy, there 
is agood Angel about him, but the Devil out-bids him too. 

Prin. For the Women ? 

Fal. For one of them, fhe is in Hell already, and 
burns poor fouls: for the other, | owe her Money; and 
whether fhe be damn’d for that, I know not. 

Hoff. No. | warrant you. 

Fal. No. I think thou art not : IT think thou art 
quit for that. Marry, there is another Indictment up- 
on thee, for fuffering flefh to be eaten in thy houfe, 
contrary to the Law, for the which I think thou wilt 
howle. 

Həft. All Victuallers do fo: What is a Joynt of Mut- 
tonor two in a whole Lent ? 

Prin, You, Gentlewoman. 

Dol. What fays your Grace ? 


Falt. His Grace fays that, which his Bch rebels 


againft. 


Hoft. Who knocks fo loud at the door ? Look to the 


door there, Francis? 
Enter Peto. 

Prin. Pero, how now ? what news? 

Peto. The King, your Father, is at. Weftminfter, 
And there twenty weak and wearted Pofts, 
Come from the North : and as I came along, 
I met, andover-took a dozen Captains, 
Bare-headed, fweating, knocking at the Taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falft aff. 

Prin, By Heaven ( Poins ) Lfecl me much to blame, 
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So idly co prophane the pretious time, 
When Tempelt of Commotion, like the South 
Born with black Vapour, doth begin vo melr, 
And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads. 
Give me my Sword, and Cloak : 
Falfiaff, good night. ( Exir, 

Fali. Now comes in the fweeteft Morfel of the 
night, and we muft heace, and leave it urpickt. More 
banoie at the door ? How now è? what’s the mat- 
ter 

Rard. You muft away to the Court, Sir, prefently, 
A dozen Captains ftay at the door for yov. 

Faljt. Pay the Muficians, Sirrah : farewel Hoftefs, 


farewel Dol. You fee ( my good Wenches ) how men of 
Merit are fought after: the undeferver may fleep, when 
the man of Adlion is call’d on. Farewel, good Wenches: 
if | be not fent away poft, [ will fee you again, ere go. 


Dol. 1 cannot fpeak : if my heart be not ready to 


burft. Well ( fweet Fach) havea care of thy felf. 


Falft. Farewel, farewel. ( Exir. 
Hoft. Well, fare thee well : I have known thee thefe 


twenty nine years, come Pefcod-time: but an honetter, 
and true-hearted man. Well, fare thee well. 


Bard. Miftrifs Tear-pheer. 
Hoff. What's the matter ? 
Bard. Bid Miltrifs Tear- fheet come to my Matter. 
Hoft. O run, Dol, run: run, good Dol. 
{ Exeunt. 





Actus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter the King , with a Page. 


Kin, Go, call the Earls of Surrey, and Warwick: 
But e’re they come, bid them o’re-read thefe Letters. 
And well confider of them: make good fpeed.  [ Exit. 
How many thoufand of my pooreft Subjects 
Are at this hour afleep ? O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, 
Natures foft Nurfe, how have J frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weighmy Eye-lids down, 
And fteep my Senfesin Forgetiulnefs ? 
Why rather ( Sleep) lyeft thou in fmoaky Cribs, 
Upon uncafie Pallads {tretching thee, 
And bufht with buzzing Night, flyes to thy lumber, 
Than in the perfum’d Chambers of the Great ? 
Under the Canopies of coftly State, 
And lull’d with founds of fweetelt Melody ? 
Othou dullGod, why lyeft chon with the vile, 
In loathfom Beds, and leav’{t the Kingly Couch 
A watch-cafe, or acommon Larum-Bell ? 
Wilt chou, upon the high and giddy Maft, 
Seal up the Ship-boys Eyes, and rock his Brains, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 
And inthe vifitation of the Winds, 
Who take the Rufhan Billows by the top, 
Curling their monftrous heads and hanging them 
With deaf*ning Clamors in the flip’ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death ic felf awakes? 
Canft thou ( O partial Sleep ) Give thy Repofe 
To the wet Sea-boy in an hour fo rude: 
And inthe calmeft, and noft tilet Night, 
With all appliances, and means to boot, 
Deny it to a King? Thenhappy Low, lye down, 
Uneafie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown. 


Enter Warwick and Sarrey. 


War. Many good-morrows to your Majelty. 
King. It is gaod-morrow, Lords? 
War. Tis one a Clock, and paft. 
King. Why then good-morrow to you all (my Lords: ) 
Have you read o’re the Letters that I fent you? 
Hh 
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War, We have ( my Liege.) 

King. Then you perccive the Body of our Kingdom, 
How tonlicis ; whac rank Difeafes grow, 
| And with what danger, near the heart of it ? 

War, It is but as a Body, yet diftemper’d, 
Which to the former ftrength may be reftor’d, 
With good advice, and little Medicine , 

My Lord, Northumberland will foon be cool’d. 

Ksng. Oh Heaven,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And fee the Revolution of the Times 
Make Mountains level, and the Contlnent 
( Weary of folid firmnefs) melt it felf 
into the Sea : and other Times, to fee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptunes hipps ; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. ”Tis not ten years gone, 
Since Richard, and Northumberland, great Friends, 
Did feaft together ; and in two years after, 
Were they at Wars. It is but eight years fince, 
-This Perese was the man, neareft my Soul; 
‘Who like a Brother, toy!’din my Affairs; 

And laid his Love and Life under my foot : 

Yea, for my fake, evento the eyes of Richard 

Gave him defiance. But which of you was by, 

( You Coufin Nevil, as I may remember ) 

When Richard, with his Eye, brim-full of Tears, 
| ( Then check’d, and rated by Northumberland ) 

Did fpeak thefe words ( now prov’d a Prophecie :) 

Northumberland, thou Ladder, by the which 

My Coufin Bullingbrook, afcends my Throne: 

( Though then, Heaven knows, I had no fuch intent, 

But thatneceflity fo bow’d the State, 

That I and Greatnefs were compell’d to kifs: ) 

The time thal] come (thus did he follow it ) 

The time will come, that foul Sin-gathering head 

Shall break into Corruption : fo went on, 

Fore-telling this fame Times Condition, 

And the divifion of our Amity. 

War. There is a Hiftory in allmens Lives. 
Figuring the Nature of the Times deceas’d. 
The which obferv’d, a man may prophecie, 
With a near aim, of the main Chance of things 
AS yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds 
And weak beginnings lye entreafured : 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time, 
And by the neceflary form of this, 
King Aichard might create a perfect guefs, 
That great Northumberland, then falfe to him, 
Would of that Seed, grow toa greater falfenefs, 
Which fhould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unlefs on you. 

King. Are thefe thisgs then Necellties ? 
Then let us meet them like Neceflities 3 
And that fame word, even now cryes out on us: 
They fay the Bifhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thoufand ftrong. 

War. It cannot be (my Lord: ) 

Rumor doth double, like the Voice and Eccho, 
The number of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To goto bed, upon my Life ( my Lord ) 

The Pow’rs that you already have fent forth, 
Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. 

To comfort you the more, | have receiv’d 

A certain inftance that Glendomer is dead. 

Your Majefty hath been this fort-night ill, 

And thefe unfeafon’d hours perforce muft add 
Unto your Sicknefs. 

King. Iwilltake your counfel : 

And were thefe inward Wars once out of hand, 
We would (dear Lords) unto the Holy-Land. 


[ Exeunr. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, and Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf.- 


Shai. Come-on, come-on, come-on : giveme your 
Hand, Sir, give me your Hand, Sir: an early ftirrer, by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence ? 

Sil. Good-morrow, good Coufin Shallom, 

Shal, And how doth my Coulin, your Bed-fellow ? 
am your faireft Daughter, and mine, my God-Danghter 

en ¢ 

Sil, Alas, a black Ouzel,( Coufin Shallow. ) 

_ Sal. By yeaand nay, Sir, I dare fay my Coufin William 
is become a good Scholar ? he is at Oxford ftill, is he not? 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my coft. 

Shal. He muft then to the Inns of Court fhortly : I was 
once of Clement’sinn , where (1 think ) they will talk of 
mad Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were call’d lufty Shallow then, (Coufin. ) 

Shal. I was cald any thing: and I would have done 
any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, and | 
little Yohn Doit of Staffordjure, and black George Bare, 
and Francis Pick-bone, and Will, Squele a Cot-fal-man, 
you had not four fuch Swinge-bucklers in all the Inns of 
Court again: And [ may fay to you, we knew where 
the Bona-Roba’s were, and had the beft of them all at 
cominandement. Theu was Fack Falftaf (now Sir John) 
a Boy, and a Page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
Norfolk, 7 

Sif, This Sir Jobn, (Coufin) that comes hither anon 
about Souldiers ? 

Shal, The fame Sir John, the very fame: | faw him 
break Schoggan’s Head at the Court-Gate, when he was 
a Crack, not thus high: and the very fame day did I fight 


| with one Sampfon Sreck-fifh, a Fruiterer, behind Greyse 


Inn. Oh the mad days that I havefpent / and to fee how 
many of: mine old Acquaintance are dead ? 

Sil. We fhall all follow, ( Coufin. ) 

Shal, Certain: *tis certain : very fure, very fure: 
Death is certain to all, all fhalt dye. How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Fair ? 

Sil. Truly, Coufin, | was not there. 

Shal. Death is certain. Is old Double of your Town 
living yet ? 

Sif. Dead, Sir. 
Shal, Dead? See, fee: he drew a good Bow : and 
dead ? he fhota fine hoot. John of Gaune loved him § 
well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? he 
would have clapt in the Clowt at Twelve-fcore, and car- 
ryed you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen and 
a half, that ic would have done a mans heart gocd to fee. 

How a fcore of Ewes now ? 

Sit. Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ewes may 
be worth ten pounds. 

Shal. And is old Double dead ? 


Enter Bardolph and his Boy. 


Sil. Here come two of Sir fobn Falffafs men (asl 
think. ) 

Shal. Good-morrow, honeft Gentlemen. 

Bard. 1 befeech you, which is Juftice Shallow ? . 

Shal, Yam Robert Shallow (Sir ) a poor Efquire of this 
County, one of the Kings Juftices of the Peace: 


| What is your good pleafure with me ? 


Bard, My Captain, (Sir) commends him to ycu : my 
Captain, Sir Jobn Falftaf : atali Gentleman, anda molt 
gallant Leader. 

Shal, He grects me well : (Sir ) I knew him a gced 
Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight ? may i 
ask, how my Lady his Wife doth: a 
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Bard, Sir, pardon : a Sonldier 1s better accommoda- 
ted, than with a Wife. ov >. 

Shal. It is well faid, Sir 5 and it is well faid indeed, too: 
Better accommodated ? it is good, yca indecd is it: good 
phrafes are furely and every where very commendable. 
Accommodated, it comes of Accommodo : very good, a 
good phrafe. 

Bard, Pardon, Sir, I: have heard the word. Phrafe, 
call you it? by this day, I know not the Phrafe < but 
I will maintain the Word with my Sword, to be a 
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good 
Command. Accommodated - that is, when a man is 
(as they fay) accommodated : or, when a man is, being 
whereby he thought tobe accommodated, which is an 
excellent thing. 
Enter Falftaff. ; 

Shal, It is very juft : Look, here comies good Sir Sohn. 
Give meyour hand, give me your Worfhip’s good hand : 
Troft me, you look well : and bear your years very well. 
Welcome, good Sir Yohn. 

Fal. Lam glad to fee you well, 
Shallow: Maftcr Sure-card, as 1 think ) 

Shal. No, Sit John, it is my Coufin Silence : in Com- 
miffion with me. 

Falft. Good Mafter Silence, it well befits, you fhould 
be ofthe Peace. _ 

Sil. Your good Worhhip is welcome. 

Falft. Fie, this is hot weather, (Gentlemen ) have you 
provided me here half'a dozen of fufficient men ? 

Shal, Marry have we, Sir : Will you fit ? 

Falft, Let me fee them, I befeech you. 

Shal. Wheres the Roll ? Where’s the Roll ? Where’s 
the Roll ? Let me fee, let me fee, let me fee: fo, fo, fo, 
fo : yea marry, Sir, Ralph Mouldy : let them appear as I 
call : let them do fo, let them do fo : Let me fec, Where 
is Mouldy ? 

Afoul. Here, if it pleafe you. 

Shal. What think you (Sir John) a good limb’d Fel- 
low : young, ftrong, and of good Friends. 

Falft. Is thy name Mosldy 

Moul, Yea, if it pleafe you. 

Falft, Tis the more time thon wert usd. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moft excellent. Things that are 
mouldy, lack ufe : very fingular good. VVell faid, Sir 
John, very well faid. 

Falft. Prick him. i 

Monl, 1 was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let me alone: my old Dame will be undone now, 
for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you 
need not to have pricke me, there are other men fitter 
to go out than I. 

Falft. Go to : peace Mouldy, you fhall go. Avoulay, 
itis time you were fpent. 

Afoul. Spent ? 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace; ftand afide: Know you 
where you are ? For the other, Sir ohn: Let me fee : 
Simon Shadow. f 

Falf. i marry, let me have him to fit under: he’s like 
to be acold Souldier. 

Shel, Where’s Shadow ? 

Shad. Here, Sir. 

Falft. Shadow, whofe Son art thou? 

Shad. My Mother’s Son, Sir. 

Falft. Thy Mother’s Son : like enough, and thy Fa- 
thers Shadow : fo the Son of the Female is the Shadow 
of the Male : it is often fo indeed, but not of the Fathers 
fubftance. 

Shal. Do you like him, Sir Yobn ? — 

Falft. Shadow will ferve for Summer: prick him: For 

i we have a number of shadows to fillup the Muftcr-Book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart. 

Falft. Where’s he ? 

Wart, Here, Sir. 

Falft, Is thy name Wart? 
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Wart, Yea, Sir. 
Fait. Thou art a very ragged Wart. 

_ Shal, Shall I prick him down, 

Sir Fohn ? 

Falft. It were fuperfluous : for his apparel is built up- 

on his back, and the whole frame ftands upon pins : prick 
im no more: 

Shal, Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir ; you can do it: I 
commend you well. 
Francis Feeble. 

Fecble. Here, Sir. 

Shal, What Trade art thou, Feeble ? 

Fecble. A Woman’s Taylor, Sir ? 

Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir ¢ 

Falf. You may: ' 

But ifit had been a Man’s Taylor, he would have prick’d 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an Enemies Bat- 
tel, as thou haft done ina Woman’s Petticoat ? 

Feeb.1 will do my good will, Sir ? you can have no more. 

Fal, Well faid, good Woman’s Taylor : Well faid, 
Couragious Feeble : thou wilt beas valiant as the wrath- 
full Dove, or moft magnanimous Moufe. Prick the wo- 
man’s Taylor well, Mafter Shallow, deep, Matter Shallow, 

Fecble. 1 would Wart might have gone, Sir. 

Falfr. | would thou wert a Man’s Taylor, that thon 
might’{t mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot put 
him to a private Souldier, that is the Leader of fo many 
thoufands. Let that fulfice, moft forcible Feeble. 

Feeble. \t fhall fuffice. 

Falft. 1 am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is 
the next? 

Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green. 

Falft, Yea marry, let us fee Bulcalf. 

Bul. Here, Sir. 

Falf. Truft me, a likely Fellow. Come prick me Bal- 
calf , till he roar again. 

Bul, Oh, good my Lord Captain. 

Faljt, What ? do’ft thou roar before th’art pricke. 

Bul. Oh, Sit, 1 am a difeafed man. 

Falf. What difeafe haft thou ? 

Bul. A whorfon cold, Sir ; a cough, Sir, which I cauzht 
with Ringing in the Kings Affairs, upon his Coronation 
day, Sir. 

Falft, Come, thou fhalt go to the Wars ina Gown: 
we will have away thy Cold, and 1 will take fuch order 
that thy Friends fhall ring for thee. Is here all ? 

Shal. There is two more called than your number, 
you muft have but four here, Sir, and fo, 1 pray you, go 
in with me to Dinner. 

Falf. Come, Iwill go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry Dinner. Iam glad to fee you in good troth, Ma- 
{ter Shallow, 

Shal, O, Sir Fohn, do you remember fince we lay all 
night in the Wind-mill in Saint George’s Fields? 

Falt. No morc of that, good Mafter Shalom : No 
more of that. 

Shal, Ha? it wasa merry night. And is Fase Nighe- 
work, alive ? 

Falft. She lives, Mafter Shallow. 

Shal. She never could away with me. 

Falf. Never, never : She would always fay, fhe could 
not abide Mafter Shallor. 

Shal. I could anger her to the heart: fne was then a 
Bona-Roba; Doth fhe hold her own well ? 

Fulft, Old, old, Mafter Shallow, 

Shal. Nay fhe muft be old, fhe cannot chufe but be old : 
certain fhe’s old : and had Roti» Night-werk, by old Night- 
work, before came to Clements Inn. 

Sil. That’s fifty five yeares ago. 

Shel, Hah, Coufin Silence, that thou hadft {een that, that 
this Knight and I have feen: hah, Sir Fob, faid I well ? 

Falft. We have heard the Chimes at mid-night, Ma- 
{ter Shallow. 

Shal. That we have, that we have ,in faith, Sir Foe, 

Rh 2 we 


15 


DOr E OEEO EE AAE EO OE E AOE A E E O EEE E E E E 


76 


we have: our watch-word was, Hem-Boys. Come, 
let’s to dinner, come, let’s to. dinner: Oh the dayes 
that we have feen. Come, comé. 

Bul. Good Mafter Corporate Bardolph, ftand my 
Friend, and here is four Harry ten fhillings in French 
Crowns for you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang?d; 
Sir, as go, and yet for mine own part, Sir, | do not care, 
but rather, becaufe | am unwilling, and for mine own 


part, have a defire to ftay with my Friends: elfe,Sir,I did 


not cate, for mine own part, fo much. 
Bard. Go too: ftand afide. 


Monl. And good Malter Corpo Captain, for my | 


| old Dame’s fake, ftand my Friend: 

do any thing about her, wher I am gone: and the 

and cannot help her felf :. you fhall have forty, Sir. 
Bard, Go too: ftand afide,. 
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cure 1 will With you to the Court. 

Falff. Y would you would. Mafter Shallow. 
Shal. Go to: lhave fpoke ata word, Fare you well. 
[ Exit. 
Falf, Fare you well, Gentlemen. On Bardolphi 
lead the men away. : As I return, I will fetch off 
thefe Juftices : 1 do fee the bottom of Juftice Shallow. 
1 How fubjeft we old: men are to this vice of Lying ? 
This fame itarv’d Juftice hath done nothing but prate to 
me of the wildenefs of his Youth, and the Feats he hath 
done about Turnbal-fireet, and every third word a Lye 
duer pay’d to the hearer,than the Turks tribute. Ido re- |. 


fhe hath no body to | member him at Clement’s Inn, like a man made after 
is old | fupper, of a Cheefe-paring.” When he was naked, he was, 


for all the world, like a forked Radifh, with a Read fan- 
taftically carv3d upon it witha Knife. He was forlorn, 


Feeble, | care not, a man can dye but once: we owe aj that his Dimenfions (to any thick fight) were invinci- 


death. I will never bear a bafe mind: if ic be my delti- 
ny, fo: if it be not, fo: no man is too good to ferve his 
Prince: and let it go which way it will, he that dies this 
year, is quit for the next. 

Bard. Well faid, thou art a good Fellow. 

Feeble. Nay, 1 will bear no bafe mind. 

Falft. Come Sir, which men hall E have ? 

Shal, Four of which you pleafe. 

Bard, Sir, a word with you: I have three pound, to 
free Monldy and Bulcalf. 

Falft, Go too: well. 

Shal. Come, Sir Fobn, which four will you have ? 

Falst, Do you chufe for me. 

Shal, Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble, and 
Shallow, 

Falf, Adouldy, and Bulealf: for you Asouldy, ay at 
home, till you are paft fervice : and for your part Bul- 
calf, grow till you come unto it: I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir Fobn, Sir Fobn, do not your felf wrong, they 
are your likelieft men, and I would have you ferv’d 
with the beft. 

Falft, Will you tell me (Mafter Shallow’) how to chufe 
aman? Carel for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, 


Bulk, and big affemblance of aman? give me the Spirit. 
(Mafter Shallow.)\Where’s Wart ? you fee what a ragged 


appearance it is: he fhall charge yon, and difcharge you, 
with the motion of a Pewterers Hammer : Come off, and 
on, fwifter than he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket. 
And this faine half-fac’d fellow, Shadow, give me this 
man, he prefents no mark to the Enemy, the fo-man 
may with as great ayme level at the edge of a Pen-knife : 
and for a Retreat, how fwiftly will this Feeb/e, the wo- 
mans Taylor, run off. O give me the fpare men, and 
{pare me the great ones. Put me a Calyver into Wart’s 
hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold Wart, Traverfe: thus, thus, thus. 

Falff. Come, manage me your Calyver: fo, very well, 
goto, very good, exceeding good. O give me alwayes 
a little,leanjold,chopt,bald Shot. ‘Well faid Wart, thon 
art a good Scab: hold, there isa Tefter for thee. . 

Sbal. He is not his Craft-mafter, he doth not do it 
right. I remember at Mile-end-Green, when I lay at 
Clement’s Inn, { was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's 
Show, there was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his Piece thus: and he would about, and a 
bout, and come you in, and come you in: -Rah, tah, tah, 
would he fay, Bownce would he fay, and away again 
would he go, and.again would he come: I fhail never fee 
fuch a Fellow. 

’ Fait. Thefe Fellows will do well, Mafter Shallow. 
Farewel Mafter Silence, I will not ufe many words with 
you: fare you well, Gentlemen both: I thank you: I 
muft a dozen miles tonight. Bardolph give the Souldi- 
ers Coats. 

Shal. Sir John, Heaven blefs you, and profper your 
Affairs, and fend us Peace. As you return vific my 
Houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: Peradven- 


bie. He wasthe very Genius'of Famine: he came ever 
i In the rear-Ward ofthe fafhion : And now is the Vices 
Dagger become a Squire, and talks as familiarly of John 
of Gaunt, as if he had been fworrt Brother to him: and 
Ile be fworn he never faw him but once in the Tilt-yard, 
and then he burft hishead, for crouding among the Mar- 
hals men. 1 faw it, and trold Jobn of Gaunt, he beac his 
‘own Name, for you might have trufs’d him, and all his 
apparel into an Eel-skin : The Cafe of a Treble 
Ho-boy was a Manfion for him ;.a Court; and now 
hath he Land, and Beeves. Well, I will be acquainted 
with him, if L return ; and ir fhall go hard, but I will 
make him a Philolophers two Stonesto me. .If the young 


y Dace be a Bait for, the old Pike, I fee no reafon, in the 


Law of Nature, but I may fnapat him. -Let time thape 
and there an enc. CExennr, 





Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


Enter the Arch-B:fhop, Mowbray, Haftings, 
Weltmerland, Colevile. 


Bifh, What is the Fotreft call’d ? i 
Hast. *Vis Gualtree Forreft, and’t pleafe your Grace. 
Bifh, Stand here,(my Lords) and fend difcoveries forth, 
To know the number of our Enemies. 
Hoff, We have fent forth already. 
Bifh, Tis wel! done. 
My Friends and Brethren (in thefe great Affairs) 
I muft acquaint you, that l have receiv’d 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and fubltance thus. 
How doth he wifh his Perfon, with fuch Powers 
As might hold fortance with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy: whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing Fortunes 
To Scotland : and concludes in hearty Prayers, 
That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 
And fearful meeting of their Oppofite. 
Mow, Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground, 
And dafh themfelves to piecés. 
Enter a Meffertcer, 
Haft. Now? what Newes ? 
Mef]. Weft of this Forreft, fcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly form comes on the Enemy : 
And by the ground they hide, | judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thoufand. 
Mow. The juft proportion that we gave them out. 
Let us fway on, and face them in the Field. 
Enter Weftmerland. 
Bif.. What well appointed Leader fronts us here ? 
Mow. | think itis my Lord of Weffmer 
Weft. Health, and fair greeting from our General, 
The Prince, Lord Zohn, and Duke of Lancafter, 
Bif. Say on (my Lord of Weftmerland) in peat : 
hat 


ee 
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What doth concern your coming ? 
Weft, Then (my Lord) 
Unto your Grace dol in chief addrefs 
The fubftance of my Speech. 1f that Rebellion 
Came like it felf, in bafe and abject Routs, 
Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Ragc, 
And countenane’d by Boys, and Beggery : 
I fay if damn’d Commotion fo appear, 
In his true, native, and moft proper fhape, 
You (Reverend Father, and thele Noble Lords) 
Had not been here, to drefs the ugly Form 
Of bafe, and bloody Infurrection 
With your fair Honours. You, Lord Arch-Bifhop, 
Whofe See is by a Civil Peace maintain’d, 
Whofe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch’d, 
Whofe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor’d, 
Whofe white Inveftments figure Innocence, 
The Dove, and very bleffed Spirit of Peace; 
Wherefore do you fo ill tranflate your felf, 
Out of the fpeech of Peace, that bears fuch Grace, 
Into the harfh and boyftrous Tongue of War ? 
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, 
Your Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine 
| To alowd Trumpet, and a Point of War ? 
Bifh. Wherefore do I this ? fo the queftion ftands. 
Briefly to thisend: We arc all difeas’d, 
And with our furfeiting, and wanton hours, 
Have brought our felves into a burning Feaver, 
And we mutt bleed for it: of which difeafe 
Our Jate King Richard (being infected) dy’d. 
Bot (my moft Noble Lord of Weftmerland) 
I take not on me here as a Phyfitian, 
Nor do I, as an Enemy to Peace, 
Troop in the Throngsof Military men : 
But rather fhew a while like fearful War, 
To dyet rank Minds, fick of happinefs ; 
And purge th’ob{trudctions which begin to {top 
Our very Veins of Life: hear me more plainly. 
[have in equal Ballance juftly weigh’d, 
What Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we fuffer, 
And find our Griefs heavier than our Offences. 
We fee which way the ftream of Time doth run, 
And are enforc’d -from our moft quiet there, 
By the rough Torrent of Occafion, 
And have the fummary of all our Griefs 
(When time thall ferve ) to hew in Articles ; 
Which long e’re this, we offer’d to the King, 
And might by no Suit, gain our Audience: 
When we are wrong’d and would unfold our Griefs, 
We are deny’d acee{s unto his Perfon, 
Even by thofe men, that moft have done us wrong. 
The dangers of the days but newly gone, 
Whofe memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing Blood; and the Examples 
Of every Minutes inftance (prefent now) 
Hath put us in thefe ill-befeeming Arms: 
Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, 
But to eftablifh here a Peace indeed, 
Concurring both in Name and Quality. 
Weft. When ever yet was your appeal deny’d ? 
Wherein have you been galled by the King ? 
What Peer hath been fuborn’d, to grate on you, 
That you fhould feal this lawlefs bloody Book 
Of forg’d Rebellion, with a Scal divine? 
Bifa. My Brother General, the Conimon-wealth 
I make my Quarrel in particular. 
Weft. There is no need of any fuch redrefs 5 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
Mow, Why not to him in part, and to us all, 
That feel the bruifes of the days before, 
And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times 
To lay an heavie and unequal Hand upon our Honours ? 
Weft. QO my good Lord Adorbray, 
Conftruc the Times to their Neceflines, 
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And you hall fay (indeed) it is the time, 
And not the King that doth you injuries. 
Yet for your part, it not appears to me, 
Either from the King, or in the prefent Time 
That you fhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a Grief on: were you not reftor’d 
Toall the Duke of Norfolk?s Seignories, 
Your Noble and right well remembred Father’s ? 
Mow, What thing, in Honour, had my Father loft, 
| That need to be reviv’d, and breath’d in me ? 
The King that lov’d him, as the State ftood then, 
Was forced, perforce compell’d to banith him : 
And then, that Henry Bulhingbrookand he 
Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seats, 
Their neighing Courfers daring of the Spur, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 
Their Eyes of Fire, fparkling through fights of Stcel, 
And the loud Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ftay’d 
My Father from the Breaft of Ballingbrook ; 
O, when the King did throw his Warder down, 
(His own Life hung upon the Staff he threw) 
Then threw he down himfelf, and all their Lives, 
That by tndictment, and by dint of Sword, 
Have fince mifcarried under Bulingbrook . 
Weft You {peak Lord Mowbray)now you know not what. 
The Earl of Hereford, was reputed then 
In England the moft valiant Gentleman. 
Who knows, on whom Fortune would then have fmil’d ? 
But if your Father had been Victor there, 
He ne?re had born it out of Coventry. 
For all the Country, in a general voice, 
Cry’d hate upon him: and all their Prayers, and Love, 
Were fet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 
And blefs’d,and grae’d, and did more than the King. 
But this is meer digreflion from my purpofe. 
Here come! from our Princely General, 
To know your Griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience: and wherein 
it fhall appear, that your Demands are juft, 
You fhall enjoy them, every thing fet of 
That might fo mnch as think you Enemies. 
Afow. But he hath fore’d us to compel this Offer, 
And it proceeds from Policie, not Love. 
Weft. Mowbray; you over-ween to take it fo: 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear. 
For lo, within a Ken our Army lies. 
Upon mine Honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of Fear. 
Our Battel is more full of Names than yours, 
Our Men more perfect in the ufe of Arms, 
Our Armour all as {trong, our Caufe the beft ; 
Then Reafon will, onr Hearts fhould be as good. 
Say you not then our Offer is compelld. 
Mow, Well, by my will we thal] admit no Parley. 
Weft. That argues but the fhame of your Offence : 
A rotten Cafe abides no handing. 
Haft. Hath the Prince Jobn a full Commiflion, 
In very ample virtue of his Father, 
To hear, and abfolntely to determine 
Of what conditions we fhall ftand upon ? 
Weft, That is intended inthe Generals Name : 
I mufe you make fo flight a Queftien. 
Bif. Then take (my Lord of Weffmerland) this Schedule, 
For this contains our general Grievances: 
Each feveral Article herein redrefs’d, 
All members of our Caufe, both here, and hence, 
That are infnewed to this Action, 
ee by a crue fubftantial form, 
Ard prefent execution of our wills, 
Tous, and to our Purpofes confin’d, 
We come within our.awful Banks again, 
And knit our Powers to the Arm ol Peace. 
Weft. This willl thew the General. Pleafe you ore i 
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In ight of both our Battels, we may meet 

At either end in peace: which Heaven fo frame, 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muf needs decide it. 

Bih. My Lord, we will do fo. 

Mow, There is a thing within my Bofom tells me, 
That no Condition of our peace can ftand. 

Haft. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace 
Upon fuch large terms, and fo abfolute, 

As our Conditions fhall confift upon, 
Our Peace fhall {tand as firm as Rocky Mountains. 

Mow. 1, but our valuation fhall be fuch, 

That every flight, and falfe-derived Caufe, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reafon, 

Shall to the King, tafte of this Action : 

That were out Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
We fhall be winnowed with fo rough a wind, 
That even our Corn fhall feem as light as Chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 

Bifh No, no (my Lord) note this: the King is weary 
Of dainty and fuch picking Grievances 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life. 

And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 
And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory, 
That may repeat, and Hiltory his lofs, 

To new remembrance. For full well he knows, 
He cannot fo precifely weed this Land, 

As his mifdoubts prefent occafion : 

His Foes are fo enrooted with his Friends, 
That plucking to unfix an Enemy, 

He doth unfaften fo, and fhake a Friend. 

So that this Land, like an offenfive Wile, 
That hath enrag’d him on, to offer {trokes, 
Ashe is ftriking, holds his Infant up, 

And hangs refolv’d Correction in the Arm, 
That was uprear’d to execution. 

Haft. Belides, the King hath wafted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very Inftruments of Chaftifement : 

So that his Power, like to a Fanglefs Lyon 
May offer, but not hold. 

Bifh. Tis very true: | 
And therefore be aflur’d (my good Lord Martha 
lf we do now make our Atonement well, 

Our Peace will (like a broken Limb united) 
Grow ftronger, for the breaking. 
Mow. Be it fo: 
Here is return’d my Lord of MWeffmerland 
Enter Weltinerland. 

We.The Prince is here at hand: Pleafeth your Lordship 
To meet his Grace, juft diftance tween our Armies? 

Mow, Your Grace of Tork, in Heavens name then 
forward. 

Zifh. Before,and greet his Grace, (my Lord) we come. 

Enter Prince John. 

John, You are well encountred here (my Coufin Mow- 
Good day to you gentle Lord Arch-Bifhop, (bray) 
And foto you Lord Aaftings, and to all. 

My Lord of York, it better fhew’d with you, 
When that your Flock (affembled by the Bell) 
Encircled yon, to hear with reverence 

Your Expofition on the holy Text, 

Than now to fee you here an Iron man, 

Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum, 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to death. 
That man that fits within a Monarch’s Heart, 
And ripens in the Sun-fhine .of his Favour, 

Would he abufe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack, what mifchiefs might he fet abroach, 

In fhadow of fuch greatnefs? With you, Lord Bifhop, 
It is even fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken, 

How deep you were within the Books of Heaven ¢ 
To us, the Speaker in his Parliament ; 
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To us, the imagine voice of Heaven it felf: 
The very Opener, and Intelligencer 
Between the Grace, the Sanctities of Heaven, 
And our dull workings. O, who thall believe, 
But you mifufe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heaven, 
As a falfe Favourite doth his Princes Name, 
In deeds difhonourable? You have taken up, 
Under the counterfeit Zeal of Heaven, 
The Subietts of Heaven’s Subftitute, my Father, 
And both againft the Peace of Heaven, and Him, 
Have here up-{warmed them. 
Bifh. Good my Lord of Lancafter, 
I am not here againft your Father’s Peace : 
But (as! cold my Lord of Weftmcriand) 
The time (mif-order’d) doth in common fenfe 
Crowd us, and crufh us, to this monftrous Form, 
To hold our fafety up. I fent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Grief, 
The which hath been with fcorn fhov’d from the Court: 
Whereon this Hydra-Son of War is born, 
Whofe dangerous Eyes may well be charm’d afleep, 
With grant of ovr moft juft and right defire ; 
And true Obedience of this Madnefs cur’d, 
Stoop tamely to the foot of Majefty. 
Alw, lf not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 
To the laft man. 
Haft. And though we here fall down, 
We have Supplies to fecond our Attempt : 
If they mifcarry, theirs fhall fecond them. 
And fo, fuccefs of mifchief fhall be born, 
And Heir from Heir fhall hold this Quarrel up, 
Whiles England fhall have Generation. 
John, You are too fhallow ( Haftings) 
Much too fhallow, 
To found the bottom of the after-times. 
Weft. Pleafeth your Grace, to anfwer them dire¢tly, 
How far-forth you do like their Articles ? 
John. 1 like them all, and do allow them well: 
And fwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 
My Father’s purpofes have been miftook, 
And fome, about him, have too lavifhly 
W refted his meaning, and Anthority. 
My Lord, thefe Griefs fhall be with fpeed redreft : 
Lipon my Life, they fhall. If this may pleafe you, 
Difcharge your Powers unto their feveral Counties, 
As we will ours: and here between the Armies, 
Let’s drink together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their Eyes may bear thofe Tokens home, 
Of our reftored Love, and Amity. 
Bifh. | take your Princely word, for thefe redrefles. 
Fohn. 1 give it you, and will maintain my word; 
And thereupon | drink unto your Grace. 
Haft. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 
This News of Peace; let them have pay, and part : 
l know it will well pleafe them. 
Hie thee, Captain. 
Bifh. Yo you my noble Lord of Weft merland. 
Weft. | pledge your Grace: 
And if you knew what pains I have beftow’d, 
To breed this prefent Peace, 
You would drink freely : but my love to ye 
Shall thew it fclf more openly hereafter. 
Bifh, 1 do not doubt you. 
Weft. 1 am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin Afowbray. 
Mow. You wilh me health in very happy feafon, 
For | am on the fudden, fomething ill. 
Rifh, Againft ill Chances men are ever merry, 
But Heavinefs fore-runs the good Event. 
Wefi Therefore be merry (Coz) fince fudden forrow 
Serves to fay thus: fome good thing comes to morrow. 
Bifh. Believe me, 1! am paffing light in Spirit. 
Adow. So much the worfe, if your own Rule be true. 
Fohn, 


f Exit, 
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i a i 
a The word of Peace is render’d: hark how they a every ching is ended, then you come. 

owt. hefe tardy tricks of yours will ( on my li 

Mow, This had been chearful after Victory. Onctime epee rda fome Gallows con 

Bifh. A peace is of the nature of a Conqucit ; Fal. \ would be forry (my Lord) but it Mould bz 
For then both Parties nobly are fubdu’d, thus: I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was ch- 
And neither party lofer. ceward of Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, ao Ar- 

John. Go(my Lord) row, or a Bullet? Have l, in my poor and oid Motion, 
And let our Army be difcharged too: the expedition of Thought ? I have fpeeded hither with 
And good my Lord fo (pleafe you) Ict our Trains the very extremeft inch of poflibility. 1 have foundred 
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March by us, that we may perufe the men, [Exst.| ninefcore and odd Pofts: and here ( travel-tainted as‘ 
We fhould have cop’d withall. am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valonr, taken Sir 

Bifh, Go, good Lord Haftings : john Colevile “ the Dale, a moft furious Knight, and 
And e’re they be difmifs’d, let chem march by. LExit. | valorous Enemy : But what of that? he faw me, and 


John. Y cruft (Lords) we thall lie to night together. 
Enter Weltmerland. 
Now Coulin, wherefore ftands our Army {till ? 
Weft. The Leaders, having charge from you to ftand, 
Will not go off until they hear you fpeak. 
Sohn, Vhey know their Duties. [ Enter Haftings. 
Haft. Our Army is difpers’d : 
Like youthful Steers, unyoak?d, they took their courfe 
Ealt, Weft, North, South : or like a School broke up, 
Each hurries towards his home, and fporting place. 
Weft. Good tidings, (my Lord Hajfings) for the which 
1 doarreft thee ( Traytor ) of high Treafon : 
And you Lord Arch-Bihop, and you Lord Mowbray, 
Of Capital Treafon, { attach you both. 
Mow. 1s this proceeding juft and honourable ? 
Weft. ls your Aflembly fo? 
Bifa. Will you thus break your Faith ? 
John. | pawn’d thee none : 
| promis’d you redrefs of thefe farne Grievances 
Whereof you did complain ; which by mine Honour, 
| will perform, witha moft Chriftian care. 
But for you ( Rebels ) look to tafte the due 
Meet for Rebellion, and fuch Acts as yours. 
Mott thallowly did you thefe Arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and foolifhly fent hence. 
Strike up our Drums purfue the fcatter’d ftray, 
Heaven, and not we, have fafely fought to day. 
Some guard thefe Traitors tothe block of Death, 
Treafons true bed,and yielder up ofbreath. [ Exeunt. 


yielded : that I may iuftly fay with the hook-nos?d fel- 
low of Rome, I camc, faw, and over-came. 

John. lt was more of tus Courtefie, than your Deferving. 

Fal. | know not: here he is, and here I yisld him: 
and) befeech your Grace, let it be book’d with the reft 
of this days deeds ; or, 1 fwear, | will have it in a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine own Picture on the top ot it, 
( Colevile ) kiling my foot: To the which ccurfe, if I 
be enfore’d, if you do not all fhew like gilt two-pences to 
me , and |, in theclear Sky of Fame, o’re-fhine you as 
much as the full Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, 
( which fhew like Pins Heads to her) believe not the word 
ofthe Noble : therefore let me have right, and let de- 
fèrt movunt. i 

Foehn. Thine’s too heavy to mount. 

Falft. Let it fhine then. 

Fokn, Vhine’s too thick co fhine. 

Faif, Let it do fomething (my good Lord ) that may 
do me good, and callit what you will. 

Fohn. isthy Name Colevile ? 

Col. It is (my Lord. ) l 

John. A famous Rebel ert thou, Colvile. 

Fals?, Anda famous truc Subject took him. 

Col. I am ( my Lord ) butas my Betters are, 

That led me hither : had they been rul’d by me, 
You fhould have won them dearer than you have. 

Falft. { know not how they fold themfelves, but thou 
like a kind Fellow, gav’ft thy {elf away ; andI chank thee, 
for thee. 

Enter VVcftmerland. 

Fohn. Have you left purfuic ? 

Weft. Retreat is made, aad Execution ftay’d. 

Fohn, Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 

To York, toprefent Execution. 
Blunt, lead him hence, and fee ycu guard him fere. 

{ Exit Colevile. 
And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 


Enter Falftaff, and Colevile. 


Fal, Whats your Name, Sir ? of what Condition are 
you ¢ and what place, | pray ? 

Col. Lama Knight, Sir: 
And my Name is Colevile of the Dale. 

Falft. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is 


your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevile fhall ftill 
be your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dun- 
seon your Place, a place deep enough: fo hall you be ftill 
Colevile of the Dale. 

Col. Are not you Sit Sohn Falftaff? 

Falftaff. As gooda man as he, Sir, who erel am: do 
ye yield, Sir, or fhall 1 fweat for you ? if I do fweat, they 
are the drops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze up Fear and Trembling, and do obfer- 
vance to my mercy. . 

Col. } think you are Sir Jobn Falstaff, and in that 
thought yield me. 

Fal. i have a whole School of Tongues in this belly 
of mine, and not a Tongue of them all {peaks any other. 
word but my Name: and | had bura belly of any indiffe- 
rency, | were fimply the moft active fellow in Esrope: my 
womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. Here comes our 
General. ` 


Emer Prince John and Weltmerland. 
John, The heat is paft, follow no farther now, 


Call in the Powers, good Coulin Weffmerland. 
Now Falftaff, where have you becnall this while ? 


| hear the King, my Cather is fore fick, 


Our News hall go before us, to his Majefty, 
VVhich ( Confin ) you fhalt bear, to comfort him: 
And we with fober {peed will follow you. 

Falfi. My Lord, | befeech you, give me leave to go 
through Glocefterfhire , and when you come to Court, ftand 
my good Lord, ’pray, inyour goodreport. 

Fohn. Fare you well, Falfaf: 1, in my condition, 
Shall better fpeak of you, than youdeferve. { Exit. 

Falft. | would you had bat the wit : twere better than 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young fober> 
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a man cannot make 
him laugh; but that’s no marvel, he drinks no V Vine. 
There’s never any of thefe demure Boys come to any 
proof : for thin drink doth fo over-cool their blood, 
and making many Fifh-Meals, that they fall into a kind 
of Male Green-lickne(s: and then, when they marry, 
they get VVenches. They are generally Fools, and Cow- 
ards; which fome of us fhould be too,but for inflammatioa. 
A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold operation in it: 
it aicends me into the Brain, dries me there all the fool- 
ih, and dull, and crudy Vapours, which enviren it: 
makes it apprehenfive, quick, forgetive, fullot nimble, 
fiery, and delectable fhapes , which deliver’d o're na the 
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Voyce, the Tongue, whichis the Birth, becomes excel-; As Flaws congealed in the Spring of day. 


lent Wit. The fecond property of your excellent Sher- 
ris, is, the warming of the Blood : which before ( cold, 
and feticd ) leftthe Liver white, and pale : which is the 
Badge of Pufillanimity, and Cowardife: but the Sherris 
warms it, and makes it courfe from the inwards, to the’ 
partsextreme: it illuminateth the Face, which ( as.a Bea- 
con) gives warning to all the reft of this little Kingdom 
(man ) to Arm: and then the Vital Commoners, and in- 
land petty Spirits, mufter me all to their Captain, the 
| Heart, who great, and puft up with his retinue, doth a- 
ny deed of Courage: and this Valour comes of Sherris. 
So that skill in the Weapon ts nothing, without Sack 
( for that fets it a work: ) and Learning, a meer Hoard 
of Gold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences it, and fets 
itin a&t, and ufe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry 
is valiant : for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of 
his Father, he hath, like lean, {teril, and bare Land, ma- 
nured, husbanded, and till’d, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking good, and good ftore of fertil Sherris, that 
he isbecome very hot, and valiant. If I had a thoufard 
fons, the firft Principle 1 would teach them, fhould be to 
forfwear thin Potations, atid to addict themfelves to 
Sack. L Enter Bardolph. 
How now, Rard-lph. 

Bard. Thy Army is difchargedall, and gone. 

Falft, Let them go: Ple through Glocefferfhire, and 
there will] vifit Malter Robert Shallow, Efquire: 1 have 
him already tempering between my finger and my thumb, 
and fhortly will I feal with him. Come away. 

{ Exeunt. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Keng, Warwick, Clarence, Glocefter. 


King. Now Lords, if Heaven doth give fuccefsful end 

To this Debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are fanctifi'd, 
Our Navy is addrefled, our Power collected, 
Our Subjtitutes, in abfence, well invefted, 
And every thing hes level to our with; 
Onely we want alittle perfonal ftrength: 
And pawfeus, till thefe Rebels, now a foot, 

Come underneath the yoak of Government. 

War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majefty 
Shall foon enjoy. 

King. Humphrey ( my Son of Gloucefter _) where is the 
Prince, your Brother ? 

Glo. I think he’s gone to hunt (my Lord) at Windjor. 

King. And how accompanied ? 

Clo, E do not know ( my Lord.) 

King. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence with him ? 

Glo, No ( my good Lord ) he is in prefence here. 

Clar. What would my Lord, and Father ? 

King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 
He loves thee, and thou do’ft neglect him (Zhomas ) 
Thou haft a better place in his Affection 
Than allthy Brothers - Cherifhit ( my Boy ) 

And Noble Offices thou may’ft effect 

Of Mediation ( after 1 am dead) 

Between his Greatnefs, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, 
Nor lofe the good advantage of his Grace, 

By feeming cold, or carelefs of his will 

For he is gracious if he be obferv’d: 

He hatha Tear for Pity, and a Hand 

Open (as Day ) for melting Charity - 

Yet notwith{tanding, being incens’d, he’s Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and as fudden 















His temper therefore muft be well obferv'd : 
Clide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin’d to mirth: 
But being moody, give him line, and fcope, 
Till that his paflions (like a Whale on ground ) 
Confound themfelves with working. Learn this, Zhomas, 
And thou fhalt prove a helter to thy Friends, 
A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers in: 
That the united Veffel of their Blood 
( Mingled with Venome of Suggeftion, 
As force, perforce, the Age will pour it in ) 
Shall never leak, though it do work as {trong 
As Aconitum, or raf Gun-powder. 
Clar. | fhall obferve him with all care, and love. 
King.Why art thou not at Windfor with him,( Thomas ? ) 
Clar, He is not there to day : be dines in London, 
King. And how accompanied ? Canft thou tell thar ? 
Clar, With Poins, and other his continual Followers. 
King. Moft fubject is the fatteft Soy] to Weeds: 
And He (the Noble Image of my Youth) 
Is over-{pread with them : therefore my grief 
Stretches it felf beyond the hour of Death. 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do fhape 
(In forms imaginary ) th’ungvided Days, 
And rotten Times, that you fhall look upon, 
When Iam fleeping with my Anceftors. 
For when his head-itrong Riot hath no Curb, 
W hen Rage and hot-blood are his Counfellers, 
When Means and lavifh Manners meet together, 
Oh, with what Wings fhall his Affections flye 
Towards fronting Peril, and oppos’d decay ? 
War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite : 
The Prince but ftudies his Companions, 
Like a ftrange Tongue : wherein, to gain the Language, 
Tis needful, that the moft immodeft word 
Be look’d upon, and learn’d : which once attain’d, 
Your Highnefs knows, comes to no farther ufe, 
But to be known,and hated. So, like grofs terms, 
The Prince will, in the perfectnefs of time, 
Caft off his Followers : and their memory 
Shall asa Pattern, or a Meafure live, ‘ 
By which hisGrace muft mete the lives of others, 
Turning paft Evils to advantages. 
King. >Vis feldom, when the Bee doth leave her Comb 
In the dead Carrion. 
Enter VVeftmerland. 
VVho’s here ? Weftmerland ? 
Weft, Health to my Soveraign, and new happinefs 
Added to that, that] am to deliver. 
Prince Fohn, your Son, doth kifs your Graces hand: 
Mowbray, the Bilhop, Scroop, Ha/ftings, and all, 
Are brought to the Correction of your Law, 
There is not now a Rebels Sword unfheath’d, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where- 
The manner how this Action hath been born, 
Here (at more leifure ) may your Highnefs read, 
V Vith every courfe, in his particular. l 
King. O Weftmerland, thou arta Summer Bird,. 
V Vhich ever, in the baunch of V V inter, fings 
The lifting up of day. 
Enter Harcourt. 
Look, here’s more News. 
Har, From Enemies, Heaven keep your Majefty 
And when they ftand againft you, may they fall, 
As thofe that I am come to tell you of. 
The Earl Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf, 
V Vith a great Power of Englifh, and of Scots, 
Are by the Sheriff of York-{hire overthrown : 
The manner, and true order of the fight, 
This Packet ( pleafe you) contains at large. 
King. And wherefore fhould thefe good News 


Make me fick ? 
V Vill Fortune never come with both hands fall, 
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But write her fair words ftill in fouleft Letters ? 
She either gives a Stomack, and no food, 
( Suchare the Poor, in health) or clfe a Feaft, 
And takes away the Stomach, ( Such are the R ich, 
That have aboundance, and cnjoy it not. ) 
I fhonld rejoyce now, at this happy News, 
And now my Sight fails, and my brains is giddy. 
O me, come near me, now lam much ill. 

Glo. Comfort your Majefty. 

Cla. Oh, my Royal Father. 


Weftmer.My Soveraign Lord,chcar up your felf, look up. 
War. Be patient ( Princes ) youdo know, thefe Fits 


Are with his Highnefs very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him air: 
He'll ftraight be well. 
Clar. No no, he cannot long hold out : thefe pangs, 
Th’inceffant care, and labour of his mind, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that ould confine init, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will þreak out. 
Glo, The people fear me: for they do cbferve 
Unfather’d Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature: 
The Sceafons change their manners, as the ycar 
Had found fome Months afleep, and leap’d them over. 
Clar. The River hath thricc flow’d, no cbb between: 
And the old tolk ( Times doting Chronicles ) 
Say it did fo, q little time before 
That our Grand-fire Edward fick’d, and dy’d. 
War. Speak lower, (Princes) for the King recovers. 
Glo. This Apoplcxy will (certain )*be his end. 
King. | pray yon take me up, and bear me hence 
into {fome other Chamber : foftly ’pray. 
Let there be no noyfemade, ( my gentle Friends ) 
Unlefs fome dull and favourable hand 
| will whifper Mufick to my weary Spirit. 
War. Call for the Mutick in the other Room. 
King, Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here. 
Clar. His eye is hollow, and he changes much, 
War. Lefs noyfe, lefs noyfe. 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Prin, Hen. Who faw the Duke of Clarence ? 
Cle. Jam here ( Brother ) fullof heavincís. 


Prin. Hen. How now? Rain within doors, and none 


abroad ? How doth the King ? 
Glo, Excceding ill. 
Prin, Hen. Heard he the good News yet ? 
Yell ic him. 
Glo, He alter?d much, upon the hearing it. 
Prin. Hen, Vf he be fick with Joy, 
He’l recover without Phyfick. 
War. Not fo much noyfe, ( my Lords ) 
Sweet Prince, fpeak low. 
The King, your Father, is difpos’d to ficep. 
Clar. Let us with-draw into the other Room. 


War. W ilt pleaic your Grace to go along with us ? 
Prin. Hen. No: | will fit, and watch here, by the King. 


Being fo troublefom 2 Bed-fellow 
Q polift’d Perturbation ! Golden Care! 
That kecep’ft the Ports of flumber open wide 

4 Tomany a watchful Night : fleep with it now, 
Yet not fo feurd, and half fo deeply (weet, 
As he whofe Brow ( with homely Biggen bound ) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majcfty ! 
When thou do’ft pinch thy Bearer, thoudo’ft fic 
Likea rich Armor, worn in heat of day, 
That fcald’it with fafety : by his Gates of breath, 
There lyes adowny Feather, which ftirs not : 
Did he fufpire, that light and weightlefs down 
Perforce muft move. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
This fleep is found indeed : this is a fleep, 
That from this Golden Rigol hath divorc’d 
So many Engl:jb Kings. Thy due from me, 
lIs Tears, and heavy Sorrows cf the Blood, 
Which Naturc, Love, and filial tendernefs 


W hy doth the Crown lye therc, ngan his Pillow, 
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Shall (O dear Father ) pay thee plenteoufly. 

My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, 

Which (as immediate from thy place, and blood ) 
Derives it felfto me. Lo, here it fits, 

Which heaven fhall guard : 

And put the World’s whole ftrength intoone Gyant Arm, 
lt fhaill not force this Lineal Honor from me. 
This, from thee, will Ito mine leave, 

As "tis lefe to me. [ Exit. 
Enter Warwick, Gloucefter, Clarence. 


King. Warwick, Gloucefter, Clarence. 
Clar. Doth the King cat? 
War, What would your Majefty ? how fares your 
Grace ? 
King. Why did you leave me here alone, (my Lords ) 
Cla. We left the Prince (my Brother) here(my Liege 
Who undertook to fit and watch by you. ? 
King. The Prince of Wades ? where is he ? let me fee him. 
War, Thisdoat ts open, he is gone this way. 
Gio. He came not through thce Chamber where we ftaid. 
King. Where is the Crown? who toak it from my 
Pillow ? 
War, When we with drew ( my Liege ) we left it here 
King. The Prince hath vane it hence: . 
Go feek him out. 
ls he fo hafty, that he doth fuppofe 
My fleep, my death ? Find him (my Lord of Warwick) 
Ghide him hither: this part of his conjoyns 
With my difeafe, and helps to end me. 
See Sons, what things you are: 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
When Gold becomes her Object ? 
For this, the foolifh over-careful Fathers 
Have broke their ficeps with thoughts, 
Their brains with care, their bones with induftry. 
For this, they have ingrofled and pyl’d up 
The canker’d heaps of {trange-atchicved Gold: 
For this, they have been thoughtful, to inveit 
Their Sons with Arts, and Martial Exercifes: 
When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
The vertuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with Wax 
Our Mouths with Honcy, we bring it to the Hive , 
And like the Bees,are murthcred for our pains. 
This bitter tafte yields his Engrofsments 
To the ending Father. 
Enter Warwick. 
Now where is he, that will not ftay fo long, 
Till his friends ficknefs hath determin’d me : 
War, My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Room, 
Wafhing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks, 
With fuch a deep demeanour, tn great forrow, 
That Tyranny, which never qualft but blood, 
Would ( by beholding him ) have wath’d his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 
King. Bus wherefore did he take away the Crown ? 
l Enter Prince Henry. 
Lo, where he comes. Conic hither to me, ( Harry) 
Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. { Exit. 
Prin. Hen, [never thought to hearc you {peak again. 
King. Thy wifh was Father ( Harry) to that thought : 
l {tay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Do’'ft thou fo hunger for my empty Chair, 
That thou wilt needs inveft thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy honr be ripe ? O foolifh youth! 
Thou feek’{t the Greatnefs, that will over-whelm thee: 


Stay buta little ; for my Cloud of Dignity 


is held from falling, with fo weak a wind, 

That it will quickly drop: my Day is dim. 
Thou haft ftoln that, which after fome few hours 
Were thine, without offence : and at my death 
Thou haft feal’d up my Expectation. 

Thy life did maniteft, thou lovd’ft me not, 


And | 
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And thou wilt have me dye aflur’d of it. 
| Thov hid’{t a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
i Which thou haft whetted on thy {tony heart, 

iTo ftab at halfan hour of my frail life. 
| What ? canft thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then get thee gone, and dig thy grave thy {elf, 
And bid the merry Bells ring to thy ear, 

That thou art Crowned, not that | am dead, 

Let all the Tears, that fhould bedew my Herfe 

Be drops of Balm, to fanctifie thy head : 

Onely compound me with forgotten duft ; 

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Worms: 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees ; 

For now atime is come, to mock at Form. 

Henry the Fifth is Crown’d: Up Vanity, 

Down Royal State : All you fage Counfellors, hence : 
And to the Englifh Court, aflemble now 

From ev’ry Region, Apes of Idlenefs. 

Now Neighbour-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 
Have you a Ruffian that will fwear ? drink ? and dance? 
Revel the night? rob? murder? and commit 

The oldeft fins, the newelt kind of ways ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more : 

England fhall double guiPd, his trebble guilt. 
England fhall give him Ofice, Honor, Might : 

For the Fifth Harry, from curb’d Licenfe plucks 
The muzzle of Reftraint, and the wilde Dog 

Shall flefh his tooth in every Innocent. 

O my poor Kingdom (fick with civil blows) 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
What wilt thou do, When Ryot is thy Care ? 

O, thou wilt be a Wildernefs again, 

Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants.) 

Prin, O pardon me (my Liege) 

But for my Tears, 

The moft Impediments unto my Speech, 

] had fore-ftall’d, and deep rebuke, 

E’re you (with grief) had fpoke, and I had heard 
The courfe of it fo far. There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the Crown immortally, 

Long guard it yours : If] affect it more, 

Than as your Honour, andas your Renown, 

Let me no more from this Obedience rife, 

Which my moft true, and inward dutious fpirit 
Teacheth this proftrate, and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witnefs with me, when I here came in, 

And found no courfe of breath within your Maefty, 
How cold it ftruck my heart. If! do feign, 

O let me, in my prefent wildenefs, dye, 

And never live, to fhew th’incredulous World, 
The Noble change that I have purpofed. 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almoft (my Liege) to think you were) 

I fpake unto the Crown (as having fenfe ) 

And thus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my Father 

Therefore, thou beft of Gold art worlt of Gold. 
Other, lefs fine in Carraét, is more precious, 
Preferving life, in Med’cine potable : 

But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour’d, moft Renown’d, 
Haft eat the Bearer up. 

Thus(my Royal Liege) 

Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it(as with an Enemy, 

That had before my face murd’red my Father) 
The Quarrel of atrue Inheritor : 

But if it did infect my blood with joy; 

Or {well my Thoughts to any ftrain of Pride, 

If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 

Did, with the leaft Affection of a Welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might of it. 

Let Heaven, for ever, keep it from my head, 

And make meas the pooreft Vaflal is, 

That doth with awe, and terrour kneel to it. 
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King. O my Son ? 
Heauen put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
That thou mightft joyn the more, chy Fathers love, 
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it. 
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my bed, 
And hear (I think) the very lateft Counfel 
That ever I fhall breathe: Heaven knows, my Son, 
By what by-pathes, and indirect crook’d-ways 
1 met this Crown :and1 my felf know well 
How troublefom it fate upon my head. 
To thee, it fhall defcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For all the foyl of the. Atchievment goes 
With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in me, 
But as an Honour fnatch’d with boy’ftrous hand, 
And I had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it, by their Affiftances, 
Which daily grew to a Quarrel, and to Blood-fhed, 
Wounding fuppofed Peace. 
All thefe bold Fears, 
Thou feeft (with peril ) I have anfwered : 
For all my Reign hath been but as a Scene 


| Acting that Argument And now my death 


Changes the Mode: For what in me was purchas’d, 
Falls upon thee, ina more Fairer fort. 
So thou the Garland wearft fucceflively, 
Yet, though thou ftand’ft more fure, than 1 could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, fince griefs are green: 
And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends, 
Have but their ftings, and teeth, newly taken out. 
By whofe fell working, I was firft advane’d, 
And by whofe Power, I well might lodge a Fear 
To be again difplac’d. Which to avoid, 
I cut them off, and had a purpofe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 
Left reft, and lying ftill, might make them look 
Too near unto my State. 
Therefore (my Harry) 
Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Minds 
With Forreign Quarrels: that Action, hence born out, 
May wafte the memory of the former days. 
More would I, but my Lungs are waited fo, r 
That ftrength of Speech is utterly deny’d me. ` 
How I came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive : 
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. 

Prin, My gracious Liege: 
You won it ; wore it, kept it, gave it me, 
Then plain and right muft my pofleffion be ; 
Which I, with more, than with a common pain, 
’Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintain. 


Enter Lord John of Lancafter and Warwick 


King. Look, look, 
Here comes my John of Lancafter : 
Fob. Health, Peace, and Happinefs 
To my Royal Father: 
King. Thou bring’ft me happinels, 
(Son ohn, ) 
But health ( alack ) with youthful wings is fown ` 
From this bare, wither’d Trunk. Upon thy fight 
My worldly bufinefs makes a Period. 
Where ismy Lord of Warwick ? 
Prin, My Lord of Warwick, 
King. Doth any Name particular belong 
Unto the Lodging, where | firft did fwoon ? 
War. Tis call’d Jerufalem, my Noble Lord, 
King. Laud be to Heaven: 
Even there my life muft end. 
It hath been prophefi’d to me many years, 
I thould not dye but in Jerufalem : 
Which (vainly) I fuppos’d the Holy-Land. 
But bear me to that Chamber, there Ple lye: 


In that Jerufalem, fhall Harry dye. (Exennt, 


Attus 
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Aflus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Shallow, Silence, Falftaff, Bardolph,Page, nd Davy. 


Shal. By Cock and Pye, you Mhali not away to night. 
What, Davy, I fay. : 

Fal. You muft excufe me, Malter Robert Shallow. 

Shal. 1 will nocexcufe you: you fhall not be excufed. 
Excufes fhall not be admitted : there is no excufe fhall 
ferve : you fhall not be excus’d. 

Why Davy. 

Davy. Here, Sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me fee, Davy, let me fee : 
William Cook, bid him come hither. Sir Yobx,-you thall 
not be excus’d. 

Davy, Marry, Sir, thus : thofe Precepts cannot be 
ferv’d: and again, Sir, fhall we fow the head-land with 
Wheat ? 

Shal. With red Wheat, Davy, But for William Cook : 
are there no young Pidgeons ? 

Davy. Yea, Sir. 

Here isnow the Smith’s nofe for Shooing, 
And Plough-lrons. 

Shal. Let it be caft, aud paid : Sir John, you thall 
not be excus’d. 

Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muft needs be 
had : And, Sir, do you mean to ftop any of Wiliams 
Wages, about the Sack he loft the other day at Aynckley 
Fair : 

Shal, He fhatl anfwer tc - 

Some Pidgecns, Davy, a couple of fhort-legg’d Hens: a 
joint of Mutton, and any pretty little tine Kickfhaws, 
tell Wiliam Cook. i 

Davy. Doth the man of War, ftay all night, Sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy: 

I will ufe himwell, A Friend Pth’ Court, is better than a 
Penny in Purfe. Ufe his men well, Davy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaves, and will back-bite. 

Davy. No worfe than they are bitten, Sir : for they 
have marvellous foul Linnen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy: about thy bafinefs, Davy. 

Davy. I befeech you, Sir, 

To countenance Wiliam Vifor of Woncor, againgt Cle- 
ment Ferbes of the Hill. 

Shal. There are many Complaints, Davy, againft that 
Vifor, that Vifor is an arrant Knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy. | grant your Worfhip, that he isa Knave, Sir: 
| But yet Heaven forbid, Sir, but a Knave fhould have fome 
Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An honeft man, Sir, 
ts able to {peak for himfelf, when a Knave isnot. [havo 
ferv’d your Worfhip truly, Sir, thefe cight years : and 
if] cannot once or twice ina Quarter bear outa Knave 
againft an Honeft man, l have buta very little credit with 
your Worthip. The Knave is mine honeft Friend, Sir, 
therefore, f befeech your Worhhip,let hiin be Countenanc’d. 
| Shal. Go tod, 

I fay, he hall have no wrong : Look about, Davy. 
Where are you, Sir Fohn? Come, off with your Boots. 
Give me your hand, Mafter Bardolph. 

Bard. | am glad to fee your Worfhip. . 

Shal. thank thee, with all iny heart, kind Matter 
Bardolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow: 

Come, Sit Fob. 

Falft. Vie follow you, good Mafter Robert- Shallow. 
Bardolph, look to our Horfes. If 1 were faw’d into 
Quantities, I fhonld make four dozen of fuch bearded 
Hermites ftayes, as Mafter Shallow. It is a wonderful 
thing to fee the femblable Coherence of his mens Spirits, 


and his : They, by obferving of him, do bear them-. 


felves like foolith Juftices: He, by converfing with them, 
is turn’d into a Juftice-like Servingman. Their Spirits, 
are fo married in Conjunction, with the Participation of 
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Society, that they flock together in confent, like fo 
many Wild-Geefe. If 1 had a fuit. to Malter Shallow, 
I would humour his men, with the imputaticn of being 
near their Mafter. If to his men, I sweold curry with 
Mafter Shallow, that no man could better Commacd his 
Servants. It is cettain, that either wife bearing, or 
ignorant Carriage is caught, as men take difeafes, one of 
another: therefore, let men take heed of their Compa- 
ny. 1 will devife matter enough out of this Shallow, to 
keep Prince. Harry in continual Laughter, the wearing 
out of fix fafhions, which is four Terms, or two AAi- 
ons, and he fhall laugh witli Zætervallsms. O itis much 
that a Lye(with aflight Oath)anda Jeft(with a fad Brow) 
will do with a Fellow, that never had the Ache in his 
fhoulderss O you fhall fee him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloak, ill laid up. 
Shall. Sir John. 
Fal. 1 come, Mafter Shallow, Icome, Mafter Shallow. 
LExeunt 





Scena Secunda. 
Enter Earl of Warwick, and the Lord Chief Fuftice. 


War. How now, my Lord Chief Juftice, whither away ? 
Ch. Fuft. How doth the King ? 
War. Exceeding well : his Cares 
Are now all ended. 
Ch. Fuft. 1 hope, not dead. 
War. Hes walk’d the way of Nature, 
And to our purpofes, he lives no more. 
Ch. Fuft. { would his Majefty had call’d me with him. 
The Service, that Í truly did his life, 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. 
War. Indeed I think the young King loves you ret. 
Ch. Fuft. I know he doth not, and do arm my {self 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot look more hideoufly upon me, 
Than I have drawn it in my fantafte. 


Enter John of Lancafter, Gloucefter, «xd Clarence. 
War, Here comes the heavy iflue of dead Herry: 


‘O, that the living Harry had the temper 


Of him, the worft of thefe three Gentlemen: 
How many Nobles then fhould hold their places, 
That muft ftrike fail 10 Spirits of vile fort ? 
Cb. Juft. Alas, 1 fear, all will be over-turn’d. 
John. Good morrow, Coufin Warwick, good morrow. 
Glon. Clar. Good morrow, Coufin. 
John. We meet, like men, that had forgot to fpeek. 
War. Wedo remember : But our Argument 
Is all too heavy, to admit much talk. 
Joh, Well: Peace be with him, that hath made us hea- 
Ch, Fut. Peace be with us, left webs heavier. Cry. 
Glou. O, Good my Lord, you have lofta Friend indeed : 
And I dare fwear, you borrow not that Face 
Of feeming forrow, it is fure your own. ` 
Yoh. Though no man be affur’d what Graceto find, 
You ftand in coldeft expectation. 
I am the forrier, would *twere otherwife. 
Cla, Well, yon muft now fpeak Sir Yolw' Falfoff fair, 
Which fwims againft your ftream of Quality. 
Ch, Juft. Sweet Princes : what J did, ! did in honor, 
Led by th*Imperial Conduct of my Soul, 
And never fhall you fee, that I will beg 
A ragged and foreftall’d Remiflion. 
If Troth, and upright Innocency fail me, 
I'le to the King (my Mafter) chat is dead, 
And téll him, who hath fent me after hun. 
War. Here comes the Prince. 
Enter Prince Harry 


Ch. Juft, Good morrow : and Heaven faye your Maielty. 
Frin. 


ÅÌ ÅM te 


84. 
Prin. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majefty, 
Sits not fo eafie on me, as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your Sadnefs with forme Fear : 
This is the Engl:fh, not the Zurkifh Court: 
Not Amurahan Amurab fucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry: Yet be fad (good Brothers) 
For (to ele truth) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, fo Royally in you apears, 
That I will deeply put the fafhion on, 
And wear it in my Heart. Why then be fad, 
But entertain. no more of it (good Brothers) 
Than a joint-burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heaven (I bid you be affur’d) 
Ple be your Father, and your Brother too : 
‘Let me but bear your Love, Ple bear your Cares ; 
But weep that Harry's dead, and fo will J, 
But Harry lives, that fhall convert thofe Tears 
By number, unto hours of Happinefs. 
Fohn.oc. We hope no other from your Majefty. 
Prin, Youall look ftrangély on me: and you moft. 
You are (I think) aflur’d, | love you not. 
Ch. Juft. Iam affur'd (ifI be meafur’d rightly) 
Your Majefty hath no juft caufe to hate me. 
Prin. No?How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you Jaid-upon me ? 
What? Rate? Rebuke ? and ronghly fend to Prifon 
Tl’immediate Heir of Exgland? Was this eafie ? 
May this be wafh’d in Lethe, and forgotten ° 
Ch. Fuft. 1 then did vfe the Perfon of your Father ; 
The Image of his Powcr lay then in me, 
And in th’adminiftration of his Law, 
Whiles I was bufie for the Common-wealth, 
Your Highnefs pleafed to forget my place, 
The Majefty, and Power of Law, and Juftice, 
The Image of the King, whom I prefented, 
And itruck me in my very Seat of Judgment : 
| Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 
I gave bold way to my Authority, 
j And did commit you. If the deed were ill; 
Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 
To have a Son, fet yaur decrees at naught ? 
To pluck down Juftice from your awful Bench ? 
To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword 
That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon ? 
Nay more, to fpurn at your moft Royal Image, 
And mock your workings, in a Second body ? 
Queftion your Royal Thoughts, make the cafe yours : 
Be now the Father, and propofe a Son : 
Hear your own digaity fo much prophan’d, 
See your moft dreadful Laws, fo loofely flighted ; 
Behold your felf, fo by a Son difdained : 
And then imagine me, taking your part, 
And in your Power, {oft filencing your Son: 
After this cold confiderance, fentence me ; 
And, as yon are a King, fpeak in your State, 
W hat I have done, that misbecame my place, 
My perfon, or my Lieges Soveraignty. 
į Prin. You are right Juftice, and you weigh this well ; - 
| Therefore ftill bear the Ballance, and the Sword: 
And 1 do wifh your Honours may increafe, 
Till you do live, to fee a Son of Mine 
Offend yoy,'and obey you, as I did. 
So fhall I hive to {peak my Fathers words : 
Happy am 1, that have a man fo bold, 
That dares do Juftice, on my proper Son 5 
And no lefs happy, having fuch a Son, 
That would deliver up his greatnefs fo, 
Into the hands of Juftice. You did commit. me : 
| For which Ido commit into your Hand, 
Th’unftained Sword that you have us’d to bear : 
With this Remembrance; That you ufe the fame 
Withthe like bold, juft, and impartial Spirit 
As you have done ’gainft me. There is my Hand, 
You fhall be as a Father to my Youth | 
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My Voice fhall found, as yon do prompt mine Ear, 


. And F will {ftoop, and humble my intents, 


| 
‘To your well praétis’d, wife Directions. 

And Princes all, believe me, I befeech you: 

My Father is gone wild into his Grave, 
(Forin his Tomb, lye my Affeétions ) 

And with his Spirit, fadly 1 furvive, 

To mock the expectation of the World: 

To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out 
Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my feeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 
Hath proudly flow’d in Vanity, till now. 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the Sca. 
Wherein it fhall mingle with the ftate of floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal Majefty. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let us choofe fuch Limbs of Noble Counfel, 
That the great Body of our State may go 

In equal rank with the beft govern’d Nation, 
That War, or Peace, or both at once may be 


| As things acquainted and familiar to us, 


In which you (Father) fhall have formoit hand, 

Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And (Heaven configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peer, fhall have juft caufe to fay, 

Heaven fhorten Harry’s happy life,one day. [Exesnt, 








Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falltaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, 
Page, Davy, avd Piftol. 


Shal. Nay; you fhall fee mine Orchard, where in an 
Arbour we will eat a laft years Pippin of my own graf- 
fing, with a difhof Carrawayes, and fo forth: Come, 
coufin Silence, and then to bed. 

Fal You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Sbal. Barren, barren, barren: Beggers all, beggers all, 
Sir John : Marry, good air. Spread Davy, fpread Davy : 
Well faid Davy. 

Fal, This Davy ferves you for good ufes: he is your 
Servingman, and your Husbandman. 

Shat, A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Varlet, 
Sir John : 1 have drunk too much Sack at Supper. A good 
Varlet. Now fit down, now fit down : Come Coufin. 

Sil. Ah Sirrah, (quoth-a) we fhall do nothing but eat, 
and make good cheer, and praife Heaven for the merry 
year : whenFlefh is cheap, and Females dear, and Infty 
Lads more here and there : fo merrily, and ever among 
fo merrily. 

Fal, Theres a merry heart, good Malter Silence. Ple 
drink your health for that anon. 

Shal, Good Maiter Bardolph: Some wine, Davy. 

Dav, Sweet Sir, fit: Pe be with you anon: mot fweet, 
Sir, fic. Mafter Page, fit: good Mafter Page, fit: Proface. ; 
What you want In meat, we'll have in drink : but you 
bear, the hearts all. 

Shal, Be merry, Mafter Bardolph, and my little Soul- 
dier there, be merry. í 

Sil. Be merry, be merry, my wife has all. 

For women are fhrews, both fhort and tall: 
Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all: 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. Be merry, be merry. 

Fal. Vdid not think Mafter Silence had been a man of 
this Mettle. 

Sil, Whol ? | have been merry twice and once,e’re now. 

Dav, There is a difh of Leather-coats for you. 

Shal. Davy. 

Dav. Your Worfhip : Ple be with you ftreight. A 
cap of Wine, Sir. 

Sil, A Cup of Wine, that’s brisk and fine. and drink 
unto the Leman mine: and a merry heart lives long-a. 

Fal, 








Fal. Well faid, Mafter Szlence. 
Sil. 1f we fhall be merry, now comes in the fweer of 
ight. 
e a and long life to you, Mafter Silence. 

Sil. Fill the Cup, and let it come. Ple pledge you,were’t 
a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honeft Bardolf, welcome: If thou want?ft any 
thing, and will not call, befhrew chy heart. Welcome my 
little ryne thief, and welcome indeed too : Ple drink to 
Mafter Bardolf, and to all Cavileroes about London, 

Dav, \ hope to fee London, once e’rel dye. 

Bar. If | might fee you there, Davy. 

Shal. You'll crack a quart together ? Ha, will you not, 
Mafter Bardolf ? ound 

ar. Yes Sir, in a pottie pot. 

Shal l thank é: the om will ftick by thee, I 
can aflure thee that. He will not out, he is truc bred. 

Bard, And \Wle ftick by him, Sir. 

Shal. Why there {poke a King : lack nothing,be merry. 
Look, who’sat door there, ho: whoknocks¢ 

Fal, Why now you have don ime right. 

Sil. Do me right, and dub me Knight, Samingo. Is’t 
not fo? 

Fal. Tis fo. 

Sil. Is't ? Why then fay an old man 

Dav. If it pleafe your Worthip, 
come from the Court with News. i 

Fal, From the Court ? Let him come in, 

Enter Piftol. 


can do fomewhat. 
there’s one Piftol 


How now, Pffol ? 

Pift. Sir Jobn, fave yon, Sir. 

Fal. What wind blew you hither, Pifol? 

Pift, Noc the ill wind which blows none to good, {weet 
Knight: Thou art now one of the greateft men in the 
Realm. 

Silen. Indeed, 1 thmk he be, but Goodman Puff of 
Barfon. 

Pift. Puff ? puff in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward 


bafe. Sir Jobn, Lam thy P:flol, and thy Friend : helter skel- . 


ter have I rode to thee, and tydings do 1 bring, and lucky 
joyes, and golden Times, and happy Nows of price, l 
Fal. | prethee now deliver them, like a maa of this 
V Vorld. 
Pift. A footra for the V Vorid, and V Vorldlings bafe, 
l fpeak of Africa, and Golden Joys 
Fal. O bafe Affyrian Knight, what is thy News ? 
Let’ King Covitha know the truth thereof. 
Sil, And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John. 
Pift. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon ? 
‘And hall good News be bafli’d ? 
Then Pil lay.thy head in Furies lap. 
Shal. Honelt Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding. 
Pift. VVity then lament therefore. 
Shal, Give me pardon, Sir. i 
If, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it, 
there is but two ways, either toutter them, or to con- 
cealthem. I am Sir, under the King, in fome Authority. 
Pift. Under which King ? 
Bezonian, {peak, or dye. 
Shal. Under King Harry. 
Pift. Harry the Fourth ? or Fifth? 
Shal. Harry the Fourth. 
Pift, A footra for thine Office. 
Sir John, thy tender Lamb-kin now is King, 
Harry the Fifth’s the man, I fpeak the truth. 
VVhen Piftol lycs, do this, and fig-me, like 
The bragging Spantard. : 
Falft. VVhat, is the old King dead ? 
Pift. As nail in door. 
The things I fpeak are juft, 
Fal, Away Bardolf, Saddle my Horfe, l 
Malter Robert Shallow, choofe what Office thou wilt 
in the Land, °tis thine. Piol, 1 will double charge thee 





VVith Dignities. 

Bard, O joyful day! 

I would not rakea Knighthood for my Fortune. 

Piff. VVhat ? i do bring good News. 

Falf. Carry Mafter Silence to Bed : Mafter Shaller 
my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, 1 am Fortunes 
Steward. Ger on thy Boots, we'll ride all night. Oh 
{weet Piffol: Away Berdelf : Come Piflol, utter more 
tome: and wichal devife fomething to do thy felf good. 
Boot, Boot, Malter Shallow, L know the young King is 
fick for me. Let us take any mans Horfes - The Laws of 
— are a my Fever cas, Happy are they, 
which have .been my Friends : 

a aed y and wo unto my Lord 

Pif. Let Vultures vile feize on his Lun : 
Where is the Life that late t led, fay at Ta 


V Vhy here it is, welcome thofe pleafant days. [ Exeun 





ey 


Scena Quarta. 


Emer Hoflefs Quickly, Doll Tear-heet, and Beadics. 


Foftefs. No, thou arrant knave : 
thac { might have chee hang’d : 
Nop oùt of joyni. 

- The Conftables have deliver'd her over to me - 
and fhe fhall have Whipping cheer enough, | ue nor 
There hath beena man or two (lately ) kill'd about her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lye: Comeon, lte tell 
thee what, thou damn’d Tripe-vifag’d Ratcal, if the Child 
I now go with, domifcarry, thou had’ft better thou had’tt 
ftrook thy Mother, thou Paper-fee’d Villain. 

fofi. O that Sir Fohx were come, he would make this 
a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Ftuit of her 
Womb might mifcarry. 

Officer. If it do, you Mall have a dozen of Cufhions 
again, you have but eleven now. Come, T charge you 
both go with me: for the man is dead, tnat you and Pr- 
ffol beat among you. 

Dol. Vie tell thee what, thou thin-man in a Cenfor 5 | 
will have you as foundly fwing’d for this, you blew- 
Bottl’d Rogue- you filthy famihh’d Correfltoner. if you 
be not fwing’d, Ple forfwear half Kirtles. i 

Of. Come, come, yon the-Knight arrant, come. 

Hoft, O, that right fhould thus o'Tecome might. Well 
of fufferance comes eafe. 

Dol. Come you Rogue, come: 
Bring me to a Juftice. 

Hoff, Yes, come, you ftarv’d Blood-hound. 

Dol. Goodman Death, goodman Bones. 

fof. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Dol. Come, you thin Thing : 

Come, you Rafcal. 

Off. Very well. 


I would I might die, 
Thou haft drawn my 


[Exexnt. 





Scena Quinta. 


Enter two Grooms, 


1, Groom. More Rufhes, more Ruhhes. 

2. Groom, The Trumpets have founded twice. 

1. Groo.|t will be two ot the Clock ere they come from 
the Coronation. [ Exenn: Grooms. 


Enter Falftaff, Shallow, Piftol, Bardolf, and Page. 


Falftaf. Stand here by me, M. Robert Shallow, 1 will 
make the King do you Grace. I will leet upon him, as 
he comes by : and do but mark the countenauce, that he 
will give me. 


li Fiho. 
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Pifol Blefs thy Lungs, good Knight. 
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That I have turn’d away my former Self, 


Falf. Come here Pytol, ftand behind me. O, if I had | So will I chofe that kept me Company. 
had time co have made new Liveries, | would have be-; When thou do’ft hear I am, as I have bin, 
towed the thoufand pound | borrowed of you. But it is | Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou was’t, 
no matter, this poor hew doth better: this doth infer |The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots: 


the zeal f had to fee him. 

Sbal, 1t doth fo. f 

Faljl. kt hewsmy earneltnefs in affection. 

Pift. yt doth fo. 

Falft. My devotion. 

Pijt. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Falft. As it were to ride day and night, 

And not to deliberate, not to rememb:r, 
Not to have patience to hift me. 

Shal. lt is moft certain. 

Falft. But to ftand ftained with Travel and fweating 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting 
all Affairs in oblivion, asif there were nothing elle tobe 
done, but to fee him. 

Pift. Tis femper idem, for abfque hoc nihil ef. °Tis all 
in cvery part. 

Shal, ?Tis fo indeed. 

Pift. My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Del, and Helen of thy Noble 
thoughts is in bafe Durance, and contagious prifon « Hal’d 
thither by moft Mechanical and durty hands. Rowze up 
Revenge from Ebon den, with fell lefto’s Snake, for 
Dol?s in. Péftol {peaks nought but troth. 

Faljt. 1 will deliver her. 

Pif. There roar’d the Seca: and Trumpet Clangour 
founds. 


The Trumpets found. Enter King Henry the Fifth, 
Brothers, Lord Chief-Fujtice. 


Faift. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royal Hall. 
Pift. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moft Royal 
Imp of Fame. 
Falft. Save thee, my fweet Boy. 
King. My Lord Chief Juftice, fpeak to that vain man. 
Ch. Juft. Wave you your wits ? 
Know you what’tis you fpeak ? 
Falt. My King, my Sove 51 fpeak to thee, my heart. 
King. I know thee not, old man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white Hairs become a Fool, and Jefter ? 
I have long dream’d of fuch a kind of man, 
So furfeit-fwell’d, fo old, and fo prophane : 
But being awake, I do defpife my dream. 
Make lefs thy Body, (hence) and more thy Grace, 
Leave gormandizing. Know the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other men. 
Reply not to me, with a Fool-born Jeft, 
Prefume not, that lam the thing I was, 
For Heaven doth know ( fo fhall the world perceive) 


Till chen, 1 banifh thee, on pain of death, 
As I have done the reft of my Mifleaders, 
Not to come near our Perfon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, I will allow you, 
That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 
And as we hear you do redeem your felves, 
We will according to your strength, and Qualities, 
Give you advancement. Be it your charge ( my Lord) 
To fee perform’d the tenure of our word. Set on. 
[Exit King. 
Failft. Mafter Shallow, 1 owe you athoufand pound. 
Shal, | marry, Sir Sfobn, which I befeech you to let me 
have home with me. l 
Falf, That can hardly be, M. Shallow, do not you grieve 
at this - I fhall be fent for in private to him: Look you, 
he muft kem thus to the world : fear not your Advance- 
ment : I will be the man yet, that fhall make you Great. 
Shal. 1 cannot well perceive how, unlefs you fhould 
give me your Doublet, and ftuff me out with ftraw. I be- 
feech you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of my 
thoufand. 
Falft. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This, that you 
heard, was but a <olour. 
Shal. A colovr | fear, that you will dye in, Sir Fohr. 
Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Lieutenant Piftol, come Bardolf, 
I fhall be fent for foon at night. 
Ch, Fuß. Go carry Sir Fohn Falflaf to the Fleet, 
Take all his company along with him. 
Falf. My Lord, My Lord. 
Ch, Fuft. I cannot now fpeak, Iwill hear you foon : 
Take them away. 
Pift. Si fortuna me tormento, [pera me contento. 
(Exit. Manet Lancafter, and Chief Fuftice. 
John. | like this fair proceeding of the Kings, 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be very well provided for : 
But are banifht, till their Converfations 
Appear more wife, and modeft in the world. 
Ch. Juft. And fo they are. 
John. The King hath cali’d his Parliame, 
My Lord. 
Ch, Fuft. He hath. 
Fohn. 1 will lay odds, that e’re this year expire, 
We bear our Civil Swords, and Native fire 
As far as France. I heard a bird fo fing, 
Whofe Mufick (to my thinking) pleas’d the S 
Come, will you hence ? Excunt. 





- EPILOGUE. 








EPILOGUE. 


l urtefie lat, my Speech. My Fear, is your Difpleafare ;my Curtefic, my 

a, py yF berag os tee your wa: tf you look fora good Speech now, a” undo me: for 
a 1 ‘h ve % fay is of mine own making, and what ( indced ) I fhould fay, will ( | doubt ) prove. 
what i But to the Purpofe, and fo to the Venture. Be it kuown to you, (as it is very 
Bi) Vea lately here in the end of a difpleafing Play, to pray your Patience for it, and to promife 
did Mod (indeed ) to pay you with this, which if ( like an ill Venture ) it come untuckily home; 
E a pens gentle Creditors lofe : Here I promift you I would be, and here 1 commit-my Body to 

roga a y Bate me fome, and I will: pay you fome, and (as moft Debtors do ) promife yon infinitely. 
Tt on Ta rue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you command me to ufe my Legs? And.yet that were but 
Pit Me date out of your debr : But a good Confcience will make any poflible fatisfaction, and fo 
light rh ~ Wee here have forgotten me ; if the Gentlewomcen will not, then the Gentlemen do not 
De: h the Gentlewomen, which was never feen before in fuch an affembly. i 
coer ae eich you : if you be not too much cloid with Fat meat, our humble Authour will continue 

to ewe John in it) and make you merry with fair Karherine of France : where (for any thing I know ) 
E at “ll dic of a Sweat, unlefg already he be kid with your hard Opinions : for Oldeaftle dicd a Martyr, 
vad this i not the man. My Tongue is weary,, when my Legs are too, L.will bid yon good night; and fo knocel 
down before you: (But indeed) to pray for the Queen. 
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KING HENRY V. 


Enter Prologue. 











, For a Mufe of Fire, that would afcend í On your imaginary Forces: work, 
The brighteft Heaven, of Invention, Suppofe within the Girdle of thefe Walls 
A Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to att, Are now confin’d two mizhty Monarchs, 
And Monarchs to behold the felling Scene. Whofe high, up-rear’d, and abutting Fronts, 
Then fhould the Warlike Harry, lke bimfelf, The perilloas narrow Ocean parts afunder. 
Affume the Port of Mars, and at his heels Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts - 
( Leafht in, like bounds) fhould Famine, Sword, and Fire Into athoufand parts divide one Man, 
Crouch for Employment. But pardon, Gentles all, And make imaginary Putffance. 
The fiat unraifed Spirit, that hath dar’d, Think, when we talk of Horfes, that you fee them 
On.this unworthy Scaffold, to bring forth Printing their proud Hoofs ith? receiving Earth : 
So great an Object, Can this Cock-Pit hold For *tts your thoughts that now muft deck orr Kings, 
The vafty Field of France ? Or may we cramm Carry them bere and there : jumping ore Times , 
Within this Wooden O the very Casket Turning th? accomplifhment of many years 
That did affright the Air at Agincourt ? Into an Four-glafs : for the which fupply, 
O pardon ; fince a crooked Figure may Admit me Chorus to this Aiftory , 
Arteft in little place a Million, Who Protlogue-like, your bumble patience pray, 
And let us, Cyphers to this oreat Accompt, Gently to heare, kindly to judge our Play. Exit. 





Atus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Bifh, Ely, But what prevention ? 


Enter the Bifhops of Canterbury, and Ely. Bih. Cant. The Kiug is full of grace, end fair regard. 
Bifh. Ely, And a true lover of the Holy Church. 
Bifh, Cant. Bifh, Cant. The courfes of his youth promis’d it not, 
| Y Lord, Ple tell you, that felf Billis urg’d, The breath no fooner left his Fathers Body, 
Which in th’ eleventh year of the laft Kings Reign | But that his wildnefs mortif’d in him, 
Was like, and had indeed againft us patft, Seem’d to die too: yea at that very Moment, 
But that the fcambling and unquiet time Confideration, like an Angel, came, 
Did pufh it out of farther Queftion. . And whipt th’ offending Adam ont of him, 


Bifh. Ely. But how, my Lord, fhall we refiftit now ?| Leaving his Body as a Paradite, 
Bijh. Cant. It muft be thought on ; ifit pafs againft vs, | T? invclope and contain Celeftial Spirits. 


We lofe the better part of our Pofleffion : Never was fuch a fudden Scholar made: 
For all che Temporal Lands, which men devout Never came Reformation in a Flood 
By Teftament have given te the Church, With fuch a heady current, fcowring Faults : 
Would they ftrip from us ; being valu’d thus, Nor never Aydra-headed Wiltulnefs 
As muchas would maintain, to the King’s Honour, So foon did lole his Seat, and allat once, 
Full fifteen Earls, and fifteen hundred Knights, As in this King. 
Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires : Bifh. Ely. We are blefied in the Change. 
And to relief of Lazars, and weak age Rifh, Cant. Hear him but reafon in Divinity, 
Ofindigent faint Souls, paft corporal toyl, And all-admiring, with aninward with 
A hundred Alms-houfes, right well fuppli’d You would defire the King were made a Prelate. 
And to the Coffers of the King, befide, Hear him debate of Common-wealth Affairs ; 
A thoufand pound by th? year. Thus runs the Bill. You would fay, it hath been all inal] his ftudy 
Bifh, Ely. This would drink deep. Lift his difcourfe of War,and you fhall hear 


bifh. Cant. °T would drink the Cup and all A fearful Battel rendred you in Mnfick. 
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Turn him to any Caufe of Policy, | 

The Gordian Knot of it he will unloofe, 
Familiar as his Garter: that when he fpeaks, 
The Air, aCharter’d Libertine, is fill, 

‘And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens cars, 
To fteal his fweet and honted Sentences : 

So that the Artand Practick part of Life 

Mult be the Miftrefs to his Theorique. . 
Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould glean it, 
Since his addigtion was to courfes vain, 

His companies unletter’d, rude, and fhallow, 

His Hours fill’d up with Riots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never noted in him any ftudy, 

Any retirement, any fequeftration 

From open Haunts and Popularity. 

B. Ely. The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle, 

And wholfom Berries thrive and ripen beft, 
Neighbour’d by fruit of bafer quality: 
And fo the Prince obfcur’d his Contemplation 
Under the vail of wildnefs, which (no doubt ) 
Grew like the Summer Grafs, fafteft by Night, 
Unfeen, yet crefcive in his faculty. 

B.- Can. It muftbe fo; for Miracles are ceas’d: 
And therefore we muft needs admit the Means, 
How things are perfected. 

B. Ely. But, my good Lord: 

How now for mitigation of this Bill, 
Urg’d by the Commons ? doth his Majefty 
Ínchne to it, or no? 

‘ B. Can. He feems indifferent : l 

Or rather fwaying more upon our part, 
Than cherifhing th’exhibicers againt{t us : 
For I have made an offer to hus Majefty, 
Upon our Spiritual Convocation, 

And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 
Which I have open’d to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater Sum, 
i Than ever at one time the Clergy yet 

Did to his Predeceflors part withal. 

B. Ely. How did this Offer fcem receiv’d, my Lord ? 

B. Cant. Withgood acceptance of his Majefty ; 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, 

As I perceiv’d his Grace wonld fain have done, 
The feverals and unhidden patlages 
Of his true Titles to fome certain Dukedomes, 
And gencrally, to the Crown and feat of France, 
Deriv’d from Edward, his great Grandfather. 
B. Ely, What was th*impedimenc, that broke this off? 
“B. Cant. The French Ambailador upon that inftant 
Crav’d audience : and the hour] think ts come, 
To give him hearing ; ls it four a Clock ? 

B. Ely. \t is. 

B. Cant. Then go we in to know his Embaflie: 
Which I could with a ready guefs declare, 

Before the Frenchman fpeaks a word of it. 

B. Ely. Ple wait upon you, and l long to hear it. 

C Exem. 


Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford, Clarence, War- 
wick, Weftmerland, and Exeter. 


King, Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 
Exeter. Not here in prefence. 
King, Send for him, gocd Uncle. 
Weftin. Shall we call inthe Ambafladonr,my Liege ? 
King. Not yet, my Coufin : we would be refolv’d, 
Before we hear him, of fome things of weight, 
That task our thoughts, concerning us and France, 
Enter two Bifhops. 
B. Cant. God and his Angels guard your facred 
And make you long become it. ( Throne, 
Keng. Sure we thank you, 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 
And juftly and religionfly unfold, 
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Why the Law Sal:ke, chat they have in France, 
Or fhould , or fhould not bar us in our Claim: 
And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, 
That you fhould fafhion, wreft, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your underftanding Soul 
With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe right 
Sutes not in native colours with the truth - 
For God doth know, how many now in health 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your Reverence fhall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our Perfon, 
How you awake onr fleeping Sword of War: 
We charge you inthe name of God take heed : 
For nevertwo fuch Kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of Blood, whofe guiltlefs drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, 
"Gainft him, whofe Wrong gives edge unto the Swords ? 
That makes fuch wafte in brief Mortality. 
Under this Conjuration, fpeak my Lord : 
For we will hear, note, and believe in heart, 
That what you fpeak is in your Confcience waht, 
As pure as fin with Baptifm. 

B.Cant. Then hear me,gracious Soveraign,and you Peers, 
That owe your felves, your lives, and fervices 
To this Imperial Throne Thereis nobar ” 
To make againft your Highnefs claim to Franee, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
dnt terram Sa'icam Mulieres ne fuccedant , 
No Woman fhall fucceed in. Salike Land : 
Which Salike Land, che French unjuftly gloze 
To be the Realm of France, and Pharamond 
The Founder of this Law and female Bar. 
Yet their own Anthours faithfully affirm, 
That the Land Salske is in Germany, 
Between tlic floods of Sala and of Elve : 
Where Charles the Great having fubdu’d che Saxars 
There lefe behind and fettled certain French - 
Who holding in difdainthe German Women 
For fome difhoneft manners of their life, 
Eftablifht then this Law ; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inliericrix in Salike Land : 
Which Salike (as I faid ) *twixt Elve and Salt 
Is at this day in Germany calPd Atefen. 
Then ‘doth it well appear : the Sabke Law 
V Vas not devifed for the Realm of France: 
Nor did the Freach poffefs the Salke Land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of King Pharamond, 
ldely fuppos’d the Founder of this Law, 
VVho died within the year of our Redemption, 
Four hundred twenty fix: and Charles the Great 
Subdu’d the Swxons, and did feat the French 
Beyond the River Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Belides, their VVriters fay 
King Pepin, which depofed Childerske, i 
Did, as Heir general, being defcended 
Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King Clorbasr 
Make Claim and Title to the Crown of France: 
Hugh Capet alfo, who ufurp’t the Crown 
Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, fole Heir male 
Of the true Linc and ftock of Charles the great: 
Tofind his Title with fome fhews of truth 
Though in pure, truth it was corript aad naught, 
Convey’d hinwfelf as th’Heir to th’Lady Lingare 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the Son 
To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes the Son 
Of Charles the Great: alfo King Lewes the Tenth 
VVho was fole Heir to the Ufurper Caper 
Could not keep quiet in his Confcience, 
V Vearing the Crown of France, "till fatished 
That fair Queen Jfabel, his Grandmother, 
VVas Lineal of the Lady Eraengere, 
Daughter to Charles the forefaid Duke of Lorain. 
By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great 
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Was re-united to the Crown of France. 
So, that as clear as is the Summers Sun, 
| King Pepin’s Title, and Hugh Caper’s Claim, 
King Lewes his fatisfaction, all appear 
To hold in Right and Title of the Female: 
So do the Kings of France upon this day. 
Howbeit, they would hold up this Safque Law, 
| Tobar your Highnefs claiming from the Female, 
t And rather chufe to hide them in a Net, 
} Thanamply to imbar their crooked Titles, 
| Ufurpe from you and your Progenitors. ome: 

King.May I with Right and Confcience make this Claim? 

Bifh, Cant. The fin upon my head, dread Soveraign : 
For in the Book of Nwnbers, it is writ, 

{When the man dies, let the Inheritance 
Defcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag : 
Look back into your mighty Anceftors : 
Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tomb, 
Fromwhom youclaim ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your great Uncle, Edward the Black Prince, 
Who on the French ground play’da Tragedy, 
Making defeat onthe full Power of France : 
Whiles his moft mene Father on a Hill 
Stood fmiling, to bchoid his Lyons Whelp 
Forragein blood of French Nobility. 
O Noble Englifh, that could entertain, 
With half their Forces, the fullpride of France, 
And let another half {tand laughing by, 
And out of work, and cold for action. 

Bifh,. Ely. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant Arm renew their Feats 5 
You are their Heir, you fit upon their Throne: 

The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins: and my thrice-puiflant Liege 
Is inthe very A42y-Morn of his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterprifes. 
Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Doall expect, that you fhould rouze your felf, 
Asdid the former Lions of your Blood. ( might ; 
Weft. They know your Grace hath caufe, and means, and 
So hath your Highnefs, never King of England 
Had Nobles richer , and more loyal Subjects, 
Whofe Hearts have left their Bodies here in England, 
And lie pavillion’d in the Field of France. 
Bifh, Cant.O let their Bodies follow,my dear Liege, 
With Blood, and Sword,and Fire, to win your Right : 
In aid whereof, we of the Spr 
Will raife your Highnefs fuch a mighty Sum, 
As never did the Clergy at one time 
Bring into any of your Anceftors. 
King. We muft not onely arm t?invade the French, 
But lay down our Proportions, to defend 
Againit the Scot, who will make road upon us, 
With all advantages. 
Bifh. Can, They of thofe Marches, gracious Soveraign, 
Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 
Our in:land from the pilfering Borderers. 

King. We donot mean the courfing fhatchers onely, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 

Who hath been ftill a giddy Neighbour to us: 
For you fhall read, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 

Bot that the Scot, on his unfurnifht Kingdom, 
Came pouring like a Vide into a Breach, 

With ample and brim fulnefs of his force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot aflays, 
Girding wit coe fege, Caltles and Towns: 
That England being empty of defenc 

Hath fhook and trembled at th’ill neighbourhood. 

B. Gan, She hath bin then more fear’d than harm’d,my 
For hear her but exampl’d by her felf, ( Liege, 
When all her Chivalry hath been in France, — 

And fhe a mourning Widow of: her Nobles, ` 
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She hath her felf not onely well defended, 
But taken and impounded asa Stray, 
The King of Scots > whom fhe did fend to France, 
To fill King Edward’s fame with Prifoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with praife, 
As is the Owfe and bottom of the Sea 
With fonken Wrack, and fum-lefs Treafuries. 

Bijfh, Ely. But there’s a faying very old and true, 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland fir/t begin, 
For once the Eagle ( England) -being in prey, - 
To her ungarded Nelft, the Weazel ( Scar ) 
Comes fneaking, and fo fucks her Princely Eggs, 
Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 
To tame and havock more than fhe can eat. 

Exet, It follows then, the Cat muft ftay at home, 
Yet that is but a crufh’d neceffity ; 
Since we have Locks to fafeguard Neceflaries, 
And pretty Traps to catch the petty. Thieves. 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th’advifed head defends it felfat home : 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one confent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural clofe, 
Like Mufick. 

Cant. Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The ftate of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual Motion ; 
To which is fixed, asan Aim or Butt, 


í Obedience : for fo work the Hony Bees, 


Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The Act of Order to a peopled Kingdom. 

They have a King, and Officers of forts, 

Where fome like Magiftrates correct at home: 
Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad = 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their ftings, 

Make boot npon the Summers Velvet buds: 
Which pillage, they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-Royal of their Emperor: 

Who bufied in his Majefties furveys, 

The finging Mafon building roofs of Gold, 

The civil Citizens kneading up the Hony ; 

The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in 
Their heavy Burthens at his narrow gate: 

The fad-ey’d Juftice with his furly hum, 
Delivering o’re to Executors pale 

The lazy yawning Drone : I this infer, 

That many.-things having full reference 

To one confent, may work contrarioufly, 

As many Arrows loofed feveral ways 

Come to one mark : as many ways meet in one town, 
As many frefh ftreams meetinone falt Sea; 

As many Lines clofe in the Dials center : 

So may a thoufand actions once a foot, 

And in one purpofe, and be all well born 

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your happy England into four, 

Whereof, take you ohe quarter into France 

And you withall fhall make all Gallia fhake, 

If we with thrice fuch Powers left at home, 

Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 

Let us be worried, andour Nationlofe . 

The name of hardinefs and policie. | 

King. Callin the Meffengers fent from the Dolphin. 

Now are we all refolv’d, and by Gods help 

And yours, the noble finews of our Power ; 
France being ours, well bend itto our Awe, 

Or break ic all to pieces. Or there we'll fits 

( Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 
O’re France, and all her (almoft ) Kingly Dukedoms ) 
Or lay thefe Bones in an-unworthy Urn 
Tomblefs, with noremembrance over chem; 
Either our Hiftory thall with full mouch 

Speak freely of our Alts, or elfe our Grave 
Like Turkifh mute, fhall have a tonguelefs.mouth, 


Not 
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Not worthipt with a waxen Epitaph. 
Enter Ambaffadors of France. 


Now are we well prepar’d to know the pleafure 
Of our fair Coufin Dolphin: for we hear, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 
Amb. May’t pleafe your Majefty to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in Charge : 
Or fhall we fparingly thew you far off 
The Dolphin’s meaning, and our Embaffie, 
| King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriftian Kings 
Unto whofe grace our paflion is as fubject 
As is our Wretches fettred in our Prifons: 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plainnefs, 
Tell us the Dolphin’s mind. 
Amb. Thus then in few: | 
Your Highnefs lately fending into France, 
Did claim fome certain Dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great Predeceflor, King Edward the third. 
In anfwer of which Claim, the Prince our Mafter 
Says that you favour too much of your youth, 
And bids you be advis’d: There’s nought in France 
That can be with a nimble Galliard won; 
You cannot revel into Dukedoms there, 
He therefore fends you, mecter for your fpirit, 
This Tun of Treafure ; and in licu of this, 
Defires you let the Dukedoms that you claim < 
Hear no more of you. This the Dolphin {pcaks. 
King, What Treafure, Uncle? . 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. _ . 
King. We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with us, 
His Prefent, and your pains we thank you for : 
When we have match’d our Rackets to thefe Balls, 
We will in France (by Gods gracc) play a fet, 
Shall ftrike his Father’s Crown into the hazard. 
Tell him he hath made a match with {uch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of France will be difturb’d 
With Chaces. And we underftand him well, 
How hic comes o’re us with our wilder days, 
Not meafuring what ufe we made of them. 
We never valu’d this poor feat of England, 
And therefore living hence, did give our felf 
To barbarous licenfe : and ’tis common, 
That men are merrieft, when they are from home: 
But tell the Dolphin, 1 will keep my State, 
Be likea King, and fhew my fayl of Greatnefs, 
When I do rowze me in my Throne of France, 
For that I have laid by my Majefty, 
And plodded like a man for working days: 
But! will rife there with fo full a glory, 
Thatl will dazle all the Eyes of France, 
Yea ftrike the Dolphin blind to look on us. 
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mock of his 
Hath turn’d his Balls to Gun-ftones, and his Son] 
Shall {tand fore charg’d, for the wafteful Vengeance 
That fhall flye with them: For many a thoufand Widows 
Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands ; 
Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Calties down : 
And fome are yet ungotten and unborn, 
That fhall have caufe to curfe the Dolphin’s (corn. 
But this lyes all within the will of God, 
To whom { do appeal, and in whofe name 
Tell you the Dolphin, | am coming on, : 
To venge me as | may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow’d caufe. 
So get you hence in peace, and tell the Dolphin, 
His Jeft will favor but of hallow wit, . 
When thoufands weep more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with fale conduct. Fare ye well. 
i [Exeunt Ambaffadors, 
Exe, This was a merry Meflage. 
King, We hope to make the Sender blufh at it: 
Therefore, my Lord’s omit no happy hour, 
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That may give furth’rance to our Expedition ; 

For we have now no thought in us but France, 

Save thofe to God, that run before our bufinefs, 

Therefore ict our Proportions for thefe Wars 

Be foon collected, and all things thought upon, 

That may with reafonable fwiftnefs add 

Morc Feathers to our Wings: For God before, 

We'll chide this Dolphin at his Father’s door. 

Therefore let every man now task his chought, 

That this fair Action may on foot be brought. [Exeunt, 
Flourifh, Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 

And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes: 

Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour’s thought 

Reigns folely in the breaft of every man. 

They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Horfe, 

Following the Mirror of all .Chriftian Kings, 

With winged heels as Englith Mercuries. 

For now fits expectation in the Air, 

And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 

With Crowns impcrial, Crowns and Coronets, 

Promis’d to #darry, and his Followers. 

The French advis'd by good intelligence 

Of this moft dreadful preparation, 

Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy 

scek to divert the Engl purpofes. 

O England: Model to thy inward Greatnefs, 

Like little Body with a mighty Heart: 

What inightit thou do, that Honour would thee do, 

Were all thy Children kind and natural: : 

But fee, thy fault Frarice hath in thce found out, 

A neft of hollow bofoms,. which he fills 

With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men: 

One Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the fecond 

Henry Lord Scroop of Mafham, and the third 

Sir Thomas Gray Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O Guilt indeed) 

Confirm’d Confpiracy with fearful France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings mult dye, 

If Hell and Treafon hold their promifes, 

Erehe take fhip for France , and in- Southampton. 

Linger your patience on, and we'll digeft 

Theabufe of diftance , force a play: 

The fum is pay’d, the Traitors are agreed, - 

The King is fet for London, and the Scene 

Is now tranfported (Gentles) to Southampron, 

Therets the play-houfe now, there muft you fir, 

And thence to France fhall we convey you fafe, 

And bring you back: Charming the narrow Seas 

To give you gentle Pafs: for if we may, ‘ 

We'll not offend one ftomack with our Play.’ 

But till the King come forth, and not till they . 

Unto Southampton we do hift our Scene. . (Exst. 

Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenane Bardolph. 


Bay, Well met, Corporal Nim. 

Nin, Good morrow, Lieutenant Berdolpb. 

Rar. What, are Ancient Psftol and you Friends yet? 
Nim, For my part, | care not: { fay little: but when 


{time fhall-ferve, therc fhall be fmiles, buc that fhall be 


as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold ont 
mine lron: itis buta fimple onc,buc what though ? It will 
toft cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mens 
fword will: and there’s an end. 

Bar. 1 will beftow a breakfaft to make you Friends, 
and we'll be all three fworn Brothers to France: Lets 
be fo, good Corporal Nim. P 

Nim, Faith, | will live fo long, as I may, that’s the cer- 
tain of it: and when [ cannot live any longer, { will do 
as I may: That is my reft: that isthe rendezvous of it. 

Bar. it 1$. certain, Corporal, that he is married to 
Nei Quickly, and certainly fhe did you wrong, for you 
were troth-plight to her. O 

Nim 
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Nim | tell. Things muft be as they may + men 
Mt ca tay may have their throats sbout them} 
at that time, and fome fay, knives have edges: it muft be 
as it may, though patience bea tyred name, yet fhe will 

plod, there muft beConċlufions, well, ł cannot tell. 

5 Enter Piftol, and Quickly. 

| Bar. Here comes Ancient Pifol and his Wife: good 
Corporal, be patient here. How now, mine Hofte Psftol ? 

Pift. Bafe Tyke, cal?’ft thou me Hofte, now by this 
hand, } {wear I feorn the term: ` nor fhall my Zel keep 
Lodgers. = l 

Hot. Noby my trothynot long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live 
honeftly by the prick of their Needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a Bawdy-houle ftraight. , O welliday 
Lady, if he be not hewn now, we fhall fee wilful Adultery 
aud Murther committed. » OU 
Bar. Good Lieutenant, peonon offer nothing 

Te. LNM, YR. , 

Pift. Pifhfor thee, Z/land.dog : thou prickear’d Cur of 
J ant, ¢ 

"loft. Good Corporal Nim, fhew thy Valour, and put 
up thy Sword. 

Nim. Will you fhog off? I would have you Solus. 
| Pit. Solusy egregious Dog 5 O Viper vile; The foles 
inthy moft marvellous. face, the folus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw 
‘perdy; and whicl is worfe within thy nafty mouth. I 
do retort the folas in thy Bowels, for I can take, and Pz- 
fiol’s cock is up, and flafhing fire will follow. 

Nim, 1 am not -Barbafon, you cannot conjure me: 1. 
have an humour to knock you indifferently well: If you 
grow foul with me, Pt ol, I will fcour you with my 
Rapier, as k may in fair terms. If you would walk 
off, I would prick your guts alittle in good terms, as 
I may; and that’s the humor of it. > 

Pı. O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The Grave doth gape, and doting death is near, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar, Hear me, hear me what F fay: He that {trikes 
the firit ftroak We run him up to the hilts,as I ama Souldier. 

Pift. An Oath of mickle might, and fury fhall abate. 
Give me thy fift, thy fore-foot to me give ; Thy {pirits 

Jare moft tall, 

Nim. I.wilt cut thy throat one time or other in fair 
terms, that is the humor of it. p 

Piftol, Couple a gorge thatis the word. I defie thee a- 

| gain. O hound of Creer, think’ft thou my fpoufe to get ? 
| No, to the Spittle go, and fromthe Powdring tub of in- 
famy, fetch forth the Lazer Kit of Creffid’s kind, Dol 
Tear-{heer, fhe by name, and-her.efpoufe. Ihave, and | 
will hold the Quondam Quickly for the only fhe: and 
Pauca, there’s tnough’to go toa. 
Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hofle Piftol, you muft come to my Ma- 
fter, and your Holtefs: Heads very fick.and would to bed. 
Good Bardolph, put thy face between the fheets, and do 
the Office of a Warming-man: Faith, he’s very ill, 

Bard. Away, you Rogue. — = 

Fioft. By my troth, he'll yield the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe dayes : the King has kil’d his heart. . Good 
Husband come prefently. Schule 

Bar. Come, halt b make you two Friends. We moft 
to France together: why the Devil fhould we keep Knives 
to cut one another’s throats ? - | 
_ Piff. Let Flouds o’refwelt, and Fiends for food how! on. 
~ Nim, Yowl} pay me the eight fhillings, | wom of you 
at Betting. n 

Pift, Bafe is the Slave, thatpays. l 

Nim, That now: I willhave: that’s the huinour of it. 

Piff. Asmanhood-fhall compound: pufh home.[ Dram, 

Bard. By this Sword, he that makes the firft thruft, 
Ple kill him: by this Sword, F will. _ 

Pift. Sword is an Qath,and Oaths muft have theit courfe. 
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Bar. Corporal Nim,and thou wilt be F riends,be Friends, 
and thou wilt notj;why then be Enemies with me too: 
prethee put up. 

Pift. A Noble fhalt thou have, and prefent pay, and 
Liquor likewife. will 1 give to thee, and Friendfhip fhall 
combine, and Brotherhood. Ple live by Nim, and 
Nim fhall live by me, is not this juft? For 1 fhall Sutler 
be unto the Camp, and profits will accrue. Give me 
thy hand. 

Nim. }-fhall have my Noble ? 

Pi 5t. In calb, moft juftly paid. . 

Nim. Well then, that’s the humour oft. 

Enter Hoftefs. 

Hof. As ever you came of Women, comé in quickly 
to Sir Fobn : A poor heart, he is fo fhak’d of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moft lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nim, The King hath run bad humours on the Knight, 
that’s the even of it. 

Psft. Nem, thou has fpoke the right, his heart is fract- 
ed and corroborate. 

Nim. The King isa good King, but it muft be as it 
may : he pafles fome‘lumours and carreers. 

te Let us condole rhe Knight, for (Lambkins) we 
will live. 


Enter Exeter, Bedford, avd Weftmerland., 


Bed. Fore God, his Grace is bold to truft thefe Traitors 

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 

Weft. How fmooth and even they do bear themfelves, 
Asif all allegiance in their Bofoms face 
Crowned with Faith and conftant Royalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 

By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe, Nay, but the manthat was his Bedfellow, 
Whomhe hath lull’d and cloy’d with gracious favours, 
That he fhould, for a Foreign Purfe, fo fell 
His Soveraigns life to death and treachery. 

[Sound Trumpets. 


Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. 


King. Now fits the wind fair, and we will aboard. 

My Lord of rie. and my kind Lord of Mafham, 
Aud you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts - 
Think you not, that the Powers we bear with us 
Will cut their paflage through the Force of France? 
Doing the execution, and the act, __ 

For which wé have in head aflembled them. 

Sere, No doubt, my Liege: if each man do his beft. 

Ksng. | doubt not that, fince we are well perfwaded, 
-We carry riot a heart with us from hence, 

‘That grows not in a fair confent with ours : 
Nor leave. nat one behind, that doth sot wihh 
Succefs and Conqueft to attend on us. 

Cam. Never-was a Monarch better fear’d and lov’d, 
Phan is'your Majefty;, there’s not { think a Subject 
‘That fits in heart-grief-and uneéafine(s : 

Under the {weet fhade of your Government. 

Gray. True: thofe that were your Fathers Enemies, 
Have fteept their Gauls in Honey, and do obferve you 
With hearts create of duty, and of zeal. 

King. We therefore have great caufe of thankfulnefs ; 
And fhall forget the Office of our hand 
Sooner than quittance of defert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthinefs. 

Sero. So fervice fhall with fteeled finews toyl, 
And labour ‘hall refrefh it felf with hope 
‘To do your Grace incetfant fervices. 

King. We judge no tefs. Uncle of Exeter,’ 
Inlarge the man committed yefterday, 

That rail’d againft our Perfon: We confider, 
Tt was excefs of Wine that fet him on, 
. And 
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Appear before us ? We'll 
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And on his more advice, We pardon him. 

 Scro: That?s mercy, but too much fecurity : 

Let him be punilh'd, Soveraign, left Example 

Breed (by his fufferance) more of fuch a kind. 
King. O let us yet be merciful. 
Camb. $0 may your. Highnefs, and yet punifh too. 


Gray. Sit, you.fhew great mercy, if you give him Life, 


| After the tafte of much Correction. 


King. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavic Orifons *gainft this poor wretch: 
If little faults, proceeding on diftemper, 
Shall not be-wink’d at, how fhall we ftretch our Eye 
When Capital Crimes, chew’d, {wallow’d, and difgelted 
yet enlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, in their dear care 
And tender prefervation of oar Perfon, 
Would have him punifhd. And now to our French Caufes, 
Who are the late Commiffioners ? 

Cam. tone, my Lord, | 
Your Highnefs bad me ask for it to day. 

Scro. So did you me, my Liege. 

Gray, And 1, my Royal Soveraigo. , 

Kiag. Then Ricbard Earl of Cambridge, there 1s yours : 
There yours Lord Seroop of Mafhum, and Sit Knight, 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 
Read them, and know | know your worthinefs. 
My Lord -of Weftmerland, and Uncle Exeter, 
We willaboard to night. Why, how now Gentlemen ? 
What fee you inthofe Papers, that you lofe 
So much Complexion ? Look ye how they change : 
Their checks are Paper. Why, what read you there, 
That hath fo cowarded and chaf’d your Blood 
Ont of appearance. 

Camb, { do contefs my fault, 
And do fubmit me to your Highnefs mercy. 

Gray. Scro. To which we all appeal. 

King. The mercy that was quick in us but late, 


By your own Countel is fuppreft and kill'd : 


You muft.not dare (for fhame) to talk of mercy, 
For your own Reafons turn into your Bofoms, 

As Dogs upon their Mafters, worrying you - 

See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, — ' 
Thefe Englifh monfters : My Lord of Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 

To furnifh him with all appertinents 

and this man, 

Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly confpir’d 

And {worn unto the practices of France — 

To kill us here in Hampton. To the which, 

This Knight no lefs for bounty bound to us 

Than Cambridge is, hath likewife fworn. But O, 
What Mall I fay to thee, Lord Seroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrareful, favage, and anhumane Creature ? . 
Thou that didft bear the key of all my Counfels, 
That knewlt the very bottom of my Soul, 

That (almoft) might’ft have coyn’d me into Gold, 
Would thou have practis’d on me, for thy ule ? 
May itbe poflible, that foreign hire 

Could ont of thee extract one fpark of Evil 

That might annoy my finger? *Tis fo ftrange, 

That though the truth of it ftand off as grols, 

As black and white, my Eye will fcarcely fee it, 
Treafon and Murther, ever kept together, 

As two yoak Devils fworn to eithers purpole, 
Working fo grofly in a Natural Caufe, 

That admiration did not hoop at them. 

But thou ‘(gainft all Proportion) didit bring in 
Wonder to wait on Treafon, and no marther : 

And whatfoever cunning Fiend it was 

That wrought upon thee fo prepoftcroufly, 

Hath got the voice in Hell for excellence : 

And other Devils that fuggeft by Treafons, 

Do botch and bungle up Damnation, i ` 
With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being fetcht 


Why fo didft thou. 
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From gliftring Semblances of Piety: 

But he that temper’d thee, bad thee fland up, 

Gave thee no inftance why thou fhouldft do Treafon 
_Unlefs to dub thee with the name of Traitor. ' 
If that fame Demon that hath gull’d thee thus, 
Should with his Lyon-gate walk the whole world, 
He may return to vafty Zarrar back, 

And tell the Legions, I can never win 

A Soul fo cafic as that Exg/ifl-mans. 

Oh, how haft thou with jcaloufie infected 

The fweetnefs of affiance ? Shew men dutiful ? 

Why fo didft thou. Seenrthey grave and learned ? - 
Why fo didit thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 
Why fo didft thou. Seem they religious 7 

Or are they {pare in dyet, 
Free from grofs paffion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conftant in fpirit, not fwerving with the blood, 
Garnifh’d and deck’d in modelt complement, 

Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 

And but in purged judgment trufting neither ? 

Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To make thec full fraught man, and beft endued 


With fome fufpition, and l will wcep for thee, 


For this revolt of thine, me-thinks is like 
Another fall of man. ‘Their faplts are open, 
Arreft them to the anfwer of the Law 
And God acquit them of their practices. 

Exe. 1 arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earl of Cambridge. 

Larreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroop o} Marfham. 

Larreft thce of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
arg), Knight of Northumberland. 

cro. Our porpofes God juftly hath difcover’d, 

And I repent my fault more than my death 5° 
Which I befecch your Highnefs to forgive, 
Although my Body pay the price of it. 

Camb. For me the Gold of France did not feduce, 
Although | did admit it-asa motive, 
The fooner to cffect, what J intended: 
But God be thanked for prevention, 
Which I in Sufferance heartily will rejoyce, 
Befecching God to pardon me. 

Gray.-Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce 


+4 At the difcovery of molt dangerous Treafon, 


Than ! do at this hour joy o’re my felf, 


Prevented from a-damned Enterprize : 


My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraign. 
King. God quit, youin his Mercy : Hear your fentence 
You have confpir’d againft our Royal Perfon. 
Joyn’d wich an Enemy proclaim'd , and from his Coffers 
Receiv’d the Golden Earneft of Ont death : 
Wherein you wonld have fold your King co flanghter, 
His Princes and his Peers to {ervitude, 
His Subjects to oppreflion, and contempt, 
And his whole Kingdom into defofation : 
Touching ovrPerfon, feek we no revenge, 
But we our Kingdoms fafety mult fo tendcr, 
Whoferuine youthree fought, that to her Laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 
(Poor miferable wretches, to your death : 
The tafte whereof, God of his mercy give 
You patience to endure, and tme repentance 
OFf all your dear offences. Bear them hence  (Exexnt 
Now Lords for France: the Enterprife whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
We doubt not of a fair and lucky War, 
Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 


| This dangerous Treafon, lutkmg in our way 


To hisder our-beginning. We doubt not now, 
But every Rub isfmoothed in otir wey : 
Then forth, dear Country-mtn : Let us deliver 


-| Our Puiflance into the haod of God, 


Petung 
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Putting it ftreight in expedition. 

Chearly to Sea, the ligns of War advance, 
| No King of England, if uot King of France. { Exeunt. 
Enter Piltol, Nim, Rardolph, Boy, end Boftefs. 


Hof. Prethee honey, fweet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Srasmes; 

Piftol No: for my manly heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
| be blythe : Mim, rovze thy vaunting Veins: Boy,briftle 
| chy Courage up: for Falftaff he is dead, and we mult 

yern therefore. 

Bard. Would 1 were with him, wherefoe’re he is, 
either in Heaven, or in Hell. 

Hoftef. Nay fure, he’s not in Hell : he’s in Arthur's 
Bolom, if ever man went to “Arthurs Bofom : a made 
| end, and went away and it had been any Chriftom 
Child : a parted juft between Twelve and One, evn at, 
the turning oth’ Tyde: for after I faw him fumble with 
the Sheets, and play with Flowers, and fmile upon his fin- 
gersend, | knew there was butone way : for his Nofe was 
as harp as a Pen, and a Table of green Fields. How now 
Sir Foon (quoth!?) what man? bea good cheer: foa 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or four times: now l, 
to comfort him, bid him a fhould not think of God; 1 
hop’d there was no need to crouble himfelf with any fuch 
thoughts yet: foa bad me lay more Clothes on his feet : 
| put my hand into the Bed, and felt them, and they 
were as cold asaftone: then. I felt to his knees, and fo 
upward and upward, all was as cold as any ftone. 

Nim. They fay he cryed out of Sack. 

Hoftef. 1, that-a did. 

Bara. And of Women. 

Fioffef. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Devils in- 
carnate. 

Woman. A could never abide Carnation, ’twas a Co- 
lour he never lik?d. l 

Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. 

Hoftef. A didin fome fort (indeed) handle Women : 
but then he was rheumatick, and talk’d of the W hore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Do you not remember a faw a Flea ftick upon Bar- 
dolph’s Nofe, and faid it was a black Soul burning in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain’d that fire: 
that’s all the Riches { got in his fervice 

Nim, Shall we fhogg ¢ the King will be gone from 
Southampton, 

Pist. Come, let’s away. My love, give me thy Lips: 
Look to my Chatrels, and my Moveables: Let Senfes 
rule: The-world is, Pitch and pay : truft none : for Oaths 
are Straws, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-faft 
is the onely Dog: My Duck, therefore, Caveto be thy 
Counfellor. Go, clear thy Chryftals. Yoke-fellows 
in Arms, let us to France, like Horfe-leeches my Boys, 
to fuck, to fuck, the very blood to fuck. 

Boy. And that’s but unwholfome food they fay. 

Pik. Touch her foft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewel, Hoftels. 

Nim. 1 cannot kifs,that is che humour of it: but adteu. 

Pit. Let Houfwifry appear : keep clofe, I thee com- 
mand. : 

Hoftef. Farewel : adieu. 


















[ Exeunt. 


Emer the French King , the Dolphin, the Dukes 
of Berry and Britain. 


Kins. Thus comes the Englifh with full Power upon us, 
And more thap carefully it us concerns; 
To aufwer Royally tn ons defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 
Of Brabart and of Orlcance thal] make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all twift difpatch. 





The Life of King Henry the Fifth. 


To łine and new repair our towns of War 
With men of courage, and with means defendant : 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulf. 
It fits us then to be as provident, 
As fear may teach us, out of late Examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon our Fields. 

Dolphin. My moft redoubted Father, 
It is molt meet we arm us "gainft the Foe. 
For Peace it felf fhould not fo dull a Kingdom, 
(Though War, nor no known Quarrel were in queftion ) 
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations 
Should be maimtain’d, aflembled, and collected, 
As were a War 1n expe¢tation. 
Therefore | fay, ’tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the fick and feeble parts of France: 
And lecusdo it with no fhew of fear, 
No, with no more, than if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance: 
Kor, my good Liege, fhe is fo idly King’d, 
Her Scepter fo phantaftically born, 
By a vain giddy fhallow humorous Youth, 
That Fear attends her not. 

Conft. O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 

Yon are too much miftaken in this King : 
Queftion your Grace the late Embafladors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaflie, 
How well fupply’d with Noble Councellors, 
How modeft in exception, and with all, 

How terrible in conftant refolution : 

And you fhall find, his Vanities fore-fpent 
Were but the ont-fide of the Roman Aratus, 
Covering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That fhal) firft fpring, and be moft delicate. 

Dolph. Well, ’tis not fo, my Lord High Conftable. 

But though we think it fo, it is no matter : 

In Canfes of defence, *tis beft to weigh 

The Enemy more mighty than he feems, 

So the Proportions of defence are fill’d: 

Which of a weak and nigardly projection, 

Doth like a Mifer fpoil his Coat, with {canting - 
A little Cloth. 

King. Think we King Harry ftrong: 

And Princes, Icok, you ftrongly arm to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath been flefh’d upon us : 
And he is bred out ofthat bloody ftrain, 
That haunted us inour familiar Paths: 
Witnefs our too much memorable fhame, 
When Creffy Battel fatally was ftruck, 
And all our Princescaptiv’d, by the hand 
Of that black Nanie, Edward, black Prince of Wales + 
W hiles that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ftanding 
Upinthe Air, crown’d with the Golden Sun, 
Saw his Heroical Seed, and fmil’d to fee him 
Mangle the Work of Nature, and deface 
The Patterns, that by God and by Frerzch Fathers 
Had twenty yearsbeen made. This isa Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock : and let us fear 
The Native inightinefs and fate of him. 
Enter a Meffenger 

Atef— Amballadors from Harry, King of England, 
Do crave admittance to your. Majefty. 

King. We'll give them prefent Audience. 

Go, and bring them. 
You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, Friends. 

Dolph. ‘Turn head, and ftop purfuit : for coward Dogs 
Moft fpend their mouths, when what they feem to threaten 
Runs far beforethem. Good my Soveraign 
‘Take up the Englifh fhort, and let them know 
Of what a Monarchy you are the Head : 

Self-love, my Liege, is not fo vile a fin, 
As felf-neglecting. 
Ente 
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Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majefty : 
He wills you inthe Name of God Almighty, 

1 That you deveft your felf, and lay apart 

The borrowed Glories, that, by gift of Heaven, 

| By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 

To himand to his Heires, namely the Crown; 
Andall wide-ftretched Honors, that pertain 

By Cuftom, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Unto the Crown of France : that you may know 
*Tis no finifter, nor no awk-ward Claim, 

Pick’t from the Worms-holes of Jong-vanifh’t days, 
Nor from the duit of old Oblivion rak’c, 

He fends you this moft memorable Line, 

In every Branch truly demonftrative ; 

Willing you over-look this Pedigree : 

And when you find him evenly deriv’d 

From his moft fam’d, of famous Ancelftors, 
Edward the third ; he bids you then refign 

Your Crownand Kingdom indireétly ‘held 
From him, the Native and true Challenger. 

King. Or elfe, what follows? 

Exe. Bloody conftraint: for if you hide the Crown 
Even in your hearts, there willhe rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he coming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-guake, like a ove: 
That ifrequiring fail, he will compel. 

And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the Crown, and totake mercy 

On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
Opens his vafty Jaws : and on your head 
Turning the Widow’s Tears, the Orphans Crys, 
The dead-mens Bloods, the privy Maidens Groans 
For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 

} That fhall be {wallowed in this Controverfie. 

This ishis Claim, histhreatning, and my Meflage : 
Unlefs the Dolphin be in prefence here ; 

To whom exprefly I bring greeting too. 

King. For us, we will confider of this further ; 
To morrow fhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our Brother of England. 

Dolph. For the Dolphin, . 

I ftand here for him : what to him from Exgland? 

Exe, Scorn and defiance, fleight regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty Sender, doth he prize you at. 

Thus fays my King : and if your Father’s Highnefs 
Do not, in grant of all Demands at large, 

Swecten the bitter Mock you fent his Majefty ; 

Hel call you to fo hot an Anfwer of it, 

That Caves and Womby Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Trefpafs, and return your Mock 
In fecond Accent of his Ordinance. 

Dolph. Say: if my Father tender fair return, 
it is againft my will : for I defire 
Nothing but Odds with England, 

To that end, as matching to his Youth and Vanity, 
I did prefent him with the Paris-Balls. 

Ex. He’l make your Paris Louver shake for it, 
Were it the Miftrefs Court of mighty Europe: 
And be affur’d, you’l find a difrence, 

As we his Subjects havein wonder found, 
Between the promife of his greener days, 

And thefe he mafters now : now he weighs Time 
Even to the utmoft Grain ; that you fhall read 
In your own Lofles, if he ftay in France. 

King. Tomorrow hhall you know our mind at full. 

C Florrifh. 
_ Exe, Difpatch us with all fpeed, left that our King 
| Comchere himfelf to queftion our delay ; 
Forhe his footed in this Land already. 

King. You {hall be foon difpatcht, with fair Conditions. 
A Night isbue fmall breath, and little paufe 
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T oanfwer mattersof this confequence. C Exeunr. 





Aflus Secundus. 


` Ener Chorme, 


Thus with imagin’d wing our fwift Scene fly 

In motion of no lefs celerity, chan that of Thought. 
Suppofe, that you have feen 
The wel-appointed King at Dover Peer, 


| Embark his Royalty : and his brave Fleet, 
| With filken Streamers, the young Phebus faining ; 
| Play with your Fancies ; and in them behold, 


Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boys climbing ; 
Heart the fhrill Whiftle, which doth order give 

To founds confus’d : behold the threaden Sails, 
Born with th’invifible and creeping V Vind, 

Draw the huge Bottom’s through the furrcwed Sca, 
Brefting che lofty Surge. O, do butthink 

You ftand upon the Rivage, and behold 

A Citie on th’inconftant Billows dancing: 

For fo appears this Fleet Majeftical, 

Holding due courfe to Harflew, Follow, follow. 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Navy, 

And leave your Englandas dead Mid-night, Ril, 
Guarded with Grandfires, Babies, and old VVomen, 
Either paft, or not arriv’d to pith and puiflance : 
For who is he, whofe Chin is but enriche 

V Vith one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
Thefe cull’d and choice-drawn Cavaliers to France? 
V Vork, work your Thoughts, and therein fee a Siege : 


Behold the Qrdnance on thcir Carriages, 


VVith fatal mouths gaping on girded Harflem, 
Suppofe th’Embaflador from the French comes back, 
Tells Harry, That the Ring doth offer him 
Katharine his Daughter,and with her to Dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 
The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner 
VVith Lynftock now the devilifh Cannon touches. 
[ Alarun, and Chambers go of. 
And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And echoutour performance wich your mind. [ Exit, 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloucefter. 
Alarum. Scaling-Ladders at Barflew. 


King. Once more unto the Breach, 
Dear Friends, once more, 
Or clofe the Wall up with our Englsf{h dead : 
[In Peace, there’s nothing fo becomes 3 man, 
As modeft ftilnefs and humility : 
But when the blaft of War blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the ation of the Tyger : 
Stiffen the finews, commune up the blood, 
Difguife fair Nature with hard-favour’d Rage : 
Then lend the Eye a terrible afpect : 
Lec it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Brafs Cannon, let the Brow o’rewhe!m it, 
As fearfully, as doth a galled Rock 
O’re-hang and jutty his coafounded Bafe, 


Swill’d with the wilde and waftful Ocean. 


Now fet the Teeth, and {tretch the Noftril wide, 

Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 

To his full height. On, you N obicit Englifh, 

Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of War-poof ; 

Fathers, that like fo many Alexanders, 

Have in thefe parts from Morn till Even fought, 

And fheath’d their Swords for lack of argument, 

Difhonour aot your Mothers : now atte 

That thofe whom you call’d Fathers, did beget you. 

Be Copy now to men of grofler blood, 

And teach them how to V Var. And you, good Yeomen, 
Whofe | 
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Whofe Limbs were made in England , thew us here 
The mettle of your Pafture - let us {wear, 
That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not: 
For there is none of you fo mean and bafe, 
That hath not Noble Inftre in your Eyes. 
I fee you Itand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 
Straying upon the Start. The Game’s a-foot - 
Follow your Spirit ;and upon this Charge, 
Cry, God for Harry, England, aud St. George. 
[ Alarum, and Chambers go off 


Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piftol, avd Boy. 


Bard. On, on, on, on, on,to the Breach, to the Breach. 

Nun. ‘Pray thee, Corporal, ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot :and for mine own part, [have not a Cafe of Lives: 
the humor of itis too hot, that is the yery plain-Song of it. 

/uft. The plain-Song is moft juft: for humors do a- 
bound : Knocks go and come: God’s Vaflals drop and 
dye :and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win 
immortal Fame. 

Boy, Would } were in an Ale houfe in London, | wonld 
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafety. 

Pift. And 1: if wifes would prevail with me, my pur- 

ofe fhould not fail with me; bot thither would I hye. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 

bough. 
Enter F Juellen. 

Flu. Up to the breach, you Dogs ; avant yon Collions. 

Pift. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of Mould, a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, ufe lenity, 
fweet Chuck. 

Nim, Thefe be good humors: your Honour wins bad 
humors. (Exs. 

Boy. As young asl am, I have obferv’d thefe three 
Swafhers. | am Boy to them all threc, but all they threc, 
though they would ferve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph, he is white-liver’d, and red-fac’d ; by the 
means whereof, a faces it out, but fights not: for Piftol, 
le hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword , by the 
means whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole 
Weapons’: for Mim, he hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beft men, and therefore he feorns to fay 
his prayers, left a fhould be thought a Coward: but his 
‘féw bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a never broke any man’s head bur his own, and that was 
againft a Poft, when he was drunk. They will fteal any 
thing, and call it Purchafe. Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twelve Leagues, and fold it for three half-Pence: 
Nim and Bardolph are {worn Brothers in filching 5 and 
in Caliee they {tole a fire-fhovel. ] knew, by that piece 


of Service, the men would carry Coals. They would. 


have me as familiar with men’s Pockets, as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers: which makes much againft my 
Manhood, if {f thould take from another’s Pocket, to put 
| into mine ; for it is plain pockettlng up of Wrongs. I 
muft leave them, and feek fome better Seryicé : their 
Villanie goes againft my weak ftomack, and therefore | 
muftcaft ir up. (Exit. 
| Enter Gower. 

Gower, Captain Fluellen, you muft come prefently to the 
Mines ; the Duke of Gloucelter would {peak with you. 

El. Tothe Mines? Tell you the Duke, it ts not fo 
good to come to the Mines : for look you, the Mines 
are not according to the Difciplines of War, the Con- 
cavities of it is not fulficient : for look you, th’ athver- 
fary, you may difcufs unto the Duke, took you, is digt 
himfelf four yards under the Countermines : by Chefha, 
I think a will plow up afl, if there is not betrer dire- 
ions. 


Gomer. The Doke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 


of the Siege is given, is altogether directed by an tri | 
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man, a very valiant Gentleman, I’faith. 

Welch. \tis Captain AZakmorrice, is it not ? 

Gower, | think ic be. 

Welch. By Chefha he is an Afs, as in the World, I 
will verife as much in his Beard : he ha?’s no more diređti- 
ons in the true difciplines of the Wars, look you, of the 
Roman difciplines, than is a Puppy-dog. : 


Enter Makmorrice, and Captain Jamy. 


Gower, Here a comes, and the Scors Captan, Captain 
Jany, with him. 

Welch, Captain Jamy is a marvellous valorous Gen- 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and know- 
ledge in th’aunchiant Wars, upon my particular know- 
ledge of his directions, by Chefhz he will maintain his 
Argument as wellas any Militarie man.in the World, in 
the Difciplines of the priftine Warsof the Romans. ` 

Scor, | fay gudday, Captain Flaxellen, 

Welch. Godden to your Worlhip, good Captain Famer. 

Gower. How now, Captain Makmorrsce, have you quit 

i è ? 
the Mines ? have the Pioners given o’re ? 

Jrifh. By Chrifh, Law, tifh ill done : the Work ih give 
over, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my Hand | 
fwear, and my father’s Soul, The Work ih ifl done: 
it ih give over : | would have blowed up the Town 
fo Chri fave me, law, inan hour. O tifh ill done. tifh 
ill done : by my Hand tifh ifl done. : 

Welch. Captaine Makmorrice, 1 befeech you now 
will you vouchafe me, look yon, a few difputations with 
you, as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of 
the War, the Roman Wars, in the way of Argument 
look you, and friendly communication : partly to 
fatisfie my Opinion, and partly for the fatisfaction, look 
you, of my Mind, as tonching the direction of the Mi- 
litary difcipline, that is the Polnt. 

Scor. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
and I fal! quit you with gud leve, as! may pick occafion: 
that fal I marry. 

Irsfh, It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrih fave me: 
The day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, and the 
King, and the Duke : itis not time to difcourfc, the Town 
is befeech’d : and the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, and 
we talk, and by Chrifh do nothing, ’tis hame for us all : 
fo God fa’me °tis fhame to ftand itill, it is fhame by my 
hand: and there is Throats to be cut, and Works to be 
done, and there tfh nothing done, fo Chrilt fa’me Jaw. 

Scot. By the Mes, ere theife cyes of mine take them- 
felves to flomber, ayle de gud fervice, or Ile ligge i’th? 
grund for it; ay, or go to death- and Tle pay’t as va- 
loroufly as I may, chat fal I! fnrely do, the breff and 
the long, marry, | wad fill fain heard foine queltion 
tween you tway: 

Welch. Captain Makmorrice, | think, look .you, under 
your correction, there is not many of your Nation. 

Jrifh, Of my Nation ? What th my Nation? th a 
Villain, and a Bailterd,and a Knave, and a Rafcal .What | 
ih tny Nation? Who talks of my Nation? 

Welch. Look you, if you take the matter otherwife 
than is meant, Captain Makmorrice, peradventurce l 
fall chink you do not ufe me with that affability, as in 
difcretion you ought to ufe me, look you, being as good 
a man as your felf both in the difciplines of War, and 
in the derivation of my birth, and in ocher particularities. 

Irifh. I do not know you {6 gooda man as my Ielf, fo 
Chrifh fave me, 1 will cut off your head. : 

Gower. Gentlemen both you will miftake edch other. 

Scot. A, that’sa foul favle: L4 Parley, 

Gower. The Town founds a Parley. 

Welch Captain Afakmorrice, when there is more 
better opportumty to be required, look you, I will be fo 
bold as to tell you, I know the difciplines of War, and- 
chere js an end LExir. 


Enter 
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Enter the Keng, and all bis Tran before the Gates. 


King. How yet refolves the Governour of the Town ? 
This is the Jateft Parle we wul admit: 
Therefore to our beft mercy give your felves, 

Or like to men proud of deftruction, 
Defie us toour worft: foras] am a Souldier, 
A Namie that in my thoughts becomes me beft; 
If] begin the batt’ry once again, 
I will not leave the half-atchieved Harflew, 
Till in her afhes fhe lye buried. 
The Gates of Mercy fhal! be all fhut up, 
And the flefh’d Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand, fhall range 
With Confcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafs 
Your freh fair Virgins, and your ftowring Infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious War, 
Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Do with his {mircht complexion of fell feats, 
Enlinckt to wafte and defolation ? 
What is’t to me, when you your felves are caufe 
If your pure Maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing, Violation ? 
What Rein can hold licentious Wickednefs, 
W hen down the Hill he holds his fierce Carrcer ? 
We may as bootlefs {pend our vain Command 
Upon th’enraged Souldiers in their Spoil, 
As fend Precepts to the Leviathan to come a-fhoar. 
Therefore, you men of Harfiew, 
Take pity of your Town and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 
O’re-blows the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of heady Murther, Spoil, and Villany. 
If not : why ina moment look to íce 
The blind and bloody Souldier , with foul hand 
Defire the Locks of your fhrill-fhrieking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards, 
And their molt reverend Heads dafht to the V Valls: 
Your naked Infants fpitted upon Pikes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus’d, 
Do. break the Clouds , asdid the Wives of Jewry, 
At Herod’s bloody-hunting flanghter-men. 
What fay you? Will you yield, and this avoid ? 
Or guilty in defence be thus deftroy’d ? 

Enter Governour. 

Gover. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreatcd, 
Returns us, that his Powers are yet not ready, 
To raife fo great a Siege. Therefore, great King, 
We yield our Town and Lives to thy foft Mercy. : 
Encer our Gates, difpofe of us and ours, 

For we no longer are defenfible. 
King. Open your Gates: Come Uncle Execer, 
Go youand enter Harflew, there remain, 
And fortifie it ftrongly’gain{t the French : 
Ufe mercy to them all for us, dear Uncle. 
The Winter coming on, and Sicknefs growing 
Upon our Souldiers, we will retire to Cals. 
To night in Harflew will webe your Gueft, 
To morrow for the March are we addreft. 
[ Flourifh , and enter the Town, 


Enter Katharine and an old Gentlewoman. 


Kath. Alice, tu as efté en Angleterre, & t parlois bien 
le Language. 

Alice. En pew, Afadame. 

Kath, Fe re price de mPenfeigner, il fant gue pPappreme a 
parler, Comment appelle vons la mainen Anglo:s? 

Alice, La main, il eft appelle, de Hind. 

Kath. De Hand. 

Alice, Ee le doyt. 





Ka. Le doyt, ma foy je ouble le dayt, mais je me feuysen 
dray le doye, ye penfe qu'sls one appelle des forgres, on de fingres. 

Alce, La main, de Hand, le doyt, le Fingres , Fe penfe 
que je fuis le bon efcholier. > 

Kath, Pray gaigne deux moes d’ Anglois viftemem . com. 
mens appellé vous les ongles? i 

io Les ongles , les appellons de Nayles, 

Kath, De Nayles efconeez ; dites moy, [i je parle bien - 
Hand, de Fent A. I Nayles. teat 

Alsce, Ceft bsen dit Madame, il ef fore bon Anglis. 

Kath, Dites moyen Anglois le bras. 

Alice. De Arme, Madame. 

Kath. Eet le coude. 

Alice. D’ Elbow, 

Kath, D'Elbow : Je men faitz la repetition de tous les 
MOIS QUC NAVEL dpprins des a prefent. 

Alice, Sl eft crop difficile Madame, comme je penfe. 

Kath. Excufe moy: Alice, eftoute, dP Hand, = Fingre 
de Nayles, dArme, de Bilbow, ' 

Alice, Delbow , Madame, 

Kath. O Seigneur Dien, Je men oublie d’ Elbow. comment 
appelle vons le col? f 

Alice. De Neck, Madame. 

Kath, De Neck, © le manton? 

Alice. De Chin, 

Kath, De Sin: lelecol, de Neck, : le manton. de Sin. 

Aliee. Ouy, Sauf voftre honnour cu versé vons prononcids 
les mots aufi droitt, qre le Natffs d’ Angleterre, 

Kath, Fe me donte posnt a’apprendre pax la grace de Dien, 
© en pen de temps 

Al. Naver voss pas defia oublié ce que je vous ay en- 
feigné. 

Kath, Nomme, je reciteray avons promptement @Hand 
de Fingre, de Nayles, Madame. ; 

“lice, De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath, De Nayles, de Arme, de Ibom, 

Alice. Sar voftre bonneur d’ Elbow. 

Kath, Ainfi dis-je Elbow, de Neck, de Sin : com- 
ment appellé vous les pieds © de roba. 

Alice. Le Foot Madame, © le Connr. 

Kath, Le Foor, © te Conut : O Scignexr Dien, ce font 
des mots mauvais, corruptible Œ impudique, © non ponr les 
Dames d’Honneur @ufir : Je ne vondrois proroncer ces mots 
devant les Seignenrs ac France, pour tone le monde, il fant 
le Foot, & le.Count, neant mons, Fe reeiteray vn axsre- 
fo:s ma lecon enfemble, a? Hand,de Fingre, de Naylep, P Arre 
PElbow, de Neck, de Ssn, de Foot, de Count, i 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Ka. Ceft afez pour une fois, alons nousen di fner. [ Exeunt. 


Enter the King a France, she Dolphin, the Conftable 
of France, and others, 


Keng. ?Tis certain he hath paft the River Some, 
Conft. And if hebe not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France : let us quit all, 
And give our Vincyards to a barbarous People. 
Dolph. O Dien vivan ! fhalla few Sprays ofus, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 
Our Syens, put in wild and favage Stock, 
Spirt op fo fuddenly into the Clonds, 
And over-look their Grafters ? 
Brit, Normans, but baftard Normans, Norman baftards. 
Mort de ma vie, if they march along 
Unfought withall, but I will fell my Dukedom, 
To buy a flobbry and adirty Farm 
In that nook-fhottcen Ifle of Albion. 
Conft, Dicu de Bataikes ! where have they this mettel ? 
Is not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 
On whom, as indefpight, the Sun looks pale, 
Killing their Frait with frowns ? Can fodden Water 
A Drench for fur-reyn’d Jades, their Barly broth, 
Decoct thefr cold blood to fuch valiant heat ? 
And fhall our quick blood, fpirited with Wine, 
K k 












Seem 





98 


Seem froftie? O, fer the Honour of our Land, 
Let us not hang like roping Hicles 
Upon our Houfes Thatch, whiles a more frofte People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: 
Poor we may callthem, in their Native Lords. 
Dolph. By Faith and Honour, 
Our Madams mock at us , and plainly fay, 
Our Mettle is bred ovt, and they will give 
Their bodies to the Luft of Enelijb Youth, 
To new-ftore Franee wìth Baltard Warriors. 
Brit. Thy bid us to the Exglifh Dancing-Schools, 
And teach Levalra’s high, and {wift Carranto’s, 
Saying, our Grace isonely in our Heels. 
And that we are molt lofty Run-aways. 
King. W here is Montjoy, the Herald ? fpeed him hence, 
Let him greet England with our fharp defiance. 
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edged, 
More fharper than your Swords, hie to the Field: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 
You Duke of Orleance, Burbon, and of Berry, 
Alanfon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgondie, 
Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
| Beaswmont, Grand Pree, Rouffie, and Faulconbridge, 
Leys, Leftrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings: 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great thames - 
Bar Harry England, that ‘weeps through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflem : 
Rufhon his Hoft, as doth the melted Snow 
Upon the Vallies, whofe low Vaffal Seat 
The Alpes doth fpit, and void his rhewm upon. 
Go down upon him, you have Power enough, 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Prifoner. 
Conft. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are fo few, 
His Souldiers fick, and famifht in the March: 
For I am fure, when he fhal! fee our Army, 
He’ll drop his Heart into the fink of Fear, 
And for Atchievment, offer us his Ranfom. 
Kıng. Therefore Lord Conftable, hafte on Afontjoy, 
And let him fay to England, that we fend, 
To know what willing Ranfom he will give. 
‘Prince Dolphin, you fhall ftay with usin Roan. 
Dolph, Not 1, | do befeech your Majefty. 
King. Be patient, for you fhall remain with us. 
Now forth Lord Conltable, and Princes all, 
And quickly bring us word of Englana?s fall. Extant, 
Enter Captains, Welch, and Englih, Gower, and Fluellen, 


Gom. How now Captain Flaellen, come you from the 
Bridge ? í 

Fla. | aflure you, thereis very excellent Services com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gow. Is the Dukeof Exeter fafe? 

Flu, The Duke of Exerer is as magnanimous as Aga- 
niexinony and a man that! love and honour with my foul, 
and my heart, andmy duty, and my live, and my living, 
and my uttermoft power. He isnot, God be praifed and 
bleffed, any hurt in the World, but keeps the Bridge 
molt valiantly, wich excellent difcipline. There is an aun- 
cient Lieutenant there at the Bridge, I think in my very 
confcience he is as valiant a man as Mark, Anthony, and he 
is aman of noeftimation inthe World, but I did fee him 
do as gallant fervice. 

Gow, What do you call him ? 

Flu. Hetscalld’auncient Piffol. 

Gow. 1 know hin not, | 

Enter Piftol. 

Fix. Here is the man. 

Pift. Captain, | thee befeech to do me favours : the 
Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 


Fix, 1,1 praife God, and I have merited fome love at 
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his hands. 

Pift, Bardolpb, a Souldier firm aud found of heart, and 
of buxom valour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fortunes 
furious fickle Wheel, that Goddefs blind, that ftands 
upon the rolling reftlefs Stone. 

Flu. By your patience auncient Piffol : Fortune is 
painted blind, with a Muffler afore his Eyes, to fignifie 
to you, that Fortune is blind 3 and fhe is painted alfo 
with a Wheel, to fignifie to you, which is the Moral of 
It, that fhe is turning and incouftant, and mutability, and 
variation : and her foot, look you, is fixed upona Sphe- 
rical Stone, which rowles, and rowles, and rowles ; in 
good truth, the Poet makes a moft excellent defcription 
of ic: Fortune is an excellent Moral. 

Pift. Fortune is Bardolph®s Foe, and frowns on him: 
for he hath ftoln a Pax, and hanged muft a be : damned 
death : let Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go free, and 
let not Hemp his Wind-pipe fuffocate : but Exerer hath 
given the doom of death for Pax of little price. There- 
fore go fpeak, the Duke will hear thy voice ; and let 
not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut with edge of Penny- 
Cord, and vile reproach. Speak Captain for his Life, and 
{ will thee requite. à: 

Fix. Auncient P:ftol, 1 do partly underftand your 
meaning. 

Pift. Why then rejoyce therefore. 


Flu, Certainly Auncient, it isnot a thing to rejoice at: | 


for if, look you, he were my Brother, 1 would defire the 
Duke to ufe his good Pleafure, and put him to Execution s 


for. difcipline ought to be ufed. Ta 


P:ft. Die, and be damn’d, and Fego for thy Friendhhip 

Fla. It 1s well. 

Pift. The Fig of Spain. 

Fix, Very good. 

Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcal, I re- 
member him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purfe. 

Fix, Vile affure you, a utt’red as prave words at the 
Pridge, as you fhall fee in Summers day: but it is very 


[ Exit. 


well: what he ha’s {poke to me, that is well, I warrant | 


you, when time is ferve. 

Gow. Why ’tis a Gull, a Fool, a Rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Wars, to grace himfelf at his return 
into London, under the form of a Souldicr, and fuch 
fellows are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and 
they will learn you by rote where Services were donc ; 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce, at fuch a Breach, at fucha Con- 
voy : who came off bravely, who was fhot, who dif- 
grac’d, what terms the Enemy ftood on ; and this they 


con perfitly in the phrafe of War, which they trick | 


up with new-tuned Oaths: and what a Beard of the Ge- 
nerals Cut, and a horrid Sute of the Camp, will doamong 
foming Bottles, and Ale-wath’r wits, is wonderful tobe 
thought on : but you muft learn to know fuch flanders of 
the Age, or elfe you may be be marvelloufly miftook. < 

Flu. | tell you what, Captain Gower : 1 do perceive he 
is not the man that he would gladly make fhew to the 
World heis: if I find a holein his Coat, I will cell hin my 
mind: hear you, the King his coming, aud | mult fpeak 
with him from the Fridge. 


Drum atid Colours, Enter the K ing and his 
poor Souldiers, 


Flu. God plefs your Majefty. 

King, How now Flxellen, cam’ft thou from the Bridge ? 

Flu, I, fo picafe your Majefty : The Duke of Exerer 
has very gallantly maintain’d the Pridge ; the French is 
gone off, look you, and there is gallant and moft prave 
paflages : marry, th’athverfary was have poffeffion of the 
Pridge, but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of 
Exeter is Malter of the Pridge : 1 can tell your Majefty, 
the Duke is a prave man. 

King. What men have you loft, Fixellen? 

Elx: 


naeem a 


kane 


Flu, The perdition of th’athverfay 
reat. reafonable great : marry for my part, I think the 
Duke hath loft never a man, but one that is like to be ex- 
ecuted for Robbing 2 Church, one Bardolph, if your Maje- 
{ty know the man - his face is all bubukles, and whelks, and 
knobs, and flamesa fire, and his lips blows at his nofe, 
and it is like a coal of fire, fometimes plew, and fometinies 
red, but his nofe is executed, and his fire’s out. 

King. We would have all fuch offenders fo cut off , 
and we give exprefs charge, that in our Marches through 
the Country, there be nothing compell’d from the Villa. 
ges; nothing taken, but paid for : nonc of ths French 
upbraided or abufed in difdainful Language : for when 
Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdom , the gentler 
Gamefter is the fooneft winner. 

Tueker, Enter Mountjoy. 

Mountjoy. You know me by my habit. ; 

King. Well then,! know thee: what fhall I know of thee : 

Mount, My Mafter’s mind. 

King. Unfold it. i 

Mountjoy. Thus fays my King : 5ay thou to Harry of 
England, Though we feem’d dead, we did but fleep : 
Advantage is a better Souldier than Rafhnefs. Tell hunt, 
we could have rebuk’d him at Harflew, but that we 
thought not good to bruife an injury, till 1 were full ripe. 
Now we {peak upon our Q: and our voice is imperial : 
Englavd fhall repent his ally, fee his weaknefs, and 
admire our fufferance. Bid him therefore confider of his 
Ranfom, which ain proportion the lofles we have 
born, the Subjects we have loft, the difgrace we have 
digefted , which in weight to re-anfwer, his pettincfs 
would bow under. For our loffes, his Exchequer is too 
poor; for th’effufion of our blood, the Mufter of his 
Kingdom too faint a number ; and for our difgracc, his 
own Perfon kneeling at our feet, but a weak and worthlels 
fatisfa¢tion. To this add defiance : and tell him for con- 
clufion, he hath betrayed his Followers, whofe cosdem- 
nation is pronounc’d : So far my King and Matter ; fo 
much my Office. 

King, What is thy Name ? I know thy Quality. 

Moun, Mountjoy. 

King. Thou doit thy Office fairly. Turn thee back, 
And tell thy King,-i do not feek him now, 

But could be willing to march on to Calice, 

Without impeachment» for to fay the footh, 

Though ’tisno wifdom to confefs fo much 

Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, 

My People are with ficknefs much enfeebled, 

My Numbers leffen’d : and thofe few I have, 

Almoft no better than fo many French; 

Who when they were in health, ! tell chee, Herald, 

I thought, upon one pair of Englilh Legs 

Did marchthree Freachmen. Yet forgive me, God, 

Thar I do brag thus; this your air of France 

Hath blown that Vice in me. 1 muft repent : 

Go therefore tell thy Mafter, here 1 am; 

My Ranfom is this frail and worthlefs Trunk ; 

My Army, but aweak and fickly Guard: 

Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 

Though France himfelf, and fuch another Neighbour 

Standin our way. There’s for thy labour, Mountjoy. 

Go bid thy Mafter well advife himfelf, 

If we may pafs, wewill : if we be hindred, 

We fhall your tawny ground with your red blood 

Difcolour : and fo Adontjoy fare you well. 

The fum of all our Anfwer is but this: 

We would not feek a Battcl, as we are; 

Nor as we are, we fay, we will not fhun it : 

So tell your Mafter. 
Mount. \ {hall deliver fo: Thanks to your Highnefs. 
Glou. 1 hope they willuot comeupon us now. 
King. Weare in Gods hand, Brother, not in theirs: 

March to the Bridge, it now draws toward night, 

Beyond the River we'll encamp our felyes, 


. 
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hath been very | And on to morrow bid them march away. 


99 


{ Exeust, 


Enter the Constable of France, tke Lord Ramburs, 
Orleans, Dolphin, with others, 


Conft. Tut,l have the beft Armour of the World: would 
it were day. 

Orl. You have an excellent Armour : but let my Horfe 
have his duc. 

Conft. It is the belt Horfe of Exrope. 

Orl. Will it never be Morning ? 

Dolph. My Lord of Orleance, aad my Lord High 
Conftable, you talk of Horfe and Armour ? 

Ori. You are as well provided of both, as any Prince in 
the World. 

Dolph, What a long Night is this ? I will not change 
my Horfe with any that treads but on four pafterns: 
chha : he bounds from the Earth, as if his entrails were 
hairs : fe Cheval volant, the Pegafus, ches les narines de fea. 
When I beftride him, l foar, | am a Hawk : he trots 
theair : the Earth fings, when he touchesic : the bafeft 
horn of his hoof is more Mufical than the Pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orl. He’s of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft 
for Perfess : he is Pure Air and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appear inhim, bat on- 
ly in patient ftilnefs while his Rider mounts him : he 
is indeed a Horfe, and all other Jades you inay call 
Bealts. ’ 

Conft. Indeed my Lord, it isa moft abfolute and ex- 
cellent Horfe. 

Dolph, \t isthe Prince of Palfrays, his Neigh is like the 
bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Ort. No morc, Coufin. 

Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the riling of the Larkto the lodging of the Lamb, vary 
deferved praife on my Palfray : itisa Theme as fluent 
as the Sca : Turn the Sands into eloquent tongues, and 
my Horfeis argument for themall : ’tisa fubjeét for a 
Soveraign to reafon on, and for 2 Soveraigns Soveraign 
to rideon : And forthe World, familiar to us, and un- 
known, to Jay a parc their particular Functions, and 
wondcr at him. I once writ a Sonnet in bis praife and 
began thus, Wonder of Nature. 

Orleance. | have heard a Sounct begin fo to ones 
Miftrefs. 

Dolph, Then did they imicate that, which I compos?d to 
my Courfer, for my Horfe is my Miftrefs. 

Ori. Your pale bears well. 

Dolph. Me well, which is the prefcript ife and perr 
fection of a good and parucular Miftrels a E 

Conft. Nay, for me thought yelterday your Miftrefs 
fhrewdly {hook your back. 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours. 

Conft. Mine was not bridled, 

Dolph, O thenbelike fhe was old aad gentle, and you 
rode likea Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off, aud in 
you ftrait Strolers. . 

Conft. You have good judgement in Horfemanhhip. 

Dolph. Be warn’d by me then : they that ridc fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into toul Boggs : I had rather have 
my Horfe to my Miftrefs. 

Const, Lhad as licve have my Miftre&§ a Jade. 

Dolph, 1 tell thee, Conftablc, my Miftrefs wears his 
own hair. 

Conft. I could make as truca boaftas that, if I hada 
Sow to my Miftrefs. 

Dol, Le chien eff retorni à fon propre vomiffement , ef 
la levye lavee au boarbser : thou mak{t ule of any thing. 

Conj?, Yet dol not ufe my Horfe for my Miftrefs, or 
any fuch Proverb, fo fittle kin to the purpofe. 

Ran. My Lord paadi, the Armour that I faw 
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your Tent tonight, are thofe Stars or Suns upon it? 

Conft. Stars, my Lord. 

Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow, | hope. 

Conft. And yetmy Sky fhall not want. : 

Dolph. That maybe, for you bear a many fuperfluoufly, 
and *twere more Honor fome were away. 

Conft. Ev'n as your Horfe bears your praifes, who 
would trot as well, were fome of your brags dif- 
mounted. 

Dolph, Would I were able to load him with his defert. 
Will it never be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, and 
my way fhall be paved with Englifh Faces. 

Conft. I will not fay fo, for fear t fhould be fac’t out 
of my way: but 1 would it were morning, for ! would fain 
be about the Ears of the Englifh. 

Ramb, Who will go Hazard with me for twenty 
Prifoners ? 

Conf?. You muf firt go yonr felf to hazard, e’re you 
have them. 

Dolph. ?Tis Mid-night, P’le goarm my felf. 

Ort The Dolphin longs for morning. 

Ramb. He longsto cat the Exglifh. 

Conft. 1 think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady, he’s a gallant 
Prince. 

Conft. Swear by her Foot, that fhe may tread out the 
Oath. | 

Orleance. He is fimply the moft adtive Gentleman of 
France. 

Conft. Doing is attivity, and he will {till be doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that! heard of. 

Conft. Nor will do none to morrow : he will keep that 
good Name ffill. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 

Conft. 1 was told that, by one that knows him better 
than you. 

Orl. What’s he? 

Conft. Marry,he told me fo himfelf, and he faid he car’d 
not who knew it. 

Orleance. He needsnot, it isno hidden virtue in him. 

Conft. By my faith, Sir, but it is: never any body faw 
it, but his Lacquey - ’tis a hooded Valour, and when it 
appears, it will bate. 

Orl. Il} will never faid well. 

Conft. | will cap that Proverb with, There is flattery 
in friendfhip. 

Orl. And I will take upthat with, Give the Devil his due. 

Conft. Well plac’d : there ftands your Friend for the 
Devil: have atthe very Eye of that Proverb with, A 
Pox of the Devil. 

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much a 
Fools Bolt is foon fhot. 

Conf. You have fhort over 

Orl. Tis not the firft tıme you were over-fhot. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Meffen. My Lord high Conftable, the Engé/ifh lye within 
fifteen hundred paces of your Tents. | 

Conft. Whohath meafur’d the ground ? 

Mef. The Lord Grandpree. 

Conft. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would it 
were day. Alas poor Harry of England : he longs not 
for the Dawning, as we do. 

Orl. What a wretched and peevifh Fellow is this King 
of England, to mope with his fat-braiu’d Followers fo far 
out of his knowledge. 

Conft. If the Exgljh had any apprehenfion, they would 
run away. 

Orl. That they lack: for if their Heads had any in- 
tellectual Armour, they could never wear any fuch heavy 
Head-pieces. 

Ramb. That Ifland of England breeds very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maftiffs are of unmatchable cou- 
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mouth of a Ruflian Bear, and have their heads crufh’t 

like rotten Apples: you may as well fay, that’s a valiant 

T. that dare to eat his breakfaft on the Lip of a 
on. 

Conft. Juft, juft: and themen do fympathize with the 
Mattiffs, in robuftious and rough coming on, leaving 
their Wits with their Wives : and then give them great 
Meals of Beef, and Iron and Steel ; they will eat like 
Wolves, and fight like Devils. 

Orl. 1, but thefe Engl:(h are fhrewdly out of Beef. 

Conft. Then fhall we find to morrow, they have only 
ftomachs toeat, andnone to fight. Now is it time toarm: 
come, fhal} we about it ? 

Orl. It is now two a Clock : but let me fee, by ten 
We fhatl have each a hundred Enghifhmen. [ Exeuns. 





Alus Tertius. 


Chorus. 


Now entertain Conjecture of a time, 

When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark 

Fills the wide Veffel of the Univerfe. 

From Camp to Camp, through the foul Womb of Night 

The Hum of either Army ftilly founds, 

That the fixt Centinels almoft receive 

The fecret Whifpers of each others Watch. 

Fire anfwers fire, and though their paly fames 

Each Bactel fees the others umber’d face. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftful Neighs 

Piercing the Nights doll Ear : and from the Tents, 

The Armoorers accomplifhing the Knights, 

With bufie Hammers clofing Rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks do towle ; 

Aud the third Hour of drowfie Morning nam’d, 

Proud of their Numbers, and fecure in Soul, 

The confident and over-lufty French, 

Do the low-rated Englifh play at Dice; 

Aud chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 

Who like a foul and ugly Witch doth limp 

So tedioufly away. The poor condemned Engli fh, 

Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings danger, and their gefture fad, 

Invefting lank-lean Cheeks, and War worn Ccats, 

Prefented them unto the gazing Moon 

So many horrid Ghofts. O now who will behold 

The Royal Captain of this ruin’d Band 

Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent; 

Let him cry, Praife and Glory on nis Head - 

For forth he goes, and vifits all his Hoft, 

Bids them good morrow with a modeift Smile, 

And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countrymien. 

Upon this Royal Face there is no note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched Night : 

But frefhly looks, and over-bears Attaint, 

With chearful femblance, and fweet Majefty : 

That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his Looks. 

A Largefs univerfal, like the Sun, 

His liberal Eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all 

Behold, as may unworthinefs define, 

A little touch of Harry in the Night, 

And fo our Scene muft to the Battel flie . 

Where, O for pity, we fhall much difgrace, 

With four or five moft vile and ragged foils 

( Right ill difpos’d, in brawl ridiculous ) 

The Name of Agincourt. Yet fit and fee, 
Minding 
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Minding true things, by what their Mock’riesbe. [ Exue. 
Enter the King, Bedford, and Gloucefter. 


King. Glofter, "tis true that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 
Good morrow, Brother Bedford : God Almighty, 
There is fome foul of goodnefs in things evil, 
Would men obfervingly diftil it out. 

For our bad Neighbour makes us carly ftirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good husbandry. 
Befides, they are our outward Confciences, 

And Preachers to us all ; admonifhing, 

That we fhould drefs us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of the Devil himfelf. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Good morrow, old Sir 7 bomas Erpingham : 
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better thana churlifhturfof France. _ 
_ Erping. Not fo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since | may fay, now lye | like a King. 
King. *Tis good for men to love their prefent pain, 
Upon Example, fo the Spirit is eafed: 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Break up their drowfie Grave, and newly move 
With cafted flough, and frefh celerity, 
Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend meto the Princes inour Camp : 
Do my Good morrow to them, and anon 
Defire them all to my Pavilion. 
Glofter. We fall, my Liege. 
Erping. Shall I attend yonr Grace? 
King. No, my good Knight: 
Go with my Brothers to my Lords of England : 
land my Bofom muft debate a while, 
And then I would no other company. 
Erping. The Lord in Heaven blefs thee, Noble Harry. 


[ E-ceunt. 


King. God a mercy old Heart,thou fpeak’ft chearfully. 


Enter Piftol. 

Pift. Che vous la? 

King. A Friend. 

Pift. Difcufs unto me, art thou Oficer, or art thou 
bafe, common, and popular ? 

King. 1am Gentleman of a Company. 

Pift. TrayPft thou the puiffant Pike ? 

King. Even fo : what are you? 

Pift. As good a Gentleman, asthe Emperour. 

King. Then you are better than the King. 

Pift, The King’s a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
molt valiant: 1 kifs his dirty fhoo, and from heartitring I 
love the lovely Bully. What is thy Name ? 

King. Harry le Roy. 

P. Le Roy ? a Cornifh Name : art thou of Cornifh Crew ? 

King. No, l am aWelchman. 

Pift, Know’ft thou Fluellen ? 

King. Yes. 

Pift. Tell him, Ple knock his Leek about his Pate upon 
S. Davies day. 

King. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap that 
day, left he knock that about yours. 

P:št. Art thou his Friend ’ 

King. And his Kinfman too. 

Pift. The Figo for thee then. 

King. 1 thank you : God be with you. 
Piff My name is P:ftol call’d. 

Keng. It forts well with your fercenefs. 
C Manet King. 


[ Exie. 


IO! 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Gower. Captain Fluellen, 
, Flu. So, inthe Nae of Jefu Chrift, fpeak fewer : it 
isthe greateft admiration in the univerfal World. when 
the true and auncient Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars 
ls not kept : if you would take the pains but to examine 
the Wars of Pompey the Great, you fhall find, | warrant 
you, that therc is no tiddle taddle , nor pibble babble 
in Pompeys Camp : | warrant you, you ftall find the 
panei of the Wars, and the Cares of it, and the 
orms of it, and the Sobriety of it 
it, to be otherwife. i =a 

Gower. Why the Encmy is load i 
za y y ud, your hear him all 
_ Fla. Tf the Enemy is an Afs and a Fool, and a pra- 
cing Coxcomb ; is it meet, think you, that we fhould 
alfo, look you, be an Afs, and a Fool, and a prating Cox- 
comb, in your own confcience now ? 

Gow. | will fpeak lower. 

Flu. 1 pray you, and befeech you, that you will. 

Ksag. Though it appear a little out of fathion, 
There is much Care and Valour in this Welchman, 


[ Exit. 


Enter three Souldsers , John Bates, Alexander Court and 
Michael Williams. i 


Court. Brother Fohn Bates | is not tha j 
which breaks yonder ? i ET A 

Bates. | think it be : but we have 
defire the approach of day. 

Williams. We fee yonder the beginning of the day, but 
I think we fall never fee the end of it. Who goes 
there ? 

King. A Friend. 

Will. Under what Captain ferve you ? 

King. Under Sir John Erpineham. 

Will. A good old Commander, and a moft kiad Gen- 
tleman : l pray yov, what thinks he of our eftate ? 

King. Even as men wrack’t upon a Sand, that look to 
be wafb’t off the next Tide. 

Bares. He hath not told his thought to the King ? 

King. No: nor itis not meet he fhould : for though 
[ fpeak it to you, I think the King is but a man, asl am: 
the Violet fmellsto him, as it doch to me; the Element 
fhews to him, as it doth to me; all his fenfes have bur 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies laid by, in his Na- 
kednefs he appears but a man ; and thoogh his affections 
are higher mounted than ours, yet when they ftoop, they 
ftoop with the like wing : therefore, when he {ees reafon 
of fears, as we do; his fears, outof doubr, be of rhe fame 
relifh as ours are ; yet in reafon, no man fhould poffefs 
him with any appearance of fear ; left he, by hewing iu 
fhould dishearren his Ariny. 

Bates. He may thew what ootward courage he will: 
but, 1 believe as colda Night as ’tts, he could with him- 
felfin Thames up to the Neck , and fo | would he were 
andi byhim, at all adventures, fo we were quit here. 

King. By my troth, | will fpeak my confeience of the 
King : I think he would not with himfelf any where, but 
where he Is. 

Bares. Then would he were here alone; fo thould he be 
fure to be ranfomed, and a many pcor mens lives faved. 

King. | dare fay, you love him not fo ill, to with him 
here alone : howfoever you fpeak this to feel other 
mens minds, methinks I: could not dye any where fo 
contented, as in the Kings company : his Caufe being juft, 
and his Quarrel honorable. 

Will. Thats more than we know. 

Bates. 1, or more than we fhould feek after ; for we 
know cnough, if we know we are the King’s Subjetts : 
if his Canfe be wrong, our Obedience to the King wipes 
the Crime of it out of us. 
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Williams. But if the Caufe be not good, the King him- 
felf hath a heayy Reckoning to make, when all thofe 
Legs, and Arms, and Heads chop’c off in a Battel, fhall 
joyn together at the latter day, and cry all, We dyed 
at fuch a place, fome fwearing, fome crying for a Sur- 
geon ; fome upon their Wives left poor behind them ; 
fome upon the Debts they ow, fome upon their Chil- 
dren rawly left : I am afear’d, there are few die well, 
that die in Battel: for how can they charitably difpofe 
of any thing, when Blood is their argument ? Now, if 
thefe men do not die well, it will bea black matter for 
the King, that led them to it, whom to difobey, were 
again{tall proportion of fubjection. 

King. So, if a Son, that is by his Father fent about 
Merchandize, do finfully mifcarry upon the Sea ; the im- 
putation of his wickednefs, by your Rule, fhould be im- 
pofed upon his Father, that fent him : or ifa Servant, un- 
der his Mafter’s command, tranfporting a fum of Mo- 
ney, be aflailed by Robbers, and die in many irreconcil’d 
[niquities,; you may call the bufinefs of the Mafter the 
Author of the Servants damnation : but this is not fo; 
The King is not bound to anfwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Son, nor the Mafter 
of hisServant ;, for they purpofe not their Death, when 
they purpofe their Services. Befides, there is no King, be 
his Canfe never fo fpotlefs, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, can try it out with all unfpotted Soul- 
diers: fome (peradventure ) have on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived Murther > fome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury ; fome, 
making the Wars their bulwark, that have before go- 
red the gentle Bofom of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
rie. Now if thefe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
run Native punifhment ; though they can out-itrip men, 
they have no wings to flie from God. War is his Bea- 
dle, War is his Vengeance: fo that here men are pvu- 
niwt, for before breach of the Kings Laws, in now 
the Kings Quarrel : where they feared the death, they 
have born life away , and where they would be fafe, 
they perih. Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the King guilty of their damnation, than he was before 
guilty of thofe Impieties, for the which they are now 
vifited. Every Subjects Duty is the Kings, but every 
Subjects Soul is his own. Therefore fhould every 
Souldier in the Wars, as every fick man in his Bed, 
wah every Moth out of his Confcience : and dying fo, 
Death is to him advantage , or not dying, the time 
was blefledty loft, wherein fuch preparation was gained ; 
and in him that efcapes, it were not finto think, that 
making God fo free an offer, he let him outlive that 
day, to fee his Greatnefs, and to teach others how they 
fhould prepare. 

Will, Tis certain, every man that dyes ill, the ill is 
upon his own head, the King is not to anfwer for it. 

Bates. 1 do not defire he fhould anfwer for me, and 
yet I determine to fight fuftily for him. 

King. I my felf heard the King fay, he would not be 
ranfom’d. 

Will. I, he faid fo, to make us fight chearfully- but 
when our throats are cut, he may be ranfom’d, and we 
ne’re the wifer 

King. If l live to fee it, I will never truft his word 
after. 

Will. You pay him then : that’s a perilous fhot our 
of an Elder-Gun, that a poor and private difpleafure can 
do againit a Monarch : you may as well go about to 
turn the Sun to Ice, with fanning in his Face with a 
Peacocks Feather : You’ll never truft his word after ! 
come, *tis a foolifh faying. 

King. Your reproof is fomething too round, 1 fhould 
be angry with you, if the time convenient. 

Will. Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live. 

King. 1 embrace It. 

Will. How fhall { know thee again ? 
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King. Give me any Gage of thine, andI will wear it 
in my Bonnet : Then if ever thou dar’ft acknowledge it, 
i will makeit my Quarrel. 

Will. Here’s my Glove : Give me another of thine. 

King, There. 

Will, This will 1 alfo wear in my Cap: if ever thou 
come to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, 
by this Hand I will give thee a box on the ear. 

King. \f ever I live to fee it, I will challenge it. 

Will. Thou dar’ft as well be hang?d. 

King, Well. I will do it, though I take thee in the 
King’s company. 

Wil. Keep thy word: fare thee well. 

Bates. Be Friends, you Evxglifh Fools, be Friends, we 
have French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to 
reckon. 

Exeunt Souldiers. 


King. Indeed the French may lay twenty French 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them 
on their fhoulders : but it is no Expiifh Treafon to cut 
French Crowns, and to morrow the King himfelf will] 
be a Clipper. 
Upon the King, let us, our Lives, our Souls, 
Our debts, our careful Wives, 

Our Children, and our Sins, lay on the King; 

He muft bear all. 

O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatnefs, 

Subject to the breath of every Fool, whofe fenfe 

No more can feel, but his own wringing. 

What infinite heart-eafe muft Kings neglect, 

That private men enjoy ? 

And what have Kings, that Privates have not 

Save Ceremony, fave general Ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony ? 

What kind of God art thou ? that fuffer’{t more 

Of mortal griefs, than do thy Worhhippers, 

What are thy Rents ? what are thy Comings in ? 

QO Ceremony, fhew me but thy worth. 

What ? is thy Sovl of Adoration ? 

Art thon ought elfe but Place, Degree, and Form, 

Creating aw and fear inother men ? 

Wherein thou art lefs happy, being fear’d, 

Than they in fearing. 

What drink’ft thou oft, in ftead of Homage fweet, 

But poifon'd flattery ? O, be fick, great Greatnefs, 

And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fiery Feaver will go out 

With titles blown from Adulation : 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Can’ft thou, when thou command’ the beggars knee, 

Command the health ofit ? No, thou proud Dream, 

Thou play’ft fo fubtilly with a King’s Repofe, 

l am a King that find thee- and I know, 

Tis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 

The enter-tiflued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 

The farfed Title running *fore the King, 

The Throne he fits on : nor the Tide of Pomp, 

That beats upon the high hoar of this World : 

No, not all thefe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies, 

Not all thefe, laid in bed Majeftical, 

Can fleep fo foundly, as the wretched Slave : 

Who witha body fill’d, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reft, cramm’d with diftre(sfal bread, 

Never fees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: 

But like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set, 

Sweats in the eye of Phebus , and all night 

Sleeps in Elyfinm: next day after dawn, 

Doth rife and help Hyperion to his Horfe, 

And follows fo the ever-running year 

With profitable labour to his Grave : 

And but for Ceremony, fuch a Wretch, 

Winding up Days with toyl, and Nights with fleep, el 
a 
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Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slave, a Member of the Countries peace, 

Enjoys it: butin grofs brain little wots, 

What watch the King keeps, to maintain the peace ; 
Whofe hours the Peafant beft advantages. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Erp. My Lord, your Nobles jealous of your abfence, 
Seck chrough your Camp to find you. 
King. Good old Knight, collect them all together, 
At my Tent: Ple be before thee. a 
Erp. 1 fhail do’t, my Lord. i (Exit. 
King. O God of Battels, fteel my Souldiers hearts, 
Poffefs them not with fear: Take from them now 
The fenfe of reck’ning of the oppofed numbers : 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 
O not to day, think not upon the fault, 
My Father made, in compalling the Crown. 
| Richara’s Body have interred new, | 
And on it have beftowed more contrite tears, 
Than from it iffued forced drops of Blood. 
Five hundred poor J have in yearly pay, 
Who twice a day their wither’d hands hold up 
Toward Heaven, to pardon blood: 
And I have built two Chauntriecs, 
Where the fad and folemn Priefts fing fill 
For Richard's Soul. More will I do: 
Though all that I can do, is nothing worth : 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, 
ing Pardon. 
gem Enter Gloucefter. 
Glouc. My Liege. 
King. My Brother Gloucefter’s voice ? 
] know thy errand, | will go with thee: 
The day, my Friend, and all things ftay for me.[ Evenn. 


Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, 
and Beaumont. 


Orleance. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up, my 
Lords. . 

Dolph. Mone Cheval: My Horfe, Valet Lacquay: Ha 

Ort, Oh brave Spirit ! 

Dolph. Via tes ewes & terre, 

Orl. Rien puis le ar @ feu, 

Dolph. Cien, Coufin Orleance. 
Now my Lord Conftable ? 

Conft. Heark how our Steeds for prefent fervice 
neigh. 

Dolph Mount them, and make incifion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may fpin in Evglifh eyes, 
And doubt them with fuperfluous courage: ha. 

Ram, What, will you have them weep our Horfes blood ? 
How fhall we then behold their natural tears ? 


[Enter C onftable. 


Enter Meffenger 


Meffenger. The . Englifh are embattel’d, you French 
Peers. 


Conft. To Horfe, you gallant Princes, ftreight to Horfe. 


Do but behold yond poor and ftarved Band, 
And your fair fhew fhall fuck away their Souls, 
Leaving them but the fhales and husks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their fickly Veins,, 
Togive each naked Curtle-ax a ftain, 

That our French Gallants hall to day draw out, 
And fheath for lack of fport. Let us but blow on them. 
The vapour of our Valour will o’re-turn them. 
"Tis pofitive "gaint ali exception, Lords, 

That our fuperfluous Lacquics, and our Peafants, 
Who in unneceflary action farm 

About our Squares of Battc!, were enow 
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To purge this Field of fuch a hilding Foe ; 

Though we upon this Mountains Balis by, 

Took ftand for idle fpeculation : 

But that our Honours muft not. What’s to fay ? 

A very little little let us do, 

And all is done : then Jet the Trumpets found 

The Tucket Sonuance, and the Note to mount : 

For our approach fhall fo much dare the Field, 

That England fhall couch down in fear, and yeild. 
Enter Graundpree. 

Graund, Why do you ftay fo long, my Lords of France ? 
Yond Ifland Carrions, defperate of their Bones, 
Ill-favour’dly become the Morning Field: 
Their ragged Curtains poorly are ler loofe, 
And our air fhakes them paffing fcornfully. 
Big Mars feems banqu’rout in their begger’d Holt, 
And faintly through a rufty Bever peeps, 
The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torch-ftaves in their hand : and their poor Jades 
Loo down their heads, drooping the hide and hips : 
The Gum down roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull Mouths the Jymold Bitt 
Lyes foul with chaw’d grafs, ftill and motionlefs, 
And their Executors, the knavifh Crows, 
Flye o’re them all, impatient for their hour. 
Defcription cannot fuit ic felfin words, 
To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battel, 
In life fo livelefs, as it fhews it felf. 

Conft. They have faid their Prayers, 
And they ftay for death. 

Dol, Shall we go fend them Dinners, and frefh Sutes, 
Aud give their falting Horfes Provender, 

And after fight with them ? 

Conft. | ftay but for my Guard: on 
To the Field, | will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And ufe it for my hafte. Come, conie away, 
The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. 


{ Exeunt. 


Enter Gloucefter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham with 
all lis Hoft: Salisbury, and Weltmerlaud. 


Glonceft. Where is the King ? 

Redf. The King himfelf is rode to view their Battel. 
Wet. Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thou- 
and. 

Eze. There’s five to one, befides they all are freh. 

Salish. Gods Arm ftrike with us, tis 2 fearful odds. 
God buy’ you Princes all ; Ple to my Charge: 

If we no more meet, till we meet in Heaven ; 
Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 

My dear Lord Gloucefter, and my good Lord E-reser, 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all, adieu. 

Bed. Farewell, good Salsbury, and good luck go with 
And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, [thee: 
For thou art fam’d of the firm truth of Valour, 

Exe, Farewel, kind Lord : fight valiantly to day. 

Bed. Be is as full of valour as of kindnefs, 

Princely in both. 
Enter the King. 


Weft, O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in Encland, 
That do no work to day 
Ksng. What’s he that wifhes fo ? 
My Coufin Weftmerland. No, my fair Coufin : 
[f we are markt to die, we are enow 
To do our Countrey lofs : and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater fhare of Honour, 
Gods will, I pray thee with not one man more. 
By Jove, ] am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor carel, who doth feed upon my colt : 
lt yerns me not, if men my Garments wear ; 
Such outward things dwell notin my defires, 
But if it be a fin to covet Honour, 
am 
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| amthe molt offending Soul alive. 
No faith, my Couze, wilh not a man from England : 
God’s peace, Í would not lofe fo great an Honour, 
As one man more me-thinks would fhare from me, 
For the beft hope I have. O, do not wifh one more : 
Rather proclaim it ( Weftmerland ) through my Hoft ; 
That he which hath no ftomack to this Fight, 
Let him depart, his Pafport fhall be made, 
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purfe : 
We would not die in that man’s company, 
That fears his fellowhhip, to die with us. 
This day is call’d the Fealt of Crifpzan : 
He that out-lives this day, and comes fafe home, 
Will ftand atip-toe when this day is named, 
And rouze him at the Name of Crifpsan : 
He that fhall fee this day, and live old age, 
Will yearly on the Vigil feaft his Neighbours, 
And fay to morrow is Saint Crifpian: 
Then will he {trip his fleeve, and fhew his Scars; 
Old men forget ; yet all fhall not be forgot : 
But he’l] remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day. Then fnall our Names, 
Familiar in his month as houfhold words, 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucefter, 
Be in their flowing Cups frefhly remembred. 
This ftory fhall the good man teach his Son: 
And Crifpine Crifpran {hall ne’re go by, 
From this day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it fhall be remembred ; 
We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers : 
For he to day that fheds his blood with me, 
Shall be my Brother : be he ne’re fo vile, 
This day fhall gentile his condition. 
And Gentlemen in England now a-bed, 
Shall think themfelves accurs’d they were not here ; 
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any fpeaks, 
That fought with us upon Saint Crifpsan’s day. 
Enter Saltsbury. 
Sal. My Soveraign Lord, beftow your felf with {peed : 
The French are bravely in their Battels fet, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
King. All things are ready, if our minds be fo. 
Weft. Perifh the man, whofe mind is backward now. 
King. Thou do’ft not wih more help from England, 
Couze ? 
Weft. God will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help could fight this Royal Battel. 
King. Why now thou haft unwifht five thoufand men: 
Which likes me better, than to wifh us one. 
You know your places : God be with you all. 


Tacker. Enter Montjoy. 


Mon. Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thy Ranfom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moft affured Overthrow: 
For certainlv, thou art fo near the Gulf, 
Thou needs muft be englutted. Befides, in mercy 
The Conftable defires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy Followers of Repentance 3 that their Souls 
May make a peaceful and a sweet Retire 
From off thefe Fields:where (Wretches) their poor Bodies 
Mult lye and fefter. 
King. Who hath fent thee now ? 
Mon, The Conftable of France. 
King. l pray thee bear my former Anfwer back: 
Bid them atchieve me, and then fell my Bones. 
Good God ! why fhould they mock poor Fellows thus ? 
The man that once did fell the Lyon’s skin 
While the beaft liv’d, was kil?d with hunting him. 
And many of our Bodies fhall no doubt 
Find Na tve Graves.: upon the which, I tr uft 
Shall witnefs livé‘in Brafs of this days work. 


| And turn them out of fervice. 
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Dying. like men, though buried in your Dunghills, 
They fhall be fam’d: for there the Sun hhall greet them, 
And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, 
Leaving their earthly parts to choak your Clime, 
The fmell whereof fhall breed a Plague in France. 
Mark then abounding valour in our Englifh : 
That being dead, like to the Bullets grafing, 
Break out into a fecond courfe of mifchief, 
Killing in relapfe of Mortality. 
Let me fpeak proudly: Tell the Conftable, 
We are but Warriors for the working day : 
Our Gaynefs and our Gilt are all be-fmircht 
With rainy Marching in the painful Field. 
There’s not a piece of Feather in our Hoft: 
Good argument (I hope) we will not flie- 
And time hath worn us into flovenry. 
But by the Mafs, our hearts are in the trim: 
And my poor Souldiers tell me, yet e’re night, 
They’le be in frefher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o’re the French Souldiers heads, 
If they do this, 
As if God pleafe, they fhall; my Ranfom then 
Will foon be levyed. 
Herald, fave thou thy labour : 
Come thou no more for Ranfom, gentle Herald, 
They fhall have none, 1 fwear, but thefe my Joynts: 
Which if they have as | will leave ’um them, 
Shall yield them little, cell the Conftable. 
Mon. | shall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
Thou never fhalt hear Herald any more. CE xi 
King. | fear thou wilt once more come again for a 
Ranfom. 
Enter York. 
Tork. My Lord, moft humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the Vaward. 
King. Take it, brave York. 
Now Souldiers march away : 
And how thou pleafelt, God, difpofe the day. [Exeunt. 
Alarum. Excurfions 


Enter Piftol, French Sonldier, Boy. > 


Piff. Yield Cur. 

= Je penfe que vous eftes le Gentil.bome de bone 
“UAlttTe. 

Pift, Quality calmy cufture me. Art thou 2 Gentle- 
man? what is thy Name ? difcufs. 

French. O Seigneur Dieu. 

Pift. O Signieur Dewe fhould be a Gentleman: per- 
pend my words O Signieur Dew, and mark : O Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur 


thou do give to me egregious Ranfom. 


French, O prenpez mifericorde ayez. pitie de moy. 

i Moy thall not ferve, I will have forty Moyes: 
for I will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, in drops 
of Crimfon blood. i 

French, Eft-il impofibile d’efchapper la force de ton bras. 

Pyf. Brafs, Cur? thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
tain Goat, offer’it me Brafs ? 

French, O pardonne moy. 

Piff. Say’ thou me fo? isthata Ton of Moyes? 
Come hithcr Boy, ask me this Slave in French what is 
his Name. 

Boy. Efcoute comment eftes vons appelle ? 

French, Monfteur le Fer, 

Boy. He fays his name is Mr. Fer. 

Piff. Mr. Fer: Ple fer him, and firk him, and ferret 
him: difenfs the fame in French unto him. 

s Pr I do not know the French for fer, and ferrer, and 
i 


P:ft. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 
French, Que dit-il Monfienr ? 
Boy. Il me commande de vons dire gue VOLI VONS te- 


And thofe that leave their valiant Bones in France, mez preft, car ce foldat icy eft difpofee sons aflure de 
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coxper voftre gorge. 


le gorge parmafoy pefant, unlefs 
Pit, Owy, cuppe o Croma or mangled fhalt | I faw him down : thrice up again, and fighting, 


thou give me Crowns, 
thou be by this my Sword. 


French, O le vons fupplie pour P amour de Dieu: mt 
pardonner, Fe fuis Gentilhome de bonne maifon, gar de ma 


vie, & Fe vous donner ay deux — efcns. 
Pif. What are his words ! 
Boy. He p 


hundred Crowns. 
Pift. Tell him my fury hall abate, 
will take. e 
French. Petit Monfieur que dit-ill ? 
Boy. Encore gwil 
ner aucun prifonnier : 
luy promistez, sb eft content 
franchife. 


Fre.Sur mes genoux ie voux donne milles remerciement, 
& ie me eftime henrenx qui ie ne tombe entre les mains 
dun Chevalier, ie penfe le plus brave, valant, & tres de. 
fine Signeur @ Angleterre. 

Pift. Expound unto me, Boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
and elteems himfelf happy, that he hath faln into the 
hands of one (as he thinks) the moft brave, valorous, and 
thrice-worthy Signeur of England. 

Pift. As 1 fuck blood, 1 wall fome mercy fhew. Fol- 
low me. ba 

Boy. Suave vons le grand Capitain ! 

E did never know fo woful a voice iffue from fo empty a 
heart: but the Song is true, the empty vefiel makes the 
greateft found. Bardolf and Nim had ten times morc 
valour than this roaring Devil sch’ old Play. that.every 
one may pair his nails with a wooden dagger, and they 
are beth hang’d, and fo would this be, if he durft fteal 
any thing adventuroufly. 1 mult Itay with the Lackies, 
with the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a 
good prey ot us, if he knew of it, for therc is none to 
guard it but Boys. [Eat i 


Enter Conftable, Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, 
and Ramburs. 


Con. O Diable. 

Orl.O Signeur le jour & perdia, toure © perdie. 

Dol. Mort Dien ma vie, all is confounded, all, 

| Reproach, and everlafting fhame 

Sits mocking in our Plumes. 

O mefchante fortune, do not run away. 
Con. Why, allour Ranks are broke. 
Dol. O perdurable hame, let’s itab our felves : 

Be thefe the Wretches that we .play’d at Dice for? 

Ori. Is this the King we fent to, for his Ranfom ? 
Bur. Shame, and eternal fhame, nothing but hame, 

Let us flye in once more back again, 

And he that will nor follow Burbon now, 

Let him go hence, and with his Cap in hand 

Like a bafe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, 

Whilft by a bafe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, 

His fairet Daughter is contaminated. 

Con. Diforder, that hath fpoyl’d us, Friend us now, 

Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 

Orl, We are enow yet living 1n the Field, 

To fmother up the Exglifh in our Throngs 

If any order might be thought upon. 

Bur. The Devil take Order now, le to che throng , 

Let Life be fhort, elfe fhame will bz too long.  [Ex1s. 


CA fhort MAlarum, 


Alarum, Emer the King andhis Train, 
with Prifoners, 


King, Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, 
But all’s not done, yet keep the French the Field. 







rays you to fave his life, he is a Gentleman 
of a good houfe, and for his Ranfom he will give yon two 
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Exe. The D. of Tork commends him to your Majefty. 
King. Lives he, good Uncle: thrice within this hour 


From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was. 
Exe. In which.array (brave Souldicr) doth he lye, 

Larding the plain: and by his bloody fide, 

(Yoak-fellow to his Honour-owing wounds) 

The Noble Earl of Sufolk alfo lyes. 

Suffolk firit dyed, and Tork all hagled over 

Comes to him, wherein gore he lay infteeped, 

And takes him by the Beard, kiffes the gafhes 

That bloodily did yawn upon his face, 

Hecrys aloud: Tarry my Confin Suffolk, 

My Soul fhall thine keep company to Heaven: 

Tarry (fwcet Soul) for mine, then fiye a-break ; 

As in this glorious and well-foughten Field 

We kept together in our Chivalry. 

Upon thefe words ] came, and cheer’d him up, 

He fmil’d me in the Face, caught me his Hand, 

And with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my Lord, 

Commend my fervice to my Soveraign; 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 


He threw his wounded Arm, and kift his lips, 
And fo efpous’d to death, with blood he feal’d 


A Teftamenc of Nob e ending-Love : 

The pretty and fweet manner of it fore’d 

Thole waters from me, which | would have ftop’d, 
But I had not fo much of man in me, 


And ail my Mother came into mine Eyes, 
And gave me up to Tears. 


King. | blame you not, 


or hearing this 1 muft perforce compoand 
With mixtful Eyes, or they will iflue tao. 

But heark, what new alarum is this fame? 

The French have re-enforced their fcatter’d men: 
Then every Souldier kill his Prifoners, 

Give the word through. 


[ Alarum. 





Afus Quartus. 


Enter Fluellen, and Gower. 


Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage, >Tis exprefly 
againft the Law of Arms, ’tis as arrant a piece of Knave- 
ry, mark you now, as can be offert in your Confcience 
now, Is it not? 

Gow. Tis certain, there’s not a Boy left alive, and the 


Cowardly Rafcals that ran away from the Battel, ha? don 
this Slaughter : befides, they have burned and carried a- 


way all that was in the King’s Tent, wherefore the King 
molt worthily hath caus’d every Souldier to cut his Pri- 
foner’sthroat. O tis a gallant King. 

Fix, 1, he was porn at amine Captain Gower : 
what call you the Town’s name, where Alexander the 
pig was born ? 

Gow. Alexander the Great, 

Fixe, Why I pray yon, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the great, or the miglity, or the huge, or the magna- 
nimous are all onc reckonings, fave the phrafe isa little 
variations. 

Gow. I think Alexander the Great was born in 
Macedon, his Father was called Philip of Macedon, as I 
take it. 

Flu. I think it ts in Adaeedon, where Alexander is 
porn: I tell yon Captain, if you look in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fali find in the comparifons be- 
tween Afacedon and Atonmouth, that the fituations, look 
yau, is both alike. There isa River in Macedon and there 
is alfo moreover a River at Afonmouth, it is call’d “Wye at 
Monmouth ; but it is out of my prains, what is the name 
of the other River, but ’tis all one, tis alike as my Fingers 
is to my Fingers, and thete is Salmons in both. If you 

mark 





106 


mark Alexanders life well; Harry of Monmonth’s life is 
come after it indifferent well, for there is Figures in all 
things. Alexander, God knows, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and 
his moods, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
and alfo being a little intoxicates in his prains, did in 
his Ales and his angers, (look you) kill his beft Friend 
Clytus. 

aw. Our King is not like him in that, he never kil?d 
any:of his Friends. : 

Flu. \t is not well done (mark you now ) totake the 
tales out of my mouth, e’re tt is made and finifhed. | {peak 
but in the Figures, and Comparifons of it : as Alexander 
kill’d his Friend Clyrxs, being in his Ales and his Cups ; fo 
allo Harry Monmouth being in his right wits, and his 
good judgements, turn’d away the fat Knight with the 
great belly doublet : he was fullof jeft, and gypes, and. 
knaveries,-and mocks, I have forgot his name. 

Gow. Sir Fohn Falftaff. 

Flu. Thatishe: Ple tell you, there is good men porn 
at Afonmonth. 

Gow. Here comes his Mayjelty. 


Alarum. Enter King Harry and Burbon with 
3 Prifoners, Floursfh. 


King. 1 was not angry fincel came to France, 
Until thisinftant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 
‘Ride thou unto the Horfemen on yond hill: 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or voyd the Field : they do offend our fight. 
Ifthey7ll do neither, we will come tothem, 
And make them sker away, as {wift as {tones 
Enforced from the old ffyrian flings : 
Befides, we'll cut the throats of thofe we have, 
And not aman of them that we fhall take, 
Shall tafteour mercy. Goand tell them fo. 

Emer Montjoy. : 

Exe. Here comes the Herald of the Frezch, my Liege. 

Gion, His Eyes are humbler than they us?d to be. 

King. How now, what means their Herald’? Know'ft 
thou nor, 
That I have fin’d thefe Bones of mine for Ranfom ? 
Comft thou again for Ranfom ? 

Her, No, great King: 

I come to thee for charitable Licenfe, 
That we may wander o’re this bloody Ficld, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them, 
To fort our Nobles from our comimon men. 
For many of our Princes ( woe the while ) 
Lie drown’d and foak’d in mercenary blood : 
Sodo our vulgar drench their peafant limbs 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deepin gore, and with wilde rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead Mafters, 
Killing them twice. O give ns leave great King, 
To view the Field in fafety, and difpofe - 
Of their dead Bodies. 

King, 1 tell thee truly, Herald, 
I know notif the day be oars or no, 
For yet a many of vonr Horfemen peer, 
And gallop o’re the Field. 

Her. The day is yours. — 

King. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it : 
What is this Caftle call’d,that ftands hard by. 

Her, Yhey call it Agénconre, 

King. Then call we this the Field of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Cre{pin Crifpianus, 

Fix. Your Grandfather of famous memery (an’t pleafe 
your Majelty ) and your great Uncle Edward the Plack 
Prince of Wales, as1 have readin the Chronicles, fought 
moft prave pattle here in France. 

King. They did, Fixellen, 

Flu. Your Majelty fays very true: If your Majefties 
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is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good fervice in a 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leeks in their 
Monmouth Caps, which your Majefty know to this hour 
is an honorable Badge of the fervice : And 1 do believe 
your Majefty takes no {corn to wear the Leek upon S. 
Tavie’s day. 
King. I wear it for a memorable Honour : 

For I am Welch you know, good Countryman. 

Fla, All the water inWye,. cannot wath your Maje- 
{ties Welfh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that: 
God pleis, and preferve it, as long as it pleafes his 
Grace, and his Majefty too. 

King. Thanks, good my Countryman. 

Flu. By Jefhu, Lam your Majefties Countryman, I care 
not who know it: 1 will confefs it to all the Orld, I need 
not to be afharned of your Majefty, praifedbe God, fo 
long as your Majefty is an honeit man. 

King. God keep me fo. 

Enter Williams. 
Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me juft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our Parts. Call yonder. Fellow hither. 

Exe. Souldier, you muft come tothe King. 

Kıng. Souldier, why wear’ft thou that G love in thy Cap ? 

Will. And’c pleafe your Majefty , *tis the Gage of one 
that 1 fhould fight withall, if lie be alive. 

King. An Englifhman? 

Wil, “And’t pleafe your Majefty, a Rafcal that fwag- 
ger’d with me laft night: who if alive, and ever dare to 
challenge this Glove, 1 have {worn to take him a box 
o’th’ear: or if I can fee my Glove in his Cap, which he 
fwore as he was a Souldier he would wear, ( if alive ) I 
will {trike it out foundly. 

Kig, What think you, Captain Flvellen, is it fit this 
Souldier keep his Oath ¢ 

Flu. Heisa Craven anda Villain elfe, and’t pleafe your 
Majefty in my Confcience. 

King. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of great 
fort, quite from the anfwer of his degree. 

Flu, “Though he be as good a Jentleman as the Devil is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelf, it is neceflary (look 
your Grace ) that he keep his Vow and his Oath: If he 
be perjur’d ( fee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
Villainand a Jack fawce, as ever his black fhoo trod upon 
Gods ground, and his earth, in my conicience, law. 

King. Then keep thy vow, Sirrah, when thou meetft 
the Fellow. 

Will, So, I will my Liege, as I live. 

King, Who ferv’ft thou under? 

Will. Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

Fin, Gower is a good Captain, andis good knowledge 
and literaturedin the Wars. 

Kang. Call him hither tome, Souldier. 
` Will, 1 will, my Liege. . DERE. 

King. Here Finellen, wear thouthis favour for me, and 
lick it in thy Cap: when Alanfon and my felf were down 
together, 1 pluck’t this Glove from his Helm : if any man 
challenge this, he isa Friend to Alanfon, and an Enemy to 
our Perfon, if thou encounter any fuch, apprehend him, 
and thou do’ft me love. e 

Flu. Your Grace does me as great Honours, ascan be 
defir’d in the hearts of his Subjects: 1 would fain fee the 


} man, that has but two legs, that fhall find himfelf agriev’d 


at this Glove ; that is all : but I would fain fee it once, 
and pleafe God of his grace that I might fee. 
King. Know'ft thou Gower ? 
Flu, Heismy dear friend, and pleafe you. 
King. Pray thee go feck him, and bring him tomy Tent? 
‘Flu, 1 will fetch him. [ Er 
King. My Lord of Warwick and my brother Glofter, 
F ollow Fluellen clofely at the heels, 
The Glove which I have given him for a Favour 
May haply purchafe him abox o’th’ear. 


| It is the Souldiers: I by bargain fhould 


Wear i 
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And wear it for an Honor tn thy Cap, 
Till I do chalenge it. Give him the Crowns: 
And, Captain, you muft needs be friends with him. 

Fix, By this Day and this Light, the fellow has mettle 
enough in his belly : hold, there is twelve-pence for you, 
and Ì pray you ferve God, and keep you out of prawls 
and prabbles, and quarrels and dillentions, and] warrant 
you it is the berter for you. 

Will \ will none of your Money. 

Fle \ciswith a good will: I can tell you it will ferve 
you to mend your fhoos , come, wherefore fhould you 
be fo pafhful, your fhoos is not fo good ; tus a good 
Gilling | warrant you, or] will change it. 










































Wear it my felf. Follow, good Coufin Warnick: 

If that the Souldier ftrike him, as F judge 

By this blunt bearing, he will keep his word ; 

Some fudden ayiehict pay arife of it : 

For Ido know Xisellen valiant, 

And touch’t with Choler, hot 4s Gunpowder, | 

And quickly will return an injury. 

Follow, e fee there be not harm between them. 

Go you withme, Uncle of Exeter. Exeurt. 


Enter Gower and Williams. 


Will. | warrant itis to Knight you, Captain. 
Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, Gods will, and his pleafure, Captain, I befeech 
you now, come apace to the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, then Is in your knowledge to 
dream of. 

Will. Sir, know you this Glove ? 

Flu. Know the Glove ? I know the Glove is a Glove. 

Will. | know this, and thus L challenge it. 

[ Serikes him, 

Flax. Sbud, anarrant Traitor as any’s in the Univer- 
fal World, or in France, or in England. 

Gow. How. now, Sir ? you Villain. 

Will. Do you think, Ple be forfworn ? | 

Fix, Stand away, Captain Gower, | will give Treafon his 
payment into plows, | warrant you. 

Will, 1 am no Traitor, - 

Fils. That’s a Lie ‘in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Majefties Name apprehend him, he’s a friend of the Duke 
Alanfons. 


Enter Flerald. - 


King. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ° 

Her, Here is the number of the flaught’red French. 

King. What Prifoners of good fort are taken, Uncle ? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew tothe King, 
John Duke of Burbon , and Lord Bouchiguald : 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, befidescommon men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand Freach 
That tn the Field lie flain : of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twenty fix : added to thefe, 
Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 
Eight thoufand and four hundred : of the which, 
Five hundred were but yefterday dubb’d Knights, 
So that in thefe ten thoufand they have loft, 
There are but fixteen hundred Mercenaries - 
The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 
And Gentlemen of blood and Quality, 
The Names of thofe their Nobles that lie dead : 
Charles Delabreth ,High Conftable of France, 
Jacques of Chatilon, Admiral of France, 
The Mafter of the Crofs-bows, Lord Ramburs, 
Great Mafter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dolphin, 
John Duke of Alanfon, Anthon:o Duke ot Brabant, 
The Brother tothe Duke of Burgundy, 
And Edward Duke of Barr : of luity Earls, 
Grandpree and Kouffie, Faulconbridge and Foyes, 
Beaumom and Marle, Vandemont and Leftrale. 
Here was 2 Royal fellowfhip of death. 
Whereis the number of our Englifh dead ? 
Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk , 
Sir Richard Kerly, Davy Gam Efquire , 
None elfe of naine : and of all other men, 
But five and twenty. 

King. O God, thy Arm was here: 
And not tous, but to thy Arm alone, 
Afcribe weall: when, without ftratagem, 
But in plain hock, and even play of Battel, 
Was ever known fo great and little lofs ? 
On one part and on th’other, take it God, 
Forit is none’s, but thine. 

Exer Tis wonderful. 

King. Come, go we in Proceffien to the Village 
And be it death proclaimed through our Hoft, 

To boalt of this, or take that praife from God, 
Which is his onely. 

Fix. Is it not lawful and pleafe your Majefty, to tell 
how many is kill’d ? i 

King. Yes, Captain, but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for us. 

Flu, Yes, my confcience, he did us great good. 

King. Do we all boly Rights; 

Let there be fing Non nobis, and Te Deum, 

The dead with charity enelos’d in Clay : 

And then to Calice, and to England then, 

Where ne’re from France arriv’d more happy men. 


Enter Warwick and Gloucefter. 


War. How now, how now, what’s the matter ? - 

Fin, My Lord of Warwick, here is, praifed be God 
for it, a molt contagious Treafon come to light, look 
you, as you fhal] defire in a Summers day. Here ts his 
Majefty. 

Enter King, and Exeter. 

King. How now, what’s the matter ? | 

Fin. My Leige, here isa Villain and a Traitour, 
that, look your Grace , ha’s ftruck the Glove which your 
Majefty is take out of the Helmet of Alanfon. 

Wil. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the Fellow 
of it : and he that I gave it toin change, promis’d to wear 
in his Cap : | promis’d to ftrike hin, if he did: | met 
this man with my Glove in his Cap, and | have been as 
good as my word. 

Flx, Your Majelty hear now, faving your Mayjefties 
Man-hood, what an arrant, rafcally, beggarly , lowfic 
Knave itis: I hope your Majefty is pear me teftimony 
and witnefs, and will avouchment, that this is the Glove 
of Alanfor, that your Majefties give me, in your Con- 
{clence now. 

King. Give me thy Glove, Souldier , 

Look, here is the fellowof it: 
"Twas | indeed chou promifedtt to ftrike. 
And thou haft given me moft bitter terms. 

Flu, And pleafe your Majefty, let his Neck anfwer for 
it, if there is any Marfhal Law inthe world. 

King. How canft thou make me fatisfaction ? 

Will, Alloffences, my Lord,come from the heart : ne- 
ver came any from mine, that mightoffend your Majetty. 

Keng. It was our felf thou didft abufe. 

Will, Your Majefty came not like your felf: you ap- 
pear’d to me but asa common man: witnefs the Night, 
your Garments, your Lowlinefs: and what your High- 
nefs fuffer’d under that fhape, 1 befeech you take it for 
your own fault, and not mine; for had you been as | 
took you for, I made no offence; therefore i befeech 
your Highnefs pardon me. 

King, Here Uncle Exeter, fillthisGlove with Crowns 


ie f Exeunt, 
And give it to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow, - xeunt 


Ars 
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Afus Quintus. 


Enter Chorus. 


Vouchfafe to thofe that have not read the Story, 

ThatI may prompt them: and of fnch as have, 

| humbly pray them to admit th’excufe 

Of time, of numbers, and due courfe of things 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life 

Be here prefented. Now we bear the King 

Toward Callice : grant him there, And there being feen, 

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 

Athwart the Sea ; Behold the Exgujh beach 

Pales in the flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 

Whofe fhouts and claps out-voyce the deep mouth’d Sea, 

Which like a'mighty Whiffer fore the King 

Seems to prepare his way: So let him land, 

And folemnly fee him fet on to Lozdon, 

So fwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 

You may imagine him upon Slack: Heath : 

Where, that his Lords defire him, to have born 

His bruifed Helmet, and his bended Sword 

Before him, through the City : he forbids it, 

Being free from vainnefs, and felf-glorious pride: 

Giving full Trophee, Signal, and Oftent, 

Quite from himfelf , to God. But now behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought, 

How London doth pour out her Citizens, 

The Mayor, and all his Brethren in beft fort, 

Like tothe Senators of th’antique Xome, 

With the Plebeians {warming at their heels, 

Go forth and fetch their Conqu’ring Cafar in: 

As by alower, but by loving likelihood, 

Were now the General of our gracious Emprefs, 

Asin good time he may, from /reland coming, 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword, 

How many would the peaceful City quit. 

To welcome him ? mach more, and much more caufe, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of England’s flay at home: 

The Emperour’s coming in behalf of Fraxce, 

To order Peace between them : and omit 

Ali the occurrences, what ever chanc’d, 

Till Harrys back return again to France: 

There moft we bring him : and my felf have play’d 

The Jnterim, by remembring you °tis paft. 

Then brook abridgement, and te Eyes advance, 

After your thoughts, ftraight back again to France. . 

[ Exit. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Gow. Nay, that’s right: but why wear you your Leek 
to day ? Saint Davies day is paft. 

Flu, There is occafions and caufes why, and where- 
fore in all things: 1 will tell youaffe my Friend, Captain 
Gower ; the rafcally, fcauid, beggarly, lowfie, pragging 
Knave P:/fol, which, you and your felf, and all the world 
know to be no petter thana Fellow, look you now, of no 
merits : heis come to me, and prings me pread and falt 
yelterday, look you, and bid me eat my Leek : it was in 
a place were ! could not breed no contention with him; 
but 1 will be fo bold as to wear it in my Cap till] fee 
him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 
my defires. 

Enter Piftol, 


Gow, Why here he comes, {welling like a Turky-cock. 
Fin. "Tis no matter .for his fwelling, nor his Turky- 


cocks. God pleffle aunchient Psffol : you fcurvy lowfie 


Knave, God bleffe you. 
Psft. Ha, art thou bedlam ? do’ft thou thirlt, bafe Tro- 
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jan, to have me fold up Parcas fatal Web ? Hence ; I am 
qualmifh at the fmell of Leck. 

Flu, | pefeech you heartily, fcurvy lowfie Knave, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to eat, 
look you, this Leek, becaufe, look you, You do not love 
it, nor your affections, and your appetites, and your 
difgeftions does not agree with it, 1 would defire you to 
eat It. 

Piff. Not for Cadwalladar and all his Goats. 

Fla. There is one Goat for you, C Strikes him, 
Will you be fo good, fcauld Knave, aseat it ? 

Piff. Bafe Trojan, thou fhalt die. 

_ Fix, You fay very true, fcauld Knave, when Gods will 
is: 1 willdefire youto live in the mean time, and eat 
your Victuals: come, there is fawce for it. You call’d 
me yelterday Mountain-Squire, but 1 will make you to day 
a Squire of low degree. | pray you fallto, if you can mock | 
a Leek, you can eat a Leek. 

Gow. Enough Captain, you have aftonifhr him. 

Flu. \ fay, I will make him eat fome part of my Leek 
or | will peat his pate four days - bite | pray you, it is 
good for your green wound, and your ploody Coxcomb. 

Pift. Muit J bite ? 

Flu, Yes certainly, and out of doubt, and out of que- 
ftion too, and ambiguities. 

Pift, By this Leek, L will moft horribly revenge : I 
eat and, eat, | {wear. 

Fix, Eat) pray you, will you have fome more fawce 
to your Leek: there is not enough Leek to fwear by. 

Pift. Quiet thy Cudgel, thou doft fee | eat. 

Ful. Much good do you, fcauld knave, heartily. Nay, 
ray you throw none away, the skin is good for your 
roken Coxcomb ; when you take occafions to fee Leeks 

hereafter, 1 pray you mock at’em, that is all. 

Pift. Good. 

Flu, 1, Leeks is good : hold you, there is a groat to } 
heal your pate. 

Pift. Mea groat? 

Fla. Yes verily, andin truth you fhall take it, or I have 
another Leek in my pocket, which you fhall eat. 

Pift. Itake thy groat in earnelt of revenge. 

Fis, 1f 1 owe you anything, I will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you fhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but Cudgels : Gud bu’y you, and keep you, and heal 
your pate. [ Exit. 
Piff. All hell fhall ftir for this. 

Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knave, 
will you mock at an ancient Tradition, began upon an’ 
honourable refpe&, and worn as a memorable Trophee 
of predeceafed valour, and dare not avouch in yonr deeds 
anvof your words. I have feenyon gleeking and galling 
at this Gentleman twice orthrice. You thought, becaufe 
he could not fpeak Englifh in the native garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Englifh Cudgel : you find it o- 
therwife, and henceforth let a Welth correction teach 
you a good Exgli(h condition, fare ye well. [ Bae. 

Pif. Doth fortune play the hufwife with me now? 
News have! that my Dod is dead i’th? Spittle of a mala- 
dy of France, and there my rendezvous is quite cut off: | 
Old 1 do wax, and from my weary limbs Honour is 
Cudgell’d. Well, Bawd Ple turn, ated fomething lean to 
Cut purfe of quick hand: To England willl fteal, and 
there Ple fteal: 

And patches will I get unto thefe cudgel’d Scars, 
And {wear I got them in the Gallia wars. Exit. 
Enter at one door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, War- 
wick, and other Lords , at another, Queen Mabel, 
the King, the Duke of Burgoign, and 
other French. 


King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore are we met ? 
Unto our Brother France, and to our Sifter, 
Health and fair time of day : Joy and good wifhes 
To 
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To our moft fair and Princely Coufin Katharine ; 
Andas a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great Aflembly is contriv’d, 
We do falute you, Duke of Burgosgne, 

And Princes French and Peers, health to you all. 
| Fra, Right joyous are we to behold your face, 
Moft worthy Brother England, fair met. 

So are you Princes ( Englifh every one. ) 

Quee. So happy be the Ifluc, Brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now glad to behold your Eyes, 

Your Eyes which hitherto have born in them 
Againft the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal Balls of murthering Bafilisks : 

The venom of fuch Looks we fairly hope 

Have loft their quality, and that this day 

Shall change all griefs and quarrels into Jove. 

Eng. Tocry Amen to that, thus we appear. 

Quee. You Englifh Princes all, I do falute you. 

Burg. My duty to youboth, on equal love. 
Great Kingsof Franceand England : that I have labour’d 
With all my wits, my pains, and ftrong endeavours, 
To bring your moft imperial Maiefttes 
Unto rhis Bar, and Royal Enterview: 

Your Mightinefs on both parts beft can witnefs. 
Since then my Office hath fo far prevail’d, 

That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye, 

You have congreeted : let it not difgrace me, 

1f I demand before this Royal view, 

What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 
Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurfe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
Should not in this belt Gardenof the World, 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely Vifage ? 
Alas, fhe hath from France too long been chas’d, 
And ali her Husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in it’s own fertility. 

Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies : her Hedges even, pleach’d, 
Like Prifoners wildly over grown with hair, 

Put forth diforder’d Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
The Darnel, Hemlock, and rank Fumstory, 

Doth root upon ; while that the Culeer rufts, 
That fhould deracinate fuch Savagery : 

The even Mead, that erft brought {weetly forth 
The freckled Cowfip, Burner, and green Clover, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorrected, rank, 
Conccives by idlenefs, and nothing teems, 

But hateful Docks, rough Thiftles, Keckfies, Bars, 
Lofing both beauty and utility ; 

And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads, and Hedges, 
Defective in their Natures, grow to wildnefs. 
Even fo our Houfes, and our felves, and Children, 
Have loft, or do not learn, for want of time, 

The Sciences, that fhould become our Country ; 
But grow like Savages, as Souldiers will, 

Thar nothing do, but meditate on Blood, 

To fwearing, and ftern Looks, diffus’d Attire, 
Andevery thing that feems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favoar, 

You are aflembled: and my {peech entreats, 
That 1 may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel thefe Inconveniences, 

And blefs us with her former qualities. 

Eng. If, Duke of Burgony, you would the Peace. 
W hofe want gives growth to th’ imperfections 
Which you.have cited 5 you muft buy chat Peace 
With full accord to all our juft Demands, 

Whofe Tenures and particular Effects 
You have enfchedul’d briefly in your Hands. 

Berg. The King hath heard them: to the which, as yet 
There is no Anfwer made. 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before fo urg’d, 
Lies in his Anfwer. 
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Fran. I have but with a curfelary Eye 
O’re glane’t the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 
Toappoint fome of your Council prefently 
To fit with us once more, with better heed 
To re-furvey them : we will fudden! 

Pafs our accept and peremptory An(wer. 

Eng. Brother we fhall. Go, Uncle Exeter 
And srother Clarence, and Brother Gloucefler 
Warwick and Funtingion, go with the King, 

And take with you free power, to ratife 
Augment, or alter, as your Wifdoms beft 

Shall fee advantageable for our Dignity, 

Any thing in or out of our Demands, 

And we'll confign thereto. Will you, fair Sifter 
Go withthe Princes, or ftay here with us ? i 

Quee. Our gracious Brother, l will go with them : 
Haply a Woman’s Voyce may do fome good 
When Articles too nicely urg’d, be ftood on. 

Eng. Yet leave our Coufin Katharine here with vs, 
She is our capital Demand compris’d 
Within the fore-rank of our Articles. 

Quee. She hath good leave. C Exeunt Onmes. 
Manet King, and Katharine. 


Keng. Fair Katharine, molt fair, 
Will you vouchfafe to teach a Souldier terms, 
stich as will enter ara Ladies ear, 
y Ati Love-fuit to her gentle heart ? 

ath. Your Majefty fhall 

en jefty mock at me, | cannot {peak 

King. O fair Katharine, if you will love me foundly 
with your French-heart, I will be glad to hear you confefs 
it brokeoly with your Englifh Tongue. Do you like me 
K ate? 

Kah, Pardonne moy, \ cannot tell, wat is like me. 

King. An Angel is like you Kate, and you are like an 
Angel. 

Kath, Que dit-il, que de fuis femblable. a les Anges? 

Lady. Ouyverement ( fauf voflre Grace) aimfi dit-il. 

King. \faidfo, dear Karharine, and i muft not bluf to 
affirin 10 

Kath, O bon Dieu, les langues des hommes font plein de 
trOmperses. 

_ King. What fays he, fair one ? that Tongues of menare 
tull ot deceits ? 

Lady. Ony, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of de 
celts : dat 1s de Princefs. 

King. The Princefs is the better Englifh-woman; i’faith 
Kate, my wooing is fit for thy underftanding, | am glad 
thou canft {peak no better Englifh, for if thou could’ft 
thou woul’dft fnd me fuch a piam King, that thou 
would’ft chiok, 1 had fold my farm to buy my Crown, ! 
know no ways to mince itin love, but diređlly to fay, 
l love you, then if you urge me farther, theo to fay 
Do you in faith ? I wear out my fuit : Give me your 
anfwer ifaith do, and clap hands, and a bargain : how 
fay you, Lady ? . 

Kath. Sauf voflre honour, me underftand well. 

King. Marry, if you would put meto Verfes. or to 
Dance for your fake, Kate, why you undid me y- the 
one, | have neither words nor meafure ; and for the other 
(have no ftrengch in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure 
in ftrength. If i could win a Lady at Leap-frog, or by 
vaulting into my Saddle, with my Armor on my back ; 
under the correction of bragging be it fpoken, l fhould 
quickly leap intoa Wife: Or if 1 might buffet -for my 
Love, or bound my Harfe for her favouts, 1 could lay on 
like a Butcher, and fit like a Jack an Apes, never off But 
before God, Xare, | cannot look greenly, nor gafp out 
my Eloquence, nor | have no cunning in Proteftation : 
onely down-right Oaths, which } never us'd ull ure’d 
nor never break for urging, If thou canft love a Fellow 
of this temper, Kare, whofe face is not worth Sun bur- 
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ning ? that never looks in his Glafs, for love of any 
thing he feesthere ? let thine Eye be the Cook, I {peak 
to thee plain Souldier: if thou canft love me for this, 
take me? ifnot? to fay to thee that J fhall dye,is true ; but 
for thy love, by the L.No: yetI lovethee too. And 
while thou liv’ft, dear Kate, take a Fellow of plain and 
uncoyned Conftancy, for he perforce muft do thee right, 
becaufe he hath not the giftto woo inother places: For 
thefe Fellows of infinite Tongue, that can ryme himfelfe 
into Ladies favours, they do always reafon themfelves 
out again. What? afpeaker is buta prater,a Rynic is 
but a Ballad, a good Leg will fall, a ftraight back will 
ftoop, a black Beard will turn white, a cur?’d Pate will 
grow bald, a fair Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow: but a good heart, Kate, is the Sun and the 
Moon, or rather the Sun, and not the Moon; for it 
fhines bright, and never changes, but keeps his courfe 
truly. If thou would have fuch a one, take me ? and 
take me; take a Souldiers takea Souldier , take a King, 
And what fay’ft thou thento my Love? fpeak my fair, 
and fairly, I pray thee. 

_ Kath, \s it poflible dat I fould love de enemy of 
France ? 

King. No, it is not poible that you fhould love the 
Enemy of France, Kate ; but in loving me, you fhould 
love the Friend of France: for I love France fo well, that 
I will not part wicha Village ofit: Twill haveicall one: 
and, Kate, when France is mine, and I am yours, then 
yours is France, and youare mine. 

Kath, I cannot tell wat is dat. 


King. No, Kare? ¥ will tell thee in French, which 1 | 


am fure will hang upon my Tongue, like anew married 
Wife abuut her Husbands Nock, hardly to be fhook off: 
Fe quand fur le poffeffion de Fraunce, © quand vous aves 


le poffeffion de moy, (Let me fee, what then ? Saint Dennis | 


be my fpeed) Done voftre eft Fraunce, et vons eftes mien- 
ne. \t is as eafie for me, Kate, to conqner the kingdom, 
as to Speak fo much more French : | fall never move thee 
in Frezch, untefs it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf voftre boneur, le Francois ques wous par- 
leis, il © melius que? Angloss le quel je parle. 

King. No faith ist not, Katee: but thy fpeaking of 
my Tongue, and | thine, moft truly fally, muft 
needs be granted to be much atone. But Kare, do’ft 
thon underftand thusmach Englifh? Canft thou love me ? 
_ Kath, I cannot tell. 

King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kare? Ple 
ask them, Come, I know thou loveft me: and at night, 
when you come into your Clofet, you'll queftion this 
Gentlewoman about me, and I know, Kate, you will to 
her difpraife thofe parts in me, that you love with your 


heart 5 but, good Kare, mock me mercifully, the rather, | 
gentle Princefs, becaufe | love theecruelly. If ever thou | 
beelt mire, Kate, as I have faving Faith within me tells | 


me, thou fhalt ; {I get thee with skambling, and thou 
mult therefore needs prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, between Saint Dernis and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, half French half Exglfh, 
that fhall go to Conftantinople, and take the Tark by 
the Beard. Shall we not? what fay’ft thou, my fair 
Flower-de- Luce. 

Kath. I do not know dat. 

King. No: ’tis hereafter to know, bnt now to promife 
do but now promife, Kate, you will endeavour for your 
French part of fucha Boy 3 and for my E»gl:fh moiyty, 
take the word of a King, and a Batchelor. How an{wer 
you, La lus belle Katharine dw monde mon erefcher & 
devin deefe. 

Kath. Your Majeftee aue faufe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moft fage Damoifel dat ıs in en France, 

Kizg. Now fie upon my falfe Frexch; by mine Honour, 
in true Englifh,] love thee, Kate, by which Honour.! dare 
not fwear thou loveft me, yet my blood begins to flat 
ter me, that thou do'{t; yet notwithilanding the poor 
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and untempering effect of my Vifage. Now befhrew my 
Father’s Ambition, he was thinking of Civil Wars, 
when he got me, therefore was I created with a ftub- 
boro outfide, with an afpect of Iron, that when I come 
to woo Ladies, I fright them: but in faith, Karte, theel- 
der I wax, the better I fhallappear. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beauty, can do no more 
fpoy! upon my Face. Thou haft me, if thou haft me, at 
the worft; and thou fhalt wear me, if thou wear me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moft fair Ka- 
tharine, will you haveme? Put off thofe Maiden Bluthes, 


avouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Looks of 


an Emprefs, take me by the Hand, and fay, Harry of 
England, 1 am thine: which word thou fhalt no fooner 
blefs mme Ear withal, bet I will tell thee aloud, Er- 
gland is thine, Jreland is thine, France is thine, and Afen- 
ry Plantagenet is thine; who, though I fpeak ic before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the belt King, thou falt 
find the beft King of Good-fellows. Come your an- 
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voice is Mufick, and 


| thy Exglifh broken: Therefore Queen of all, Katharine, 


break thy mind to mein broken Englsfh, wilt thou have 
me? 

Kath, Dat is as it shall pleafe de voy mon pere, 

King. Nay, it will pleafe him well, Kate; it fhall pleafe 
him, Kate, i 

Kath, Den it fhall alfo content me. 

King. Upon that I kifs yoor Hand, and I call you my 
Queen. 

Kath, Laiffe mon Seigneur, laiffe, laiffe, may foy: Fe 
ne ueus point que vous abbaiffe voftve grandeur, en bai- 
fant le main d? une noftre Seigneur indignie ferviteur, 
excufe moy. Fe vous fupply mon tref-puilfane Seigneur. 

King, Then I will kifs your Lips, Kate. 

Kath, Les Dames & Damoifels pony efire baife des 
vant leur nopeefe il net pasle Coftume de Fraunce. 

King. Madam, my Jnterprecer, what fays fhe ? 

Lady. Dat. is not to be de fafhion pour le Ladies of 
France , 1 cannot tell what is buifle en Englifh. 

King. To Kits. 

Lady. Your Majefty entendre bettre que moy, 

King. Is it not a fafhion for rhe Maids in Erance to 
Kifs before they are married, would fhe fay ? 

Lady. Ouy verayment. 

King. O Kate, nice Coftoms curfie to great Kings, 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confin’d within the 
weak Lift of a Countries fafhion : we are the makers 
of Manners, Kate; and the liberty that follows our 
Places, ftops the mouth of all find-faults, as 1 will do 
yours, for upholding the nice fafhion of your Coun- 
try, in denying me a kifs : therefore patiently, and 
yielding. You have Witch-craft in your Lips, Kate : 
there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of them ; than in 
the Tongues of the French Council : and they fhould 
fooner perfwade Harry of Exgland, than a general Pe- 
tition of Monarchs. Here comes your Father. 


Enter the French Power, and the Englifh 
Lords. i 


Burg, God fave your Majefty, my Royal Coufin, teach 
you our Princefs Exglifh ¢ 

King. 1 would have her learn, my fair Coufin, how 
perfectly I love her, and that is good Englifh. 

Burg. Is fhe apt ? 

King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze, and my condi- 
tion is not fmooth : fo that having neither the Voice nor 
the Heart of Flattery about me, I cannot fo conjure up 
the {pirit of love in her, that he will appear in his true 
likenefs. 

Burg. Pardon the franknefs of my mirth, if 1 anfwer 
you for that. If’you would conjure in her, you muft 


make 
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make a Circle : if conjure up love in her in his truc 
likenefs, he muft appeare naked , and blind. Can you 
blame her chen, being a Maid, yet ros’d over with the 
Virgin Crimfon of Modefty, if fhe deny the appearance 
of a naked blind Boy in her naked feeing felf? It were 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to confign to 

King. Yet they do wink and yield as Love is blind 
and enforces. i 

Burg. They are then excus’d, my Lord, when they fee 
not what they do. 

King. Then, good my Lord, teach your Covlin to 
confent to winking. 

Burg. \ will wink on her to confent, my Lord, if you 
will teach her to know my meaning : for Maids well 
Summer’d, and warm kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blind, though they have their Eyes, and then 
they will endure handling, which before would not abide 

oking on. i 

King: This Moral ties me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and fo I fhall catch the Flie, your Coufin, in 
the latter end, and fhe muft blind too. 

Burg. As Loveis, my Lord, before it loves. 

King. It is fo : and you may, fome of you, thank 

ove o my blindnefs, who cannot fee many a fair 
French City for one fair French Maid ; for that ftands in my 


way. 
French King. Yes my Lord, you fee them perfpe- 
tively : the Citles turn’d into a Maid ; for they are 
all girdled with Maiden Walls, that War hath entred. 
King. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 
Fran, So pleafe you. ’ k 
England. 1 am content, fo the Maiden Cities you 
talk of, may wait on her: fo the Maid that ftood in the 
Way for my With, fhall fhew me the way to my Will. 
France. We have confented to all terins of reafon. 
Eng. \s'tfo, My Lords of England? 
Wejt. The King hath granted every Article : 
His Daughter firft , and then in fequele all, 
According to their firm propofed natures 
Exet. Onely he hath not yet fubfcribed this : 
Where your Majefty demands, That the King of France 
having occafion to write for matter of Grant, hall 
name your Highnefs in this form, and with this addi- 
tion, in French : Noftre erefcher filz Henry Roy, d'An- 
gleterre Hieretere dt France ; and thus in Latine , Pre- 
clarıfjimus Filius nofter Henxscus Rex Anglie Cc} Heres 
Francia, 
Fran, Nor this I have not Brother fo deny’d, 
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But your requeft fhall make me Iet it pafs. 

Engi. I pray you then, in love and dcar allyance, 
Let that one Article rank with the reft, 

And thereupon give me your Daughter. 

Fran. Take her, fair Son, and from her Blood raife yp 
Iffue to me, that the contending Kingdoms N 
Of France and England, whofe very fhoars look palc, 
With envy of each others happinefs, 

May ceafe their hatred ; and thisdear Conjunétion 
Plant Netghbourhood and Chriftian-like accord 
In their fweet Bofoms: that never War advance 
His bleeding Sword *twixt England and fair France. 

Lords. Amen. 

King. Now welcome, Kate: and bear me wicnefs all 
That herel kifs her, as my Soveraign Queen. 

Flonrith. 

Queen God, the beft maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realms in one, 

As Man and Wife being two, are one in Jove, 

So be there *twixt your Kingdoms fuch a Spoufal, 
That never may ill Office, or fell jealoufie, 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleffed Marriage, 
Thruft in between the Paflion of thefe Kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League: 
That Englifh may as French, French Englifh men, 
Receive each other. God fpeak this Amen. 

All, Amen. 

King. Prepare for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy we'll take your Oath 
And al] the Peers, for furety of our Leagues. 
Then fhall I fwear to Karte, and you to me, 

And may our Oaths well kept and profp’rous be. 
Sonet, CExeunt. 
Enter Chorus. = 

Thus far with rough, and all-unable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath perfu’d the Story, 

In little room confining Mighty men, 

Mangling by ftarts the full courfe of their glory. 

Small time: but in that fmall, moft greatly lived 

This Star of England, Fortune made his Sword ; 

By which, the worlds beft Garden he atchieved: 

And of it left his Son Imperial Lord, 

Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown’d King 

Of France and England, did this King fucceed ; 

W hofe State fo many had the managing, 

That they loft France, and make his England bleed : 

Which oft our Stage hath fhown ; and for their fake. 

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. 
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Aus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Dead March. 


| Enter the Funeral of King Henry the Fifth, attended on by the 
Dube of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Duke of 
Glofter, Protector : the. Duke of Exeter, 
Warwick, the B:fhop of Winchelter, 
and the Duke of Somerfet. 

Bedford. 

Ung be the Heavens with black, yield day to night ; 
Comets importing change of Times and States, 
Brandifh your Cryftal Trefles in the Sky, 

And with them {courge the bad revolting Stars, 
That have confented nnto Henrys death: 

King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long, 
England ne’re lofta King of fo much worth. 

Gloft, England nære had a King untill his time : 
Vertue he had, deferving to command. 

His brandifht Sword did blind men with his Beams, 
His Arms fpread wider than a Dragons Wings: 
His fparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathful fre, 
More dazled and drove back his Enemies, 

Than mid-day fun fierce bent againft their Faces. 
What fhould I fay ? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : 
He ne’re lift up his hand but conquered. 

Exe. Wemourn in black, why mourn we not in blood ? 
Henry is dead, and never fhal) revive : 

Upon a Wooden Coffin we attend - 

And Deaths difhonorable Victory, 

We with our ftately prefence glorifie, 

Like Captives bound toa Triumphant Car: 
What ? fhall we curfe the Planets of Mifhap, 
That plotted thus our Glories overthrow ? 
Or fhall we think the fubtile witted French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of bim, 
By Magick Verfe have contriv’d his end ? 

Winch. He wasa King, bleft of the King of Kings. 
Unto the French, the dreadful judgement-Day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his fight. 

The battels of the Lord of Holts he fought : 

The Churches Prayers made him fo bhi 
Gloft. The Church ? Where is it: 

Had not Church-men pray’d, 

His thread of Life had not fo foon decay d. 

None do you like, but an effeminate Prince, 

Whem like a School-boy you may over-aw. 

Winch, Glofer, what ere we like, thou art Protector, 
And lookeft to command the Prince and Realm. 

Thy Wife is proud, fhe holdeth thee in aw, 
More than God or Religious Church-men may. 

Gloft. Name not Religion for thou lov’ft the Fleh, 
And ne’re throughout the year to Church thou go’lt, 
Except it be to pray againft thy foes. 

Bed. Ceafe, ceafe thefe Jars, and reft your minds in 
Let’s tothe Altar : Heralds wait onus ; ( peace: 
Inftead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, 

Since Arms avail not, now that Henry’s dead. 


‘And none but Women left 


Pofterity await for wretched years, 

When at their Mothers moift Eyes, Babes thall fuck, 

Our Ifle be made a Nourifh of falt Tears, 

to wayle the 

Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoft I rte a 

Profper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broyles 

TEP with as Planets in the Heavens; 

ar more glorious Star thy Soul wi 

Than Jwlins Cafar, or Picks ——s 

Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. My Honorable Lords, health to you all: 

Sad tidings bring 1 to you out of France, 

Of lofs, of flaughter, and difcomfiture: 

Guyen, Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 

Paris, Guyfors, Poittiers, are all quite loft. 

Bed. W hat fay’ft thou man,before dead Henry’s Coarfe ? 

Speak foftly, or the lofs of thofe great Towns 

Will make him burft his Lead, and rife from death. 

__Gloff. Is Paris loft, andis Roan yielded np? 

If Henry were recall’d to life again, 

Thefe News would caufe him once more yield the ghoft. 
Exe. How were they loft ? what treachery was usd ? 
Mef. No treachery, but want of Men and Money. 

Amongit the Souldie s this is muttered, 

That here you maintain feveral Factions : 

And whil’ft a Field fhould be difpatch d and fought 

You are difputing of your Generals. : 

One would have lingring Wars with little coft; 

Another would fiye fwift but wanteth Wings: 

A thirdman thinks, without expence atall, 

By guileful fair words, Peace may be obtain’d. 

Awake, awake, Englifh Nobility, 

Let not floth dim your Honours, new begot, 

Crop’t are the Flower-de-Luces in your Arms 

Of Exgland’s Coat, one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral, 

Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

Bed. Me they concern, Regent I am of France : 

Give me my -{teeled Coat, Ile fight for France. 

Away with thefe difgraceful wayling Robes; 

Wounds will I lend the French, in fteed of Eyes, 

To weep their intermiflive Miferies. 

Enter to them another Meffenger : 
Meff. Lords; view thefe Letters, full of bad mifchance. 

France is revolted from the Englifh quite, 

Except fome petty Towns of no import. 

The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rbemes : 

The Baftard of Or/eance with him is joyn’d : 

Reynold Duke of Anjo doth his.Part, 

The Duke of Alanfox flicth on his fide. (Exit, 
Exe. Vhe Dolphin Crown’d King ? all flye tohim? 

O, whither fhall we flye from this reproach ? 

Gloft. We will not flye, but to our Enemies throats. 

Bedford, if thou be flack, Ple fight it out. 

Bed, Glofter, why doubt’ft thou of my forwardnefs. 

An Army have I mufter’d in my thoughts, 

Wherewith already France is over-run. 





Enter 
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Enter another Meffenger. 


Mef. My gracious Lords, to add to your laments 
Wherewith you now bedew King Hienry’s Hearfe, 
I muft inform you of a difmal fight 
Betwixt the ftout Lord Talbot, and the French. 

Win. What? wherein Talbot overcame, is’t fo? 

3. Mef. O no: wherein. Lord Talbot was o’rethrown 
The circumftance I’le tell you more at large. 

The tenth of Augut laft, this dreadful Lord, 
Retiring from the Siege of Orleance, 

Having full fcarce fix thoufand in his Troop, 

By three and twenty thoufand of the French 
Was round encompafled, and fec upon: 

No leifure had to enrank his men. 

He wanted Pikesto fet before his Archers : 
Inftead whereof, fharp Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confufedly, 

To keep the Horfemen off, from breaking in. 

i More than three hours the fight continued: 
Where valiant Talbor, above human thought, 
Enacted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he fent to Hell, and none durft ftand him: 
Here, there, and very where enrag’d, he flew. 

The French exclaim’d, the Devil was in Arms, 
All the whole Army ftood agaz’d on him. 

His Souldiers fpying his undaunted Spirit, 

A Talbot, a Talbot, cry’d out amain. 

And rufht into the bowels of the Battel. 

Here, had the Conqueft fulty been feal’d up, 

If Sir Fohn Falftaf had not play’d the Coward, 

He being in the Vauward, plac’t behind 
With purpofe to relieve and follow them, 

Cowardly fled, not having {truck one ftroak. 

Hence grew the general wrack and maffacre; 
Enclofed were they with their Enemies. 

A bafe Walloon to win the Dolphins grace, 

Thruft Talbor with a Spear into the Back, 

Whom all France, with their aflembled ftrength, 
Durft not prefume to look once in the Face. 

Bed. ls Talbot fain then ?1 will flay my felf, 

For living idely here in pomp and eafe, 

Whilft fuch a worthy Leader, wanting aid, 

Unto his daftard foe-men is betray’d. 

3. Mef. O no, he lives, but is took Prifoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford ; 
Moft of the reft flaughter’d, or took likewile. 

Bed. His Ranfom there is none but I fhall pay. 
Ple hale the Dolphin headlong from bis Throne, 
His Crown fhall be the Ranfom of my Friend : 
Four of their Lords Ile change for one of ours. 
Farewell, my Mafters, tomy Task will I, 

Bonefires in France forthwith | am to make, 

To keep onr great Saint Georges Feaft withall. 

Ten thoufand Souldiers with me I will take, 

Whofe bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake. 

3. Meff. So you had need, for Orleance is befieg’d, 
The Engiifh Army is grown weak and faint: 

The Earl of Selssbury cravcth fupply, 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they fo few, watch fuch a multitude. 

Exe. Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henry {worn : 
Either to quell the Dolphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoak. 

Bed. 1 do remember it, and here take leave, 

To go about my preparation. (Exit Bedford. 

Gloft. Plc to the Tower with all the hafte I can, 
To view the Artillery and Munition, 

And then 1 will proclaim young Henry King, 
[Exit Glofter. 

Exe, To Elram will I, where the young King is, 

Being ordain’d his fpecial Governour, 


And for his fafety there Pe beft devife. [ Exit. 
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Winch, Each hath his place and Function to atrend - 
I am left out; for me nothing remains : : 
But long | willnot be Jack out of Office, 
The King from Elram I intend to fend, 
And fit at chiefeft ftern of publick Weal. CE xis, 
Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigncir, 


| marching 
with Drum and Souldiers. 


Charl. Mars his true moving, even as in 
So in the Earth, to this day is not known. 
Late did he fhine upon the Evglifi fide : 
Now we are Victors, upon us he fmiles. 
What Towns of any moment, but we have ? 
At pleafure here we lye, near Orleance : 
Otherwhiles, the familh’c Englifh, like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly befiege us one hour in a Month. 

Al. They want their Porredge, and their fat Bull- 
Either they mult be dieted like Mules. (Beeves 

Reig. Let’s raife the Siege: why live we idlely here ? 
And have their Provender tid to their Mouths : 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned Mice. ` 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury, 
And he may well in fretting fpend his gall, 
Nor Men, nor Mony hath he to make War. 

Char. Sound, found Alarum,we will mh on them, 
Now for the Honour of the forlorn Frexch: 
Him | forgive my death, that killeth me: 
When he fees me go back on foot, or fiye. 


the Heavens, 

















[ Excunt, 


Here Alarum, they are beaten back by the 
Englith, mth great lofs. 


Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reignier. 


Chart. Who ever faw the like ? what men have | ? 
Dogs, Cowards, Daftards : I would ne’re have fled, 
But that they left me *mid{t my Enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a defperate Homicide, 

He fighteth as one weary of his life: 
Too other Lords, like Lyons wanting food, 
Do rufh upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alanf, Froyfard, a Countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands breed, 
During the time Edward the third did reign : 
More truly now may this be verified; 
For none but Samfer’s and Golsaffs 
Ic fendeth forth to skirmifh: one to ten? 
Lean raw-bon’d Rafcals, who would e’re fuppofe, 
They had fuch courage and audacity ? 

Charl, Lers leave this Town, 
For they are hair-brain’d Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old! know them ; rather with their Teeth 
The V Valls they “ll tear down, than forfake the Siege. 

Reig. I think by fome odd Gimmalsor device 
Their Arms are fet, like Clocks, ftill to ftrike on ; 
Elfe ne’re could they hold out fo as they do: 

By my confent, we'll even let them alone. 

Alan. Be it fo. 


Enter the Baftard of Orleance. 


Baft. Where’s the Prince Dolphin? | have News for him. 

Dolph. Baftard of Orleance, thrice welcometo us. 

Baft, Me thinks your looks are fad, your chear appal’d. 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this Offence ? 
Be not difmay’d, for fuccour is at hand : 

A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 
Which by a Vifion fentto her from Heaven, 
Ordained is to raife this tedious Siege, 
And drive the Exg/:fl: forth the bounds of France : 
The fpiric of deep Prophefie fhe hath, 
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Exceeding the nine Sébyls of old Rome : 
| What’s, palt, and what’s to come, fhe can defcry. 
Speak, mhall I cal herin? believe my words, 
For they are certain, and unfallible. 
Dolph. Go, call her in: but firft, to try her skill, 
Reigmer [tand thou as Dolphin in my place; 
Queftion her proudly, let thy Looksbe ftern, 
By this means fhall we found what skill fhe hath. 
Enter Joan Puzel. 
Reig. Fair Maid,is’t thou,wilt do thefe wondrous feats ? 
Puz, Rezgnier, ist thou, that thinkelt to beguile me ¢ 
Where isthe Dolphin? Come, come from behind, 
| I know thee well, though never feen before. 
Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid from me: 
In private will I talk with thee apart: : 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while. 
Reg. She takes upon her bravely at firft dath. 
Paz. Dotplin, 1 am by birth a Shepherds Daughter, 
My wit untrain’d in any kindof Art: 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d 
To fhine on my contemptible eftate. 
Lo, whilft J waited onmy tender Lambs, 
And to Suns parching heat difplay’d my cheeks, 
Gods Mother Sa to appear to me, 
And ina Vifion full of Majefty, 
Willd me to leave my bafe Vocation, 
And free my Country from Calamity: 
Her aid fhe promis’d, and aflur’d fuccels. 
in compleat Glory the reveal’d her felf : 
Aud whereas I was black and {wart before: 
With thofe clear Rays, which fhe infus’d on me; 
That Beauty am J bleft with, which you fee. 
Ask me what queftion thou canft poffible, 
AndI will anfwer unpremeditated : 
My Courage try by Combat, if thou dart, 
And thou {halt find that I exceed my Sex. 
Refolve on this, thou fhalt be fortunate, 
If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. 
Dolph. Thou haft aftonifht me with thy high terms: 
Onely this proof Ple of thy Valour make, 
In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me ; 
And if chou vanquifheft, thy words are true, 
Otherwife I renounce all confidence. 
Puz. | am prepar’d : here is my keen-edg’d Sword, 
Deck’t with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide, 
The which at Toarain inS. Katharsne’s Church-yard, 
Out of a great deal of old Iron, | chofe forth. 
Dolph. Then come a God’s name, 1 fear no Woman. 
Puzel, And while! live, Ple ne’re flie no man. 
[Here they fight , and Joan de Puzel overcomes. 
. Dolph. Stay, ftay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteft with the Sword of Debora. 
Puzel. Chrifts Mother helps me, elfe I were too weak. 
Dolph, Who e’re helps thee, "tis thon that muft help 
Impatiently { burn with thy defire, me : 
My heart and hands thou halt at once fubdu’d, 
Excellent Puzel, if thy name be fo, 
Let me thy fervant, and not Soveraign be, 
Tis the French Dolphin fueth to thee thus. 
Puzel. 1 muft not yield to any rights of Love, 
For my Profeffion’s facred from above - 
When I have chafed all thy Foes from hence, 
Then willl thiok spon a Recompence. 
Dolph, Mean time look gracious on thy proftrate 
Thrall. 
Reig, My Lord, me thinks is very long in talk. 
Alan. Doubtlefs he thrives this Woman to her {mock, 
Elfe ne’re could he fo long protract his fpeech. 
Reign. Shall we difturb him, fince he keeps no mean ? 
Ala, He may mean more thanwe poor men do know ? 
Thefe Women are fhrewd tempters with their Tongues. 
Reig. My Lord, where are you? what devife you on, 
Shall we give o’re Orleance, or no? 
Puzel, Why no, 1 fay: diftrultful Recreants, 
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Fight till the laft gafp : for Ple be yonr guard. 
Dolph. What the fays, Ple boaii wel fet it out. 
Purel, Afhgn’di am tobe the Englifh Scourge. 
This night the Siege affuredly Ple ratfe : 
Expect Saint Afartsn’s Summer, Halcyon days, 
Since I have entred thus into thefe Wars. 
Glory ts like a Circlein the Water : 
Which never ceafeth to enlarge ic felf, 
Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to nought. 
With Henry’s death, the Engh{h Circle ends 
Difperfed are the glories it included: ‘ 
Now am I like that proud infulting Ship 
Which Cefar and his fortune bare at once. 
Dolph. Was Mahomet infpired with a Dove ? 
Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. : 
fielen, the Mother of great Conftantine, 
Nor yet S. Philips Daughters were like thee. 
Bright Star of Ves«s, falna down on the Earth 
How may! reverently worhhip thee enough ? , 
Allan. Leave off delays, and let us raife the Siege. 
Keg. Woman, do what thou canft to fave our Honors 
Drive them from Orleance, and be immortaliz’d. i 
Dolvh. Prefently we'll try : come, lets away about it, 
No Prophet will! truft, if the prove falfe. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Gloucefter , with his ferving-men. 


_Gloft. 1am to furvey the Tower this day ; 
since £Zenry’s death, I fear there is a Conveyance: 
Where be thefe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the Gates, "tis Gloffer that calls. 
i. Warder. Whos there, that knocks fo imperioufly ? 
Gloff. 1. man. \t is the Noble Duke of Glofter. 
2. Warder. Who ere he be, you may not belet in. 
1. Adan, Villains, anfwer you fo the Lord Protector? 
1. Warder. The Lord protect him, fo we anfwer him 
Ta p- otherwife than we are will’d. “ 
oft. Who willed you ? or whofe will ftand mine ? 
There’s none Protector of the Realm, but I: or 
Break up the Gates, le be your warrantize ; 
Shall I be Routed thus by dunghill Grooms ? 


Glofter’s men rufs at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
the Lieutenant fpeaks within, 


Wood, What noyfe is this ? what Traytors have we here ? 
Gloff. Lieutenant, is it you whole voice! hear ? 
Open the Gates, here’s Glofer that would enter. 
Wood. Have patience, Noble Duke,l may not open, 
The Cardinal of Winchefter forbids : 
From him | have exprefs commandment, 
That thou nor none of thine fhall be let in. 
Gloft. Faint-hearted Wocdvile, prizeft him, fore me ? 
Arrogant Wincheffer, that haughty Prelate, 
Whom Henry our late Soveraign ne’re could brook ? 
Thou art no Friend to God, or to the King : 
Open the Gates, or Ile fhut thee out fhortly. 
Servingmen. Openthe Gates to the Lord Protector, 
Or we'll burft them open, if that you come not quickly. 


Enter to the Protector at the Tower Gates, Winchefter and 
bis men in Tawny Coats. 


Winchest, How now ambition Umpire what means this? 
Gloft. Piel’d Prieft , do’ft thou command me to be 
hut out? 
Winch. | do, thou moftufurping Proditor, 
And not Protector of the King or Realm. 
Gloff. Scand back, thou manifeft Confpirator, 
Thou that contrived’ft to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou that giv’ tt Whores Indulgences to fin, 
Pie canvas thee in thy Broad Cardinals Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy infolence. 
Winch. Nay, ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot: 
This 
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This be Damafcus, be thoucurfed Cain, 
To flay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilr. 
Gloft. 1 will not flay thee, but Ple drive thee back : 
Thy Scarlet Robes, asa Childs bearing Cloth, 
l'le ufe, to carry thee out of this place. 
Winch, Do what thou dar’ft, I beard thee tothy face. 
Gloft. What ? am I dar’d, and bearded to my facé ? 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place, 
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieft, beware thy Beard, 
I mean to tuggeit, and to cuff you foundly. 
Under my feet Ile amp thy Cardinals Hat: 
In fpight of Pope, or Dignities of Church, 
Here ee the Checks Ple drag thee up and down. 
Winch. Glofter, thou wilt anfwer this before the Pope. 
Gloft. Winchefter Goofe, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them ftay ? 
Thee lle chafe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep’s array. 
Out Tawny-Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite. 


„| Here Glofter’s men beat our the Cardinals men, and enter 
in the burly-burly the Mayor of London, 
and his Officers. 


Mayor. Fie Lords, that you being fupream Magiftrates, 
Thus contumcelioufly fhould break the Peace. 

Glo. Peace Mayor, for chou know’ft little of my wrongs : 
Here’s Beauford, that regards not God nor King, 
Hath here diftrain’d the Tower to his ufe. 

Winch. Here’s Glofter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that {till motions War and never Peace, 
O’re-charging your free Purfes with large Fines 
That feeks co overthrow Religion, 
Becaufe he is Protector of che Realm ; 
And would have Armour here our of the Tower, 
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They may vex us with fhot or with Affaulc. 


To incercept this inconvenience, 
A piece of Ordnance gaint it I have plac’d, 
And fully even thefe three days have watch’d, 
If I could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch, 
For I can ftay no longer. 
If thou fpyft any, cun and bring me word, 
And thou fhalt fnd me at the Governors. 

Boy. Father, | warrant you takeyouno care, 
Vle never trouble you, if | may fpy them. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Salisbury, and Talbot on the Torrets, swith hers. 


Salis. Talbot, my life, my joy, again rewrn’d ? 
How were thou handled, being Prifoner ? 


Or by what means gor’ft thou to be releas’d 
Difcourfe | prethee on this Turrets top. 


Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a Prifoner, 


Call’d the brave Lord Ponton de Sam rare, 


For him was! exchang’d, and ranfom’d. 


But with a bafer man of Arms by far, 
Once in contempt they would have barter?d me - 
Which I difdaining, fcorn’d, and craved death, 


Rather than I would be fo pil’d efteem’d 


In' fine redeem’d I was as | defir’d. 
But O, the treacherous Fa/ftaff wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare Fifts 1 would execute, 


If 1 now had him brought into my power. 
Sales. Yet tell’{t thou not,;.how thou wert entertain’d. 
Tal. With {coffs and {corns, and contumelious taynts, 


In open Marker-place produc'd they me, 
To be a publick fpectacle to all : 
Here, faid they, isthe Terror of the Freach, 


The Scare-Crow that affrights our Children fo. 
Then brokel fromthe Officers that led me, 

And with my nails digg’d flones out of the Gronnd, 
To hurle at the beholders of my hame. 

My grifly-countenance made others flye, 

None durft comenear, for fear of fudden death. 

In Iron Walls they deem’d me not fecure: 

So great fear of my Name ’mongift them were fprezd, 
That they fappos’d I could rend Bars of Steel, 

And fpurn in pieces pofts of Adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had; 

That walke about me every Minute while: 

And if I did but ftir out of my Bed, 

Ready they were to foot me to the heart. 
















To Crown himfelf King, and fupprefs the Prince. 
Glofl. 1 will not anfwer thee with words, but blows. 


Here they skirmijh again, 


Mayor. Nought refts for me, in this tumultuous ftrife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 

Come Officer, as loud as e’re thou canft, cry.: 

A manner of men affembled here in Arms this day, 
againft Gods Feace and the Kings, we charge and command 
you, on Ins Flighnefs Name, to repair to your feveral dwelling 
places, and not to wear, handle, or ufe any Sword, Weapon, 
or Dagger hence-forward, npon pain of death. 


Gloft. Cardinal, Pie be no breaker of the Law : 
But we fhall meet, and break our minds at large. 
Winch, Gloster, we'll meet to thy dear coft be furce: 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this days -work. 
Mayor. \"le call for Clubs, if yoa will not away : 
This Cardinalis more haughty than the Devil. 
Glofter.Mayor, farewell: thou do’ft but what thou may"tt. 
Winch, Abominable Gloffer, guard thy head, 
For | intend to have it e’re be long. { Exeunt. 
Mayor. See the Coaft clear’d, and then we will depart. 
Good God, thefe Nobles fhould fuch ftomacks bear, 
I my felf ight not once in forty year. { Exeuns. 


Enter the Mafber-Gunner of Orleance, and bis Boy. 


M. Gun. Sirra, thou know’h how Orleance is befiedg’d, 
And how the Exglifh have the Suburbs won. 
Boy. Father, 1 know, and oft have fhot at them, 
How e’re unfortunate I mifs’d my aim. 
M., Gun. But now thou fhalt not. Be thou rul’d by me: 
Chief Mafter Gunner am | of this Town, 
Something I muft do to procure me grace: 
The Princes efpyals have informed me: 
How the Englifh, in the Suburbs clofe entrencht, 
Went through a fecret Grate of lron Bars, 
In yonder Tower, toover-peer the City, 
And thence difcover, how with moft advantage 








Enter the Boy with a Linflock. 


Salis. | grieve to hear what torments you endur’d, 


But we will be reveng’d fufficiently. 

Now it is Supper time in Orleance - 

Here, through this Grate, I can count every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortife : 


Let us look in, the fight will much-delight chee: 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sit Wikium Glandfaale, 

Let me have your exprefs Opinions, 

W here is beft place to make our Batt’ry next ? 
Garg. l think at the North Gate, for there ftand Lords 
Glandf. And 1 here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge. 
Talb. For ought l fee, this City moft be farmfht, 

Or with lighe Skirmithes enfeebled. 


Here they fhor , and Salisbury fulls down. 


Salis. O Lord have mercy on us, wretched finners. 
Garg. O Lord have mercy on me, woful man. 
Talb. What chance is this chat fuddenly hath croft us? 
Speak Salisbury ; at leaft, if thou canft, fpeak : 
How far’ftthou, Mirror of all Martial men ? 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks fide ftruck off ? 
Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatal Hand, 
That hath contriv’d this woful Tragedy. 
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In thirteen Battels, Salsbury o’recame: 
Henry the Fifth he firft train’d to the Wars. 
Whilft any Tramp did found, or Drum ftruck up, 
His Sword did ne’re leave ftriking in the feild. 

Yet liv’ thou, Salsbury? though thy fpeech doth fail, 
One eye thou halt to look to Heaven for grace. 
The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. 
Heaven be thou gracious to none alive, 
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 

Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haft thou any life ¢ 

Speak unto Talbot, nay, look up to him. 
Salisbury chear thy Spirit with this comfort, 
Thou fhalt not die whiles— 

He beckens with his hand, and fmiles on me: 

As who fhould fay, When Iam dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French, 

Plantaginet | will, and, Vero like, -will 

Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn : 
Wretched fhall France be onely inmy Name. 

— Here an Alarum, and it Thunders and Lightens. 
What ftir is this? what tumult’s in the Heavens ? 
‘| Whence cometh this Alarum, and the noyfe ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather’d 
The Dolphin, with one Foan de Puzel joyn’d, (head. 
A holy Prophetefs, new rifen up, 

Is come with a great Power, to raife the Siege. 


Here Salisbury lifteth himfelf up and groans. 


Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan, 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng’d, 
French-men, Ple be a Salisbary to you. 
Puzel or Puffel, Dolphin or Dog-hhh, 
Your hearts Ple ftamp out with my Horfes heels, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled brains. 
Convey me Salsbury into his Tent, 
And then we'll try, what thefe daftard Frexch-men dare. 

Alarum, 


Here an Alarum again. and Talbot purfueth rhe Dolphin, 
and driveth bim Then enter Joan de Puzel, driving 
Englifh-men befor her, Then enter Talbot. 


Tal.Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force ? 
Our Exglifh Troops retire, I cannot ftay them. 
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. 
Enter Puzel. 
Here, here he comes. Ple have a bout with thee : 
Devil, or Devils Dam, l’le conjure thee - 
Blood will 1 draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And ftraightway give thy Soul to him thou ferv’f. 
Pz. Come, come, "tis onely I that muft difgrace thee. 
Here they fight. 
Tal. Heavens, can you fuffer Hell fo to prevail ? 
My breaft |’le burft with {training of my Courage, 
And from my fhoulders crack my Arms afunder, 
But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet. 
They fight again. 
Puz. Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, 
l muft go Victual Orleance forthwith ? 


A {hort Alarum : Then Enter the Town 
mwth Souldiers. 


O’re-take me if thou canit, I fcorn thy ftrength. 

Go, go, chear up thy hungry-ftarved men, 

Help Salisbury to make his Teltament, 

This Day is ours, as many more fhall be. [ Exit. 
Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a Potter’s Wheel. 

I know not where l am, nor what I do: 

A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our Troops, and conquers as fhe lifts : 


fExst. 


They cald us, for our fiercenefs, Exelith Do 
Now like the Whelps, we crying ih fal = 

A fhort Alarum, 
Heark Countreymen, either renew the fight, 
Or tear the Lyons out of England’s Coat : 
Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lyons ftead : 
Sheep run not half fo treacherous from the Wolf, 
Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As you flie from your oft-fubdued Slaves. 


Alarum. Here another Skirmifh, 


It will not be, retire into your Trenches: 

You all confented unto Salisburie’s death, 

For none would ftrike a ftroke in his revenge. 

Puzel ts entred into Orleance, 

In fpight of us, or ought that we could do. 

O would I were to die with Salisbury, 

The fhame hereof will make me hide my head. 

C Exit Talbot. 


So Bees with fmoak, and Doves with noifom ftench, 
Are from their Hives and Houfes driven away. 


Alarum, Retreat, Flosrifh. 


Enter on the Wall Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir, 
Alanfon, and Sonldsers. 


Puzel, Advance our waving Colours on the Walis, 
Refco’d is Orleance from the Englifh Wolves : 
Thus Joan de Puzel hath perform’d her word. 

Dolph. Divineft Creature, bright A/frea’s Daughter, 
How fhail I honour thee for this fuccefs, 
Thy promifes are like Adonis Garden, 
That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next. 
France, triumph in thy ‘glorious Prophetefs, 
Recover’d is the Town of Orleance, 
More blefled hap did ne’re befa! our State. 

Resgnerr. Why ting not out the Bells aloud, 
Throughout the Town ¢ * 
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 
And feaft and banquet in the open ftrects, 
To celebrate the jov that God hath given us. 

Alanf, All France will be repleat with mirth and joy, 
When they fhaill hear how we have play’d the men. 

Dolph. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won: 
For which, I will divide my Crown with her, 
And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realm, 
Shall in proceffion fing her endlefs praife. 
A ftatelier Pyramis to her I'Ic rear, 
Than Rhodope’sor Memphis ever was. 
In memory of her when fhe ts dead, 
Her Afhes, inan Urn more precious 
Than the ‘rich: -jewel’d Coffer of Darzxs, 
Tranfported fhall be at high Feltivals 
Before the Kingsand Queens of Frazce. 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
But Goan de Puxel fhall be France’s Saint. 
Come in, and Iet us Banquet Royally, 
After this Golden day a Victory. 

Flonrifh. 
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Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels, 


If any noife or Souldier you perceive 


| Near to the walls, by fome apparent fign 
| Let us have knowledge at rhe Court of Guard. 


Ser. Sirs, take your places and be vigilant : | 
Cent, Serjeant you fhall. Thus ate poor Servitors i 


| (When others fleep upon their quiet Beds ) 


Con ftrain’d to watch in darknefs, rain, and cold. 
Enter 


p- 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, avd Burgundy, wth fcaling 
Ladde 


rs : Their Drums beating a 
É Dead Marth. 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redonbted Burgundy, 
By whofe approach, the Regions of rtoys, 
Wallon, and Picardie, are Friends to us: 
This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecure, 
Having all day carous’d and banquetted, 
Embrace we then this opportunity, — 
As fitting beft to quittance their deceit, 
Contriv’d by Art, and baleful Sorcery. 
Bed. Coward of France, how mnch he wrongs his Fame, 
Defpairing of his own Arms fortitude, 
To joyn with Witches, and the help of Hell. 
Bur. Traitors have never other company. 
But what's that Puzel, whom they term fo pure? 
Tal. A Maid, they: fay. 
Bed. A Maid ? And be fo martial ? 
Bur. Pray God, fhe prove not mafculine e’re long : 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armour, as fhe hath begun. E 
Tal. Well, let them practife and converfe with Spirits. 
God is our Fortrefs, in whofe conquering Name 
Let us refolve to {cale their flinty Bulwarks. 
Bed. Afcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Notaltogether : Better far I guefs, 
That we do make our entrance feveral ways: 
That it if chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may rife againft their force. 
Bed. Agreed ; Wle to yond corner. 
Rur. And | to this. 
Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his Grave. 
Now Salisbury for thee aud for the right 
Of Englifh Heary, fhall this night appear 
How much in duty, I am bound to both. 
Cent. Arm, Arm, the Enemy doth make affault. 
Cry, S. George. A Talbot. 


The French leap ore the Walls in their fhirts, Enter feveral 
wayes, Baftard, Alanfon, Reignicr, palf ready, 
and half unready. 





Alan. How nov my Lords ? what all unready fo? 
Baft. Unteady ? | and glad we fcap’d fo well. 
Rese. *Twastime (1 trow ) to wake and leave our Beds, 
Hearing Alarms at our Chamber doors. 
Alan, Of all Exploits fince firft 1 follow’d Arms, 
Ne’re heard I of a warlike cnterprize 
More venturous, or defperate than this. 
Baft. i think this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 
Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens fure favour him. 
Alanf. Here commeth Charles, 1 marvel how he fped. 
Enter Charles and Joan. 
Raft. Tut, holy Foan was his defenfive Guard. 
Charl. ls this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame ? 
Didft chou at firft, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our lofs might be ten times fo much ? 
Foan, Whereforeis Charles impatient with his Friend ? 
At all times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping or waking, muft I {till prevail, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improvident Souldiers , had your watch been good, 
This fudden mifchief never could have faln. 
Charl, Duke of Alanfon, this was your default, 
That being Captain of the Watch to Nigh,: 
Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 
Alanf. Had all our Quarter been as fafely kept, 
As that, whereof I had the Government, 
We had not been thus fhamefully furpriz’d. 
Bajt. Mine was fecure. 
Reign. And fo wasmine, my Lord. 
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Charl. And for my felf, moft part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine own Precint, 
i was employ’d in paling to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. 
Then how, or which way, fhould they firft break in ? 
Foan, Queftion (my Lord) no further of the cafe, 
How, or which way ; “tis fure they found fome place, 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made: 
And now there refts no other fhifts but this, 
To gather our Souldiers, fcatter’d and difpers’t, 
And lay new Plat-forms to endamage them.  [ Exeent. 


Allrum, Enter a Soxldicr, crying, a Talbot, 4 Talbot: 
they fle, leaving their Cloaths behind, 


Soul. le be fo bold to take what they have left: 
The Cry of Taibor ferves me for a Sword, 
For ] have loaden me with many Spoils, 
Ufing no other Weapon but his Name. [ Exit. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundie. 


Bedf. The day beginsto break, and Night is fied, 
Whofe pitchy Mantle over-vail’d the Earth. 
Here found Retreat, and ceafe our hot purfuit. 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 
And here advance it in the Market-place, 

The middle Centre of this curfed Town. 

Now have I pay’d my Vow unto his Soul, 
Forevery drop of Blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at leaft five Frenchmen dyed to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 

What ruine happened in revenge of him, 
Within their chiefeft Temple l’le ereét 

A Tomb, wherein his Corps fhall be interr’d: 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
Shall be engrav’d.the fack of Orleance, 

The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 
And what a terrour he had been to France, 

But, Lords, in all our bloody Maflacre, 

I mufe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 

His new-come Champion, virtuous Foan of Acre, 

Nor any of his falfe Confederates. 

Bedf. Tis thought, Lord Talbot, whenthe fight began, 

Rouz’d on the fudden from their drowfie Beds, 
They did amongft the Troops of armed men, 
Leap o’re the Walls for refuge in the Field. 

Burg. My felf, as far as I could well difcern, 
For fmoak, and dusky Vapours of the night, 
Am fure I {car’d the Dolphin and his Trull, 
When Armin Arm they both came fwiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, 

That could not live afunder day or night. 

After that things are fet in order here, 

Well follow them with all the Power we have. 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Afef. AN hail, my Lords: which of this Princely train 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his Ats 
So much applauded through the Realm of France ? 

Talb. Here is the Talbor, who would fpeak with him? 

Meff, The virtuous Lady, Countefs of Avergne, 
With modefty admiring thy Renown, 

By me intreats ( great Lord ) thou wouldft vouchfafe 
To vifit her poor Caftle where fhe lyes, 

That fhe may boaft fhe hath beheld the man, 

Whofe glory fills the World with loud repore. 

Burg. Is iteven fo ? Nay, then | feeour Wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful Comick fport, 

When Ladies crave to be encountred with 
You may not (my Lord ) defpife her gentle fuit. 

Talb, Ne’rectruft me then : for when a World of men 

Could not prevail with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hatha Woman’s kindnefs over-rul’d : 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 


[ Retreat, 


And 
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Andin fubmiffion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honours bear me company ? 


Beaf. No, truly *tis more than manners will : 


And l have heard it faid, Unbidden Guefts 
Are often welcomeft when they are gone. 


Talb. Well then, alone Cfince there’s no remedy) 


| mean to prove this Ladies courtefie. 
Come hither, Captain, you perceive my mind. 


And when you have done fo, bring the Keyes to me. 


(Whifpers. 
Capt. 1do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [ E-rennt. 
Enter Countefs, 
Count, Porter, remember what I gave in charge, 


Port. Madam, I will. ( Exst. 
Count. The plot is laid, if all things fall out right, 


I fhall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Zomyris by Cyrus death, 

Great is the rumor of this dreadful Knight, 

And his Achievements of no lefs account : 

Fain would mine Eyes be witnefs with my Ears, 
To give their cenfure of thefe rare reports. 


Enter Meffenger and Talbot. 


Mef. Madam, according as your Ladyfhip defir’d, 


By meflage crav’d, fo is Lord Talbot come. 


Count. And heis welcome: what? is this the man ? 
Mef. Madam, it is. 
Count. Is this the Scourge of France ? 


Is this the Talbot, fo much fear’d abroad ? 
That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes ? 
I fee report is fabulous and falfe. 

I thought Ifhould have feen fome Hercules, 
A fecond Heétor, for his grim afpect, 
A large proportion of his ftrong knit Limbs. 
Alas, this is aChild,a filly Dwarf: 
It cannot be, this weak and writhled fhrimp 
Should ftrike fuch terrour to his Enemies. 


Talb. Madam, I have been bold to troubie you: 


But fince your Ladyfhip is not at leifure, 
Ple fort fome other time to vifit you. 


Count. What means he now ? 


Go ask him, whither he goes ? 


Meff. Stay, my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craves, 


To know the caufe of -your abrupt departure. 


Talb. Marry, for that fhe’s ina wrong belief, 


| go to certifie her, Talbor’s here. 


Enter Porter with keys. 


Count. IF thou be he, then art thou Prifoner. 
Talb. Prifoner ? to whom ? 
Count, To me, blood-thirfty Lord: 


And for that caufe I train’d thee to my Houfe. 
Long time thy fhadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the Subltance fhall endure the like, 
AndI will chain thefe Legs and Arms of thinc, 
That haft by tyranny thefe many years 

Walted our Country, flain our Citizens, 

And fent our Sons and Husbands captivate. 


Talb. Ha, ha, ha. 
Ccunt. Laugheft thou Wretch ? 


Thy mirth fhall turn to moan. 


Talb. 1 laugh to fee your Ladyfhip fo fond, 


To think, that you have ought but Zalbot’s Shadow, 


4 Wherein to practice your feverity. 


Count. Why ? art thou not the man ? 

Talb. | am indeed. 

Coant. Then have I Subftance too. 

Talb. No, no, 1am but Shadow of my felf: 


You are, deceiv’d, my Subftance is not here ; 
For what you fee is but the fimalleft part, 
And leaft proportion of Humanity : 


gre 
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I tell you Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of fuch a fpatioys lofty pitch, 
ge ae oe not fufhcient to contain’t. 
ount, This is a Riddling Merchant for the n 
He will be here, ard yet et not herc : -i 
How can thefe contrarieties agree ? 
Taib. That will L fhew you prefently. 


Winds his Horn, Drums firike up, a Peal 
of Ordinance: Enter Sonidiers. 


How fay you Madam ? are you now per{w 
ae ane is but Shadow of himfelf ? i 
efe are his Subftance, Sinews, Arms, and Str 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Necks, “aie 
Razeth your Cities, and fubverts your Towns, 
And in a moment makes them defolate. 
Count. Victorious Talbot, pardon my abufe, 
[ find thou art no lefs than Fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gathered by thy thape, 
Let my prefumption not provoke thy wrath, 
For {am forry, that with Reverence 
I a ngr cais thee as thou art. 
ato, Be not difmay’d, fair Lady, nor mifcon 
The mind of Twit, ¥s7ou, Ghd tedlieks af 
The outward compofition of his Body. 
W hat you have done, hath not offended me : 
Nor other fatisfaction do I crave, 
But only with our patience, that we may 
Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Cates you have, 
For Souldiers ftomacks always ferve then: well. 
Count, With all my heart, and think me honoured, 
To feaft fo great a Warriour in my houfe. [Exenne, 


Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerfet, 
Pool, and others. 


Tork, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What means this filence ? 
Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth? 
Suf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, 
The Garden here is more convenient. 
York. Then fay at once, if l maintain’d the Truth: 
Or elfe was wrangling Somerfet in th’error ? 
Swf. Faith I have been a Truant in the.Law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law into my will. 
Som, Judge you, my Lord of Warnick, then between us. 
War. Between two Hawks,which flies the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two Horfes, which doth bear him beft, 
Between two Girls, which hath the merrieft Eye, 
I have perhaps fome fhallow fpirit of judgment : 
But in thefe nice fharp Quillets of the Law, 
Goodfaith, I am no wifer than a Daw. 
York, Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
Truth appears fo naked on my fide, 
That any pur-blind Eye may find it out. 
Som. And on my fide, it is fo well apparell’d, 
Soclear, fo fhining, and fo evident, 
That ic will glimmer through a blind mans Eye. 
York, Since youare Tongue-ty’d, and fo loth to fpeak, 
In dumb fignificants proclaim your thoughts : 
Let him that isa true-born Gentleman, 
And ftands upon the Honour of his Birth, 
If he fuppofe that I have pleaded truth, 
From off this Bryar pluck a white Rofe with me. 
Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the Truth, 
Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorn with me. 
War. 1 love no Colours: and without all colour 


Of bafe infinuating Flattery, 
I pluck’ 
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I pluck this white Rofe with Plantagenet. 
| Suf. 1 pluck this red Rofe with young Somer fer, 
And fay withal, | think he held the right. 
Vernon. Stay,Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
| Till you conclude, that he upon whofe fide 
| The feweft Rofes are crop’t from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right Opinion. 

Som. Good Matter Vernon, it is well objected : 
if I have feweft, { fubfcribe in filence. 

Tork, And I. 

Vernon. Then for the truth, and plainnefs of the Cafe, 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloflom here, 

Giving my Verdict on the white Rofe fide. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
Left bleeding, you do paint the white Rofe red, 

And fallon my fide fo againft your will. 

Vernon. \f 1, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, 
Opinion fhall be furgeon to my hurt, 

And keep me on the fide ftill where I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on, who elfe? 

Lawyer. Unlefs my Study and my Books be falfe, 
The Argument you held, was wrong in you; 

In fign whereof, | pluck a white Rofe too. 

York, Now Somerfer, where is your Argument ? 

Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, 
Shall dy your white Rofe in a bloudy red. 

York, Mean time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes, 
For pale they look with fcar, as witnefing 
The truth on ovr fide. 

Som. No, Plantagenet. 

*Tis not for fear, but anger, that my cheeks 
Blufh for pure fhame, to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And yet thy tongue will not confefsthy Error. . 

York, Hath not thy Rofe a Canker, Somer fer ? 

Som. Hath not thy Rofe a Thorn, Plantagenet ? 

York, I, harp and piercing to maintain his truth, 
Whiles thy confuming Canker eats his falfhood. 

Som. Well, Ple find Friends,to wear my bleeding Rofes, 
That fhall maintain what | have faid istrue, 

Where falfe Plantagenet dare not be feen. 

York, Now by this Maiden Bloffom in my hand, 
I fcorn thee and thy fafhion, peevifh Boy. 

Suff. Turn not thy {corns this way, Planragenet. 

York. Proud Pool, I will, and {corn both him and thee. 

Suf. Ple turn my part thereof into thy throat, 
| Som, Away, away, good Wiliam de la Pool, 

We grace the Yeoman, by converfing with him. 

Warw. Now by God?s will thou wrong’ ft him,Somerfer : 
His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 
Third Son to the third Edward Duke of England: 
Spring Creftlefs Yeomen from fo decpa Root ? 

York. He bears him on the place’s Priviledge, 

Or durft not for his craven heart fay thus. 

Som. By him that made me ,I’le maintain my words 
On any plot of Ground in Chriftendom. 

Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, 
For Treafon executed in our late King’s days ? 
And by his Treafon, ftand’ft not thou attainted, 
Corrupted and exempt from ancient Gentry ? 

His trefpafs yet lives guilty inthy blood, 

And *till thoube reftor’d, thou art a Yeoman. 

York, My Father was attached, notattainted , 
Condemn’d to dye for Treafon, but not Traytor ; 
And that le prove on better men than Somerfer, 
Were growing time once ripened to my will. 

For your partaker Pool, and you your kelf, 
Ple note you inmy Book of Memory, 

To fcourge you for this apprehenfion : 

Look to it well, and fay you are well warn’d. 

Som. Ah, thou fhale find us ready for thee ftill: 
And know us by thefe Colours,for thy Foes, 

For thefe, my Friendsin f{pight of. thee fhall wear. 
York, And by my Soul, this pale and angry Rofe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
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Will I for ever, and my Faction wear, 
Uutil it wither with me to my Grave, 
Or flourifh to the height of my Degree. 
Suf. Go forward, and be choak’d with thy ambition : 
And fo farewel, until I meet thee next. [ Exe. 
Som. Have with thee, Pool : Farewel, ambitious Rj- 
chard, Exit. 
York, How I am brav’d, and mut perforce cn- 
dure it? 
Warw. This blot, that they object azainft 
Shall be wip’t ont in the a Paclidiiie or 
CalPd for the Truce of Winchefter and Gloucefter - 
And if thou be not then created York , 
[ will not liveto be accounted Warwick, 
Mean time, in fignalof my love to thee, 
Againft proud Somerfer, and Wiliam Pool, 
Will 1 upon thy party wear this Rofe. 
And here I ptophefie : this Brawl to day 
Grown to this Faction inthe Temple Garden, 
Shall fend between the Red-Rofeand the White 
A thoufand Souls to Death and deadly Night. i 
York, Good Mafter Vernon, 1 am bound to you 
That you on my behalf would pluck a Flower: ` 
Ver, In your behalf ftill will I wear the fame. 
Lawyer. And fo will I. 
York, Thanks, gentle Sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner: I dare fay, 
This Quarrel will drink Bloud another day. [ Exeunt. 


Le ee a ee 


Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chair, and Faylors. 


Mort, Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age. 
Let dying Mortimer here reft himfelf. 
Even likea man new haled from the Wrack, 


So fare my Limbs with long Imprifonment : 
And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuivants of Death, 
Neftor-like aged, in an Age of Care, 
| 
| 


Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 
Thefe Eyes, like Lamps, whofe wafting Oilis fpent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. 
Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 
And pithlefs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 
That droops his fap-lefs Branches to the ground. 
Yet arethefe Feet, whofe ftrength-lefs ftay is num, 
( Unable to fupport this Lump of Clay ) 
Swift-winged with defire to get a Grave, 
As witting | no other comfort have. 
But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 
Keeper. Richard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come: 
We fent untothe Temple, his Chamber, 
And. anfwer was return’d, that he will come, 
Mort. Enough : my foul then fhall be fatisfied, 
Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine, 
Since Henry Monmouth firit began to Reign, 
Before whofe Glory I was great in Arms, 
This loathfom fequeftration have I had 5 
And even fince then, hath Richard been obfcur’d, 
Depriv’d of Honor and Inheritance. 
But now, the Arbitrator of Defpairs, 
Juft Death, kind Umpire of men’s Miferies, 
With {weet Enlargement doth difmifs me hence > 
1 would his troubles likewife were expir’d, 
That fo he might recover what was loft. 
Enter Richard. 
Keeper, = Lord, your loving Nephew now is come. 
Mort, Richard Plantagenet, my Friend, is he come? 
Rich, 1, Noble Uncle, thus ignobly us’d, 
Your Nephew, late defpifed Rschard, comes. 
Mort. Direct mine Arms, I may embrace his Neck, 
Andin his Bofom {pend my later gafp. 
Oh tell me when my Lips do touch his Cheeks, 
Thati may kindly give one fainting Kifs- 
And now declare, fweet Stem from Yerk’s great Stock, 
Why did’ft thou fay of late thou wert defpis’d ? 
a Rich. Firft 
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Rich. Firft, lean thine aged Back againft mine Arm, 
And in that eafe Ile tell thee my Difeafe. 
This day in argument upona Cafe, 
Some words there grew’twixt Somerfet and me - 
Amongift which terms, he us’d his lavifh tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my Fathers death ; 
Which obloquie fet bars before my tongue, 
Elfe with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father’s fake, 
in honour of a true Plantagenet, 
And for Alliance fake, declare the Caufe, 
My Father, Earl of Cambridge, loft his Head. 


Mort. That Caufe (fair Nephew ) that imprifon’d me, 


And hath detain’d me all my flow’ring Youth, 
Within a loathfom Dungeon, there fo pine, 
Was curfed Inftrument of his deceafe. 

Rich. Difcover more at large, what Caife that. was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guefs. 

Mort, 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 
And Death approach not, ere my Tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
Depos’d his Nephew Richard, Edwards Son, 

The firft begotten, and the lawful Heir 

Of Edward King, the third of that Defcent. 
During whofe Reign, the Psercies of the North, 
Finding his Ufurpation moft unjuft, 
Endeavour’d my advancement to the Throne. 
The Reafon mov’d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that ( young Richard thus remov’d, 
Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body ) 

I was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother | derived am 

From Lyonel Duke of Clarence, the third Son 
To King Edward the Third ; whereas he, 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. 

Buc mark: asin this haughty great attempt, 
They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir, 

! loft my Liberty, and they their Lives, 

Long afterthis, when Henry the Fifth = 

( Succeeding his Father Bullingbrook ) did reign; 
Thy Father, Earl of Cambridge, thenderiv’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my Sifter, that thy Mother was , 
Again, in pity of my hard diftrefs, 

Levied an Army, weening to redeem, 

And have inftall’d me in the Diadem : 

But as the reft, fo fell that Noble Earl, 

And was beheaded. Thusthe Mortimers, 

In whom the Title refted, werefuppreft. _ 

Rich, Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laft. 

Mort. True; and thou feelt, that I no Ilue have 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou arc my Heir; the reft, 1 with thee gather : 
But yet be wary in chy ftudious care. an 

Rich, Thy grave admonifbments prevail with me : 
But yet, methinks, my Father’s execution 
Was nothing lefs, than bloody Tyranny. 

Mort. With filence, Nephew, be thou politick, 
Strong fixed isthe Houfe of Lancafter, 

And like a Mountain, not to be remov’d. 

But now thy Uncle is removing hence, 

As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a fetled place. 

Rich. O Uncle, would fome part of my young years 
Might but redeem the paflage of your Age. 

Mort. Thoudo’ft then wrong me, as that flaughterer 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill, (doth, 
Mourn not, except thou forrow for my good, 
Onely give order for my Funeral. 

And fo farewel , and fair be all thy hopes ; 
And profperous be thy Lifein Peace and War.  [ Dyes. 

Rich. And Peace, no War, befall thy parting Soul. 
In Prifon halt thou {pent a Pilgrimage, 
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And likea Hermite over-paft thy days. 
Well, I will lock his Counfelinmy Breaft, 
And what I do imagine, Jet that reft. 


| Keepers convey him hence, and i my felf 


Will fee his Burial better than his Life. 
Here dyes the duskie Torch of Mortimer, 
Choak’t with Ambition of the meaner fort. 
And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Injuries, 
W hich Somer fet hath offer’d to my Houfe, 


[ Exit, 


1} donbr nor, but with Honour to redrefs, 


And therefore hafte! to the Parliament, 
Either to be reftored to my Blood, 


Or make my will th’advantage of my good. [ Exir. 


EE See eee 
Alus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Flosrifh, Enter King, Exeter, Glofter, Winchefter, War- 
wick, Somerfet, Suffolk, Richard Plantagenet. Glofter 
offers to put up a Bill: Winchelter fratches st, tears it. 


Winch. Conrft thou with deep premeditated Lines? 
With written Pamphlets, {tudioufly devis’d ? 
Humfrey of Glofter, if thou cant accufe, 
Or ought intend’ft to lay unto my charge, 
Doit without invention, foddenly, 
As I with fudden, and extemporal fpeech, 
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft object.  ( patience 
Glo. Prefumptuous Prieft , this place commands my 
Or thou fhould’ft find thou haft dishonour’d me. 
Think not, although in Writing I preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 
That thereforel have forg’d, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfethe Method of my Pen. 
No, Prelate, fuch is thy audacious wickednefs, 
Thy leud, peftiferous, and diffentious pranks, 
Às very intants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou arta moft pernicious Ufurer, 
Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 
Lafcivious, wanton, more than well befeems 
A man of thy Profeflion, and Degree. 
And for thy Treachery, what’s more manifeft ? 
In that thou laid’ft a Trap to take my Life, 
As wellat London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Befide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were fifted, 
The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy fwelling heart. 
Winch. Glofter, \ do defie thee. Lords, vouchfafe 
To give my hearing what I fhall reply. 
If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perver fe, 
As he will have me: how am I fo poor ? 
Or how hap’s it, I feek not to advance 
Or raife my felf? burt keep my wonted Calling. 
And for Diffention, who preferreth Peace 
More than I do? except 1 be provok’d. 
No, my good Lords, 1t isnot that offends, 
It is not that, that hath incens’d the Duke : 
It is becaufe no one fhould fway but he, 
No one, but he, fhould be about the King ; 
And that engenders Thunder in his breatt, 
And makes him roar thefe Accufations forth, 
But he fhall know, 1 am as good 
Gloft. As good? 
Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 
Winch. 1, Lordly Sir: for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperions in another’s Throne ? 
Gloff. Am not! Protector, fawcie Prieft ? 
Winch. And am noti a Prelate of the Church ? 
Gloft. Yes, asan Out-law in a Caftle keeps, 
And ufeth it, to patronage his Theft 
Winch, Unreverend Gloceffer. 
Gloff. Thou art Reverend, 
Touching thy Spiritual Function, not thy Life. 





Winch. 
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Winch, Rome fhall remedy this. 

Warw. Roam thither then. 

My Lord, it were your duty to forbear.- 

Som. 1, fee the Bifhop be not over-born: 
Me thinks my Lord fhould be Religious, 
And know the Office ‘that belongs to fuch. 

Warw. Me thinks his Lordfhip fhould be humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy State is touch’d fo near. 

Warm, State holy, or unhallow’d, what of that ? 
Is not his Grace Prote¢tor to the King ? 

Rich. Plantagenet I fee muft hold his tongue, 
Left itbe faid, Speak, Sirrah, when you fhould, 
Moft your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords ? 
Elfe would I have a fling at Wencheffer. 

King. Uncles of Glofter and of Winchefter, 
The fpecial Watch-men of our Englifh Weal, 
I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail, 
To join your hearts in love and. amity. 
Oh, what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 
That two fuch Noble Peers, as ye, fhould jar ? 
Believe me, Lords, my tender years can tell, 
Civil diffention is a viperous Worm, 
That gnaws the Bowcls of the Common-wealth. 

A noife within. Down with the Tawny Coats. 

King, What Tumult is this ? 

Warw, An Uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Bifhop’s men. 

noife again, Stones, Stones. 
Enter Mayor. 

Mayor. Oh my good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the City of London, pity us : 

The Bifhop and the Duke of Gloffer’s men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 

Have fill’d their Pockets full of peble {tones ; 
And banding themfelves in contrary parts, 

Do pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 

That many have their giddy brains knock’t out: 
Our Windows are broke down in every Street, 
And we, for fear, compell’d to fhut our Shops. 


Enter in’ skirmifh with bloody Pates. 


King. We charge you on allegiance to our felves, 
To hold your flaughtering hands, and keep the Peace: 
Pray Uncle Gloffer mitigate this ftrife. 

_ 1. Serving, Nay, if we be forbidden ftones,we’ll fall to 
it with our teeth. : 

2. Serving, Do what ye dare, we are as refolute. 

Skirmifh again, 
. Gloff, Youof my houfhold leave this peevihh. broil, 
And fet this unaccuftom’d fight afide. 

3. Serving. My Lord,we know your Grace to be a man 
Juft, and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 
Inferiour to none, but to his Majefty : 

And e’re that we will foffer fuch a Prince, 

So kind a Father of the Common weal, 

To be difgraced by an Ink-horn Mate, 

We and our Wives and Children all will fight, 
And have our Bodies flaughtred by thy Foes. 

1. Serv. I, and the very paring of our Nails 
Shall pitch a Field when we are doer. 

Begin again. 

Gloft. Stay, ftay,1 fay, 

And if you love me, as you fay you do, 
Let me perfuade you to forbear a while. 

King. Oh how this difcord doth afflict my Soul. 
Can you, my Lord of Winchefter, behold 
My Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent ? 

W ho fhould be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who fhould ftudy to prefer a Peace, 
[f holy Church-men take delight in Broils ? 

Warw. Yield, my Lord Protector, yield Winchefter: 
Except you mean with obftinate repulfe 
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To flay your Soveraign, and deftroy the Realm. 
You fee what mifchief, and what Marther too, 
Hath been enatted through your enmity : 
Then be at Peace, except ye thrift for blood. 
Winch. He thall fubmit, or I will never yield. 
Gloft, Compaffion on the King commands me ftoop, 
Or I would fee his heart out, e’re the Prieft 
Should ever get that priviledge of me. 
Warw. Behold, my Lord of Wincheffer, the Duke 
Hath banifht moody difcontented fury, 
As by his fmoothed Brows it doth appear: 
Why look you {til} fo ftern, and Tragical ? 
Gloft. Were Winchefter, | offer thee my Hand. 
King. Fie, Uncle Beauford, 1 have heard you preach, 
That Malice was a great and grievous fin : 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach ? 
But prove a chief Offender in the fame. 
Warw. Sweet King: the Bifhop hath a kindly gird: 
For fhame my Lord of Winchefter, relent ; 
What, fhall a Child inftruét you what to do? 
Winch, Well, Duke of Glofer, I will yield to thee, 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give. 
Glof. I, butl fear me with a hollow Heart. 
So here my Friends, and loving Countrymen, 
The token ferveth for a Flag of Truce, 
Betwixt our felves, and all our Followers: 
So help me God, as I diflemble not. 
Winch. So help me God, as I intend it not. 
King. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Glofter, 
How joyful am! made by this Contraét ? 
Away my Mafters, trouble us no more, 
But join in Friendfhip, as your Lords have done. 
1, Serv, Content, Ple to the Surgeon’s. 
2. Serv, And fo willl. 
3. Serv. And I will fee what phyfick the Tavern af- 
fords.  LExexne, 
Warw, Accept this Scrow], moft gracious Soveraign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Planragenet, 
We do exhibit to your Majefty. 
Glo, Well urg’d my Lord of Warwick: for,fweet Prince, 
And if your Grace mark every cicumftance, 
You have great reafon to do Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 
At Eltham place | told your Majefty. 
King. And thofe occafions, Uncle, were of force : 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleafure is, 
That Richard be reftored to his Blood. 
Warw, Let Richard be reftored to his Blood, 
So fhalf his Fathers wrongs be recompens’d. 
Winch. As will the rett, fo willeth Wschefer. 
King. If Kichard will be true, not that alone, 
But all the whole Inheritance I give r 
That doth belong unto the Houfe of York, 
From whence you fpring, by lineal defcent. 
Rich. Thy humble Servant vows obedience, 
And humble fervice till the point of death. 
King. Stoop then, and fet your Knee againft my Foot, 
And in reguerdon of that duty done, 
I gird thee with the valiant Sword of York. 
Rife Richard like a true Plantagenet. 
And rifecreated Princely Duke of York, 
Rich. And fo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall, 
And as my duty fprings, fo perifhthey, _ 
That grudge one thought againft your Majefty. 
All. Welcome high Prince, the mighty Duke of York. 
Som. Perifh, bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of York. 
Gloft, Now will it beft avail your Majefty, 
To crofs the Seas, and to be Crown’d in France : 
The prefence of a King engenders love, 
Amongft his Subjects and his loyal Friends, 
As it dis-animates his Enemies. 
King. When Glofter fays the word, King Ferry goes, 
For friendly counfel cuts off many Foes. 
Gloft. Your fhips already are in readinefS. [Exreunt 
Mim Af inet 
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Manet Exeter, 
Exe. |, we may match in England or in France, 

Not fezing what is likely to enfue ; 
This late diflention grown betwixt the Peers, 
Burns under feigned afhes of forg’d love, 
And will at laft break out into a flame, 
As feftred members rot but by degree, 
Till bones, and flefh, and finews fall away, 
So will this bafe and envyous difcord breed. 
And now I fear chat fatal Prophecy 
Which in che time of Henry nam’d the Fifth, 
Was in the mouth of every fucking Babe, 
That Henry born at Adonmonth fhould win all, 
And Henry born at Windfor fhould lofe all : 
Which is fo plain, that Exeter doth wih, 


His days may finifh e’re that haplef time. (Exit. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Puzel disgui fd, and four Souldiers with 
Sacks upon their backs. 


Puzel, Thefe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
Through which oar policy muft make a breach. 
‘Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 
Talk like the vulgar fort of Market men, 
That come to gather Money for their Corn. 
If we have entrance, as I hope we fhall, 
Ard that we find the floathful Watch but weak, 
Ple by a figa give notice to our Friends, 
That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 
Souldier, Our Sacks fhall be a mean to fack the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roan, 
Therefore we'll knock. C Knock. 
Watch. Che la ? 
Puzel. Peafauns la ponure gens de France. 
Poor Market-folks that come to fell their Corn. 
Watch. Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. 
Puzcl, Now Roan, l'le hake thy Bulwarks to the 
ground. i LExeunt. 
Enter Charles, Baftard, Alanfon. 


Charles. Saint Dennis blefs this happy Stratagem, 
And once again we’ll fleep fecure in Roan. 

Baftard. Here entred Pxzel, and her Practifants: 
Now is the there, how will fhe fpecifie ? 
Here is the beft and fafeft paflage in. 

Reign. By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once difcern’d fhews that her meaning ts, 
No way to that (for weaknefs) which fhe entred. 


Enter Puzel on the top, thrufting out a Torch burning, 


Pyzel, Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That joineth Roan unto her Countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talbonites. 

Baftard. See, Noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands. 

Charels, Now fhines it like a Comet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Reign. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends, 
Enter, and cry, the Dolphin, prefently, 
And then do execution on the Watch. 


An Alarum, Talbot in an Excurfon. 


Talb. France thou fhalt rue this Treafonwith thy tears, 
If Talboe but farvive thy Treachery. 
Puzel that Witch, that damned Sorcerefs, 
Hath wrought this Hellith mifchief unawares, 
That hardly we efcap’d the Pride of France. 


( Alarum, 


(Ex. 
An Alarum; Excurfions, Bedford brought in fickin a Chair. 
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Enter Talbot axd Burgonie without : within Puzel, 
Charles, Baftard, and Reignier on the Walls. 


Pux.Good morrow, Gallants,want ye Corn fi 
I think the Duke of Burgonie will fat, — 
Before he'll buy againe at fuch a rate. 
Twas foll of Darnel: do you like the tafte 2 

Burg. Scoff on, vile Fiend, and fhamelefs Courtizan, 
I truft e’re long to choak thee with thine owp 
arn thee curfe the Harveft of that Corn. 

artes, Your Grace may fta 5 r 

that time, ae 

Beaf, Oh let not words. but deeds.revenve thi T 

Puzel, What will you do, good gray Beard? Prs 
Break a Launce, and run a Tilt at Death 
pae a Chair. 

alb. Foul Fiend of France, and Hag of all difpich 

I ncompafs’d with thy luftful Perom m 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardife a man half dead ? 
Damfel Ple have a bout with you again, 
Or a n Talbot perih with this fhame. 

Puxel. Are ye fo hot, Sir: yet Puzel hold thy peace 
If Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will follow. ee 

They whifper together in counfel. 
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God fpeed the Parliament: who hall be the Speaker ? 


Talb. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the Field? | 

Puzel. Belike your Lordfhip takes us then for Fools, 
To try. jf that our own be ours, or no. 

Talb. I fpeake not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee Alanfon, and the reft. 

Will ye, like Souldiers, come and fight it out ? 

Alanf. Setgnior, no. 

Talb. Seignior, hang: bafe Muleters of France, 
Like Pefant foot-Boys do they keep the Walls, 

And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen. 

Puxel. Away Captains, let’s get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot means no goodnefs by his Looks. 

God b’uy my Lord, we came Sir but to tell you, . 
That we are here. 
CExeunt from the Walls. 

Talb. And there we will be too, ere itbe long. 
Or elfe Reproach be Talbos greatet Fame. 

Vow Burgome, by Honour of thy Houfe, 

Prick’t on by publick Wrongs fuftain’d in France, 
Either to get the Town again or dye. 

And], as fure as Englith ZJenry lives, 

Andas his Father here was Conquerour ; 

As fure as in this late betrayed Town, 

Great Cordelion’s heart was buryed ; 

So fure I fwear, to get the Town or die. 

Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy Vows. 

Tall. But e’re we go, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord, 
We wiil beftow you in fome better place, 

Fitter for ficknefs, and for crazie Age. 

Bedf. Lord Talbot, do not fo difhonour me: 

Here | will fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weal or wo. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perfuade you. 

Bedf, Not to be gone from hence, for once! Read, 
That ftout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, 

Came to the Field, and vanguifhed his Foes. 
Me thinks } fhould revive the Souldiers Hearts, 
Becaufe I ever found them as my felf. 

Talb. Undaunted Spirit in a dying Breaft, 
Then beit fo: Heavens keep old Bedford fafe. 
And now no more ado, brave Burgente, 

But gather we our Forces out of hand, 
And fet upon ovr boafting Enemy. 
An Alarym: Excurfions, Enter Sir John 
Falftaff, and a Captain. 
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Cap. Whither away, Sir Foun Falftaff, in fuch hafte 7 
Falf. Whither away ? to fave my felf by flight, 
Weare like to have the overthrow again. 
Cap. What ? will you flye, and leave Lord Talbor ? 
Falft. 1, all the Zalboe’s in the world, to fave m life. 
Exit, 
Cap. Cowardly Knight, il] Fortune follow thee. [£-xit. 
Retreat, Excurfions. Puzel, Alanfon, and Charles fie. 
Bedf. Now, quiet Soul, depart. when Heaven pleafe, 
For 1 have feen our Enemies ovetthrow. 
What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh man ? 
They that of late were daring with their f{coffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themfelves. 
Bedford dyes, ands carried by two in his Chair. 


An Alarum. Enter Talbot, Burgonie, and the ref. 


Talb. Loft, and recovered in a day again, 
This isa double Honour, Burgonte : 
Yet Heavens have glory for this Victory. 
Burg, Warlike and Martial Talbor, Burgonie 
Infhrines thee in his heart, and there erects 
Thy Noble Deeds, as Valour’s Monuments. 
Talb. Thanks, gentle Duke : but where is Puzel now ? 
I think her old Familiar is afleep. 
Now where’s the Baftard’s braves, and Charles his glikes ? 
What, all amort ? Roan hangs her head for grief, 
That fuch a valiant company are fied. 
Now will we take fome order in the Town, 
Placing thérein fome expert Officers, 
And then depart to Paris to the King, 
For there young Hezry with his Nobles lye. 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot pleafeth Burgonie: 
Talb. But yet before we go, let’s not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas’d, 
But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan, 
A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler heart did never {way in Court. 
But Kings and mighticft Potentates muft die, 


For that’s the end of Humane Miferie. [Exeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Charles, Baftard, Alanfon, Puzel. 


Puzel. Difmay not (Princes) at this accident, 

Nor grieve that Xoan is fo recovered. 

Care is no cure, but rather corrofive, 

For things that are not to be remedy’d. 

Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a Peacock {weep along his tail, 
We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Train, 

If Dolphin and the reft will be but ruPd. 

| Charles. Wè have been guided by thee hitherto, 
| And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

One fudden Foy] hall never breed diftruft. 
Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanf. Well fet thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And have thee reverenc’d like a bleffed Saint. 
Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good. 

Puzzel. Then thus it muft be, thts doth Foan devife: 
By fair perfwafions, mixt with fugred words, 

We will entice the Duke of Bergome . 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

Charles. 1 marry; fweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Hexry’s Warriours, 
Nor fhall that Nation boaft it fo with us, 

But be extirped from our Provinces. 

Alanf. For ever fhould they be expuls’d from France, 

| And not have Title of an Earldom here. 
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Prz. Your Honours fhall perceive how I will work, 
To bring this matter to the wifhed end. 
Drum founds a-far of. 
Heark, by the found of Drum you may -perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 
Here found an Englifh march. 
There goes the Talbor with his Colours fpread, 
And all che Troops of Englifh after him: 
French (marth. 
Now in the Rereward comes jhe Duke and his: 
Fortune In favour makes him ag behind. 
Summon a Parley, we will talk with him. 
Trumpets found a Parley. 
Charles: A Parley withthe Duke of Burgonie ? 
Burg. Who craves a Parley withthe Burgonie? 
Puzel. The Princely Charles of France, thy Coun- 
tryman. 
; Burg. What fay’ft thou, Charles? for 1am marching 
ence. 
Charles. Speak Puzel, end enchant bim with thy 
words. 
Puzel. Brave Bargonie, undoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid fpeak to thee, 
Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 
Puz. Look on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And fee the Cities and the Towns defac’r, 
By wafting Ruine of the cruel Foe, 
As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes, 
See, fee the pining Malady of France ; 
Behold the Wounds, the moft unnatural Wounds, 
Which thou thy felf haft given her woful Breaft. 
Oh turn the edged Sword anothet way, 
Strike thofe that hurt, and hurt not thofe that help: 
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country’s Bofom, 
Should grieve thee more than ftreams of common gore, 
Return thee therefore witha floud of Tears, 
And wafh away thy Country’s {tained Spots. l 
Burg. Either fhe hatn bewitch’t me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 
Puzel. Befides, all French and France exclaims on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and Lawful Progenie. 
Whom joyn’{t thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truft chee but for profits fake ? 
When Talbet hath fet footing once in France, 
And fahhion’d chee that Inftrument of III, 
Who then, but Exglifh Henry, will be Lord, 
And thou be thruft out like a Fugitive? 
Cail we to mind, and mark but this for proof: 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe? 
And was he not in Ezgland Prifoner ? 
But when they heard he was thine Enemy, 
They fet him free, without his Ranfom pay’d, 
In fpight of Burgonie and ail his Friends, 
See chen, thou fightlt againft thy Conntrymen, 
And joymit with them will be thy flaughter-men 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reft wilk take thee in their arms. 
Burg. 1am vanquilhed : 
Thefe haughty words of hers , 
Have batter’d me like roaring Cannon-fhof, 
And made me almoft -yield upon my Knees. 
Forgive me Country and fweet Countrymer: 
And Lords accept this hearty kind embrace. 
My Forces, and my Power of men, are yours. 
So farewel Talbor, Ple no longer traft truft thee. 
Puz. Done like a French man: torn, and turn again. 
Charles. \Velcome, brave Duke, thy friendfhip makes 
us frefh. 
Baftard. And doth beget new Courage in our 
Breafts. 
Alanf. Pazel hath bravely play’d her part in this, 
And doth deferve a Coronet of Gold. 
Charles. Now Jet us on, my Lords, 
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And joyn our Powers, 
And feek how we may prejudice the Foe. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter the King, Glocefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, 


Somerfet, Warwick, Exeter : To therm, with 
his Sonldiers, Talbot. 


Fal, My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Wars, 
To do my duty to my Soveraign. l 
In fign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience, fifty Fortrefles, 
Twelve Cities, and feven walled Towns of ftrength, 
Befide five hundred Prifoners of efteem ; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefs feet : 
And with fubmiflive loyalty of heart 
| Afcribes the Glory of his Conquet get, 
Firft tomy God,and next unto your Grace. 
King. Is this the Lord Talbot, Uncle Glocefter, 
That hath fo long been Refident in France? __ 
Glofl. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty, my Liege. 


King. Welcom, brave Captain, and victorious Lord. 


When I was young (as yet Fam not old) 
Ido remember how my Father faid, 
A ftouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long fince we have refolved of your truth, 
Your faithful fervice, and your toil in War : 
Yet never have you tafted our reward, 
Or been reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks, 
| Becaufe till now, we never faw your face ; 
Therefore ftand up, and for thefe good deferts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 
And in our Coronation take your place. 
Manent Vernon and Ballet. 
Vern, Now, Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefé Colours that | wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, 
Dar’ft thou maintain the former words thou fpak’ft ? 
Baff. Yes, Sir, as wellas you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your fawcie Tongue, 
Againft the Duke of Somerfer. 
Vern, Sirrah, thy Lord | honour as he ts. 
Baff. Why what is he ? as good a man as York, 
Vern, Heark ye : not fo: in witnefs take you that. 
(Serskes him, 
Baff. Villain, thou knoweft 
The Law of Arms is fuch, a : 
That who fo draws a Sword, tis prefent death, 
Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy dearef{t Blood 
But le unto his Majefty, and crave, 
I may have liberty to venge this Wrongs 
When thou hali fee, Ple meet thee to thy coft. 
Vern, Well, mifcreant, Ple be there as foon as you, 
And after meet you, fooner than you would. [E-xeune. 





Aflus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Glocefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, Somer- 
fet, Warwick, Talbot, and Governor Exeter. 


Glo. Lord Bifhop, fet the Crown upon his head. 
Win. God fave King Henry of that name the fixth. 
Glo, Now Governour of Paris take your Oath, 
That you elect no other King but him, 
Efteem none Friends, but fuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but fuch as fhail pretend 
Malicious practices againft his State : 


[ Extt- 


[Exennt, 
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This fhall ye do, fo help you righteous God. 
Enter Falltaff. 

Fal. My gracious Soveraign, as I rede from Calice 
To hafte unto your Coronation : s 
A Letter was deliver’d to my hands, 

Writ to your Grace, from th? Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee: 

I vow'd (bafe Knight) when I did meet thee next, - 
To tear the Garter fromthy Craven’s leg, 

Which I kave done, becaufe (unworthily ) 

Thou waft inftalled in that High Degree, 

Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reft, 

This Daftard, at the Battel of Poétsers, 


"| When (but in all) I was fix thoufand ft rong, 


And that the French were almoft ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ftroke was given, 

Like to a trufty Squire, did run away. 

In which aflaulc we loft twelve hundred men. 
My felf, and divers Gentlemen befide, 

Were there furpriz’d, and taken Prifoners. 
Then judge, (great Lords) if I have doneamif&s : 


_| Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to wear 


This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no ? 

Glo, To fay the truth, this fact was infamous 
And ill befeeming any common man: 

Much more a nee a Captain, and a2 Leader. 

Tat. When firft this Order was ordain’d, my Lords, 

Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the Wars: 
Not fearing Death, nor thrinking for Diftrefs. 
But alwaies refolute, in moit extreams. 

He then, that is not furnifh'd in this fort, 
Doth but ufurp the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this mo{t Honourable Order, 
And fhould (if! were worthy to be Judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swain, 
That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle Blood. 

XK, Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear’ft thy doom ; 
Be packing therefore, thou that waft a Knight : 
Henceforth we banifh thee on pain of death. 
And now my Lord Protector view the Letter, 
Sent from our Uncle Duke of Burgundie. 

Glo. What means his Grace,that he hath chang’d 
his ftyle ? 

No more but plain and bluntly ? (Zo the Kizg. ) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soveraign ? 

Or doth this churlith Superfcription 

Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 

What’s here ? J have upon efpecial canfe, 

Mov'd with compaffion of my countries wrack, 
Together with the pitiful complaints 

Of fuch as yonr Oppreffion feeds upon, 

Forfaken your pernscious Fattion, 

And joyn'd with Charles, the rightful King of France. 
O monftrous Treachery ! Can this be fo ? 


TExst, | 


į That in alliance, amity, and oath 


S3 
There fhould be found fuch falfe difembling guile ? 
King, What ? doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt ? 
Glo. He doth, my Lord, and isbecome my Foe. 
King. Is that the worft this Letter doth contain? 
Glo. Jt is the worft, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
King, Why then, Lord Tador there fhall talk with 
And give him chaftifement for this abufe. (him, 


How fay you, (my Lord) are you not content ? 


Tal, Content, my Liege ? Yes: but that I am prevented 


I fhould have begg’d I might have been employ’d. 


King. Then gather ftrength, and march unto him 
{treight : 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treafon, 


And what offence it is to flout his Friends. 


Tal. 1go, my Lord, in heart defiring ftill 
You may behold confufion of yonr Foes. 
[Enter Vernon and Ballet. 
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Ver. Grant me the Combat, gracious Soveraign. 

Baf. And me (my Lord) grant me the Combat too. 

York, This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 

Som. And this is mine (fweet Henry) favour him. 

King. Be patient, Lords,and give them leave to {peak, 
Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim 
And wherefore crave you Combat? or with whom ? 

Ver. With him,(my Lord ) for he hath done me wrong. 

Raf. And t with him, for he hath done me wrong. | 

King. What is that wrong whereon you both complain ? 
Firft lec me know, and then Ile anfwer you. 

Buf. Croffing the Sea, from England unto France, 
This Fellow here with carping tongue, 

Upbraided me about the Rofe I wear, 
Saying, the fanguine Colour of the Leaves 
Did prefent my Mafter’s blufhing Cheeks : 
When ftubbornly he did repugn the truth, 
Abcut a certain queftion in the Law, 
Argu’d betwixt che Duke of York and him : 
With other vile and ignominious terms. 

In confutation of which rude Reproach, 

And in defence of my Lord’s worthinefs, 

I crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 

Ver. And that is my Petition (Noble Lord :) 
For though he feem with forged quaint conceit 
To fet a glofs upon his bold intent, 

Yet know (my Lord) | was provok’d by him, 
And he firft took ‘exceptions at this Badge, 
Pronouncing that the palenefs of this Flower, 
Bewray’d the faintnefs of my Mafter’s heart. 

York, Will not this malice, Somerfer,be Icft ? 

Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 
Though ne?re fo cunningly you fmother it. 

King, Good! Lord What madnefS rules in brain-fick 
men. ! 

When for fo flight and frivolous a caufe, 
Such factious emulations fhall arife ? 
Good Coufins both of York and Somer fet, 
Quiet your felves, and beat peace. 

York, Let this diffention firit be tryed by fight, 
‘And then your Highnefs fhall command a Peace. 

-Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our felves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge, accept it Somerfer, 

Ver, Nay let it reft, where it began at firlt. 

Baf. Confirm it fo, mine honourable Lord. 

Glo. Confirm it fo? confounded be your ftrife, 
And perifh ye with your audacious prate ; 
Prefumptuous Vaflals, are you not afham’d 
With this immodeft clamorous outrage, 

‘To trouble, and difturb, the King, and Us ? 
And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
Yo bear .with their perverfe Objections : 

Much Icfs to take occafion from their mouths, 

Yo raife a mutiny betwixt your felves : 

Let me perfwade you take a better courfe. » 

Exet, It grieves his Highnefs, 

Good my Lords, be Friends. r 

"King Come hither you that would be Combatants, 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the Caufe. 

And you, my Lords, Remember where you are, 

In France among a fickle wavering Nation : 

In they perceive diflention in our looks, 

And that within our felves we difagree ; 

How will their grudging ftomacks be’ provok’d 

To wilful Difobzdience, and Rebel ? | 

Befide, What infamy will. there arife, 

When Forreign Princes fhall be certified, 

That fora toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Fenry’s Peers, and chief Nobility, = | 
Deftroy’d themfelv’s, and loft the Realm of France? 
O think upon the Conqueft of my Father, 

My tender years, and It us not forgo 
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That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 

Let me be Umpier in this doubtful ftrife: 

I fee no Reafon, if I wear this Rofe, 

That any one fhould therefore be fufpicious 

{ more encline to Somerfer than York: 

Both are my Kinfmen, and] love them both. 

As well they may upbraid me with my Crown, 

Becaufe (forfooth) the King of Scots is Crown’d. 

But your difcretions better can perfwade, 

Than I am able to inftr uét-or teach: 

And therefore as we hither came in peace, 

So let us ftill continue peace and love. 

Coufin of York, we inftitute your Grace 

To be our Regent in thefe parts of France: 

And good my Lord of Somerfer, unite 

Your Troops of Horfemen, with his Bands of Foot, 

And like true Subjects Sons of your Progenitors, 

Go chearfully together, and digeft 

Your angry- choler on your Enemies. 

Ourfelf, my Lord Protector, and the reft, 

After fome refpite will return co Calice ; 

Fromthenceto England, where I hope e’re long 

To be prefented by your Victories, 

With Charles, Alanfon, and that traiterous rout. 
Exeunt. Manet York, Warwick, Exeter, Vernon. 
War. My Lord of York, 1 promife you the King 

Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator. 

York. And fo he did, buc yet I like it not, 

In that he wears the Badge of Somerfer, 

War. Tufh, that was but his fancy, blame him not, 

i dare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harm. 
York. And if 1 with he did. But letit reft, 

Other aftairs muft now be managed. CExcune. 

Flourifh. Maner Exeter. 
Exer. Well didft thou Richard to fupprefs thy voice: 

For the paflions of thy heart burft out, 

I fear we fhould have feen decypher’d there i 

More rancorous fpight, more furious Raging Broyls, 


| Than yet can be imagin’d or fuppos’d : 


But howfoe’re, no fimple man that fees 

This jarring difcord of Nobility, 

This fhouldering of each other in the Court, 

This factious bandying of their Favourites, 

By that icdoth prefage fome ill event. 

Tis nuch, when Scepters are in Ghildrens hands: 
But more, when Envy breeds unkind Divifion : 
Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confufion. (Ext. 


Enter Talbot with Trumpets and Drwn 
before Burdeaux. 


Talb. Goto the Gates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 
Summon their General unto the Wall. [ Sonnds. 
` Enter General aloft. l 
Englith Fehn Talbot (Captains) calls you forth, 
Servant in Arms to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would: Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours, 


-| And do him homage as obedient Subjects, 


And Ple withdraw me, and my bloody Power. 
But if you frown upon this profer’d Peace, 

And tempt the fury of my three Attendants, 
Lean Famine, quart ering Steel, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment even with the Earth 

Shall lay your ftately, and air-braving Towers, 
If you forfake the offer of their love. . 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearful Owl of death, 
Our Nations terrour, and their bloody f{courge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 

On us thou canft not enter but by Death : 

For I proteit we are well fortified, 

And ftrong enough to iffue out and fight. 

If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 
Stands with the Snares of War to tangle thee. 
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|} On either Hand thee, there are a ales pitcht, 
i To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 
Tenthoufand French have ta’ne the Sacrament, 
And no way canft thou curn thee for Redrels, 
But death doth front thee with apparent {poil, 
And pale deftruction meets thee in the Face: 
To rive their dangerous Artillery 
Upon no Chriftian foul, but Enghifh Talbot : 
Lo there thou ftand’ft a breathing valiant man 
Of an invincible unconquer’d fpirit - 
This is the lateft Glory of,thy praife, 
That | thy Enemy dew thee withall ; 
For e’re the Glafs, that now begins to run, 
Finifh the procefs of his fandy hour, 
Thefe Eyes that fee thee now well coloured, 
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 
[ Druin a-far off. 
Heark, heark, the Dolphin’s drum,-a warning Bell. 
Sings heavie Mufick to thy timorous foul, 
And mine fhall ring thy dire departure out. 
Talib. He Fables not, I heard the Enemy : 
| Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedlefs Difcipline, 
How are we park’d and bounded in a pale? 
A little Heard of England’s Timorous Deer, 
*Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French Curs, 
If we be Exglifh Dear, be then in blood, 
Not Rascal-like to fall down with a pinch, 
But rather moodie mad and defperate Stags, 
Turn onthe bloody Hounds, with heads of Steel 
And make the Cowards ftand aloof at bay : 
Sell every man his life as dear as mine, _ 
| And they fhaill find dear Deer of us, my Friends. 
God and S. George, Talbot and England's right, 
| Profper our Colours in this dangerous fight. 


Exit. 


{ Excuit 


Enter « Meffenger that meets York. Enter York 
with Trumpet, and many Souldiers. 


York. Arc not the fpeedy Scouts return’d again, 
| That doge’d the mighty Army of the Dolphin? 
Meff. They are vcturn’d, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his Power 
| To fight with Talbor: ashe march’d along, 
By your efpyals were difcovered 
| Two mightier Troops, than that the Dolphin led, 
Which join’d with him and made their march for 
| York. A plague upon that Villain Somerfe:, (Burdtanx. 
| That thus delays my promifed fupply 
Of Horfemen that were levied for the Siege. 
| Renowned Talbos doth expect my aid, 
And | amlowted by a Traitor Villain, 
And cannot help the Noble Chevalier: 
God comfort him in this neceflity : 
if he mifcarry, farewel Wars in France. 
: Enter anosber Meffenger. 
2. Meff. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifh ftrength, 
Never fo needful on the earth of France, 
Spur to the Refcue of the Noble Talbor, 
|Who nowis girdled with a wafte of iron, 
| And hem’d abovt with grim deftruction : 
To Burdeaux, warlick Duke, to Burdeaux, Tork. 
l Elfe farewel Talbot, France, and England’s Hononr. 
Tork, O God, that Somerfer who in proud heart 
Doth itop my Cornets, were in Talbor’s place, 
So fhould we fave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeiting a Traitor and a Coward : 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we dye, while remifs Traitors fleep. 
Mef. O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 
| York. He dyes, we lofe; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, Fraxce {miles : We lofe, they dayly get: 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfet. 
Mef. Then God take mercy on brave Zalbos’s Soul, 


Cap 
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And on his Son, young Yobx, who two hours fince, 

1 met in travel towards his warlike Father , 

This feven years did not Talbor fee his Son, 

And now they meet, where both their lives are done. 
York. Alas! What joy fhall Noble Zalbct have, 

To bid his young Son welcome to his Graye : 

Away, vexation almoft {tops my breath, 

That fundred Friends greet in the hour of death. 

Lucie farewel, no more my fortune can, 


| But curfe the eaufe, 1 cannot aid the man. 


Maine, Bloys, Poytéers, and Toures, are won away, 
Long all of Somerfer, and his delay. 

Mef. Thus while the Vulture of Sedition, 
Feeds in the bofom of fuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to lofs, 

The Conquefts of our {carce cold Conqueror, 
That ever-living man of Memory, 

Henry the fifth. Whiles they cach others crofs, 
Lives, Honours, Lands, and all, hurry to Jofs. 


LExst. 


L Exit. 
Enter Somerfet with his Army. 


Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now: 
This expedition was by York and Talbos 
Too rafhly plotted. All our general force 
Might with a fally of che very Town 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Tasbor 
Hath fullted all his glofs of former Honor 
By this unhecdful, defperate, wild Adventure - 
York fet him on to fight, and dye in fhame, 

That Talbot dead, great York, might bear the name. 

Capt, Here is Sir Wiliam Lucie, who with me, 
Set from our o’re-matcht Forces forth for aid. 

Som. How now, Sir William, whither were thou fent? 

Lu.Whither my Lord ? from bought and fold L. Talbos, 
Who ring?d about with bold adverfity, 

Cryes out for Noble York and Somer fer, 

To beat affailing death from his weak Regions; 
And whiles the Honourable Captain there 

Drops bloody fweat from his war-wearied Limbs, 
Andin advantage lingring looks for Refcue, 
You, his falfe hopes, the truft of England’s Honour, 
Keep offaloof with worthlefs emulation : l 
Let not your private difcord keep away 

The levied Succours that fhall lend him aid, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 

Orleance the Baftard, Charles, and Bargundic, 
Alanfon, Reignard, compafs him about, 

And TValbor perifheth by your default. 

Som. York fet him on, York fhould have fent him aid. 

Luc. And York as faft upon your Grace exclaims, 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoft, 

Collected for this Expedition. 

Som. York lyes: He might have fent,and had the Horfe: 
I owe him little Duty, and lefs Love, 

And take foul {corn to fawn on him by fending. 

Luc. The fraud of England, not the force of Frazee, 
Hath now entrap’t the Noble-minded Talbor : 
Never to England fhall he bear his Life, 

But dies betray’d to Fortune by your ftrife. 

Som. Come, go, 1 will difpatch the Horfemen ftraight : 
Within fix hours, they will be at his aid. i 

Lc. Too late comes Refcue, if he is ta’ne, or flain, 
For flie he could not, if he would have fied : 

And flie would Talboe never, though he might. 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu. 
Lus. His fame lives inthe World, hbis hame in you 
[ Exeunt. 
Enter Talbot and his Son. 

Tal. O young Jobn Talbos, I did fend for thee, 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War, 

That Talbot?’s Name might be in thee reviv’d, 
When faplefs Age, and weak unable limbs, 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair. 


treo oon, 
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But O malignant and ill-boading Stars, 

Now art thou come unto a Feaft of death, 

| A terrible and unavoided danger : 

| Therefore, dear Boy, mount on my fwifteft Horfe, 

And Ple direct thee how thou fhalt efcape 

| By fudden flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 

|  Fobn. Ismy name Talbot ? andam 1 your Son? 

| And fhall I flye? Q, if youlove my Mother’s, 

Difhonour not her honourable Name, 

To make a Baftard and a flave of me, 

The World will fay, he is not Talbots blood, 

| That bafely fled, when Noble Talbot ftood. 

| Talb. Fiyc, to revenge my death, If I be fiain, 
Fohn, He that flyes fo, will ne’re return again. 
Talbse. 1£ we both ftay, we both are fure to dye. 
fobn. Then let me ftay, and, Father, do you flye ; 

Your lofs is great, fo your regard fhould be; 

| My worth unknown, no lofs is known in me. 

Uponmy death, the French can little boaft ; 

In yours they will, in you ali hopes are loft. 

Flight cannot ftain the Honour you have won 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 

You fled for Vantage, every one will fwear : 

But if Ibow, theyl fay it was for Fear. 

There is no hope that ever { will ftay, 

If the firft hour] thrink and run away. 

Here on my knee! beg Mortality, 

Rather than Life, preferv’d with Infamy. 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lyein one Tomb? 
Fobn. 1, rather then le fhame my Mother’s Womb. 
Tatib. Upon my bleffing I command thee go. 
John, To fight I will, but not flye the Foe, 
Talb. Part of thy Father maybe fav’d in thce. 

obn. No pattof him, but will be fhameinme. 

Talb. Thou never hadit Renown, nor canft not lofe it. 
John. Yes, your renowned Name: shall fiightabufe it ? 
Talb. Thy Father's charge fhall clear thee from the ftam. 

| John. Youcannot witnefs for me, being flain. 

If Death be fo apparent, then both flye. À 

Talb. And leave my Followers hereto fightand dic? 

My age was never tainted with fuch hame. 
John. And fhall my Youth be guilty of fuch blame ? 

| No more can Ibe fevered from your fide, 

| Yhan can your felf your felfin twain divide: 

| Stay, go, do what you will, the like dol ; 

For live I will not: if my Father dic. 
Talb. Then here! take my leave of thee, fair Son, 

| Born to eclipfe thy life this afternoon : 

| Come, fide by fide, together live and die, 

| And Soul with Soul from France to heaven flye, 

[ Exemz. 

xcurfions, wherein Talbots Son is bemm'd 

abont, and Talbot refcues bim. 


Alarum : 


Tal. $. George, and Victory, fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Zalbor broke his word, 
And left usto the rage of France his Sword. __ 
| Where is obn Talbot ? pawfe, and take thy breati, 
I gave thee Life, and refcu’d thee from Death. 
Form, O twice my Father, twice ami thy Son : 
The Life thou gav’ft me firit, was loft and done, 
| Till with thy Warlike Sword, def pight of Fate, 
To my determin’d time thon gav’it new date. 
Talb. W hen from the Dolphins Creft thy Sword ftruck 
It warm’d thy Fathers heart with proud defire ( fire, 
| Of bold-fac’t Victory. Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken’d with Youthful Spleen, and Warlike Rage, 
Beat down Alanfon, Orleance, Burgundy, 
And from the pride of Gallia refcued thee. 
The ireful Baftard Orieance, that drew Blood 
From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firft fight, I foon encountered, 
And interchanging blows, I quickly fhed 
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some of his Baftard blood, and in difgrace 

Befpoke him thus : Contaminared, bafe 

And mis-begotten blood, I fpill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine, 

Which thou didft force from Talbet, my brave Boy. 

Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy, 

Came in {trong refcuc. Speak, thy Fathers care? 

Artthou not weary, John ? How do’ft thou fare ? 

Wilt thou yct leave the Battel, Boy, and fiye 

Now thou art feal’d the Son of Chivalry ? 

Flye, to revenge my death when 1 am dead, 

The help of one ftands me in little ftead. 

Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, 

To hazard all our-lives in one fmall Boat. 

If [today dye not with French-mens Rage, 

To morrow I fhall die with mickle age. 

By me they nothing gain, and if 1 ftay, 

"Tis but the fhortaing of iny Life one day. 

In theethy Mother dies, our Honfehold’s Name, 

My Death’s Revenge, thy Youth, and Exgland’s Fame: 

All thefe, and more, we hazard by thy ftay; ` 

All thefe are fav’d, if thou wilt flye away. 
John. Vhe Sword of Orleance hath not made me {mart, 

Thefe words of yours draw Lifc-blood from my heart. 

On that advantage, bought with fuch a fhame, 

To fave a paltry Life, and flay bright Fame, 

Before young Talbo from old Talbot Aye, 

The Coward Horfe that bears me, fall and die: 

And like me to the pezant Boyes of France, 

To be Shames fcorn, and fubject of Mifchance. 


: į Surely, by all the Glory you have won, 


And if I flye, 1am not Talbots Son. 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 
If Son to Zalbct , die at Talkbct?s foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy defp’rate Sire of Crees, 
Thou Jcarus, thy life to me is fweet : 
If thon wilt fight, fight by thy Father’s fide, 
And commendable prov’d let’s die in pride.  [ Exit. 
Silarum, Excurfions. Enter old Talbot led. 


Talb. Where is my other Life ? mine own is gonc. 
O, where’s young Talbot ? where is valiant ohn? 
Triumphant Death, fmear’d with Captivity, 
Young. Zalbor’s Valour makes me fmile at thee. 
When he perceiv’d me fhrink, and on my Kace, 

His bloody Sword he brandifh’t over me, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 

Rough deeds of Rage, and {tern impatience: 

But when my angry Guardant ftood alone, ` 
Tendring my ruine, and affail’d of none, 
Dizzy-ey’d Fury, and great rage of heart, 
Saddenly made him from my fide to ftart 

Into the cluftring Battel of the French: 

And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 

His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy’d 

My Jcarus, my Bloflom in his pride. 


Enter with John Talbot, born. 


Serv. QO, my dear Lord, lowhere your Son isborn. 
Ta. Thou antick Death, which laugh’ft us here to fcorn, 
Anon from thy infulting Tyranny, 
Coupled in Bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talbet’s winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy defpight fhall {cape Mortality. 
O thov, whofe wounds become hard favoured death, 
Speak to thy Father, ere thou yield thy breath, 
Brave death by fpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frexch.man, and thy Foe. 
Poor Boy, he fmiles, me thinks, as who fhould fay, 
Had Death been French, then Death had died to day. 
Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers Arms, 
My fpirit can no longer bear thefe harms. 
Souldiers 
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Souldiers adieu: { have what! would have, 
Now my old arms are young John Talbor’s Grave. 


- 


Afus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Charles, Alanfon, Burgundy, Baftard, and Puzel. 


Char. Had York.and Somerfer brought refcue in, 
We fhould have found a bloody day of this. 

Baft. How the young whelp of Talbor’s raging wood, 
Did fiefh his puny-fword in French-mens blood. 

Puz. Once | encountred him, and thus I faid : 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquifht bya Maid. 
But with a proud Majeftical high fcorn 
Ide anfwer’d thas: young Talbot was not bom 
To be the pillage of aGiglot Wench, 
He left me prondly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur, Doubtlefs he would have made a noble Knight: 
See where he lies inhearfed in the arms 
Of the molt bloody Nurfer of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones afunder, 
Whofe life was England?s glory, Gallza’s wonder. 

Char. Ohno, forbear: For that whichwe have fled 
During thelife, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lu. Herald, couduét me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtained the glory of the day. 

Char. On what fubmiflive meflage art thou fent ? 


Licey. Sudmiffion, Dolphin ? tis a meer French word: 


We Exghfh Warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what Prifoners thou haft ta’ne, 
And to furvey the Bodies of the dead. 

Char, For Prifoners ask’ft thou ? Hell our Prifon is. 
But tell me whom thou feek’ft ? 

Luc. But where’s the great Alcides of the Field, 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury ? 
Greated for his rare fuccefsin Arms, 
Great Earl of Wafhford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield; 
Lord Strange of Blacknere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 
Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffeild, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 
Worthy S. Michael, and the Golden Flece, 
Great Marfhal to our King Henry the fixth, 
Of all his Wars within the Realm of France, 

Puz, Here’sa filly ftately ftyle indeed : 
The Turk that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, 
Writes not fo tedious a Style as this. 
Him that thou magnif7ft with all thefe Titles, 
Stinking and flye-blown lies here at our feet. 

Lucy. Is Talbot flain, the French-mens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdoms. terrour, and black Wemefis ? 
Oh were mine eye- balls into Bullets turn’d, 
That | in rage might fhoot them at your faces. 
Oh, that f could but call thefe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the Realm of France, 
Were but his Picture left among you here, 
It would amaze the proudeft of you all. 
Give me their Bodies that I may bear them hence, 
And give them burial, as befeems their werth. 

Puz. {think this upftart is old Talbot?s Ghott, 
He fpeaks with fuch 2 proud commanding Spirit : 
For Gods fake, let him have him: to keep them hcre, 
They would but itink, and putrifie the air. 

Char. Gotake their Bodies hence. 


The firft Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


[ Dies, 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter King, Glocefter, and Exeter. 


King. Have you perus’d the Letters from the Pope, 
The Emperour, and the Earl of Arminach ? 
Glo. Ihave, my Lord, and their intent is this, 
They humbly fue unto your Excellence, 
To havea godly Peace concluded of, 
Between the Realms of Exgland and of France, 
King. How doth your Grace affect this motion ? 
Glo, Well (my.goad Lord) andas the only means 
To ftop effufion of our Chriftian blood, 
And ftablifh quietnefs on every fide. 
King. | marry, Uncle, for 1 always thought, 
It was both impious and unnatural, 
That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife 
Should reign among Profeffors of one Faith, 
Glo. Befide, my Lord, the fooner to effect, 
And furer bind his knot of Amity, 
The Earl of Arminack near knit to Charles, 
A man of great Authority in France, 
Proffers his onely Daughter to your Grace, 
In marriage, witha large and fumptuous Dowry. 
King. Marriage, Uncle? Alas my years are young : 
And fitter is my Study, and my Books 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Yet call th? Amballadours, and as you pleafe, 
So let them have their Anfwers every one: 
[ fhall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God’s glory, and my Country’s weal. 


Enter Winchefter, and three Ambaffadours. 
Exct. What, is my Lord of Winchefter inftall'd, 


And cail’d unto a Cardinals degree ? 
Then I perceive, that will be verified 


“Henry the Fifth did fometime prophefie. 


If once he come to be a Cardinal, 
He'll make his Cap coequal wich the Crown. 
King. My Lords Ambaffadours, your feveral fuits 
Have been confider’d and debated on, 
Your purpofe is both good and reafonable : 
And therefore are we certainly refolv’d, 
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 
Which by my Lord of Wincheffer we mean 
Shall be tranfported prefently into France, 
Glo, And for the proffer of my Lord your Mafter, 
[ have inform’d his Highnefs fo at large, 
As liking of the Ladies virtuous gifts, 
Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, 
He doth intend fhe hall be Englands Queen. 
King. In argument and proof of which contract, 
Bear her this Jewel, pledge of my Affection. 
And fo, my Lord Protector, fee them guarded, 
And fafely brought to Dover, where infhipp’d 
Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. ( E-ceunt. 
Win. Stay my Lord Legat, you fall firft receive 
The fum of mony which! promifed 
Should be delivered to his Holinefs 


| For cloathing me in thefe grave Ornaments. 


Legat, 1 will attend upon Lordhhips Jeifure. 

Win. Now Winchefter will not fubmit, I trow, I 
Or be inferiour to the proudeft Peer. 
Humphry of Gloceffer, thou fhalt well perceive, 


Lucy. Ylebear them hence: but from their afhes fhall pra: neither in birth, or for Authority, 


be rear’d 
| A Phoenix that shall make all France aftear’d. 


And now to Pars in thisconquering vein, 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbor?s flain. 


he Bifhop will be over-born by thee : 


(wilt. | Ple either make thee {toop, and bend thy knee, 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thou | OT fack this Country with a mutiny. 


( Exeunt. 


Scena 


a R a ne ee) 


we 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alanfon, Baftard, 
Reignier, avd Joan. 


Charl. This news (my Lords) may cheer our droop- 


ing, {pirits : 

Tis faid, the ftout Parifians do revolt, 
And return again unto the warlike Fresch, 
Alan. Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France. 

And keep not back your Power in dalliance. 
Puz. Peace beamongft them if they turn to us, 
Elfe ruine combat with their Palaces. 
Enter Scout. 
Scout. Succefs unto ve a Geheral, 
And happinefs to his Accomplices. 

Char What tidings fend our Scout ? I prethee fpeak. 

Scout, The Englih Army that divided was 
Into two Parties, is now conjoyn’d in one, 

And means to give you Battel prefently. -s 

Charl. Somewhat too fudden, Sirs, the warning ts, 
But we will prefently provide for them. 

Bur. 1 truf the Ghott of Talbot is not there ; 

Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. 

Paz, Of all bafe paffions, Fear is moft accurft. 
Command the Conqueft, Charles, it fhall be thine + 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repinc. 

Charl. Then on, ny Lords, and France be fortunate. 

[Exeunt. Alarum, Excurfions. 
Enter Joan de Puzel. 

Puz, The Regent conquers, and the French-men flye. 
Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, 
And ye choife fpirits that admonifh me, 
And give me fignes of future accidents. 

You {peedy helpers, that are Subfticutes 
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appear, and aid me in this enterprize. 
Enter Fiends, 
This fpeedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the Car ae under ape Ro 
è this once, that France may ger the Field. 
pe” í C Ey walkand {peak not. 
Oh hold me not with filence over long : 
Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 
Ple lopa member oft, and give it you 
In earneft of a further benefit: 
So you do condefcend to help me now. i 
[They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redrefs ? My Body. fhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant ny fuit. x 
[They fhake their heads, 
Cannot my Body, nor blood-facrifice, 
Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take my Soul; my Body, Soul, and all, 
Before that Exgland give the French the foy). 
J. [They depart. 
Sec, they forfake me. Now thetime is come, 
That-France muft vail her lofty plumed Creft, 
And let her head fall into Erig/aza’s lap. 
My ancient Incantations are too weak, 
And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with: 
Now France thy glory droopeth to the duft. 






















[ Thunder. 


Exi. 


Excurfions. Burgundy and Yorkfighe band to 
f hand. French flye, r 


York, Damfel of France, 1 think I have you faft, 
Unchain your Spirits now with fpelling Charms, 
And try if they can gain your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit for the Devils grace. 
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See how the ugly Witch doth bend her brows, 
As if with Circe, fhe would change my fhape. 
Pur. Chang’d toa worfer fhape thou can°ft not be. 
York. Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man, 
No Mape bat his can pleafe your dainty eye. 
Puz. A Plagaing mifchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be fuddenly furpris*d 
By bloody hands, in fleeping on your Beds. 
York. Fell banning Hag, Inchantrefs, hold thy 
congue. 
Puz., 1 prethee give me leave to curfe a while. 
York, Curfe Mifcreant, when thou com’ft to the ftake. 


CExennt. 
Alarum. Enter Sufolk with Margaret in his hand, 


Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Prifoner. 
[Gazes on her, 
Oh faireft Beauty, do not fear, nor flye : 
For 1 will touch thee but with reverend hands, 
I kifs thefe fingers for eternal peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, fay ? that I may honour thee. 
Mar, Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, who fo e’re thou art. 
Saf. An Earl Iam, and Siffolk am I calPd. 
Be not offended, Natures miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta’ne by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
Keeping them Prifoners underneath her wings: 
Yet if this fervile ufage once offend, | 
Go, and be free again, as Sufolk’s Friend. [She és going. 
Oh ftay : [have no power to let her pafs 
My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. 
As plays the Sun upon the glaffie ftreams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 
So feems this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes : 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not fpeak: 
le call for Pen and Ink, and write my mind: 
Fie De ta Pole, difable not thy flf: 
Haft nota Tongue ?Is fhe not here thy Prifoner ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 
I, Beauties Princely Majefty is fuch, 
Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senfes rough. 
Mar. Say, Earl Saffolk, if thy Name be fo, 
What Ranfom muft I pay before 1 pafs ? 
For I perceive I am thy Prifoner. 
Suf, How canft thou tell, fhe will deny thy fuit, 
Before thou make a trial of her Love? y? 
M. Why fpeak’t thou not ? What Ranfom muft I 
Suf. Shes beautiful ; and therefore to be wooed : 
She isa Woman, therefore to be won. 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of Ranfom, yea or no ? 
Suf. Fond man, remember that thou haft a Wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 
Mar. I were beft to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There all is marr’d : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar, He talks at random : fure the maa is mad. 
Suf. And yet a difpenfation may be had. 
Afar. And yet I would that you would anfiver me : 
Suf. Tle win this Lady A4ergarer. For whom ? 
Why, for my King : Tufh that’s a wooden thing. 
Mar. He talks ot wood : It is fome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet fo my fancy may be fatisfied, 


‘And peace eftablifhed between thefe Realms; 


But there remains a fcruple in that too- 
For though her Father be the King of Napics, 
Duke of Anjon and Alasin, yet he is poor, 
And our Nobility will fcorn the Match. 
Mar. Hear ye Captain ?are you not at leifure ? 
Saf. It fhall be fo, difdain they ne’re fo much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 
Madam, I have a fecret to reveale. ' 
Mar, What though I be inthrall’d, he feents a -r 
n 


} 
| 


í- 
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And will not any way difhonour me. 
Suf. Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I fay. 
Mar, Perhaps { fhall be refcu’d by the French, 
And then I need not crave his courtefie. 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing ina caufe. 
Mar. Tulh, women have been captivate e’re now. 
_ Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you fo ? 
Mar. (ery you mercy, "tis but Quid for Quo. 
Swf. Say, gentle Princefs, would you not fuppofe 
Your Bondage happy to be made a Queen ? 
Mar, To bea Queen in Bondage, is more vile, 
Than is 4 Slave in bafe fervility : 
For Princes fhould be free. 
Suf. And fo hall you, 
If happy England’s Royal King be free. 
Mar. Why, what concern?s his freedom unto me ? 
Snf. Ple undertake to make thee Hexry’s Queen, 
To puta Golden Scepter in thy hand, 
And fet a precious Crown upon thy head, 
If thou wilt condefcend to my 
Mar. What? 
Suf. His love. 4 
Mar. Lam unworthy tobe Hexry’s Wife. 
Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo fo fair a Dame to be his Wife, 
And have no Portion in the choice my felf. 
How fay you, Madam, are you fo content ? 
Mar. And if my Father pleafe, I am content. 
Suf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth, 
And, Madam, at your Father’”s Caftle, Walls, 
We'll crave a Parley to confer with him. 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the Walls. 
See Reignier fee, thy Daughter Prifoner. 
Reig. To whom ? 
Suf. To me. 
Reig. Suffolk, what remedy ? 





‘| am a Souldier and unapt to weep, 


Or to exclaim on Fortunes ficklenefs. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 
Confent, and for thy Honour give confent, 
Thy Daughter fhall be wedded to my King: 
Whom | with pain have woo’d and won thereto: 
And this her eafie held Imprifonment 
Hath gain’d thy Daughter Princely liberty. 

Reig. Speaks Suffolk, as he thinks ? 

Suf. Fair Margaret knows, i 
That Sufolk doth not flatter, face, or fain. 

Resg. Upon thy Princely Warrant, 1 defcend, 
To give thee anfwer of thy juft demand. 

Suf. And here! will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 


Reig. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories, 
Command in Anjos what your Honour pleafes. __ 
Suf. Thanks, Resgnier, happy for fo {weet a Child, 
Fic to be made Companion with a King: 
What an{wer makes your Grace unto my fuit ? 
Reig. Since thou doft daign to woo her little worth, 
To bethe Princely Bride of fuch a Lord: 
Upon condition I may quietly __ 
Enjoy mine own, the Country Main and Anjon, 
Free from oppreffion, or the ftroke of War, 
My Danghter thall be Henry’s, if he pleafe. 
Saf. That isher Ranfom, 1 deliver her, 
And thofe two Counties, | will undertake, 
Your Grace fhall well and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And I again in Henry's Royal name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, 
Give thec her hand for fign of plighted Faith. 
Suf. Rergnier of France, | give thee Kingly thanks, 
Becanfe it 1s in Trafhck of a King. 
And yet methinks I could be well content 
To be mine own Attorney in this cafe. 





The firft part of King Henry the Sixth. 


Ple over then to England with this News, 
And makethis Marriage to be folemniz’d: 
So farcwel Reignier, fet this Diamond fafe 
In Golden Palaces as it becomes, 
Kezg. 1 do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewel my Lord, good wishes, praife,and prayers, 
Shall Suffolk ever haveof Margaret. | (She és going. 
Suf. Farewel, {weet Madam: but hark you ? Margaret 
No Princely Commendations, -to my King ? 
Mar, Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, 
A Virgin and his Servant, fay to him. 
Suf. Words fweetly plac’d, and modeftly directed, 
But, Madam, I muft trouble you again, 
No loving Token to his Majefty ? 
Mar, Yes, my good Lord, a pure unfpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love, | fend the King, 
Suf. And this withal. CKifes her. 
Wark, That for thy felf, I will not fo prefume, 
To fend fuch peevith Tokens to a King. 
Suf. Oh wer’t thou for my felf: but Sufolk ftay, 
Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treafons lurk. 
Solicite Henry with her wondrous praife, 
Bethink theeon her Virtues that furmount, 
Made natural Graces that extinguifh Art, 
Repeat their femblance often on the Seas, 
That when thou com’ft to kneel at Henry’s feet, 
Thou mayeft bereave him of his wits with wonder. [Exir. 


Enter York, Warwick, Shepherd, Puzel. 


Yor. Bring forth that Sorcerefs condemn’d to burn. 
Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Have í fought every Country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Muft 1 behold thy timelefS cruel death : 
Ah Foan, {weet Daughter, Ple die with thee. 
Puz. Decrepit Mifer, bafe ignoble Wretch, 
I am defcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 
Shep. Out, out: My Lords, and pleafe you, ’tis not fo, 
I did beget her all the Parifh knows: 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teftifie 
She was the firft fruit of my Batch’lor-hhip. 
War. Gracelefs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
Yor, This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fie Foan, that thou wilt be fo obftacle : 
God knows thou art a Collop of my Fleth, 
And for thy fake have | fhed many a tear: 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan. 
Puz, Pezant avant; you have fuborn’d this man 
Of purpofe to obfcure my Noble Birth. 
Shep. *Tistrue, I gave a Noble to the Prieft, 
The morn that I was wedded to her Mother. 
Kneel down and take my blefling, Good my Girl. 
Wilt thou not toop? Now curfed be the time 
Of thy Nativity - I wouldthe Milk 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou fuck’dft her breaft, 
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy fake : 
Or elfe, when thou didft keep thy Lambs afield, 
l wifh fome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee. 
Doft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ? 

O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. CExit. 
Yor. Takeher away, for fhe hath liv’d too long, 
To fillthe world with vitious qualities. 

Paz, Firft, let me tell you whom you havecondemn’d, 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, 
But iflucd fromthe Progeny of Kings. 
Virtuous and Holy, chofen from above, 
By infpiration of Celeftial Grace, 
To work exceeding Miracles on earth. 


I never had to do with wicked Spirits, n 
ut 
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‘| But you that are polluted with your luits, 


Stain’d with the guiltlefs blood.of Innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices: 
Becaufe you want the grace that others have, 


You judge it ftreight a ching impoflible 


To compafs Wonders, but by the help of Devils. 


No, inifconceived Joan of Aire hath been 


A Virgin from her tender infancy, 

Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 

W hofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroully effus’d, 
Will cry for vengeance at the Gates of Heaven. 

Yor. 1, 1: away with her toexecution. ` 

War. And heark ye, Sirs: Cecaufe the is a Maid, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : 

Place Barrels of pitch upon the fatal ftake, 
That fo her torture may be fhortned. 

“Paz. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 

Then Foan difcoverthine infirmity, 
That warranteth by Law, to be thy priviledge. 
I ain with Child, ye bloody Homicides : 
Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

Yor. Now Heaven forfend, the holy Maid with Child ¢ 

Wer. The greateft Miracle that ’re ye wrought : 
Is all your {trict precifenefs come to this ? 

Yor, She and the Dolphin have been juggling, 
[did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to, we will have no Baftards live, 
Efpecially fince Charles muft Father it. 

Puz. You are deceiv’d, my Child is none of his, 
[t was Alunfon thatenjoy’d my love. 

Yor. Alanfon, that notorious Matchevile ? 

It dics, and if it had a choufand lives. 

Puz. O give me leave, I have deluded you, 
Twas neither Charles, nor yetthe Duke ! nam’d, 
But Reigmier King of Naples that prevail’d. 

War. A married man’ that’s moft intolerable. 

Yor. Why here’s a Girl : I think fhe knows not well 
(There were fo many) whom fhe may accufe. 

War. It’s a fign fhe had been liberal and free. 

Yor. And yet forefeeth fhe isa Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thce. 
Ufe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puz. Then lead me hence: with whom I leave my curfe. 
May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode: 

But darknefs, andthe gloomy fhade of death 

Inviron you, till Mifchief and Defpair 

Drive you to break your necks, or hang your felves. [E-vit 
Enter Cardinal. 

Yor. Break thouin pieces, and confume to afhes, 
You foul accurfed minifter of Hell. — - 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 

With Letters of Commiffion from the King. 
For know, my Lords, the States of Chriftendom, 
Mov’d with remorfe of thefe outrageous broyles, 
Have earneftly implor’d a general Peace, 
Betwixt our Nation, andth’afpiring French; 
Andhere at hand, the Dolphin and his Train 
Approacheth, toconfer about fome matters. 

Yor, Is all our travel turn’d to this Effect, 
After the flaughter of fo many Peers, 

So many Captains, Gentlemen, and Souldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
And fold their Bodies for their Countries Benefit, 
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate Peace ? 
Have we not loft moft part ofall the Towns, 
By treafon, falfhood, and by treachery, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered ? 
Oh Warwick, Warwick, | forefee with grief 
The utter lofs of all the Realm of France. 

War. Be patient, York, if we conclude a Peace, 
Ic fhall be with fuch ftrict and fevere Covenants, 
As lictle fhall the French-men gain thereby 
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Enter Charles, Alanfon, Ba/tard, Reignier. 


Char. Since, Lords of England, itis thus agreed, 
That peaceful Truce hall be proclaim’d in France, 
We come to be informed by your felves, 

What the Conditions of that League muft be. 

Yor. Speak, Winchefter, for boyling choler chokes 
The hollow paflage of my poifon’d voyce, 

By fight of thofe our baleful Enemies, 

Win. Charles, and the reft, it is enacted thus: 
That in regard King Henry gives confent, 

Of meer compaffion, and of lenicy, 

To eafe your Country of diftrefsful War, 
And fuffer you to breath in fruitful peace, 
You fhall beeome true Liegenten to his Crown. 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt fwear 
To pay him Tribute, and fubmit thy felf, 
Thou italt be plac’d as Viceroy under him, 
And ftill enjoy thy Regal Dignity. 

Alan. Muft he be then a fhadow of himfelf? 

Adoain bis Temples with a Coronet, 
And yet in Subftance and Authority, 
Retain but priviledge of a private man ? 
This profer is abfurd, and reafonlefs. 

Char. Tis known already, that | am poffeft 
With more than half the Gallian Territories, 
And therein reverenced for their lawful King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reft un-vanquifht, 
Detract fo mach from that Prerogative, 

As to be call’d but Viceroy of the whole? 


| No, Lord Ambafladour, Ile rather keep 


That which | have, than coveting for more, 
Be calt from poflibility of all. 

Yor. Infulting Charles, haft thou by fecret means 
Us’d interceflion to obtain a League, 

And now the matter grows to compremize, 
Stand’ft thou aloof upon Comparifon. 

Either accept the Tide thou ufurp’ft, 

Of benefit proceeding from our King, 

And not of any challengeof Deferr, 

Or we will plague thee with inceflant Wars. 

Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obftinacy 
Tocavilin the courfe of this Contract: | 
If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We mhall not find the like opportunity. 

Alan. To fay the truth, itis your policy, 

To fave yonr Subjects from fuch maffacre 

And ruthlcfs flaughters as are daily feen 

By our proceeding in Hoftility. 

And therefore take this contract of a Truce, 

Although you break it, when your pleafure ferves. 
War. How fay’ft thou Charles ? 

Shall our Condition ftand ? 
Char. tt hall: 

Onely referv’d, you claim no intereft 

In any of our Townsof Garrifon. 

Yor. Then fwear Allegiance to his Majefty, 
As thouart Knight, never to difobey, ~ 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, co the Crown of England. 
So, now difmifs your Army when you pleafe: 
Hang up your Enfigns, let your Drums be fill, 
For here we entertain 2 folemn peace. CExewnt. 
Enter Suffolk in conference with tke Kingz, 

Glocelter, and Exeter. 


King Your wondrous rare defcription (noble Earl ) 
Of beauteous Afargeret hath aftonifhrd me: 
Her Virtues grac’d with external gifts, Å 
Do breed Loves fetrled Paffions in my Heart, 
And like as rigour with tempeftuous gufts 
Provokes the mightieft Hulk againft the tide, 
So 
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So am | driven by breath of her Renown, 
Either to fufter Shipwrack, or arrive | 
Where I may have fruition of her Love. 
„Suf. Tuh, my good Lord, this fuperficial tale 
Is but a preface to her worthy praife : 
The chief Perfections of that lovely Dame, 
(Had 1 Sufficient skill to utter them) 
Would make a Volume of inticing lines, 
Able to ravifh any dull conceit. 
And whichis more, fheis not fo Divine, 
So full repleat with choyce of all delights, 
But with a humble lowlinefs of mind, 
She is content to be at your command : 
Command, 1 mean, of virtuous chafte intents, 
To love, and honour Henry as her Lord. : 
King. And otherwife, will Henry nere prefume : 
Therefore, my Lord Protector, give confent, 
That Margaret may be Engiand’s Royal Queen. 
Glo. Sofhould I give confent to flatter fin, 
You know (my Lord) your Highnefs is betroth’d 
Unto another Lady of efteem. 
How fhall we then difpence with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach? 
Suf. Asdoth a Ruler with unl¢wful Oaths, 
Orone that ata Triumph, having vow’d 
To try his ftrength, forfaketh yet the Lifts 
By reafon of his Adverfaries odds. 
A poor Earl’s Daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 
Glo, Why, what (I pray) is A¢argaret more than that ? 
Her Father is no better than an Earl, 
Although in glorious Titles he excel. 
Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples and Ferufalem, 
And of fuch great Authority in France, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the French-men in Allegiance. 
Glo, And fothe Earl of Arminack, may do, 
Becaufe he is near Kinfman unto Charles, 
Exet. Befide, his wealth doth warrant liberal Dower, 
Where Reignier fooner will receive than give. 
Suf. A Dower, my Lords? difgrace not fo your King, 
That he fhould be fo abject, bafe, and poor, 
To chofe for wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
Henry is able to enrich his Queen, 
And not to feek a Queen to make him rich: 
So worthle{s Pezants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horfe. 
But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by Atturney-fhip : 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, 
Muft be companion of his Nuptial Bed. 
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And therefore, Lords, fince he affects her moft,, 

Moft of all thefeé Reafons bindeth us, 

In our Opinons fhe fhould be preferr’d, 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 

An age of difcord and continual ftrife ? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs, 

And isa pattern of Celeftial peace. 

Whom fhould we match with Henry, being a King, 

But Afargaret, that is Daughter to a King ? 

Her peerlefs Feature, joyned with her birth, 

Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 

Her valiant Courage, and undannted Spirit, 

(More than in Women commonly is feen) 

Will anfwer our hopein iffueofa King: 

For Henry, Son unto a Conquerour, 

Is likely to beget more Conguerors, 

If with a Lady of fo high refolve, 

(As is fair Margaret) he be link’d in Love. 

Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me, 

That Margaret fhall be Queen, and none but fhe. 
King, Whether it be through force of your report, 

My Noble Lord of Sxffolk: Or for that 

My tender youth wasnever yet attaint 

With any Paflion of inflaming Love, 

I cannot tell: but this I am affur’d, 

I feel fuch fharp diflention in my Breaft, 

Such fierce ularums both of hope and Fear, 

As I am fick with working of my thoughts. 

Take therefore thippfing ; poft, my Lord, to France, 

Agree to any Covenants, and procure 

That Lady Margaret do vouchfafe to come 

To crofs the Seas to Exgland, and be Crown’d 

Kizg Henrys faithful and anointed Queen. 

Fur your Expences and fufficient Charge, 

Among the people gather upa tenth. 

Be gone, I fay, for till youdoreturn, 

l reft perplexed with a thoufand Cares. 

And you (good Uncle ) banifh all offence : 

If you docenfure me, by what you were, 

Not what youare, I know ic will excufe 

This fudden execution of my Will. 

And fo conduct me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief. 
Glo. I, grief I fear me, both at firit and laft. 

[Exit Glocefter 

Suf. Thus Sufolk hath prevaiPd, and thus he goes 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

But profper better than the Trojan did : 

Margaret {hall now be Queen, and tule the King: 

But I will rule both her, the King, and Realm. [2&-xir. 


(Exit. 


FINIS. 
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The SHecond Part of 
KING HENRY VI, 


With the Death of the 


Good Duke Humphrey. 


Alus Primus. Scena Prima. 











Flourifh of Trumpets: Then Hoboyes. K Ks Charles,and William de la Pole, Marguef of Suffolk, 
i ' Ambaffador for Henry King of England, Thae che faid Hen- 
Enter King, Duke Humprey, Salisbury, Warwick, and ry fhall efpoufe the Lady Margaret, Danghter unto Reignier 
Beauford on the one fide. - King of Naples, Sicilia, avd Jernfalem,and Crown her Quer 

The Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerfet, and Bucking- of England, ere tke thirtieth of May next enfning. 
ham on the other, Item, That the Dutchy of Anjou, and the Coun of 


Sufolk, Main, fhall be releafed and delivered tothe King her Father. 
S by your high Imperial ee, King. Uncle, how now ? 

I had in charge atmy depart from France, Glo, Pardon me, gracious Lord, 

As proeurator to your Excellence, Some fudden qualm hath {truck me to the heart, 
To marry Princefs Margaret for your Grace ; And diny’d mine Eyes, that I canread no further. 
So inthe famous ancient City, Tours, King. Uncle of Kar N I pray read on. 
In prefence of the Kings of France, and Sicil, Win. Item, le us furt er agreed between them, That the 
The Dukes of Orleance, C alabar, Britargne, Alanfon, Dutchefr of Anjou and Main, fhal be releafed and delivercd over 


Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Bifhops, | £°! ue King her Father, and fhe fent over of the King of Eng- 
land’s own proper Coft and Charge, without having ar Dorry, 


l have perform’d my Task, and was cfpousd, : 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, King, They pleafc us well. Lord Marquefs,kneel down. 
In fight of England, and her Lordly Peers, We here create thee the firit Duke of Suffolk, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen , And girt thee with the Sword. Coufin of York, 
To your moft gracious hand, that are the Subftance We hire difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
P th’ parts of France, till term of cighteen Months 


Of that great Shadow I did reprefent : a 1 

The happieft gift that ever Marquefs gave, Be fullexpir’d. Thanks, Uncle Wtuchefer, 

The faireft Queen that ever King receiv'd. Glocefler, York, Buckingham, and Somerfet, 
Salisbury, and Warnick, 


King. Sufolk arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret, 
L can exprefs no kinder fign of Love We thank you all for this great favour done, 
Than this kind Kifs: O Lord, that lends me life, In Entertainment to my Princely Queen. 


Lend me a heart repleat with thankfulnefs : Come, let us in, and with all {peed provide 
For thou haft given me in this beauteous Face To fee her Coronation be perform’a, 
A world of carthly Bleffingsto my Soul, CExcune King, Queen, and Suffolk. 
If Sympathy of Love unite our thoughts. : Manent the reft, 
Quee. Great King of Engeland, and my gracious Lord, Glo. Brave Peers of England, Pillars of the State, 
The mutual conference that my mind hath had, To you Duke /usphrey mut unload his grief : 
By day, by night; waking, and in my dreams, Your grief, the common grief of all the Land. 
In Courtly company, or at my Beads, What? did my Brother Henry {pend his youth, 
Wich you mine Alder lefe/? Sovereign, His Valour, Coyn, and People in the Wars ? 
Makes me thé bolder to falute my King, Did he fo often lodge in open Figld, 
With ruder terms, fuch as my wit affords, In Winters cold, and Summers parching heat, 
And over-joy of heart doth minifter. To conquer Franee, his true Inheritance? 
King. Her fight did ravifh, but her grace in Specch, And did my Brother Bedford toy] his wits, 


Her words yclad with Wild om’s Majeity, To keep by policy what Henry got : 
Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, Have you your {elves, Somerfee, Buckingham, 
Such is the fulnefs of my hearts content. Brave York, Salsbury, and victorious Warwick , 
Lords, with one cheerful voyce, welcome my Love. Receiv’d deep fears in France and Normandy ; 
All kneel. Long live Q. Margaret, England’s happinefs. | Or hath mine Uncle Beauford, and my felf, 
Quee. We thank you all. [ Flourift;, | With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Suff. My Lord Protector, fo it pleafe your Grace, Studicd fo long, fat inthe Council-houfe, 
Here are the Articles of contracted peace, Early and late, debating to and fro 
Between our Soveraign, and the Freeh King Charles, How France and French-men might be Kept in awe, 


For eightecn Months concluded by confent. And hath his Highnefs in his infancy, 


Glo. Reads, Imprimis, Je is agrecd beeween the French Crown’d in Paris in defpight of foes, 
N n And 





Oa 


134. 


And fhail chefe Labours, and thefe Honours die ? 
Shall Mezry’s Conqueft, Bedfords vigilance, 
Your Deeds of War, and all our Counfel die ! 
O Peers of England, fhameful is this Leagne, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Books of memory, 
Rafing the Charaéters of your Renown, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquer’d Frazce, 
Undoing all, as all had never been. . 

Car. Nephew, what meansthis paffionate difcourfe ? 
This peroration with fuch circumftance; __ 

For France, *tisours; and we will keep it ftill. 

Glo. 1, Vacle, we will keepit, if we can: 
But now it is impoflible we fhould. 

Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the rot, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anjou and Main, 
Unto the poor King Reiguer, whofe large ftyle 
Agrees not with the leanrefs of his purfe. 

Sal, Now by the death of him that di’d for all, 

Thefe Counties were the Keys of Normandy : 

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son ? 

» War. For grief that.they are paft recovery. 

For were there hope to conquer them again, 

My Sword fhould fhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears. 
Anjou and Main? My felf did win them both: 

Thofe Provinces thefe Arms of mine did conquer, 
And are the Cities that are got with wounds 
Delivered up again with peaceful words ? 

Mort Dien. 

Yor. For Suffolk?’s Duke, may he be fuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this Warlike Ifle: 

France fhould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this League. 

I never read but Exgland’s Kings have had 

Large fums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives, 
Andour King Henry gives away his own, 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Hum, A proper jelt, and never heard before, 

That S#ffolk fhould demand a whole Fifteenth, 

For Coft and Charges in tranfporting her : 

She fhould have ftaid in France, and {tarv’d in France 
Before 

Car, My Lord of Gloffer, now ye grow too hot, 
It was the pleafure of my Lord the King. 

Hum, My Lord of Winchefter, 1 know your mind. 
Tis not my Speeches that you do miflike : | 
But tis my prefence that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will out, proud Prelate, in thy Face 
] fee thy fury: If 1 longer ftay, 

We fhall begin our ancient bickerings : 
Lordings farewel, and fay when J am gone, 





I prophefied, France willbeloft ere long. Exit Humph. 


Car. So, there goes our Protector ina rage - 
Tis known to you he is mine Enemy : 
Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 
Andno great friend, I fear me, to the King; 
Confider Lords, he isthe next of Blood, 
And Heir apparent tothe Englifb Crown : 
Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 
Andall the wealthy Kingdoms of the Weit, 
There’s reafon he fhould be difpleas’d at it: 
Look to it, Lords, let not his {moothing words 
Bewitch your Hearts, be wife and circumfpect. 
What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Humphrey the good Duke of Gloster, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Jefu maintain your Royal Excellence, 
With God preferve the good Duke Humphrey. 
1 fear me, Lords, for all this flattering glofs, 
He will be founda dangerous Prote4tor. 

Buck. Why fhould he then protect our Soveraign ? 
He being of age to governof himfelf. 
Coufin Sommer ei, joyn you with me. 
And altogether with the Duke of S«folk; 
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We'll quickly hoyfe Duke Hamphrey from his feat. 

Car. This weighty bufinefs wii] not brook delay, 
Vietothe Duke of S#folk prefently. [Exit Cardinal, 
Sum. Coufin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's pride 

And greatnefs of his place be grief to us, 
Yet let us all watch the haughty Cardinal, 
His infolence ts more intolerable 1 
Than all the Princes in the Land befide ; 
If Glofter be difplac’d, he'll be Protector, 
Buck, Or thou, or 1, Somerfet. will be Protedtor, 
Defpight Duke “Yampbrey, or the Cardinal. 
CEx:t Buckingham and Somerfet. 
Sal, Pride went before, Ambition follows him. 
While thefe do labour for their own preferment, 


. Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. 


I never faw but Humphrey Duke of Glofer, 

Did bear him like a Noble Gentleman: 

Oft have I feen the havghty Cardinal, 

More like a Souldier than a Man o’th? Church, 

As {tout and proud ds he were Lord of all, 

Swear like a Rufhan, and demean himfelf : 
Unlike the Ruler of a Commonweal, 

Warwick my Son, the comfort of my age, 

Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy Houf-keeping, 
Hath won the greateft favour ofthe Commons, 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humphrey. 

And Brother York, thy acting in Ireland, 

in bringing them to Civil Difcipline : 

Thy late exploits done inthe Heart of France 
When thou wert Regent for our Soveraign, 

Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the People, 
Joyn we together forthe publick good, 

{n what we can, to bridle and fupprefs 

The pride of Sufolk, and ihe Cardinal, 

With Somerfee’s and Buckinghams ambition, 


‘| And as we may cherifh Duke Humprey’s deeds, 


While they do tend the profit of the Land. . 

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Country. 

Yor. And fo fays York, 
For he hath greateft caufe. 

Sal. Then lers make haft away, 
And look unto the main? 

War. Unto the main? 
Oh Father, Main js loft, 
That Afain, which by main force Warwick did win 
And would have kept, fo long as breath did kft : 
Main-chance Father you meant, but I meant Adair, 
Which will win from France, or elfe be flain. 

CExit Warwick and Salisbury. Afanet York. 

York. Anjon and Mainare given tothe French, ` 
Pari is loft, the {tate of Normandy 
Stands ona tickle point, now they are gone: 
Suffolk concluded on the Articles, 
ThePeers agreed, and Æenry was well plcas’d, 
To change two Dukedoms fora Dukes fair Daughter. 
[ cannot blame them all, what is’t to them ? 
"Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their piliage, 
And purchafe Friends, and giveto Curtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone. 
While asthe tilly owner ofthe Goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his haplefs hands, 
And fhakes his Head, aud trembling itands aloof, 
While all is fhar’d, and all is born away, 
Ready to ftarve, and dare not touch his own. 
So York, mutt fic, and fret, and bite his Tongue, 
W hile his own Lands are bargain’d for, and fold: 
Methinksthe Realms of England, France and Ireland, 
Bear that proportion to my Flefh and Blood, 
As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 
Unto the Princes Heart of Cal:don : 
Anjou and Main both given unto the French ? 
Cold news for me: For I had hope of France, 

Even 
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Evenas | have of fertile Englands foil. 

A day will come, when York fhall claim his own, 

And therefore I will cake the Mewills parts, 

And make a fhew of Love to proud Duke Henphrey, 

And when I fpy advantage, claim the Crown, 

For that’s the golden mark | feek to hit : 

Nor fall proud Lancafter ufurp my Right, 

Nor hold the Scepter in his Childifh Filt, 

Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, 

Whiofe Church-like Humours fits not for a Crown. 

Then York be ftill a while, till time do ferve : 

Watchthou, and wake whenothers be aflecp, 

To pry into the fecrets of the State, 

Till Henry furfeiting in joys of Love, 

With his new Bride, and Englands dear bought Queen, 

And Humphrey with the Peers be faln at Jarrs. 

Then will I raife aloftthe Milk-white Rofe, 

With whofe {wect {mell the Air fhall be perfum’d, 

And in my Standard bear the Arms of York, 

To grapple with the houfe of Lancafter, 

And force perforce le make him yield the Crown, 

Whofe Bookifh Rule hath pull’d fair England down. ° 
[Exit York. 

Enter Duke Humphrey, and his Wife Elianor. 


Elia. Why droops my Lord, like over-ripen’d Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous Load ? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the World? 
Why are thine Eyes fixt to the fullen Earth, 
Gazing on that which feems to dim thy Sight ? 
W hat feeft thou there ? King Henry’s Diadem, 
Inchac’d with all the Honours of the World? 
If fo, gaze on, and grovel on thy Face, 
Until thy Head be circled with the fame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the Glorious Gold. 
What, is’t coofhort? Ile lengthen it with mine. 
And having both together heav’d it up, 
Well both together lift our Heads to Heaven, 
And never more abafe our Sight fo low, 
As to vouchfafe one glance upon the ground. 
Hum, O Nell,fweet Nell,if thou doft love thy Lord, 
Banifh the Canker of ambitious Thoughts : 
And may that thought, when | imagine ill 
Again{ft my King and Nephew, virtuous Henry, 
Be my laft breathing inthis Mortal World. 
My troublous Dreams this Night dothmake me fad. _ 
El, What dreamd my Lord,tell me,and Ple requite ait 
With fweet Rehearfal of my mornings Dream ? 
Hum.Me thought this Staff, mine Office-badg in Court, 
Wasbroke in twain: by whom, I have forgot, 
Buc as I think, it was by th’ Cardinal, 
Andon the pieces of the broken Wand 
Were plac’d the Heads of Edmond Duke of Somer fer, 
And William de la Pole firit Duke of Suffolk, 
This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows. 
El:. Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, 
That hethat breaks a Stick of Glofter’s Grove, 
Shall lofe his Head for his Prefumption. 
But lift to me, my Humphrey, my iweet Duke : 
Me thought I fate in Seat of Majeity, 
Inthe Cathedral Church of Weftminfter, 
And in that Chair where Kings and Qneens were Crown’d, 
Where Henryand Margaret kneel’d to me, 
And on my Head did fet the Diadem. 
Hum, Nay, Eleanor, then muft 1 chide out-right : 
Prefumptuous Dame, ill-natur’d Elanor, 
Art thou not fecond Woman in the Realm ? 
And the Protectors Wife belov’d of him ? 
Haft thou not worldly Pleafure at command, 
Above the reach or compals of thy Thonght ? 
And wilt thon ftill be hammering Treachery, 
To tuinble down thy Husband, and thy felf, 
From top of Honour, to Dilgraces Feet ? 
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Away trom me, and Jet me hear no morc. 
Eli. Whar, what, my Lord, ere you fo Cholerick 
With Elianor, for telling but her Dream ? 
Nexttime, Ple keep my Dreams unto my felf, 
Ard not be check’d. 
Hum, Nay, be not angry, Iam pleas’d again. 
Enter Meffenger. 
Me. My Lord Protector, ’tis his Highnefs pleafurc, 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, 
Whereas the King and Qneen do mean to Hawk. 
Hu. l go: Come Nell thou wilt ride with us ? (Ex. Hu. 
Elia. Yes, my good Lord, I'll follow prefently. 
Follow J muft, I cannot go before, 
While Glofter bears this bafe and humble Mind. 
Were I a Man, a Duke, dnd next of blood, 
I would remove thefe tedious {tumbling blocks, 
And fmooth my way upon their Headlefs Necks. 
Aud being a Woman, 1 will not be flack 
To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir John; nay fear not Man, 
We arealone, here’s none but theeand 1. [Enter Hurme. 
Hume, Jefus preferve your Royal Majefty. 
Elz, What faift thou ? Majefty: 1 ambut Grace. 
-Hume. But by the Grace of God, and Humes advice, 
Your Graces Title fhall be multiplyd. 
Eli, What fay’ thon Man ? Halt thou as yet conferr’d 
With Margery Jordan the cunning Witch, 
With Roger Bullingbrook the Conjurer, 
And wil! they undertake to do me good ? 
Hume. This they have promifed to hew your Highnefs 
A Spirit rais’d from depth of under Ground, 
That fhall make anfwer to fuch Queftions, 
Asby your Grace hall be propounded him. 
Eli. It is enough, Plethink upon the Queftions : 
When from Saint Albans we do make return ; 
Well fce thofe things effected to the full. 
Here Hume, take this reward, makemerry Man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty Caufe. 
[Exte Eltanor. 
Hum. Hume muft make merry with the Dutchefs Gold : 
Marry and fhall: but how now, Sir John Hume ? 
Seal up your Lips, and give no words but Mum, 
The bufinefs asketh filent fecrecy. 
Dame Elianor gives Gold, to bring the Witch: 
Gold cannot come amifs, were fhe a Devil. 
Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaft : 
I dare not fay, from the Rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk; 
Yet I do find it fo: For tobe plain, 
They (knowing Dame Elianors humour) 
Have hired me to under-mine the Dutchefs , 
And buz thefe Conjurations in her Brain. 
They fay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker. 
Yet am | Suffolk’s, and the Cardinal’s Broker. 
Hume, if you take not heed, you fhall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves. 
Well, fo it ftands : and thus! fear at laft, 
Humes Knavery will be the Dutchefs Wrack, 
And her attaintnre will be Aimphrey?s fall: 
Sort how icwill, I fhallhave Gold for all. [ Exit. 
Enter three cr four Petitioners, the Armorers Aan being 
one. 


1 Pet. My Mafters, let’s fland clofe, my Lord Pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then we may 
deliver our Supplications in the Quill. 

2 Per. Marry the Lord protect him, for he’s a good 
Man, Jefu blefs him. 


Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 


_1 Pee. Here acomesmethinks , and the Queen with 
him: Vlebe the firft fure. 


Nn 2 2 Per. 
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2. Pet. Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk, and 
not my Lord Protector. r 

Suff. How now, fellow: would’ft any thing with me? 

1. Per. I pray, my Lord, pardon me, 1 took ye for my 
Lord Protector. ea 

Queen. Tomy Lord Protector ? are your Supplications 
to his Lordfhip? let me fee them: what is thine A 

1, Per, Mine is, and’t pleafe your Grace, againft Fohn 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houfe, 
and Lands, and Wife and all from me. 

Suff. Thy Wife too ? that’s fome Wrong indeed. 
What’s yours ? what’s here? againft the Duke of Suf- 
folk, for enclofing the Commons of Alford, How now, 


Sir Knave ? an 
2. Pet, Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our 


whole Townfhip. y 
Pet, Againt my Mafter, Thomas Horner, for faying, 

That the Duke of York was rightful Heir to the Crown. 
Queen. What fay’ft thou ? Did the Duke of Tork fay, 

He was rightful Heir to the Crown ? 

Pet. That my Miftrefs was? No forfooth: my Mafter 
faid, that he was; and that the King was an Ufurper. 
Suf. Who is there ? ` 
Enter Servant, 
Take this fellow in, and fend for his Mafter with a Pur- 
fevant prefently: we'll hear more of your matter before 
the King. [Ext 
Queen, And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our Protectors Grace, 
Begin your Suits anew, and fueto him. 
Tear the Supplicasion. 

Away, bafe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go. 
All, Come, lets begone. l CE xt. 
Queen, My Lord ot Sufolk, fay, is this the guife ? 

Is this the Fafhion of the Court of England? 

Is this the Government of Britains Ifle ? 

And this the Royalty of Albions King ? 

What, hall King Henry be a Pupil still, 

Under the furly Gloffers Governance ¢ 

And I a Queen in Title and in Style, 

And muft be made a Subject to a Duke ? 

I tell thee, Pool, when in the City Tours 

Thou ran’ft a tilt in honour of my Love, 

And ftol?{t away the Ladies Hearts of Franee; 

I thought King Aenry had refembled thee, 

In Courage, Courthip, and Proportion: 

But all his mind is bent to holinefs, 

To number Ave. maries on his Beads: 

His Champions are the Prophets and Apoftles, 

His Weapons, are Holy Saws of facred Writ, 

His Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves 

Are brazen Imayes of Canonized Saints. 

I would the College of the Cardinals 

Would chufe him Pope- and carry him to Rome, 

And fet the Triple Crown upon his Head ; 

That were a State fit for his Holinefs. 

Suf. Madam, be patient: as | was caufe 

Your Highnefs came to England, fo will I 

In England work your Graces full content. 

Queen, Befide the haught Protector, have we Beauford, 

The imperious Church-man ; Somerfer, Buckingham, 

And grumbling York: and not the leaft of thefe, 

Butcan do more in England, than the King. 

Saf. And he of thefethat can do moft of all, 

Cannot do more in England, than the Nevils : 

Salisbury and Warwick are no fimple Peers. 

Queen, Not all thefe Lords do vex me half fo much, 

A$ that proud Dame, the Lord Protector’s Wife : 

She {weeps it through the Court with troops of Ladies, 

More like an Emprefs, than Duke Humphrey’s W ife : 

Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen 

She bears a Dukes Revenues on her back, 

And inher Heart fhe fcorns our Poverty - 

Shall I not live to beaveng’d ou her ? 
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Contemptuous bafe-born Callot as he is, 

She vaunted *mongft her Minions t’other day, 

The very train of her wor{t wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Fathers Lands, 

Till Suffolk, gave two Dukedoins for his Daughter. 
Saf. Madam, my felf have limda buh tor her, 

And plac’d a Quire of fuch enticing Birds, 

That the will light to liftento the Lays, 

And never mountto trouble you again. 

So let her reft: and, Madam, lit tome, 

For I am bold to counfel you in this ; 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet mutt we joyn with him, and with the Lords, 

Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in difgrace. 

As for the Duke of York, this late Complaint 

Will make but little for his benefit : 

So one by one we'll weed them all at laft, | 

And you your felf {hall fteer the happy Helm. [Exit 

Enter the King, Duke Humphrey, Cardinal, Buckingham, 

York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Dutchef. 


King. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Soumerfet, or York, all’s one to me. 
Yor, If York have ill demeaned himfelf in France, 
Then let him be deny’d the Regent-fhip. 
Som, 1f Somerfer be unworthy of the place, 
Let York, be Regent, | will yield to-him. 
War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpute not that, York is the worthier. 
Card, Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters fpeak. 
War. The Cardinal’s.not my Better in the field. 
Buck. Allin this prefence are thy Betters, Warrick, 
War. Warwick may live to be the beft of all. 
Salisb. Peace, Son, and fhew fome reafon, Buckingham, | 
Why Somerfè: fhould be preferr’d inthis? 
Queen, Becaufe the King forfooth will have it fo. 
Hum, Madam, the King is old enough himfelf 
To give this Cenfure: Thefe are no Womans matters. 
Queen, \f he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence ? 
Hum. Madam, { am Protector of the Realm, 
And at his pleafure will refign my Place. 
Suf. Relign it then, and leave thine infolence. 
Since thou wer’t King, as who is King, but thou? 
The Common-wealth hath daily run to wrack, 
The Dolphin hath prevail’d beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
Have been as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. 

Car, The Commons haft thou rack’d, the Clergies Bags 
Are lank and lean with thy Extortions. | 
Som, Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wives Attire 

Have cofta mafs of publick Treafure. 
Buck, Thy Cruelty in execution 
Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law, 
And left theeto the mercy of the Law. 
Queen, Thy fale of Offices and Towns in France, 
If they were known, asthe fufpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 
l C Exit Humphrey. 
Give me my Fan: what, Minion, can ye not ? l 


She gives the Dutchefs a box onthe Ear. 


I cry you mercy, Madam: was it you? 
Dutch, Was’t1 ? yea, lit was, proud French-women: 
Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails, 
I could fet my Ten Commandements in your Face. 
King. Sweet Aunt, be quiet, *twas against her Will. 
Dutch, Againft her will, good King ? look to't in time, 


| She?ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby : 


Though in this place moft Mafter wears no Breeches, 
She fhall not {trike Dame Ehazor unreveng’d. 
(Exit Elianor. 
Buck, 
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Buck. Lord Cardinal, I will follow Elanor, 
And liften after Humphrey, how he procecds : 
She’s tickled now, her Fume can need no fpurs, 
She'll gallop far cnough to her deftruction. 


[Exit Buckingham. |. 
T 


Enter Humphrey. 


Humph. Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blown, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
[come to talk of Common-wealth Affairs. 

As for your fpightful falfe Objections, 
Prove them, and 1 lye open to the Law : 

But Godin mercy fo deal with my Soul, 

As I in Duty love my King and Country. 
But to the matter that we have in hand : 
fay, my Saveraign, York is mecteft man 
To be your Regent in the Realm of France. 

Suff. Before we make Election, give me leave 

To fhew fome reafon, of no little force, 
That York, is moft unmect of any Man. 
York. Vletell thee, Suffolk, why 1 am unmect. 
Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride: 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerfer will kecp me here, 
Without Difcharge, Money, or Furniture, 
Till France be won into the Dolphin’s hands. 
Laft time I danc’t attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was befieg?d, famifh’r, and loft. 
‘Warw, That canl witnefs, anda fouler Fact 
Did never ‘Traytor inthe Land commit. 
Suff. Peace, head-f{trong Warwick, 
War. I mage of Pride, why thould I hold my Peace ? 


Enter Armtorer and his Man. 


Suf. Becavfe here is a Man accus’d of Treafon, 
Pray God the Duke of York excufe himfelf. 
York, Dothany one accule York for a Traytor ¢ 


King. What mean’ft thou, Séfolk? tellme, what are 


thefe ? 
| Suff. Pleafe it your Majefty, this is the Man 
That doth accufe his Mafter of High-Treafon : 
His words were thefe + That Richard, Dukeof York, 
Was rightful Heir unto the Exglifh Crown, 
And that your Majefty was an Ufurper. 

King. Say man, were thefe thy words? 

Armo. And’t fhall pleafe your Majefty, | never faid 
nor thought any fuch matter: God is my witnefs, I am 
fally accus’d by the Villain. 

Perer. By thefe ten bones, my Lords, he did fpeak 
them to mein the Garret one Night, as we were fcow- 
ring my Lord of York’s Armour. i 

York, Bafe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical, 

Ple have thy Head tor this thy Traytors fpeech : 
1 do befeech your Royal Majefty, 
Let him have all the rigour of the Law. 

Arm. Alas, my Lord,hang me if ever I fpake the words: 
my accufer is my Prentice, and when [ did correét him 
for his fault the other day, he did vow upon his Knees he 
would be even with me: 1 have good witnefs of this, 
therefore I befeech your Majelty, do not caft away an 
honeft Man fora Villains Accufation. 

King. Uncle, what fhall we fay to this in Law ? 

Flumph, Thisdoom, my Lord, if I may Judge: 

Let Somerfer be Regent o’re the French, 

Becaufe in York this brecds fufpition : 

Aud let thefe havea day appointed them 

For fingle Combat, ‘in convenient place, 

For he hath witnefs of his Servants Malice : 
Thisis the Law, and this Duke Humphreys doom. 

Som. I humbly thank your Royal Majefty. 

4irmorer. And Laccept the Combat willingly. 

Peter. Alas, my Lord,{ cannot fight ; for God’s fake 
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pity my cafe : the fpight of my Mafter prevaileth againft 
me. O Lord have mercy upon me, 1 fhall never be able to 
fight a blow: O Lord, my heart. 
Humf. Sirrah, or you muft fight, or clfe be hang’d. 
King. Away with them to Prifon: and the day of 


Combat, fhall be the laft of the next Month. Come So- 
merfet, we'll fee thee fent away. i 
Flonrifh. LExenne. 


Enter the Witch, she two Priefts, and Bullingbrook. 


Finme. Come, my Mafters, the Dutchefs, I tell you, 
expects performance of your promifes. 

Bulling. Mafter Hume, we are therefore provided: 
Will her Ladifhip behold and hear our Exorcifines ? 

Hume, 1, what elfe? Fear you not her Courage. 

Bulling. | have heard her reported to be a Woman of 
an invincible fpirit : but it hall be convenient , Mafter 
Fiume, that yoube by her aloft, while we be bufie be- 
low : and fo, | pray you, go in God’s Name,and leave us, 

{Ex. Hume. 

Mother Jordan , be you proftrate , and grovel on the 
Earth; John Southwell, read you, and Ict us to our work, 


Enter Elianor aloft. 


Elian. Well Said, my Mafters, and welcome to all: To 
this geer, the fooner the better.. 

Bul. Patience, good Lady, Wizarés know their times: 
Deep Night, dark Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was fet on Fire, 
The times when Screech-owls cry, and Ban-dogs howl ; 
And Spirits walk, and Ghofts break.up their Graves i 
That time fits beft the work we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you, and feat not: whom wé raife, 
We will make faft within a hallow’d Verge. 


Here dothe Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, Bul- 
lingbrook, or Southwell reads, Conjuro.te, Gc. l 
Thunders and Lightens terribly ; then the Spirit rifeth, 


Spirit. Adfum, 

Wiech. Afmath, by the Eternal God, 
Whofe Name and Power thou trembleft at, 
Anfwer that lask: For till thoufpeak, 
Thou fhalt not pafs from hence. 

Spirit. Ask what thou wilt ; that [had faid, and done. 

Bulling, Firft of the King: What fhall of him be- 
come ? 

Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry fhall depofe ; 
But him out-live, and dye a violent Death. 

Buli. What Fates await the Duke of Sufolk? 

Spirit. By Water fhall he dye, and take his end. 

Bull, What thall befall the Duke of Somerfer ? 
' Spirit. Let him fhun Caftles. 
Safer fhall he be upon the fandy Plains, 
Than where Caftles mounted ftand, 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Bull, Defcend to Darknefs, and the burning Lake; 
Falfe Fiend avoid. 

Thunder and Lightning. [Errr Spirit. 
Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, mich 
their Guard, and break in, 


York. Lay hands upon thefe Trayters, and their trahh: 
Beldam, I chink we watch’t you at an Inch. 
What, Madam,are you there? The King and Common-weal 
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains; 
My Lord Protector will, 1 doubt it not, 
Sce you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts. 
Elian. Not half fo bad as thine to Englard’s King, 
Injurious Duke, that threatn’ft where’s no caufe. | 
Buck, Truc, Madam, none at all: what call you this ? 
Nn 3 Away 
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Away with then, let them be clap’tup clofe, 
And kep’t afunder: you, Madam, shall with us. 
Stafford take her to thee. i 

We’ll fee your trinkets here all forth-coming. 


\] away. , 
7 York. Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch’t her 


A pretty Plot, well chofen to build upon. (well. 
New, Si my Lord, let’s fee the Devil’s Writ. 
What have we here ? [ Reads. 


The Duke yet lives, that Henry fhall depofes 

But bim out-live, and dye a violent death, 

Why this is jut: Ao e/Æacide Romanos vincere pofe, 
well, to the reft : 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? 

By Water fhall be dye, and take his end, 

What shall betide the Duke of Somerfes ? 

Let bin fhun Caftles, 

Safer fhall he be upon the fundie Plains, 

Than where Castles mounted ftand. 

Come, come, my Lords, ) 

Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d, 

And hardly underftood. i 

The Xing is now in progrefs towards Saint Albans, 
With him, the Husband of this lovely Lady: 
Thither goes thefe News, 

As faft as Horfe can carry them: 

A forry breakfaft for my Lord Protector. 


Buck, Your Grace fhall give me leave, my Lord of York, 


To be the Poit, in hope of his reward. 
York. At your pleafure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe ? 
Enter a Serving-man, 
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warnick, : 
To fup with me to morrow Night. Away. 


[Exennt. 


Enter the King, Queen, Protettor, Cardinal, and 
Suffolk, weth Fanlkners hollowing. 


Qucen, Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook, 
I faw no better fport thefe feven years day ; 
Yet by your leave, the wind was very high, 
And ten to one, old Soa had not gone out. 


King. Bot what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 


And what a pitch fhe flew above the reft: 
To fee how God in all his Creatures works, 

Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. 
Saf. No marvel, and it like your Majefty, 
My Lord Protector’s Hawks do towre fo well; 

They know their Mafter loves to be aloft, 

And bears his thoughts above his Falcons pitch. 
Gloff. My Lord, tis but a bafe ignoble mind, 

That mountsno higher than a Bird can foar. 


Card. I thought as much, he would be above the 


Clouds. ` 
Gloft. ¥, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that ? 
Were it not good, your Grace could flie to Heaven? 
King. The Treafury of everlafting Joy. 


Card. Thy Heaven ison Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts 


Beat on a Crown, the Treafure of thy Heart, 
Pernicious Protector, dangerous Pcer, 
That fmooth’tt it fo with King and Commonweal. 
Gloft. What, Cardinal ? 
Is your Prieft hood grown peremptory ? 
Tantene animis Coeleftibus.ire, Church-men fo hot ? 
Good Uncle, hide fuch Malice: 
With fuch Holinefs can you doit? 
Suff. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
: So good a Quarrel, and fo bad a Peer. 
Glo, As who, my Lord ? 
Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, 
An’t like yout Lordly Lord Protectorhhip. 
Gloft, Why. Suffolk, England knows thine infolence. 
Queen. And thy Ambition, Gloster. 
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And whet not on thefe too-too-furious Peers, 
For bieffed are the Peace-makers on Earth. 
Card. Let me be bleffed for the Peace 1 make 
Againft this proud Protector with my Sword. 
Gioft. Faith, Holy Uncle, would *twere come tothat. 
Card. Marry, when thou dar’ft. 
Gloft. Make upno factious numbers for the matter, 
In thine own perfon anfwer thy abufe. 
| Card. 1, where thou darft not peep : 
And if thou darft, this evening, 
On the Eaft fide of the Grove. 
King. How now, my Lords? 
Card, Believe me, Coufin Gloffer, 
Had not your man put up the Fowl fo fuddenly, 
We had had more {port. 
Come with thy two hand Sword. 
Gloft. True, Uncle, are ye advis’d ? 
The Eaft fide of the Grove : 
Cardinal, I am with you. 
King. Why how now, Uncle Glofter ? 
Glojt. Talking of Hawking, nothing elfe, my Lord, 
Now by Gods Mother, Priscit, 
Pte have your Crown for this, 
Or all my fence shall fail. 
Car, Medice teipfum, Protector fee too’t well, protect 
your felf. 
King. The Winds grow high, 
So do your Stomacks, Lords - 
How irkfome is this Mnfick to my heart ? 
When fuch Strings jarr, what hope-of Harmony? 
I pray, my Lords, let me compound this ftrife. 


Enter one crying a Miracle, 


Gloft, What means this noife ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do’ft thou proclaim ? 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. 
Suffolk, Come to the King, and tell him, what Miracle. 
One. Forfooth, a blind man at St. Alban’s Shrine, 
Wichin this half hour hath receiv’d his fight, 
A man that ne’re faw in his life before. 
King, Now God be prais’d, that to believing Souls 
Gives Light in Darknefs, Comfort in Defpair. 


Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and his’ 
` Brethren, bearing the Man between 
two in a Chair. 


Card, Here comes the Towns-men on proceflion, 
To prefent your Highnefs with the man. 

King, Great is his comfort inthis Earthly Vale, 
Although by his fight his fin be multiplied. 

Gloff, Stand by, my Mafters, bring him near the King, 
His Highnefs pleafure isto talk with him. 

King. Good-fellow, tell us here the circumftance, 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord. 
What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor’d ? 

Simp. Born blind, and’t pleafe your Grace. 

Wife. I indeed was he. 

Suf. What Woman is this? 

Wife. His Wife, and’t pleafe your Worhhip. 

Gloft. Had?ft thou been his Mother, thou could’ft have 
better told. 

King. Where wert thou born? 

Simp. At Barwick in the North, and’t like your 
Grace. 

King. Poor Soul, 
God’s goodnefs hath been great to thee: 
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed pafs, 
But {till remember what the Lord hath done. 

ween. Tell me, Good-fellow, 


Cam it thouhere by Chance, or of Devotion, 
To this Holy Shrine ? | 


Simp, 
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Simp. God knows of pure Devotion, 

Being call’d a hundred times, and oftner, 

In my fleep, by good Saint Alban: ' 

Who faid; Simon, come, come offer at my Shrine, 

And'I will help thee. 

Wife. Moft true, forfooth: 
And many atime and oft my felf have heard a Voice, 
To call him fo. ' 

Card. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. 1, God Almighty help me. 

Suff. How camft thou fo ? 

Simp. A fall offa Tree. 

Wife. A Plum-tree, Mafter. . 

Gloft. How tong haft thou been blind ? 

Simp. O born fo, Mafter. 

_ Gloft. What, and would’ft climb a,/T ree? © 
Simp, But That inall my life, when [ was a youth. 
Wife. Tootrue, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Gloft. Mafs, thou tov’dft Plums well, that would’ft 

venture fo. 

Simp. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife defired fome Dam- 
fons, and made meclimb, with danger of my Life. 

Gloft. A fabtil Knave, but yet it fhall not ferve: 

Let me fee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, 
In my opinion, yet thou feeft hot wel. i 

Simp. Yes, Mafter, clear asday, 1 thank God and Saint 
Alban. 

Gloft, Say’ft thou me fo: what Colour is this Cloak of ? 

Simp, Red, Mafter, Red as Blood. , 

Gioft, Why that’s well faid: What Colour is my 
Gown of ? 

Simp. Black, forfooth, Coal-black, as Jet. 

„ Keng. Why then, thou know’ft what Colour Jet is of ? 
Cuff And yct, I think, Jet he did never fee. 
Gloft .But Cloaks and Gowns, before this day, a 
many. | 
W; e. Never beforethis day, in allhis life. 
Gloft. Tell me, Sirrah, what’s my uame ? 
Simp. Alas Mafter, I know not. 
Gloft. What’s his Name ? 
Simp. 1 know not. 
Glofl. Nor his ? 
Simp. No indeed, Maker. 
Glof?. Whavs thinc own Name ? 
Simp. Saunder Simpcox, andif it pleafe you, Mafter. 
Glost. Then Saunder, fit there, 
The lying’ft Knave in Chriftendom. 
If thou had?ft been born blind, 
Thou might’ft as well have known all our Names, 
As thus to know the feveral Colours we do wear. 
Sight may diftinguifh Colours : 
But fuddenly to nominate them all, 
[cis impoffible. | 
My Lords, Saint Alben here hath done a Miracle: 
And would ye not think it, Cunning to be great, 
That could reftore this Cripple to his Legs again ? 
| Simp. O Mafter, that you could ° 
Gloft, My Mafters of Saint Albans, 
Have you not Beadles in your Town, 
And things call’d Whips ? 
Mopor. Yes, my Lords, if it pleafe your Grace. 
Gloft. Then fend for one prefently. 
Mayor . Sirrah, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 
C Exit. 
Gloft. Now fetch mea Stool hither by and by. 
Now Sirrah, if you mean to fave your felf from Whip- 
ping, leap me over this Stool, and runaway. 

Simp. Alas Mafter,- 1 am not able to ftand alone: 
You go about to torture me in vain. 


Enter a Beadle with Whips. 


Gloft. Well Sit, we muft have you find your Legs. 
Sirrah Beadle, whip him till he leap over that fame Stool. 
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Bead. 1 will, my Lord, 
Come on Sirrah, oft with your Doublet, quickly. 
Simp. Alas, Mafter, what fhall 1 do? lam not able to 
ftand. 
After ‘the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over 
the Stool, and runs away: and they follow, 
and cry, a Miracle. 
King, O God, feeft thouthis, and beareft fo long ! 
Queen, It made me laugh, to fee the Villain run. 
Ghft. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 
Gloft, Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 
Till theycome to Barwick, from whence-they came. 
Post? 
Card. Duke Humphrey has done a Miracle to oun 
S«ff. True,made the Lame to leap, and flic away: 
. Glost. But you have done more Miracles than I: 
You made ina day, my Lord, whole Towns to fie. 


Enter Buckingham. ’ 


King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham ? 
Buck. Suchas my Heart doth tremble to unfold : 
A fort of naughty perfons, lewdly bent, 
Under the Countenance and Confederacy 
Of Lady Elianor, the Protectors Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Have practis'd dangeroufly againft yovr State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended in the Fact, 
Raifing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry's Life and Death, 
And other of your Highnefs Privy Councel, 
As more at large your Grace fhall underftand. 
Card. And fo, my Lord Protector, by this means 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. 
This news I think hath turn’d your Weapon’s edge; . 
*Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. 
Gloft. Ambitious Church-man, leave to affiict my Heart . 
Sorrow and grief have vanquifht all my powers ; 
And vanquifht as I am, I yicldto thee, 
Or to the meaneft Groom. 
King. QO God, what mifchiefs work the wicked oncs ? 
Heaping confufion on their own Heads thereby. 
QOneen, Glofter, fee here the Tainéture of thy Neft, 
And look thy felf be faultlefs, thou wert beft. 
Gloft, Madam, for my felf, to Heaven! do appeal, 
How 1I have lov’d my King, and Common-weal : 


And for my Wife, | know not how it ftands, 


Sorry amI to hear, what I have heard: 
Noble fhe is; but if fhe have forgot 
Honour and Virtue, and convers’t with fuch, 
As like toPitch, defile Nobility ; 
| banifh her my Bed, and Company, 
And give her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath difhonoured Glofter’s honeft name. 
King. Well, for this Night we will repofe us here: 
To morrow toward London, back again, 
To look into this.Bufinefs thorowly, 
And call thefe foul Offendors to their anfwers; 
And poife the Caufe in Juftice equal Scales, 
Whofe Beam ftands fure, whofe rightful caufe prevails. 


CExenrt. 
Enter York, Salisbury, ard Warwick. 


York, Now, my good Lords of Salishioy and Warzitk, 
Our fimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this clofe Walk to fatisfy my felf, 
In craving your opinion of my Title, 
Which isinfallible to Exgland’s Crown. 

Salish, My Lord, J long to hear it thus at full. 

War. Sweet York begin: andif thy claim be good, 
The Nevils are thy Subjects to command. 
Tort 
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York. Then thus: 
Edward the third, my Lords, had feven Sons: 


The firit Edward the Black-Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The fecond, Wrlsam of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lienel Duke of Clarence: next to whom, 

Was Fohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter ; 

The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke of Tork; 

The fixth, Thomas of Woodftock, Duke of Glofter, ; 

William of Windfor, was the feventh, and laft, 

Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 

And left behind him Richard, his only Son, 

Who after Edmard the third’s death, reign’d King, 

Till Henry Bullingbrook, Duke of Lanca er, 

The eldeit Son and Heir of Yohn of Gaunt, 

Crown’d by the name of Henry the fourth, 

Sciz'd on the Realm, depos’d the rightful King, 

Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence fhe came, 

And him to Pomfret, where, as all you krew, 

Harmlefs King Richard was murthered traiteroufly. 

_Warw. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 

Trius got the Houfe of Lancafter the Crown. 

York, Which now they hold by force, and not by right: 

For Richard the firit Son’s Heir, being dead, 

The iflue of the next Son fhould have reign’d. 
Salis, But William of Hatfield dyed without an Heir. 
York. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 

From whofe Line I claim the Crown, 

Had iflue Philip, a Daughter, 

Who married Edmond Afortsmer, Earl of March: 

Edmond had iflue, Roger Earlof Afarch: 

Roger had iflue, Edmond, Anne, and Elianor. 

Salis. This Edmond, in the reign of Beléngorook , 

As i have read, laid claim unto the ‘Crown, 

And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King ; 

Who kept him tn Captivity, cll he dy'd. 

But, to the ret. 

York. His eldeft Sifter, Anne, 

My, Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 

Married Richard Earl of Cambridce, 

iWho was'to Edmond Langley, 

Edward. the third’s fifth Son’s Son ; 

By her { claim the Kingdom : 

She then was Heir to Aoger, Earl of March, 

Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, 

Who married Phskp, fole Daughter 

Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence, 

So, if the illue of the eldeft Son 

Succeed before the younger, 1 am King. 
Wart. What plain proceeding is mare plain than this ? 

Henry doth claim the Crown from Fobn of Gaunt 

The fourth Son, York claims it from the third : 

Till Lyovel’s illue fail, he fhould not Reign. 

It fails not yet, but flourifheth in thee, i 

And in thy Sons, fair Slips of fuch a Stock, 

| Then Father Salisbury, kneel we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the firft, 

That fhall falute our rightful Soveraign 

With honour of his Birti-right to the Crown. 

Both, Long live our Soveraign Richard, England?s King. 
Tork. We thank you, Lords: 

But i am not your King, 7cill I be Crown’d 

And that my Sword be itain’d 

With heart-blood of the Houfe of ‘Lancafter : 

And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d, 

But with advice and filent fecrecy. 

Do you, as 1 do, in thefe dangerous days 

Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's infolence, 

At Beauford’s Pride, at Somer Jets Ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 

‘Till they have fnar’d the Shepherd of the Flock, 

That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humfrey : 
"Vis that they feck, and they, in feeking that, 
Shall find cheir deaths, if Tork can prophelie. 

Salij. My Lord, break we off; we know your mind 
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at full. 
Warm, My heart aflures me, that the Earl of Warwick, 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a King. 
York, And ivevil, this 1 do aflure my felf, 
Richard fhall live to make the Earl of Warwick, 
The greateft mian in England, but the King.  Exeunp. 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King, and State, with 
Guard, to banifh the Dutchefs. 


King. Stand forth, Dame Elianor Cobham, 
Glofter’s Wife : 
In fight of God, and us, your guilt is great, 
Receive the fentence of the Law for fin, 
such as by God’s Book are adjudg’d to death, 
You four from hence to Prifon, back again 
From thence, unto the place of Execution; 
The Witch in Smithfield fhall be burn’d to ahes, 
And you three fhall be ftrangled on the Gallows. 
You Madam, for you are more Nobly born, 
Defpoyled of your Honour in your life, 
Shall after three days open Penance done, 
Live in your Country here, in Banifhment, 
With Sir John Stanly, in the Ifle of man. 

Eltan, Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were my 
Death. 

Glos. Elsanor, the Law thou feeft hath judged thee, 
I cannot jultifie, whom the Law. condemns. 
Mine eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Ah Huwnfrey, this difhonour in thine Age, 
Will bring thy Head with forrow to the Ground. 


1 befeech your Majelty give me leave to £0; 


Sorrow would folace, and mine Age would eafe. 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Giofter, 
E’re thou go: give up thy Staff, 
Henry will to himfelf Protector be, 
And God fhall be my Hope, my Stay, 
And Lanthorn to my Feet, 
And go in peace, Humfrey, no lefs belov'd, 
Than when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
Queen, | fee no reafon, why a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a Child: 
God and King Henry govern England’s Realm: 
Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm , 
Gloft. My Staff? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staff: 
As willingly do 1 the fame refign, 
As ere thy Father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave ic, 
As others would-ambitioufly receive it. 
Farewel good King: when i am dead and gone, 
May honourable Peace attend thy Throne 
i [Exit Glofter. 
Queen. Why now is Henry King, and Margaret Queen. 
And Hwumfrey, Duke of Glojter, {carce himfelf, 
That bears fo fhrewd a maim, two Pulls at once; 
His Lady banifh’d, and a Limb lopt off, 
This Staff of Honour raught, there let it ftand, 
Where beft it fits to be, in Henry's hand. 
Suff. Thus droops this lofty Pine,and hangs his fprayes, - 
Thus Elsanor’s Pride dyes in‘ her younger days. 
York, Lords, let him go. Pleafe it your Majefty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combate, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lilts. 
So pleafe your Highnefs to behold the Fight. 
Queen, 1, good my Lord: for purpofely therefore 
Left I the Court, to fee this Quarrel try’d. 
King. A God’s Namie fee the Lifts and all things fir, 
Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 
Tork. I never faw a fellow worfe beftead, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 
The Servant of this Armourer, my Lords. 


my Guide, 






Enter 
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Enter at one Dooy the Armover and hit Neighbours, drtnk- 
ing to him fo much, tha he i drunk , and be enters 
with a Drum before bim, and bis Siaff -with a Sand- 
bag faftned to it: and at the other Door his Man, 





Enter the Dmechefs in a white Sheer, and a Taper hur- 
ning in her hand, with the Sheriff and Officers. 


Serv. So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from the 


with a Drum anda Sand-bac, and Prentices drink; | Sheriff. 


ing to him. 


Glofter. No, ftir not for your lives, let her pafs by. 
Elian, Come you, my Lord, to fee my open hame ? 


1. Neighbour. Here, Neighbour Horner, 1 drink to! Now rhou do’ft Penance too. Look how they gaze, 
youin a Cup of Sack; and fear not,Neighbour, you fhal) ! Sec how the giddy multitude do point, 


do well enough. 


2. Neighbour, And here, Neighbour, here’s 2 Cup of 


Charneco. | 

3. Neighbour. And here’s a Pot of goad double- Beer, 
Neighbour: driok, and fear not your Man. 

Armorer, Let ic come yfaith, and Pie pledge you all, 
and ‘a fig for Perer. 

1. Pren. Here Peer | drink to thee, and be not a- 
fraid 

2. Pren, Be merry, Peer, and fear not thy Mafter ; 
Fight for the credit of the Prentices. 

Perer, 1 thank you all: drink. and pray for me, J pray 
you, for I think I have taken my laft Draught in this 
World. Here Robin, if I dyc, I give thee my Apron; 
and sil, chou fhalt have my Hammer : and here, Tom, 
take all the Money that] have. O Lord blefs me, 1 pray 
God, for I am never able to deal with my Mafter, he 
hath learnt fo much to fence already. 

Salis, Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, whats thy Nane ? 

Peser. Perer, forfooth. 

Salis. Petrer? what more ? 

Peter. Thump. 

Satis. Thump? Then fee thou thump chy Mafter well. 

Armorer. Mafters, | am come hither as it were upon 
my Man?s inftigation, to prove him a Knave, and my felf 
an honek man: and touching the Duke of York, I will 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor che King 
nor the Queen, and therefore Perer have at thee with a 
down right blow. 

York. Difpatch, this Knaves tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. 

They fight, and Peter ftrikes him down, 

Armorer. Hold Peter hold! confefs, t confefs Treafon. 

York. Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, 
and the good Wine in thy Mafters way. 

Peter. O God, have [ overcome. mine Enemy in this 
prefence? O Peser thou haft prevail’d in right. 

King. Go, take hence that Traytor from our fight, 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt. 

And God in Juftice hath reveal’d to us 

The Truth and Innocence of chis poor. Fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murther’d wrongfully. 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. [ Exeunt, 


Ener Duke Humfrey and his Men in Mourning Cloaks. 


Gloft. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud , 
And after Summer, evermore fuccceds 
Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold ; 
So Cares and Joyes abound, as Seafons flect. 
Sirs, what’s a Clock ? 

Serv, Yen, my Lord. 

Gloft. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming of my punifh’d Dutchefs : 
Unneath may fhe endure the Flinty Streets, 
To tread them with her tender-feeling Feet. 
Sweet Weil, ill can thy Noble mind a-brook 
The abject People gazing on thy Face, 
With envious Looks ftill laughing at chy fhame, 
That erft did follow thy proud Chariot-Wheels, 
When thou didft ride in Triumph through the ftreets. 
But foft, I chink he comes, and Ile prepare 
My Tear-ftain’d Eyes. to sec her Miferies. 
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And nod their heads, and throw their Eyes on thee. 
Ah Glofter, hide thee from their hateful looks, 
And in thy Clofet pent np, rue my fhame, 
And ban their Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Glof. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this G rief 
Elian, Ah Glofer, teach me to forget my felf; 
for whil’ft I think I am thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Proteétor of this Land : 
Methinks I fhould not thus be led along, 
Mail’d up in fhame, with Papers on my Back, 
And follow’d with a Rabble, chat rejoice 
To fee my Tears, and hear my deep fet Groans. 
The ruthlefs Flint doth cut my tender Feer, 
And when I ftart the envious People laugh, 
And bid me be advifed, how I tread. 
Ah Humfrey, can! bear this fhameful yoak ? 
Troweft rhou, that e’re Ile look upon the World, 
Or count them happy, that enjoyesthe Sun ? 
No: Dark thallbemy Light, and Night my Day 
To think upon my Pomp, fhall be my Hell. 
Sometime I’le fay lam Duke Humfrey’s Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land - 
Yet fo he Rul’d, and fuch.a Prince he eras, 
As he ftood by, whileft I his forlorn Dutchefs, 
Was madea Wonder, and a pointing Stock 
Toevery idle Rafcal Follower. | 
But be thou mild, and blufh not at my thame, 
Nor ftir at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang over thee, as fure it fhorcly will. 
For Suffolk, he that can do al) in all 
With her, that hatech thee, and hates us all, 
And York, and impious Beauford, that falfe Prieft ! 
Have all lim’d Bufhes to betray thy Wings, ` 
And flie thou how thou canft, they’JI tangle thee, 
But fear thou not until thy Foot be fnar’d, 
Nor ever feek prevention of thy Foes. 
Gloft. Ah, Nell, forbear: thouaimeft all awry 
l muft offend, before 1 be attainted : 
And had I twenty times fo many Foes, 
And each of them had twenty cimes their power, 
All thefe could not procure me any {cathe, 
Solong as! am loyal, true, and crimele(s, 
Would’ft have me refcue thee from this Reproach ? 
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip’t away, 
But I in danger for the breach of Law. 
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Nell - 
{ pray chee fort thy Heart to Patience, 
Thefe few dayes wonder will be quickly worn. 
Enter a Herald 
Fier. | fummon your Grace to his Majefties Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Month. 
Gloft. And my confent ne?re ask’d herein before? 
This is clofe dealing. Well, 1 will be there, 
My Nell, I take my leave; and Mafter Sheriff, 
Let nother Penance exceed the Kings Commiffion. 
Sher.And’t pleafe your Grace,here my Commiffion ftays: 
And Sir John Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the Ifle of Man. 
Gloff. Mult you, Sir Fobn, protect my Lady here ? 
Stanly. So am | given in charge,may’t pleafe your Grace 
Gloft. Entreat her not the worfe, in that | pray 
You ufe her well: the World may laugh again, 


And I may live to do you kindnefs, if you do i 
And fo, Sir fobn, Farewel. aah ene 





Elian 
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Elran. What, gone my Lord, and bid me not farewel. 
Gloft. Witnefs my Tears, 1 cannot ftay to fpeak. 

[Exit Glofter. 

Elian, Art tho gone too? all comfort go with thee, 
For none abides with me: my Joy is Death; 

Death, at whofe Name I oft have been afear’d, 
Becaufe 1 wifh’d this World’s Eternity. 

Stanly] prethee go, and take me hence, 

[ care not whither, for I beg no Favour ; 

Onely convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stax, Why Madam, that isto the /fle of man, 
There tobe usd according to your State. 

Elian, That’s bad enough, for] am but Repreach: 
And fhall I then be us’d reproachfully ? 

Stan. Like to a Dutchefs, and Duke Hummfrey’s Lady, 
According to that State you hall be usd. 

Elian. Sheriff farewell, and better, than I, fare, 
Although thou haft been Conduct of my fhame. 

She. It is my Office, and Madam pardon me. 

Elian. 1, 1, farewel, thy Office is difcharg’d : 
Come Stanly, fhall we go? 

Stan, Madam, your Penance done, 

Throw off this Sheet, 
And go we to attire you for our Journey. 

Elian. My shame will not be fhifted with my Shect: 
No, it will hang upon my richeft Robes, 
And fhew it felf, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way, 1 long to fee my Prifon. (Exeune. 
Enter King, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- 
ingham, Salisbury, avd Warwick, tothe Parlrament. 


King. I mufe my Lord of Gloffer is not come: 
*Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 
What e’re occafion keeps him from us now. 

Quecn. Can you not fee? or will ye not obferve 
The itrangnefs of his alter’>d Countenance ? 

With what a Majefty he bears himfelf, 
How infolent of late he is become, 
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himfelfe 
We know the time fince he was mild and affable, 
And if we did but glance a far-off Look, 
Immediatly he was upon his Knee, 
That all the Court admir’d him for fubmiffion. 
But meet him now, and beitin the Morn, 
When every one will give the time of day, 
He knits his Brow, and fhews an angry Eyc, 
And paffeth by with fiffunbowed Knec, 
Difdaining duty that to us belongs. 
Small Curs are not regarded when they grin, 
But Great men tremble when the Lyon roars, 
And Humfrey is no little man in England, 
Firft nate, that he is near you in defcent, 
And fhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me feemeth then, itis no Policy, 
Refpecting what a Rancorous mind he bears, 
And his Advantage following your Deceafe, 
That he thould come about your Royal Perfon, 
Or be admitted to your Highnefs Councel. 
By Flattery hath he won the Commons Hearts: 
And when he pleafe to make Commotion, 
"Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. 
Now *tis che Spring, and Weeds are fhallow Rooted, 
Suffer them now, and theyll o’re-grow the Garden, 
And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry, 
The Reverent care { bear unto my Lord, 
Made me collect thefe Dangers in the Duke. 
if it be fend, call ic a Womans Fear : 
Which Fear, if better Reafons can fupplant, 
I will fubfcribe, and fay I wrong‘d the Duke. 
My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 
Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
Or cll conclude my words effectual. 

Swf, Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke: 
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{So help me God, as I have watcht the Night, 
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And had I firft been put to fpeak my mind, 
I think 1 fhould. have told your Graces Tale. 
The Dotchefs, by his Subornation, . 
Upon my Life began her Deviltth Practices: 
Or if he were not privie to thofe Faults, 
Yet by reputing of his high Defcent, 
As next the King, he was fucceflive Heir, 
And fuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, 
Did inftigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutchefs, 
By wicked means to frame our Soveraign’s Fall. 
Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep, 
And in his fimple fhew he harbours Treafon. 
The Fox barks-not, when he would fteal the Lamb, 
No, no, my Soveraign, Gloffer is a Man 
Unfounded yet, and full of deep Deceit. 
Card. Did he not, contrary to form of Law, 
Devife ftrange Deaths, for fmall Offences done ? 
York, And did he not, in his Protectorhhip, 
Levy great fumms of Money through the Realm, 
For Souldiers pay in France, and never fent it ? 
By means whereof the Towns cach day revolted. 
Buck, Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light infmooth Duke Hunphrey. 
King. My Lords at once: the care you have of us, 
To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy praife : but fhall 1 {peak my confcience, 
Our Kinfiwan Gloffer is as innocent, 
From meaning Treafon to our Royal Perfon, 
As is the fucking Lamb, or harmlef$ Dove : 
The Duke is Virtuous, Mild, and too well given: 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfal. 
Qu.Ah! what’s more dangerous,than this fond afiance ? 
Seems he a Dove ? his Feathers are but borrow’d, 
For he isdifpofed as the hateful Raven. 
Ishe a Lamb? his Skin was furely lent him, 
For he’s enclin’d as is the Ravenous Wolves. 
Who cannot fteal a Shape that means Deceit? 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, 
Hangs ọn the cutting fhort that Fraudful man. 
Enter Somerfet. 
Som, All Health unto my Gracious Soveraign. 
King, Welcome Lord Somerfer: What news from 
France ? i 
Son. That all our intereft in thofe Territories, 
Is utterly bereft you: all is loft. 
King. Cold News, Lord Scomerfet: but Gods will be 
done. 
York. Cold News for me: for I had hope of France, 
As firmly as I hope for Fertile England. 
Thus are my Bloffoms blafted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 
But { will remedy this geare e’re long, - 
Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave, 
Enter Glocefter. 
Glof?. All happinefs unto my Lord the King : 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftay’d fo long. : 
Suf. Nay, Glofter, know that thou art come too foon, 
Unlefs thou wer’t more Loyal than thou art: 
I do arreft thee of High Treafon here. 
Glo. Well Suffolk, yet thou fhalt not fee me bluh, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreft - 
A heart unfpotted is not eafily daunted. 
The pureft Spring is not fo free from mud, 
As [am clear from Treafon to my Soveraign, 
Who can accufe me? wherein am I guilty? 
Tork .’Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you tock Bribes of France, 
And being Protector ftay’d the Souldiers pay, 
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft France. 
Gloft. Is it but thought fo ? 
What are they that think it? 
I never rob’d the Souldiers of their pay, 
Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. 


|, night! 


—— — 





Night by Night, in ftudying good for England. 
+ Doit iir Sre I wrefted from the King, 

Or any Groat I hoarded to my ufe, 

Be brought againft me at my Tryal day. 

No: Manya Pound of mine own Proper f{tore, 
Becaufe | would not tax the needy Commons, | 
Have I disburfed to the Garrifons, 

And never ask’d for reftitution. 

Card. \t ferves youwell, my Lord, to fay fo much. 

Glofl. 1 fay no more than truth, fo help me God. 

York, In your eee you did devife 
Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of, 
That England was defam’d by Tyranny. 

Gloft. Why tis well known, that whiles! was Protector, 
Pitie was all the fault that was in me: 

For I fhould mele at an Offendor’s tears, 

And lowly words were Ranfom for theif fault : 
Unlefs it were a bloody Murtherer, 

Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec’d poor paflengers, 
I never gave them condign punifhment. 

Murther indeed, that bloody fin, I tortur’d 

Above the Felon, or what Trefpafs elfe. 

Snff. My Lord, thefe faults are eafie, quickly anfwer’d : 
But mightier Crimes are lay’d unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot eafily purge your felf. 

Ido arreft you in his Highnels Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of Tryal. 

King. My Lord of Gloceffer, *tis my fpecial hope, 
That you will clear your felf from all fufpence, 

My Confcience tells me you are innocent. 

Gloft. Ah gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous : 
Virtue is choak’t with foul Ambition, 

And Charity chas’d hence by Rancour’s hand ; 
Foul Suboroation is predominant, 

Aud Equitie exil’d your Highnefs Land. 

l} know, their Complot isto have my Life: 
And if my death might makeshis Hland happy, 
And prove.the period of their Tyranny, 

1 would expend it with all willingnefs. 

But mine is madethe Prologue to their Play : 
For thoufands more, that yet fufpect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. 
Beauford’s red fparkling Eyes blab his hearts malice, 
And Suffold’s clondy Brow his ftormy hate ; 
Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his tongue 
The envious Load that lyes upon his heart : 
And dogged York, that reaches at the Moon, 
Whofe over-weening Arm I have pluckc back, 
By falfe accufe doth level at my Life. 

And you, my Soveraign Lady, with the reft, 
Caufelefs have lay’d difgraces on my head, 

And with your beft endeavour have ftirr’d up 
My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemy : 

1, allof yon havelay’d yaur heads together, 
My felf had notice of your Conventicles, 

And all to make away my guiltlefs life. 

I fhall not want falfe Witnefs, to condemn me, 
Nor ftore of Treafons, to augment my guilt : 
Theancient Prowerb will be well effected, ` 
A Staff isquickly found to beat a Dog. 

Card. My Liege, his railing is intolerable. 
lf thofe that care to keep your Royal Perfon 
From Treafon’s fecret Knife, and Traytor’s Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

And the Offender granted fcope of fpeech, 
"Twill make them coo! ìn zeal unto your Grace. 

Suf. Hathhe not twit our Soveraign Lady here 
With ignominious words, though Clarkly coucht? 
Asif fhe had fuborned fome to {wear 
Falfe allegations, to o’rethrow his ftate. 

Queen. But I can can give the lofer leave to chide. 

Gloft. Far truer fpoke than meant: | lofe indeed, 
Sefhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe, 
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And well fach Lofers may have leave to fpeax. 
Buck. Hell wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Prifoner. 
Curd. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 
Glof. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 
Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body, 
Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy fide, 
And Wolves are gnarling, who fhall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah that my fear were falfe, ah that it were ; 
For good King Henry, thy decay I fear. (Exie Glocefter. 
King. My Lords, what to your Wifdomes feemeth beft, 
Do, or undo, as if our felf were here. 
Queen. What will your Highnefs leave the Parlia- 
ment ? 
King. 1 Margaret: my Heart is drown’d with Grief, 
Whole Floud begins to low within my Eyes; 
My Body round engirt with Mifery: 
For what’s more miferable than Difcontent ? 
Ah Uncle //umphrey, in thy fad Face I fee 
The Map of Honour, Ttuth, and Loyalty: 
And yet good Humphrey, isthe hour to come, 
That e’re I prov’d thee falfe, or fear’d thy Faith. 
What lowring Star now envyes thy eftate ? 
That thefe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen, 
Do feek fubverfion of thy harmlefs Life. 
Thou never didft them wrong, nor no man wrong : 
And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 
And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ftrayes, 
Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-hovfe ; 
Even fo remorflefs have they born him hence : 
And as the Dame runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harinelefs young one went, 
And can donought but wail her Darlings lofs ; 
Even fo my felf bewails good Glofter’s cafe, 
With fad unhelpful Tears and with dimn’d Eyes; 
Look after him, and cantot do him good: 
So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 
His Fortunes | will weep, and twixt each groan, 
Say, whofe a Traitor ? Glofter he is none. 
Queen, Free Lords: 
Cold Snow melts with the Sun’s hot Beams: 
Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, - 
Too full of foolifh pity : and Gloffer’s thew 


[Exir. 


. Beguiles him, as the mournful Crocodile 


With forrow {nares relenting Paflengers ; 
Oras the Snake, rol’d in a flowring Bank, 
With fhining checker’d Slough doth fting a Child, 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 
Believe me Lords, were none more wife than I, 

And yet herein] judge my own Wit good, 

This Gloffer fhould be quickly rid the World, 

To ge . a e fear we have of him. 

Card. That he hoold dy, is worth li 
But yet we want a Colonr ge his jel : ae 
Tis meet he be coodemn’d by courfe of Law. 

Saf. Butin my mind, that were no policie : 

The King will labour ftill to fave his Life, 

Fhe Commons haply rife to fave his Life ; 

And yet we have but trivial Argument, 

More than miftruft, that fhews him worthy death. 

Tork. So that by, this, you would not have him dyes 

Suf. Ah York, no man alive, fo fain as 1. : 

Tork. Tis York that hath ‘more reafon for his death. 

But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk, , 

Say as you think, and {peak it from your Souls: 

Wer’t not all one, an empty Eagle were fet 

To guard the Chick from a hungry Kice, 

As place .Duke. Humphrey for the Kings Protetor ? i 
Queen. So the poor Chicken fhould be fure of death. 
Suf. Madam, *tis true, and wer’t not madnefs then, | 

To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold ? 

Who being accus’d a crafty Murtherer, 

His Guilt fhould be but idly pofted over 

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. | 
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No: let him-dye, in that he is a Fox, 
By Nature prov’d an Enemy to the Flock, 
Before his Chaps be ftain’d with Crimfon Blood, 
As Humphrey prowd by Reafons to my Liege. 
And do not ftand on Quillets how to flay him : 
Be it by Ginns,. by Snares, by Subtilty, . 
Sleeping, or Waking, *tisno matter how, 
So hebe dead 5 for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firft, that firft intends deceit. 
Queen. Thrice noble Sufolk, *tis refolutely fpoke. 
Suf. Not refolute; excépt {o much were done, 
For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant, 
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue, 
Seeing tħe deed is meritorious, 
And to preferve my Soveraign from his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieft, 
Card. But I would have himdead, my Lordof Sufolk, 
E’reyou can take due Orders for a Prieft : 
Say youconfent, and cenfure well the deed, 
And Ile provide His Executioner, 
I tender fo the fafety of my Liege. 
Suf. Hereismy hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Queen. And fo fay 1. 
York, And I: and now wethree have fpoke it, 
[tskilsnot greatly whoimpugnes our doom. 
Enter a Poft. > 
Poft. Great Lords, from Zreland am 1 come amain, 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are up, 
And put the Englifhmen unto the Sword ; 
Send Succours (Lords) and ftop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound do grow incurable ; 
For being green, there is great hope of help. 
Card. A Breach that craves a quick expedient ftop. 
What Counfel give you inthis weighty Caufe? 
York, That Somerfet be fenta Regent thither ; 
*Tis meet the lucky Ruler be imploy’d, 
Witnefs the Fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. If York, with all his far-fet Policy, 
Hadbeen the Regent there, inftead of me, 
He never would have ftay’d in France fo long. 
York, No, not to lofeitall, as thou haft done. 
I rather would have loft my Life betimes, 
Than bring a burthen of Difhonour home, 
By ftaying there fo long, ’till all were loft. 
Shew me one Skar chara¢ter’d on thy Skin. 
Men’s Flefh preferv’d fo whole, do feldomwin, 
» Queen. Nay then, this fpark will prove a raging Fire, 
If Wind and Fuel be brought, to feed it with: 
No more, good Yorks fweet Somerfet be ftill. 
Thy Fortune, York, had{t thou been Regent there, 
Might haply have prov’d far worfe than his. 
York, What, worfe than naught? nay, then a fhame 
take all. 
Somer. And in the number, thee, that wifheft fhame. 
Card. My Lord of York, try what your Fortune is, 
Th’ uncivil Kerns of Jreland are in Arms, 
And temper Clay with Blood of Evxgl:fh-men, 
To Jreland will you lead a Band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each Country fome, 
And try your hap againft the Zrif-men ? 
York, i will, my Lord, fo pleafe his Majefty. 
Suf. Why, our Authority is his Confent, 
And what we do Eftablifh he Confirms ; 
Then, Noble York, take thou this task in hand. 
_ York. [am content: Provide me Souldiers, Lords, 
Whiles I take Order for mine own Affairs. 
Suf. A charge, Lord York, that | will fee perform’d. 
But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphrey. 
Card. No more of him: for { willdeal with him, 
That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more : 
| And fo break off, the day is almoft fpent, 
Lord Sxffolk, youandI muft talk of that event. 
York, My Lord of Sufolk , within fourteen days. 
At Briftow | expe my Souldiers, 
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For there Ple fhip them all for Zreland. 


Suf. Ple fee it truly dore, my Lord of York, [ Exeum. 
( Adanet York. 
York. Now York, or never, fteel thy fearful thoughts, 
And change mif-doubt to Refolution ; 7 
Be that thou hop’ft to be, or what thou art 
Refign to death, itis not worth th’ enjoying. 
Let pale-fac’d Fear keep with the mean-born man, 
And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. 
Fafter thanSpring-time fhowers,coimes thought on thought 
And not athought, but thinks on Dignity. 
My Brain, more bufie than the labouring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well: ’tis politickly done, 
To fend me packing with an Hoft of Men: 
I fear me, you but warm the ftarved Snake, 
Who cherifh’d in your Breafts, will {ting your Hearts 
’Twas Men I lack’d, and you will givethemme; ` 





‘I takeit kindly: yet be well affur’d, 


You put fharp Weapons in a Mad-man’s hands. 
Whileft I in Jrelard nourifha mighty Band, 


JI wili ftir up in England fome black Storm, 


Shali blow ten thoufand Souls to Heaven or Hell: 
And this fell Tempeft fhali not ceafe to rage, 
Until the Golden Circuit on my Head 

Like to the glorious Sun’s tranfparent Beams, 
Do calm the Fury of this mad-bred Flaw. 

And for a Minifter of my intent, 

Í have feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentijh-man, 
John Cade of Afhford 

To make Commotion, as full well he can, 
Under the Title of Fobhn Mortimer. 

In Jreland have I feen this ftubborn Cade 
Oppofe himfelf againft a Troop of Kerns, 
And fonght fo long, till that his Thighs with Darts 
Were almoft likea fharp-quil’d Porpentine : 
And inthe end being refcued, I have feen 
Him caper upright, like a,wild Morifco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 
Full often, like a fhag-hair’d crafty Kern, 
Hath he converfed with the Enemy, 
Andundifcover’d come to me again, 

And give me notice of their Villanies. 

This Devil here shall be.my fubititute, 

For that Fobn Mortimer, which is now dead, 


In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth refemble. 


By this, I fhall perceive the Commons mind, 

How they affect the House and Claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack?d and tortured ; 

[ know, no pain they can infliét upon him, 

Will make him fay, I mov’d him tothofe Arms. 

Say that he thrive, as "tis great like he will, 

Why then from Jreland come! with my ftrength, 

And reap the Harveft whichthat Rafcal fow’d, 

For Humphrey being dead, as he fhall be, 

And Henry put a-pare : the next for me. [Exi. 

Enter twoor three running over the Stage, fromthe Murther of 
Duke Humphrey, 


- 1. Run to my Lord of Sufolk: let him know 
We have difpatch’d the Duke, as he commanded. 
2. Oh, that it were to do; what have we done ? 
Did?ft ever hear a Man fo penitent ? (Excer Suffolk. 
1, Here comes my Lord. 
Snuff. Now, Sirs, have you difpatcht this thing ? 
1. [, my good Lord, he’sdead. 
Suf. Why that’s well faid. Go, get you to my Honfe, 
[ will ceward you for this venturous deed : 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed ? and are all things well, 
According as I gave directions ? 
1. °Tis, my good Lord. 
Suf. Away, be gone. [Exe unis, 
Enter 
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Enter the King, the Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, 
Somerfer with Arsendants, 
King. Go call our Uncle‘to our prefence ftraight: 
Say we intend to try Sana to day, 

e be guilty, as "tis published, 
ST Pie d him orsAintly, my Noble Lord. [Exir. 
Kine. Lords take your places; and ! pray yon all 

Proceed no ftraiter gainft our Uncle Glfter, 
Than from true evidence of good efteem, 
He be approv’d in-practice culpable. 
Queen, God forbid any malice fhould prevail, 
That faultlefs may condemn a Noble man : 
Pray God he may acquit him of fufpicion. 
King. 1 thank thee Nell, thefe words content me 


= Enter Suffolk. i 
How now? why look’ft thou pale? why trembleft thou ? 
Where is our Uncle ? what’s the matter, Suffolk? 
Suff. Dead in his bed, my Lord, Gloffer is dead. 
Queen. Marry God forfend. à 
Card: Gods fecret Judgment : I did dream to night, 
The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeake a word: 
i King Swoons, A 
Queen. How fares my Lord ? Help Letds, the King is 
dead. 
Soin. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Nofe. 
neen, Run, go, help,help : Oh Henry ope thine Eyes. 
_ Saff. He doth revive again, Madam be patient. 
King. Oh Heavenly God ! 
Queen. Bow:fares my gracious Lord ? 
Suf. Comfort my Soveraign,, gracious Henry comfort. 
King. What, doth my Lord of Sufolk comfort me ? 
Came he right now to fing a Raven’s Note, 
Whofe difmal tune bereft my Vital powers: 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a Wren, 
By crying Comfort from a hollow Breatft, 
Can chafe away the firft conceived found? 
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fiigred words, 
Lay not thy Hands on me: forbear! fay, 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpent’s fting. 
Thou baleful Meflenger, out of my Sight : 
Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny 
Sits in grim Majefty, to fright the World. 
Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding ; 
Yet do not go away; come Balilisk, 
‘And kill the innocent Gazer with thy fight: 
For in the fhade of death, I fhall find joy ; 
In life, but double death, now Glofter’s dead. 
. Queen, Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus ? 
Although the Duke was Enemy to him, 
Yet he moft Chriftian-like laments his death ; 
And for my felf, Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groans, 
Or blood-confuming Sighs recal his life ; 
| would be blind with weeping, fick with Groans, 
Look pale as Prim-rofe, with blood-drinking Sighs, 
And all to have the Noble Duke alive. 
What know I how the world may deem of me ? 
For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 
It way be judg’d I made the Duke away, 
So fhall my name with Slander’s tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be fld with reproach : 
This get I by his death: Aye me unhapppy, 
To be a Queen, and Crown’d with infamy. 
King. Ah woe is me for Glofter wretched man. 
Qucen. Be woe for me, more wretched than he 1s. 
What, Do’it thou turn away and hide thy face ? 
| am no loathfome Leper, look on ime. 
What ? art thou like che Adder waxen deaf? 
Be poyfonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Is all thy comfort fthuc in Gloffer’s Tombe ? 
Why then Dame Elianor was nere thy joy. 
Erect his Statue, and worhhip it, 
‘And make my image but an Ale-houfe fign. 
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Was { for this nigh wrackt apon the Sea, 
Aad twice by aukward wind from Englands bank | 
Drove back again unto my Native Clime. 
What boaded this ? but well fore-warning wind 
Did feem to fay, feek not a Scorpion’s Neft, 
Nor fet no footing on this unkind fhoar, 
What did I then? but curft the gentle gufts, 
And he that loos’d them from their Brazen Caves, 
Aad bid them blow towards England's blefled thoar, 
Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock: 
Yet —Zolus would not be a Murtherer, 
But left that hateful Office unto thee. 
The pretty vaulting Seca refus’d to drown me, 
Knowing that thou would’ft have me drown’d on fhoar 
With tears as falt as fea, through thy unkindnefs. 
The fplitting Rocks cowr’d in the finking fands, 
And would not dah me with their ragged fides, 
Becaufe thy flinty heart more hard than they, 
Might in chy Palace perifh Ehanor : 
As far as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 
When from thy fhoar, the Tempeft beat us back, 
| ftood upon the Hatches in the ftorm, 
And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My ecarneft-gaping-fight of the Land’s view, 
[ took a coltly Jewel from my neck, 
A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
And threw it towards thy Land : the Sea receiv’d it, 
And fo I wid thy body might my Heart; 
And even with this I loit fair England’s view, 
And bid mine eyes be packing aE my heart, 
And cald them blind and dusky Spectacles, 
For lofing ken of Albion’s wihed Coaft. 
How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconitancy) 
To fit and watch me, as Afcanius did, 
When he to madding Dido wonld unfold 
His Father’s Acts, commenc’d in burning Troy, 
Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falfe like him? 
Aye me, I can no more: Dye Elianor , 
For Henry weeps, that thou doft live fo long, 


Noife within, Enter Warwick, and many Commons, 


Warm. It is reported, mighty Soveraign, 

That good Duke Hamphbrey Traiteroufly is murthered 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beanford’s means: 

The Commons like an angry hive of Bees 

That want their Leader, fcatter up and down, 

And care not who they fting in his revenge. 

My fel€ have calm’d their {pleenful mutiny, 

Untill they hear the order of his death. 

Kizg. That he is dead,.good Warwick, tis too true, 
Bat how he dyed, God knows, not Henry: 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefs Cat 
And comment then upon his fudden death. 

Werw, That fhalt I do, my Liege: Stay Salisbury 
With the rude multitude, till 1 return. 

King. © thou that judgeft all chings,ftay my thoughts: 
My thoughts, that labour to perfuade my foul 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphreys life: 
if my fufpect be falfe, forgive me God, 

For judgment only doth belong to thee : 

Fain would I goe to chafe his paly lips: 

With twenty thoufand kiffes, and to drain 

Upon his face an Ocean of fale Tears, 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling: 

But all in vain are thefe mean Obfequics. ? 
Bed pur forth, 

And to furvey his dead and earthly Image : 

What were ic but to make my forrow greater ? 

Warw. Come hither gracious Soveraign, view this body. 

King. That is to fee how deep my grave is made, 
For with his foul fied all my Wordly folace s 
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For feeing him, | fee my Life is Death. 
War. As furely as my Soul intends to live 
With that dread King that took our ftate upon him,, 
To free us from his Fathers wrathful curfe, 
I do believe that violent Hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed Dnke. 
Swf. A dreadful Oath, fworn with a folemn Tongue : 
What inltance givey Lord Warnick for his Vow ? 
War. See howthe Blood is fettled in his Face. 
Oft have | feen a timely-parted Ghoft, 
Of afhy femblance, meaget, pale, and bloodlefs, 
Being all defcended to the labouring Heart, 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the fame for aidance gainft the Enemy, 
Which with the Heart there cools, and ne’re returneth 
To bluf and beautify the Cheek again. 
But fee, his Face is black, and full of Blood: 
His Eyc-balls further out, than when he lived, 
Staring fnil gaftly, likea ftrangled Man: 
His Haw up reard, his Noftrils tlretcht with ftrugling : 
His Hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt 
And tugg’d for Life, and was by ftrength fnbdued. 
Look onthe Sheets, his Hair (you fee) is fticking, 
His well-proportiowd Beard, made ruffand rugged, 
Like to the Summer’s Corn by Tempeft lodged : 
It cannot be but he was murdered here, 
The leaft cf all thefe figns were probable. 
Suff. Why Warwick, whofhould do the Duke to death ? 
My felfand Beauford had him in protection, 
And we, I hope, Sir, are no Murtherers. 
War. But both of you have vow’d Duke Amphrey’s death. 
And you (forfooth) had the good Duke to keep: 
Tis like you would not feaft him like a Friend, 
And’tis well feen, he found an Enemy. 
Queen, Then you belike fufpect thefe Noble-men, 
As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s timelefs death. 
War. Who finds the Heifer dead, and bleeding freth, 
And fees falt-by, a Butchec with an Ax, 
But will fufpect, ’twas he that made the flaughter ? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Nelt, 
But may imagine, how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kite foar with unbloodied Beak ? 
Even fo fufpitiousisthis Tragedy. 
Qu. Are you the Butcher, Suffolk? where’s your Knife ? 
I; Beauford term’d a Kite? where are his Tallons ? 
Suf. | wear no Knife, to flaughter fleeping men, 
But here’s a >vengful Sword, rufted with eafe, 
That fhall be fcoured in his rancorous Heart, 
That flanders me with Murther’s Crimfon Badge. 
Say, if thou dart, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humphrey’s death. 
War. What dares not Warwick, if falfe Sufolk dare him? 
Queen, He dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceafe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Tho Safolk dare him twenty thoufand times. 
War. Madam be ftill: with reverence may I fay, 
For every word you fpeak in his behalf, 
Is flaynder to your Royal Dignity. 
Suf. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor, 
| If ever Lady wrong’d her Lord fo uwch, 
Thy Mother tookinto her blameful Bed, 
Some ftern untutor’d Churl , and Noble Stock 
Was gralt with Crab-tree flip, whofe Fruitthouart, 
And never of the evils Noble Race. 
War. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
And 1 fhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames, 
And that my Soveraigns prefence makes me mild, 
1 would, falfe mprd?rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy pafled f{peech, 
And fay, it wasthy Mother that thou meant ft. 
That thou thy felf waft, born in Baftardy ; 
And after all this fearful Homage done, 
Sive thee thy hire, and fend thy Soul to Hell, 
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Pernicious Blood-fucker of fleeping Men. 

Suff. Thou fhalt be waking, while I fhed thy Blood. 
if from this prefence thou dar’ft go with me. 

War. Away even now, or | will drag thee hence, 
Unworthy though thou art, Ple cope with thee, 
And do fome fervice to Duke Humphreys Ghoft. [Exeunt. 

King. W hat ftronger Breaft-plate than a Heart untainted? 
Thrice is he arm’d, that hath his Quarrel juft; 
And he but naked, though lockt up in Steel, 
Whofe Confcience with mnjuftice is corrupted. 
A noife. within, 


Queen, What noife is this ? 
Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapens drawn. 


King. Why how now Lords? 
Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 
Here in our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold? 
Why, whattumultuous clamor have we here ? 

Suff. The trayvrous Warnick with the Men of Bury, 
Set allupon me, mighty Soveraign. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Salis, Sirs, ltand apart, the King fhall know your mind, 
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, 
Unlefs Lord Sufolk ftraight be done to death, 

Or banifhed fair England’s Territories, 

They will by violence tear him from your Palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. 
They fay, by himthe good Duke Humphrey dy*d: 
They fay, in him they fear your Highnefs death; 
And mere inftinct of Love and Loyalty, 

Free from a ftubborn oppofitc intent, 

As being thought to contradic your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his Banifhment. 
They fay, in care of your moft Royal Perfon, 
That if your Highnefs fhenld intend to fleep, 
And charge that no Man fhould difturb your reft, 
Ín pain of your diflike, or pain of death; 

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrange Edict, 
Where there is a Serpent feen with forked Tongue, 
That flyly glided towards your Majefty, 

It were but neceflary you were wak’t: 

Left being fuffer’d in that barmlefs flumber, 

The mortal Worm might make the fleep Eternal, 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you whe’re you will, or no, 
From fuch fell Serpents as falfe Sufolk is; 

With whofe invenomed ard fatal fting, 

Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They fay is fhamefully bereft of life. 

Commons within, An Anfwer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury, 

Suf. 7Tis like the Commons, rude unpolifht hinds, 
Could fend fuch Meffage to their Soveraign: 

But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ’d, 
To fhew how queint an Orator you are. 
Butall the honour Salisbury hath won, 
Is, that he wasthe Lord Embaflador 
Sent froma fort of Tinkers tothe King. 
Wiuhin, An Anfwer from the King, or we will all 
break in. 

King. Go Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

I thank them for their tender loving care ; 

And had I not been cited fo by then, 

Yet did I purpofe as they do intreat: 

For fure my thoughts do hourly prophefie 

Mifchance unto iny State by Saffolk?s means. 

And therefore by his Majelty 1 fwear, 

Whofe far-unworthy Deputy lam, 

He fhall not breed infection in this Air, 

But three days longer, onthe pain of death. 
Queen, Oh Henry, ket me plead for gentle Suffolk, 
King. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Sufolk, 


Thou 
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Thou wilt but add increafe unto my Wrath. 
Had I but faid, I would have kept my word ; 
But when | fwear it is irrevocable : 
If after three days fpace thou here be’ft found, 
On any ground that | am Ruler of, 
The World fhall not be Ranfome for thy Life. 
Come Warwick, come good Warwick, , go with me, 
[ have great matters to impart to thee. Get. 
Queen. Mifchance and Sorrow go along with you, 
Hearts Difcontent, and fower Affliction, 
Be Play-fellowsto keep youcompany: _ 
There’s two of you, the Devil made a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your fteps, 
Suff. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thele Exectations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 
Queen, Fie Coward woman, and foft-hearted wretch, 
Haft thou not Spirit to Curfe thine Enemy ? 
Suff A Plague upon them: wherefore fhould 1 Curfe 
them: : 
Would Curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan, 
[ would invent as bitter fearching terms, 
Ascurft, as harfh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver’d ftrongly through my fixed Teeth, 
With fullas many fignes of deadly Hate, 
As lean-fac’d Envy in her loathfome Cave. 
My Tongue fhould ftumble in mine earneft words, 
Mine Eyes fhould sparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diftract : 
[, every Joynt fhould feem to Curfe and Ban, 
And even now my burthen’d heart would break, 
Should I not Curfe them. Poifon be their Drink, 
Gall, worfe than Gall, the daintieft chat they taite: 
Their fweeteft fhade, a Grove of Cyprefs Trees: 
Their chiefeft Profpect, murd’ring Bafilisks : 
Their fofteft Touch, as fmartas Lizards ftings: 
Their Mufick, frightful as the Serpents hifs, 
And boading Screech-Owls, make the Confort full. -, 
All the foul Terrors in dark-feated Hell k 
Queen. Enough fweet Safolk, thou torment’h thy felf, 
And thefe dread Curfes like the Sun gain{t Glafs, 
Or like an overcharg’d Gun, recoil, 
And turns the force of them upon thy felf. 
Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
Now by the ground that | am banifh’d from, 
Well could 1 Curfe away a Winters Night, 
Though ftanding naked on a Mountain top, 
Where biting Cold would never let Grafs grow, 
And think it but a minute fpent in fport. : 
Queen. Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe,give me thy hand, 
That I may dew it with my mournful Tears ; ; 
Nor let the Rain of Heaven wet this pace, 
To wafh away my woful Monuments. 
Oh, could this kifs be printed in thy Hand, 
That thou might’ft think upon thefe by the Seal, . 
Through whom a thoufand fighs are breath’d for thee. | ’ 
So get thee gone, that! may know my grief, 
Tis but furmiz’d whil'ft thou art ftanding by, 
As one that Surfeits, thinking on a want : 
| will repeal thee, or be wellaffur’d, ` 
Adventure to be banifhed my felf: 
And banifhed 1 am, ifbut from thee. 
Go, fpeak not to me ; even now be gone, i 
Oh go not yet. Even thus, two Friends Condemn’d pi 
Embrace, and kifs, and take ten thoufand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part than dye ; ; 
Yet now farewel, and farewel Life with thee. 
Suff. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banifhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee 
Tis not the Land I care for, wer’t thou hence, 
A Wildernefs is populous enough, 
So Suffolk, had thy heavenly Company, 
For where thou art, there isthe World it felf, 
With every feveral Pleafure in the World : 
And where thou art not, Defolation. 
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[can no more: Live thou to joy thy Life ; 
My felf no Joy in ought, but that thou liv ft. 
Enur Vaux. 

Queen. Whither goes Vaux fo falt ? what News, | 
prithee ? 

Vaux, To fignific unto his Majefty, 

That Cardinal Beauford is at the point of death: 

For fuddenly a grievous ficknefs took him, 

That makes him gafp, and ftare, and catch the Air, 
Blafpheming God, and Curfing Men on Earth. 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Aamphrey’s Ghoft 
Were by his fide : fometimes he calls the King, 

And whifpers to lis Pillow, as to him, 

The fecrets of his over-charged Soul, 

And I am fent to tell his Majefty, 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Queen, Gotell this heavy Meflage tothe King. [E-xir. 
Ay me! Whatis this World? What news are thefe ? 
Buc wherefore grieve | at an hours poor lofs, 
Omitting Saffolk’s Exile, my Soul’s Treafure ? 

Why only Suffolk, niourn I not for thee ? 

And with the Southern clouds, contend in tears ? 
Theirs for the Earths increafe , mine for my Sorrows. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know’ft is coming, 
lf thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Suf. IfI depart from thee, 1 cannot live, 

And in thy fight to dye, what were it elfe, 

But like a pleafant flumber in thy lap? 

Here could] breathe my foul into the Air, 

As mild and gentle, as the Cradfe- babe, 

Dying with Mother’s Dug between its lips. 
Where from thy fight, I fhould be raging mad : 
Andcry ont for thee ro clofe up mine Eyes : 
To have thee with thy Lips to {top my Mouth: 
So fhould’ft cither turn my flying Soul, 

OrlI fhould breathe it fo into thy Body, 

And then it lives in fweet Elyfum, 

To dye by thee, were but to dye in jeft, 

From thee to dye, were torture more than death ; 
Oh let me ftay, befal what may befal. 

Queen, Away : though parting bea fretful Corrofive, 
lt is applyed toa deathful wound. 

To France fweet Sufolk: Let me hear from thee: 
For wherefoever thou art in this VVorld’s Globe, 
Ple havean Jris that fhall find thee out. 

Suff. 1 go. 

Queen. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. A Jewel lock’d into the woful’ft Cask, 

That ever did contain athing of worthy: 
Even asa fplitted Bark, fo funder we: 
This way fall l to death. 


Queen. This way for me. [ Exeunt, 


Enter the King, Salisbury, avd V Varwick, tothe Cardinal 


in Bed, 


King. How fares my Lord? Speak Beauford to thy 
Soveraign. 
Car.\f thou beeft Death Ple give thee Englands Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another IJfland, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
King. Ah, whata fign it isof Evil Life, 
V Vhere Death’s approach ts feen fo terrible. 
War. Beauford, itis thy Soveraign fpeaks to thee. 
Bean. Bring me unto my Tryal when you will. 
Dy’d he not in his Bed? Where fhould he dye? 
Can] make Men live where they will no ? 
Oh torture me no more, I will confefs. 
Alive again? Then fhew me where he is: 
le give a thoufand pound to look upon him, 
He hath no Eyes, the Duft hath blinded them : 
Combe down his hair ; look, look, it ftands upright, 
Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my winged Soul: =~ 
Give me fome drink, and bid the Apothecary 
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Bring the {trong poyfon that I boughtof him. 
King. O thou eternal Mover of the Heavens, 

Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 

Oh beat away the bufie medling Fiend, 

That lays {trong Siege unto this Wretch’s Soul, 

And from his Bofom purge this black defpair. 
War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. 
Sal, Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably. 
King. Peace to his Soul, if Gods good pleafure be. 

Lord Card’nal, if thou think’(t on Heavens bliG, 

Hold up thy Hand, make fignal of thy hope. __ 

He dies, and makes no Sign : Oh God forgive him. 
War. Sobada Death argues a monftrous Life. 
King. Forbear to judge, for we are finners all. 

Clofe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain clofe, 

And let us all to Meditation. [ Excunt. 


Alarum, Fight at Sea, Ordnance goes off. 


Enter Lieutenant, Suffolk, and others, 


Liew. The gaudy blabbing and remorfeful day, 
Is crept into the bofom of the Sea : 
And now loud howling Wolves aroufe the Jades 
That drag the Tragick melancholy night : 
Who with their drowfie, flow, and flagging wings 
Cleap dead mens Graves; and fromtheir mifty Jaws, 
Breath foul contagious darknefs in the Air : 
Therefore bring forth Souldiers of our prize, 
kor whil’ft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downs, 
Here fhall they make their Ranfom on the Sand, 
Or with their Blood ftain this difcoloured fhore. 
Mafter, this Prifoner freely give I thee. 
And thou that art his Mate, make Bootof this: 
The other Walter Whitmore is thy fhare. 
i. Gent. What is my Ranfom, Mafter, let me know. 
Ma, A thoufand Crowns, or elfe lay down your Head. 
Mate. And fo much fhall you give, or off goes yours, 
Liew. Whatthink you much to pay 2000 Crowns, 
And bear the name and port of Gentlemen ? 
Cut both the Villains Throats, for dye you hhall: 
The lives of thofe which we have loft in fight, 
Be counter-pois’d with ficha petty Sum. 
1, Gent, Vle give it, Sir, and therefore {pare my life. 
2, Gent. And fo will I, and write home for it {traight. 
Whim. 1 loft mine Eye in laying the prize aboard, . 
And therefore to revenge it, fhalt thou die, 
And fo fhould thefe, if! might have my Will. 
Lien, Be not fo ramh, take Ranfom, let him live. 
Suf. Look on my George, Iam a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid. 
Whit. And foam l: my name is Walter Whitmore, 


How now ? why ftart’ft thou? what doth death affright ? 


Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whofe foundis Death: 
A Cunning-man did calculate my Birth, 
And told me, that by Water I fhould die : 
Yet let not this make thee be Bloody-mindcd, 
Thy name is Gualrier, being rightly founded. 
Whit. Gualtser or Walter, which it is I care not, 
Never yet did bafe difhonour blur our name, 
But with our Sword we wip’d away the blot. 
Therefere, when Merchant-like I fell revenge, 
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and defac’d, 
And I proclaim’d a Coward through the World. 
Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole, 
Whit, The Duke of Sufolk, mumed up in Rags? 
Suf. I, butthefe rags are no part of the Duke. 
Lies. But Fove was never flainas thou fhalt be, 
Obfcure and lowfie Swain, King Henry’s Blood. 
Suf. The Honourable Blood of Lancafter 
Muft not be fhed by fuch a jaded Groom : 
Haft thou not kift thy Hand, and held my Stirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, 
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And thought thee happy when I fhook my Head. 
ome neha waited at my Cup, 
edfrommy Irencher, kneel’d down ar ¢ 
W hen I have feafted with Queen Margaret 2 ei e 
Remember it, and let it make thee Creit-faln, 
I, and allay this thy abortive Pride: 
How in our voiding Lobby haft thou ftood 
And duly waited for my coming forth ? ” 
This Hand of thine hath writ in thy behalf 
And therefore thall ic charm tby riotous Tongue. 
Whit. Speak Captain, fhall 1 ftab the forlorn Swain ? 
Lien, Firit let my words ftab him, ashehathme. _ 
Saff. Bafe Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou 
l fiw: E Bis =e and on our Long-boats fide, 
trike off his Head. - Thou dar’? 
paaa s y= ! dar’ not for thy own. 
I kennel, puddle, fink, whofe filth and dirt 
Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning Mouth 
For fwallowing “p the Treafure of the Realm. 
Thy Lips that kilt the Queen, fhall {weep the Ground: 
And thou that imild’it at good Humphrey's Death, 
Againft the fenfelefs Winds fhalt grin in vain 
W hoin contempt fhall bifs at thee again. i 
And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell 
For daring to affye a mighty Lord A 
Unto the Daughter of a worthlefs King, 
Having neither Subject, Wealth, nor Diadem: 
By devilith policy art thou grown great, 
And like ambitious Syla over-gor’d, 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding Heart 
By thee Anjou and Main were fold to France, 
The falfe revolting Normans through thee 
Difdain to call us Lord, and Picardse , 
Hath flain theit Governors, farpriz’d our Forts, 
And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home : 
The Princely Warwick, and the Nevil all, 
Whofe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain 
As hating thee, and rifing upin Arms. 
And now the Houfe of York thruft from the Crown 
By fhameful murther of a guiltlefs King, j 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burns with revenging Fire, whofe hopeful colours 
Advance our half-fac’d Sun, ftriving to fhine: 
Under the which ts writ, Jnvitis nubibus, k 
The Commons here in Kent are upin Arms, 
And to conciude, Reproach and Beggery, 
Is crept into the Palace of our. King, 
And all by thee: away, convey him hence. 
Saf. O that I were a God, ta fhoot forth Thunder 
Upon thefe paltry, fervile, abje&t drudges: 
Small things make bafe Men proud. This Villain here 
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more y 
Than Bargallus the ftron g Illyrian Pirate, 
Drones fuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-bives. 
It is impoffible thaz 1 fhould die 
By fuch a lowly Vaffal as thy felf. 
Thy words move Rage, and not Remorfe in me: 
| go of Meflage from the Queen to France: 
I charge thee waft me fafely crofs the Channel. 
Lien, Water: W. Come Sufolk, 1 mult waft thee to 
thy death. 
Suff. Gelidus timor occupat artus, iț is thee I fear. 
Wal Thov fhalt have caufe to fear before I Icave thee. 
What, are yedaunted now? will you ftoop ? 
1.Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; {peak him fair. 
Suf. Sufoiks Imperial Tongue is {tern and rough: 
Us’d to command, untaughtto plead for favour. 
Far beit, we fhould honour fuch as thefe 
With humble fuit: no, rather Jet my Head 
Stoop to the Block, than thefe Knees Bow to any, 
Save to the God of Heaven, and to my Kingz: 
And fooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Than ftand uucover’d tothe Vulgar Groom 
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True Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can! bear , than you dare execute. 
Lieu. Hale him away, and let him talk no more : 
Come Souldiers, hew what Cruelty ye can. 
Swf. That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft dye by vile Bezonz ans. 
A RomanSworder, and Bandetro Slave 
Murder’d fweet Tully. Brutus Baftard hand 
Stab’d Fulsus Cefar. Savage Iflanders 
Pompeythe Great; and Suffolk dies by Pyrats. 
[Exic Walter with Suffolk. 
Liew, And as for thefe whofe ranfome we have fet, 
It isour pleafure one of them depart : 
Therefore come you withus, and let him go. 
(Exit Licutenant and the reft 
Manet the firft Gent. -Enter Walter with the Body. 
Wal. There let his Head, and livelefs Body fie. 
Until the Queen his Miftrefs bury it. (East Walter. 
"1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody fpectacle ! 
His Body will! bear untothe King : 
Ifhe revenge itnot, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. (Exit. 


Emer Bevis, and John Holland. 


Bevis. Come and get thee a Sword, though made ofa 
Lath, they have been up thefe two days. 

Holl. They have the more need to fleep now then. 

Bevis. tell thee, Fack Cade the Clothier means to 
drefs the Common-wealth, and turn it, and fet a new 
Nap upon it. 

Holl. Sohe had need, tis thred-batc. Well, I fay, 
it was it never a merry World in England, fince Gentle- 
men came up. s 

Bevis. O miferable Age: Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts men. 

Holl. The Nobility think fcorn to go in Leather Aprons. 

Bevis. Nay more, the Kings Councel are no good 
Workmen. 

Holl. True: and yetit is faid, Labour in thy Vocati- 
ou: which is as much as to fay, let the Magiftrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates. 
œ> Bevis. Thou haft hit it: for there’s no better fign of 
a brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 

Holl, 1 fee them, Ifeethem: There’s Bes Son, the 
Tanner of. Wingham. 

Bevis. He fhall have the Skins of our Enemies, to 
make Dogs Leather of.. 

Holl. And Dick the-Butcher. 

Bevis. Thenis Sin ftruck down like an Ox, and Ini- 
quities Throat cut like a Calf. 

Holl, And Smith the Weaver. 

Bevis. Argo, their thred of Life is fpun. 

Holl, Come, come, lets fall in with them. 


Drui, Enter Cade, Dick Butcher, Smith the Weaver, and 
a Sawyer, with sfinie numbers, 


Cade. We Fohn Cade,fo term’d of our fuppofed Father. 
But. Or rather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings. 


Cade. For our Enemies fhall fall before us, infpired | 


with the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Com- 
mand Silence. 

But. Silence. 

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer. 

But, He was an honeft Man, anda good Bricklayer. _ 

Cade. My Mother a Plantagenet, 

But. knew her well, fhe was a Midwife. 

Cade. My Wife defcended of the Lacies. 

But. She was indeed a Pedlers Daughter, and fold ma- 
ny Laces. 

Weaver. But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr’d Pack ; fhe wafhes Bucks here at home. 

Cade, Therefore am ft of an Honourable houfe. 
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But. \ by my Faith the Field is Honoureble, and there 
was he born, under a Hedg: for his Father had never a 
Houfe but a Cage. 
Cade. Valiant | am. 
Weaver. A mult needs, for Beggery ts valiaur. 
Cade. tam able to endure much. 
Bur, No queftion of that: for 1 have {cen him whipt 
three Market days together. 
Cade. | fear neither Sword nor Fire. 
Weav, He need not fear the Swoid, for his Coat is of 
proof. 
Fut. But methinks he fhould ftand in fear of Eire, be- 
ing burnt rch the hand for ftealing of Sheep. . 
Cade. Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and 
vows Reformation. There fhall be in Enoland feven 
half penny Loaves fold for a penny: the three hoop’d pot 
fall have ten hoops, and will meke it Felony to drink 
final] Beer. All the Realm fhall be in Common, and in 
Cheap-lide fhal] my Palfrey goto Grafs: and when | am 
King, as King I will be - 
All, God fave your Majefty. 
Cade. I thank you good People. There fhall be no 
Money, all fhalleat and drink upon n y Score, and | will 
apparel them all in ohe Livery, that they may 2grce Like 
Brothers, and worfhip me their Lord, 
Bur. The firft thing we do, lets kill all the Lawyers. 
Cade. Nay,that 1 mean to do. ls not this a lamen- 
tablething, that the Skin of an innocent Lamb fhould 
be made Parchment, that Parchment being {cribled o’re, 
fhould undo a Man. Some fay the Bee ftines, but 1 fay, 
cis Bees wax: for 1 did but Seal oace to a thing,and 1 was 
never my-Own man fince. low now 2? Who’s there ? 
Enter a Clerk, 
Weav, The Clerk of Chattam ; he can Write and Read, 
and caft Accompt. 
Cade. O monftrous! 
Weav. We took him fetting Boys Copies. 
Cade, Here’s a Villain. 
Weav, Ha’sa Book in his Pocket with red Letters in’t. 
Cade. Nay then he is a Conjurer. 
i am Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court- 
and. 
Cade. 1am forry for’t : The Man is a proper Man of 
mine Honour : unlefs 1 find him Guilty, he fhall not die. 


Come hither, Sirrah, | muft examine thee : What is thy 
Name ? 


Clerk, Emanuel. 

Bur. They ufe to write ic onthe top of Letters : Twill 
go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone: Do’ft thou ufe towrite thy Name? 
Or haft thoua mark to thy fclf, [lké an honeft plain 
dealing man ? 

Clerk, Sit, 1 thank God; I have been fo well brought up, 
that | can write my Name. 

4. He hath confeft, away withhim: he is a Villain 
and a Traytor. 

Cade. Away with him, | fay: Hang him with his Peo 
and Ink-horn about his Neck. 

[Exit one mith the Clerk, 


Enter Michael. 


Mich, Where is our General ? 

Cade. Here | am, thou particular Fellow. 

Mich, Fly fly fly, Sir Asonphrey Srafford and his Brother 
are hard by, with the King’s Forces. 

Cade. Stand Villain, ftand or Pile fell thee down: he 
fhall be encountred witha Manas good as himfelf. He 
is buta Knight, isa ? 

Mach. No. 

Cade. Tocqual him I will make my felf a Knight pre- 


feny; Rife up, Sir. Jobn Mortimer. Now haveat bim. 
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Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford and his Brother, with Drum 
and Souldiers. 


Sraf. Rebellous Hinds, the filth and fcum of Kerr, 
Mark’d for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages : forfake this Groon. 

‘The King is merciful if you revolt. 

4ro. But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to Blood, 
If you go forward ; therefore yield or die. 

Cade. As for thefe Silken-coated Slaves J pafs not, 
It is toyou good People, that I fpeak, 


-| Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign: 


For! am rightful Heir unto the Crown. 
staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plaifterer, 

And thou thy felfa Shearman, art thounot ? 
Cade, And Adam was a Gardiner. 

Bro. And what of that ? 4 

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of “March, 
married the Duke of Clarence’s Daughter, did he not ? 

Stafford. I Sir. 

Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth, 

Bro. That’s falfe. 

Cade. I, there’s the Queftion, but 1 fay, ’tis true: 
The elder of them being put to Nurfe, 

Was by a Beggar-woman ftoln away, . 

And ignorant of bis Birthand Parentage, 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came toage. 

His Son am], deny it if you can. 

Bus. Nay, *tistootrue, therefore he shall be King. 

Weav. Sir, he made a Chimny in my Fathers Houle, 
and the Bricks are alive at this day toteftify it: therefore 
deny ic not. 

St4f. And will youcredit this bafe Drudges words, that 
Speaks he knows not what ? 

All. | marry will we, therefore get yougone. __ 

Bro. Fack Cade, the D.of Tork hath taught you this. 

Cade. Helies, for | invented it my felf.. Go too, Sir- 
rah, tell the King from me: That for his Fathers fake Hen- 
ry the Fifth, Cin whofe time Boys went to Span-counter 
for French Crowns) I am content he fhall Reign, burt Pic 
be Protector over him. 

But. And further more we'll have the Lord Says Head, 
for felling the Dukedom of Main, i 

Cade. And good reafon: for thereby is England maim’d, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my puiffance holds 
it up; Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that Lord Sey hath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch : and 
more than that, hecan fpeak French, and therefore he is 
a Traitor. 

Staff. O grofs and miferable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay, anfwer if you can: the Frenchmen are 
our Enemies: go toothen: 1 ask but this, Can he that 
j peaks with the Tongue of an Enemy,be a good Councellor, 
Or no: 

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 

Bro, Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Affayl them with the Army of the King. 

Staf, Herauld away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade, 

That thofe which fiye before the Battel ends, 

May even in their Wives and Childrens fight, 

Be hang’d up for Example at their Doors: 

And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. (Exit, 
. Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me: 
Now fhew your felves Men, ris for Liberty. 

We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman: 

Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted Shoons 

For they arethrifty honeft Men, and fuch 

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

But. They are allin order, and march towards us. 

Cade. But thenare we in order, when we are moft out 
oforder. Come march forward. 
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Alarum to the fight, wherein both the Staffords are 
Enter Cade and the reft, 


Cade. Where’s Dick, the Butcher of Afford? 

Cade. They fell bef 

Cade, They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen 
thou behaved’ft thy felf, as if thou haat been in *hine 
own Slaughter-houfe: Therefore thus I will reward thee 
the Lent fhall be as long again as it is, and thou halt have 
a Licenfe to kill fora hundred lacking one. 

But. 1 defire no more. 

Cade. And to fpeak truth, thou deferv’ft no lefs. 
This Monument of the Victory will I bear, and the Bo- 
dics fhali be drag’d at my Horfes heels, till Ido come to 
London, where we will have the Mayor’s Sword born be. 
fore us. 

But. 1f we mean to thrive, and do 
the Goals, and let out the Prifoners. 

Cade, Fear not that, | warrant thee. Come lets march 


towards London, [ Exeune, 
Enter the King with a Supplication, and the Queen with Suf- 
folks Head, the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Say. 


flain. 


good, break open 


Queen. Oft have! heard that Grief foftens the Mind 
And makes it fearful and degenerate, 
Think therefore qn revenge, and ceafe to weep. 

But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this, 
Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Brett: 
But where’s the Body that I fhould imbrace ? 

Buck. What anfwer makes your Grace to the Rebels 
Supplication ? 

King. Ple fend fome Holy Bifhop to intreat : 

For God forbid, fo many fimple Souls 
Should perifh by the Sword. And I my felf, 
Rather than bloody War fhall cut them hort, 
Will parly with Fack Cade their General. 
But ftay, (le read it over once again. 

Queen, Ah barbarous Villains: Hath this lovely Face, 
Rul’d like a wandring Płanet over me, 

And could it not inforce them to relent, 
That were unworthy to behold the fame ? 

King. Lord Say, Fack Cade hath fworn to have thy Head.| 

Say. I, but 1 hope your Highnefs fhall have his. 

King. How now Madam ? 

Still lamenting and mourning for Sufolk?s death ? 
I fear me (Love) if that 1 had been dead, 
Thou would’ft not half have mourn’d fo much for me. 
Qu. No, my Love, I fhould not mourn,but dye for thee. 


Enter a Meffenger. 


King. How now? What news ? Why com’ft thou in 


Ò 


fuch haft ? 
Nef. The Rebels arein Southwark: Flie my Lord: 


. Fack Cade proclaims himfelf Lord Adortimer, 


Defcended from the Duke of Clarence’s Houfe, 

And calls your Grace Ufurper openly, 

And vows to Crown himfelf in Weftmunfter, 

His Army isa ragged multitude 

Of Hinds and Peafants, rude and mercilefs : 

Sir Humphrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 

Hath given them heart and courage to proceed. 

All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 

They call falfe Caterpiltars, and intend their death. 
King. O gracelefs Men: they know not what they do. 
Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 

Until a power be rais’d to put them down. 
Queen. Ah! werethe Duke of Suffolk now alive, 

Thefe Kertifh Rebels fhould be foon appeas’d. 

King. Lord Say, the Traitors hate thee, 

Therefore away with us to Kslsngworth, 

Say. So might your Graces perfon bein danger : l 
e 
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The fight of me is odious in their Eyes: 
And therefore in this City will I ftay, 
And live alone as fecret as I may. 


Enter another Meffenger, 


Mef. fack Cade hath gotten London-bridge, 
The Citizens fly him and forfake their Houfes : 
The Rafcal People thirfting after prey 
Joyn with the Traitor, and they joyntly {wear 
To fpoyle the City and your Royal Court. 
Buck. Then linger not, my Lord, away, take Horie. 
King. Come, Margaret, God our hope will fuccour us. 
Queen. My hope is gone, now Sufolk is deceas’d. 
King. Farewel, my Lord, truft not to Kentifh Rebels. 
Buck. Truft no body for fear you be betray7d. 
Say. The truf l have is in minc innocence, i 
And therefore am 1 bold and refolute. [ Exennt. 
Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter two 
or three Citizens below, 


Scales. How now? |s Fack Cade Iain ? 
1. Cit. No my Lord, nor like to be flain: 
For they have won the Bridge, 
Killing all thofe that with{ftand them : 
The L. Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 
Scales. Such aid as 1 can fpare you shall command, 
But I am troubled here with them my felf. 
The Rebels have aflay’d to win the Tower. 
But get you into Smithfield, and gather Head, 
And thither will I fend you Matthew Goff. i 
Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your Lives, 
And fo farewel, for I muft hence again. [Exennr. 


Enter Jack Cade and the reft, and frikes bis Staff on 
London Stone. 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of thisCity, 
And here fitting upon London-ftone : 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coft 
The pifling Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine 
The firft year of our Reign. 
And now henceforward it fhall be Treafon for any, 
That calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 
Enter a Souldier running, 
Soul. Jack Cade, Jack Cade. i 
Cade. Knock him down there. CThey kill him. 
But. 1f this fellow be wife, he'll never call ye Fack Cade 
more, I think he hatha very fair warning. 
Dick. My Lord, there’s an Army gathered together in, 
Southfield. 
Cade. Come, then let’s go fight with them: 
Bur firft, go and fet eee on Fire, 
And if youcan, burndown the Lower too. 


Come, let’s away. LExennt omnes, 


and all the reff. 


Alarums, Matthew Goff és flain 
bis Company. 


Then enter Jack Cade, with 


- Cade. SoSirs: now go fome and pull down the Savoy : 

Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all, 

But. | have a Suit unto your Lordhhip. 

Cade, Be ita Lordhhip, thou fhalt have it for that word. 

Bur. Onely that the Laws of England may come out of 
your Mouth. 

John. Mafs. "twill be fore Law then, for he was thruft 
in the Mouth with a Spear, and ’tis not whole yet. 

Smith, Nay Fobn, it will be ftinking Law, for his 
breath ftinks with tofted Cheefe. 

Cade. J have thought upon it, it fhall be fo. Away, 
burn al) the Records of the Realm, my Mouth fhal) be the 


Parliament of England. 


IS! 


Job, Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 
Unlefs his Teeth be pull’d out. 

Cade. And hence-forward all things fhallbe in Com- 
mon. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here’s the Lord Say, 
which fold the Towns in France, He that made us pay 
one and twenty fifceens and one Shillingto the pound 
the laft Subfidie. j E 


Enter George with the Lard Say. 


Cade. Well, he fhall be beheaded for it ten times 
Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
art thou within point-blanck of our Jurifdiction Regal. 
What canft thouanfwer to my Majefty for giving up of 
Normandy unto Monfieur Bafimecn, the Dolphin of 
France? Be it known unto thee by thefe prefents, even 
the prefence of Lord Mortimer, that | am the Befom 
that muft fweep the Court clean of fuch filth as thon 
ar¢: Thou haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of 
the Realm in crecting a Grammar School: and where 
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Books but the 
Score and the Tally, thou haft caufed Printing to be us’d, 
and contrary to the King, his Crown, and Dignity, thou 
haft built a Paper-Mill. It will be proved to thy Face 
that thou `haft Men about thee, that ufually talk of a 
Noun and a Verb, and fuch abominable words, as no 
Chriftian ear can endure to hear. Thou haft appointed 
Juftices of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about 
matters they were not able to anfwer. Moreover thou 
haft put them in Prifon, and because they could not read, 
thou haft hang’d them, when (indeed) only for that caufe 
they have been moft worthy to live. Thou doft ride on 
2 foot-cloth, do’ft thou not? 

Say. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou ought’ not to let thy Horfe wear a 
Cloak, when honefter Men than thou go in their Hofe and 
Doublets. 

Dick, And work in their fhirt too, as my felf for ex- 
ample, that am a Butcher. 

Say. You Men of Kent. 

Dick, What fay you of Kent? 

Say. Nothing but this: "Tis bona terra, mala gens, 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpaks Latin. 

Say. Hear me but {peak, and bear me where you will: 
Kent in the Commentaries Cefar writ, 

Is term’d the civil’ft place of all this Ifle : 

Sweet isthe Country, becaufe full of Riches, 

The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy 
Which makes me hope thon art not void of pity. 

I fold not Afaiz, 1 loft not Normandy, 

Yet to recover them would lofe my life: 

Juftice with favour have I always done, 

Prayersand Ycars have mov’d me, Gifts could never ; 
When have I ought exacted at your Hands ? 

Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, 
Large gifts have I beftow'd on learn’d Clearks, 
Becaufe my Book preferr’d me to the King. 

And fceing Ignorance is the curfe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye to Heaven, 
Unlefs you be pofleft wich devilith Spirits, 

Ye cannot but forbear to murther me: 

This Tongue hath parlied unto Forraigo Kings 

For your behoof. 

Cade. Tut, when ftruck’ft thou one blowin the Field? 

Say. Great Men have reaching hands: oft have I ftruck 
Thofe that! never faw, and ftruck them dead. 

Geo. O monftrous Coward! What, to come behind 
Folks ? 

Say. Thefe Cheeks are pals with watching for your good. 

Cade. Give him a box o’thear, and that will make em 
red again. 

Say. Long fitting to determine poor Mens Caufes 
Hath 
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Hath made me full of Sicknefs and Difeafes. 

Cade. Yeh?) havea hempen Caudle then , and the 
help of a Hatchet. 

Dic. Why doit thowquiver, man ? 

Say. The Palfie, and not Fear provokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he noddsat us, as who fhould fay, lle be 
even with you. le fee ifhis Head will ftand fteadier ona 
Pole,orno: Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein have I offended moft ? 
ffave 1 affected Wealth or Honour? Speak. 

Are my Chefts fill?d up with extorted Gold ? 

Is my Apparel Sumptuous to behold ? 

Whom have Linjur’d, that ye feek my Death? 
Thefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood-fhedding. 
This Breaft from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. 
O let me live. 

Cade, | feel remorfe in my felf with his words: but 
Ple bridle it: hefhall dye, and be it but for pleading fo 
well for his Life. Away with him, he ha’s a Familiar 
under his Tonguc, he fpeaksnota Gods Name. Go, take 
him away I fay, and ftrike off his Head prefently, and 
then break into his Son in Laws Houfe, Sir Fames Cromer, 
and ftrike off his Head, and bring them both upon two 
Poles hither. 

All, Xt fhall be done. 

Say. Ah Country-men 3 if when you make your Pray’rs, 
God fhould be fo obdurate as your felves : 

How would it fare with your departed Souls ? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as} command ye: the 
proudeft Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a Head on 
his Shoulders, unlefS he pay me tribute: there fhall not 
a Maid be married, but fhe fhall pay me her Maiden- 
head e’re they have it: Men fhall hold of me in Capite. 
And we Charge and Command, that their Wives be as 
free as Heart can wih, or Tongue can tell. 

Dick, My Lord, 

When hall we goto Cheapfide, and take up Commodities 
upon our Bills ? 

Cade. Marry prefently. 

Ail, O brave, 

Enter one with the Heads, 

Cade. But is not this brave : 

Let them kifS one another : For they lov’d well 
When they werealive. Now part them again, 
Left they confult about the giving up 

Of fome more Towns in France. Souldiers, 
Defer the fpoil of the City until Night , 

For withthefe borne beforeus, inftead of Maces, 
We will ridc through theStreets, atevery Corner 
Have themkifs, Away. { Exit. 


Alarum,and Retreat. Enter again Cade,and all his Rabblement. 


Cade. Up Fifh-fireee, down Saint Magnes Corner, kill 
and knock down, throw them into Thames, 
Sound a Parley. 
What noife is this I hear ? 
Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley, 
When I command them kill ? 


Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. 


Buck, Lhére they be that dare andwill difturb thee: 
Know, Cade, we come Ambafladors fromthe King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haft mifled, 

And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What fay ye, Countrymen, will ye relent 
And yield toMercy, whilit tis offered you, 

Or let a Rabble lead you to your Deaths. 

Who loves the King, and willimbrace his Pardon, 
Fling up hisCap, aud fay, God fave his Mayefly , 
Who hateth him, and honours not his Father, 
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1 folate. 


Flenrythe Fifth, that made all Frazce to quake, 
Shake he his Weapon at us, and pafs by. 

All. God fave the King, Cod Jate tke King. 

Cade. What Buckingham ana Clifferd, are ye fo brave ? 
And you bafe Pezants, do ye belicve him, will you needs 
be hang’d with your Pardons atout ycur Necks? Hath 
my Sword therefore brokethrough Lenen gates, that 
youfhould leave me at the White-hart in Scuthwark, | 
theught ye would never have given cut thefe Arms till 
you had recovered your ancient Frecccm: Cut you are 
all Recreants and Daftards, ard delight to live in flavery 
to the Nobility. Let them break ycrr backs with bur- 
thens, take your Houfes over your Heads, revifh yeur 
Wives and Daughters before ycur Feces. Fcr me, 1 will 
make fhift forone, and fo Gods Curfe light upcn yeu all. 

All, Well follow Cade, 

We'll follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cade the Sonof Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim ycu’ll go with fim. 
Will he Conduct you through the heartof France, 
And make the meaneft of you Earlsand Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to: 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the Spoy]. 
Unlefs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wer’t not a hame, that whilft yci live ar jar, 
The fearful French, whom yen late vanquifhed 
Should makea ftart o’re Seas, and vanquifh you ? 
Methinks already in this civil broy], 
I fee them Lording itin Zordon ftreets, 
Crying Vellago unto alltheymcet. 
Better ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry, 
Than you fhould ftoop unto a French: mans Mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have left; 
Spare England, for it is your Native Coaft : 
Henry hath Mony, you are {trong and manly : 
God on our fide, doubt not of Victory. 

All, A Clifford, a Clford, 
We'll follow the King and Cifford. 

Cade. Wasever Feather fo lightly blown to and fro, 
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the Fifth, hales them 
to an hundred. mifchiefs, and makes. them leave me de- 
I fec them lay their Heads together to firprize 
me. My Sword make way for me, fcr here is no ftaying : 
in defpight of the Devilsand Hell, have thrcngh the very 
inidit of you, and Heavens and honour be witnefs, that 
no want of Refoluticn in me, but cnly my Fellowers 
bafe and ignominious Treafons make me betake meto my 
Heels. TEx. 

Buck, What, is he fled ? Go fome and follow him. 

And he that brings his Head unto the King, 
Shall have a thoufand Crowns for his reward. 
[Exeune feme of shem. 
Follow me Souldiers, we'll devife a mean, 
To reconcile you all unto the King. ( Excurt omnes. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter King, Queen, and Somerfet on the 
Arras, 


King. Was ever King that joy’d an Earthly Throne, 
And could command no more Content than I ? 
No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King at nine months old: 
Was never fubject long to be a King, 
As! do long and wih to be a Subject. 


Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 
Buck, Health and glad tydings to your Majefty. 


King, Why Buckingham,is the Traytor Cade furpriz’d ? 
Or is he but retir’d to make him ftrong. 


Enter Maltitudes with Halters about their Necks. 
Chf. Heis fled my Lord, and all his powers do ya, 
n 
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And humbly thus with halters on their necks, 
Expect your Highnefs doom of Life or Death. 

King. Then Beaven fet ope thy everlafting gates, 
To entertain my. Vows of Thanks and Praife. 


1 Souldiers,this day have you redeem’d your lives, 


And fhew’d how well you love your Prince and Country : 
Continue ftill in this fo good a mind. 
And Henry though he be unfortunate, 
Affure your felves will never be unkind: 
And fo with thanks and pardon to you all, 
I do difmifs you to your feveral Countries. 
All. God fave the King, God fave the King. 


, Enter a Mefenger 


Mef. Pleafe it your Grace tobe advertifed, 
The Duke of York is newly come from /reland, 
And witha puiflant and mighty Power 
Of Gallow-glaffes and ftout Kerzes, 
Is marching hitherward in proud array ` 
And ftill proclaimeth as he comes along, 
His Armies are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerfer, whom he tetmes a Traitor. 
King. Thus ftands my State, twixt Cade and York 
diftreft, 
Like to a Ship, that having fcap’d a Tempeft, 
[s traightway calm’d and boarded with a Pyrate. 
But now is Cade driven back, his men difpers’d, 
And now is Yorkin Arms to fecond him. 
I pray thee Buckingham go and mect him, 
And ask him what’s the Reafon of thefe Arms: 
Tell him, Ple fend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Somerfet, we will commit thee thither, 
Untill his Army be difmift from him. 
Somer. My Lord, 
I’le yield my felf to prifon willingly, 
Or unto Death, to do my Country good. 
King. In any cafe, be not too rough in termes, 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard Language. 
Buck, 1 will, my Lord, and doubt not fo to deal, 
As all things fhall.redound unto your good. 
King. Come Wife, let’s in, and learn to govern better, 
For yet may England curfe my wretched reign. [£-xeunt. 


Enter Jack Cade. 


Cade. Fie on Ambition: fie on my felfe, that haue a 
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of the King, by carrying my head to him: but P i 
thee eat fron like an Ofiridge and (wallow adas 
like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why rude Companion, whatfoe’re chou be 
Í know thee not, why then thould | betray thee? 
Is’t not enough to break into my Garden, 
And like a Thief, to come torob my Grounds: 
Climbing my Walls in fpight of me the Owner 
But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcie termes ? 

Cade. Brave thee ? 1, by the beft blood chat ever was 
broach’d, and beard thee too. Look on me welll have 
€at no meat thefe five dayes, yet come thou and thy five 
men, and if | do not leave you all as dead asa door nail 
l pray me l ae never eat grafs more. 

ca. Nay, it Inall ne’re be faid, while En 

That Alexander Iden an Efquire of Kent, me Aja 
Took odds to combate a poor famifh’d man. 
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 
See if thou canft out-face me with thy looks : 
set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the lefler - 
Thy hand is but a finger to my itt, 
Thy Leg a ftick compared with this Truncheon, 
My Foot hal fight with all the ftrength tbou haft 
And if mine Arm be heaved in the Air, , 
Thy Grave is dige’d already in the Earth: 
As for words, whofe greatnefs anfwers words, 
Let this my Sword report what fpeech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour: the moft compleat Champion 

. tn thine edge, or cut 
not out the burly bon’d Clown in chines of Beef, ere 
thou fleep in thy Sheath, 1 befeech Jove on my knees 
thou may’ft be turned to Hobnails. 
Here they Fighe, 


OT ain flain, Famine and no other hath flain me. let ten 
thoufand Devils come againft me, and give me "but the 
ten meals I have loft, and "de defye themall. Wither 
7 et = rte a burying place to all that do 
well .in this honfe, becaufe che unco: 
ne he unconquered foul of 
Iden.\s’t Cade that I have flain,chat monftruous Traitor ? 
‘Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 
And hang thee o’re my Tomb when Il am Dead 
Ne’re fhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point 
But thou fhalt wear ic as a Heralds Coat, 
To emblaze the Honour thy Mafter got. 
Cade, Iden farewell, and be proud of thy victory: Tell 


Sword, and yet am ready to familh Thefe hve dayes have: Kene from me, he hath loft her beft man, and exhort all 


1 hid me in thefe Woods, and durft not peep our, for all 
the Country is laid for me: But now am | hungry, that 
if I might have a leafe of my life for a thoufand years, | 
could ftay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick wall have 
I climb’d into this Garden, to fee if I can eat Grafs, or 
pick a Sallet another while, which is not amifs to cool 
a mans ftomack this hot weather : and | think this word 
Sallet, was born to do me good ; for many 2 time but for 


a Sallet, my Brain-pan had been cleft with a brown Bill, 


and many atime when I have been dry, and bravely mar- 
ching, it hath ferv’d me in ftead of a quart pot to drink 
in: and now the word Salet, mut ferve me to feed on. 


Enter Iden. 


Iden. Lotd, who would live turmoyled in the Court, 
And may enfoy fuch quiet walks as thefe, á 

This fmall inheritance my Father left me, 

Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. > 

l feek not to wax great by others warning, 

Or gather wealth I care not with what envy : 

Sufceth, that I have maintains wy State, 

And fends the Poor well pleafed from my Sate. ~ 


the World to be Cowards: for I that never feared any 
am vanquifhed by Famine, not by Valour. C Dies. 

Td. iow much thou wrong*ft me, Heaven be my Judge } 
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee : 
And as! thruft thy Body in with my Sword, 
So wih f, | might thruft thy Soul to Hell 
Hence willl drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a Dunghill, which fhall be thy Grave, 
And there cut of thy moft ungracious Head, 
Which | will bear in Triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to fecdupon. (Exit: 
Emer York , and bis Army of [rifh, with 


Drum and Colours. 


York. From Ireland thus comes York to claim his Right, 
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry’s head. 
Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonfires clear and bright, 
Tocntertain great Englands lawfull King. 
Ah Santta Afayeftas : who would not buy thee dear? 
Let them obey that knows not how to Rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
| cannot give due action to my words, 


Cade. Here’s the Lord of the Soil come to feize me | Excepta Sword or Scepter ballance it. 


for a ftray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. 


Ah} A Scepter fhall it have, have I a Soul, 


Villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a 1000 Crowns | On which Ile tols the Flowre-de-Luce of France 


Enter 
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Enter Buckingham. 


Whom have we here? Buckingham to difturb me ? 
The King, hath fent him fure: Imnftdiffemble. 

Buck, York, ifthou meaneft well, 1 greet the well. 

York. Humfrey of Buckingham, \ accept thy grecting. 
Art thou a Meflenger, or come of pleafure : 

Buck. A Meflenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reafon of thefe Arr es in peace. 

Or why, thou being a Subject, as I am, 

Againft chy Oath, and true Allegiance fworn, 
Should raife fo great a Power without his leave ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force fo near the Court ? 

Yer, Scarce can I fpeak my Choler is fo great. 

Oh, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 

I am fo angry at thefe abject terms. 

And now like Ajax Telamonius, 

On Sheep or Oxen conld 1 fpend my fury: 

I am far better born than is the King : 

More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. 
But I muft make fair Weather yet a while, 

Till Hexry be more weak, and I more ftrong. 

O Buckingham, 1 prithee pardon me, 

That I have given no aniwer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep Melancholy. 
The caufe why I have brought this Army hither, 
Is to remove proud: Somerfer from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

Buck. That istoo much prefumption on thy part, 
But if thy Armes be to no other end, 

The King hath yielded unto thy demand: 
|The Duke of Somerfer is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine Honour is he Prifoner ? 

Buc. Upon mine Honour he is Prifoner. 

York, Then Buckingham, \ do difmifs my Powers, 
Souldiers, I thank you all: difperfe your felves : 
}Meet me to morrow in S. Georges field, 

You fhal) have pay, and every thing you wilh. 
And Jet my Soveraign, vertuous Henry , 
Command my eldeft, nay all my Sons, 

As pledges of my Fealty and Love, 

Ple fend them all as willing as ] live: 

Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to ufe, fo Somerfere may dye. 

Buck. York, 1 commend this kind fubmiffion, 
We twain will go into bis Highnefs Tent. 


Enter King and Attendants. 


King. Buckingham, doth Torkintend no harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm ? 
York. In all fubmiffion and humility, | 
York. doth prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs. 
King. Then what intend thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 
York. To have the Traitor Somerfer from hence, 
And fight againft that monftrons Rebel Caae, 
Whom fince | heard to be difcomfited. 


Enter Iden with Cades Head. 


Iden. 1f one fo rude, and of fo mean condition 
| May pafs into the prefence of a King: 
Lo, I prefent your Grace a Traitors Head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. 
King. The head of Cade? great God! how juft art thou? 
©, let mé view his Vifage being dead, 
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? 
Iden. 1 was, an’t like your Majefty. 
King. How art thou call’d ? And what is thy degree ? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name, 
A poor Efquire of Kent, that love the King. 
Buck, So pleafe you my Lord, *twere not amifs 
He were created Knight for his good fervice. 
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King. Iden, kneel down, rife up a Knight: - 
We give thee for reward 2 thoufand Merks, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden, May Iden live to merit fuch a Bounty, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 


Enter Queen and Somerfet. 


King. See Buckingham, Somerfee comes wi ’ 

Go bid her hide him quickly hen the Duke re 
Queen, For thoufand Yorks’ he thall not hide his Head 
But boldly ftand and front him to his Face. : 

York. How now ? Is Somerfee at liberty ? 
Then York untoofe thy long imprifoned thoughts 
And let thy Toung be equal with thy Heart. — 
Shall I endure the tight of Somer fee ? 
Falfe King, why haft-thou broken faith with me 
Knowing how katiy I can brook abnfe ? 
King did I call thee? no, thou art no King : 
Not fit to Govern, and rule multitudes, 
Which durit not, no nor canft not rule a Traitor. 
That Head of thine doth not become aCrovwn - 
Thy hand is made to grafp a Palmers Staff 
And.not to grace an awful Princely Scepter. 
That Gold muft round engirt the Brows of mine 
Whole {mile and frown, like Achilles Spear y 
Is able with the change, to kill and cure 
Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, 
And with the fame to act control ing Laws : 
Give place: by Heaven thou thalt Rule no more 
O’re him, whom Heaven created for thy Ruler. 
Som. O ,Monftrous Traitor ! [ arreft thee York 
Of Capital Treafon gainft the King and Crown : 
Pee pity kneel for Grace. 
ork, Wou ave me kneel ? Firft] 
If they can brook ; I bow aknee to aaa ee 
Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my Bail: 
I know e’re they will lec me goto Ward 
They'll pawn their Swords for my enfranchifement 
Queen, Call hither Chford, bid him come amain, 
To fay, ifthat the Baftard Boys of York, - 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 
York. O bloud befpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-caft of Naples, England’s bloody Scourge : 
The Sons of York, thy Betters in their Birth, 
Shall be their Fathers Bail, and bane to thofe 
That for my Surety will refufe the Boys. 
Enter Edward and Richard. 
Sce where they come, lle warrant they'll make it good. 
k aai Enter Wea 
&uecn. And here comes Clifferd to deny thej il. 
Chiff. Health and all ee to the Lord fue King 
York, I thank thee Chifford. Say, what news with thee ? 


| Nay, do not fright me with an angry look : 


We are thy Soveraign, Clifford, kneel again ; 
For thy miftaking fo, We pardon thee. 
Cif. This is my King, York, I do not miftake 
But thou miftak’ft me much to think’! do, : 
To Zedlam with him, is the man grown.mad ? 
King. } Chord, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppofe himfelf againft his King. 
Chiff. He isa-Traitor, lec him to the Tower, 
And crop away that fa¢tious Pate of his. 
Queen, He is arrefted, but will rot obey : 
His Son ( he fayes ) fhall give their words for him. 
York. Will you not, Sons? 
Edm. 1, Noble Father, if our words will ferve. 
Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons fhall. 
Cif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here? 
York, Look in a Glafs, and call thy Image fo. 
lam the King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor: 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 
That with the. very fhaking of their Chains, 


| They may aftonith thefe fell:lurking Curs: 


Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me- 
Enter. 





The fecond Partof King Henry the- Sixth. 


Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 


Clif. Arethefe thy Bears? We'll bait thy Bears to death, 
And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, 
If thou dar’ft bring them to the baiting place. 
Rich. Oft have! feen a hot o’re-weening Cur 
Run back and bite, becaufe he was with-held, 
Who being faffer’d with the Bears fell paw, 
Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and cry’d, 
| And fuch a picce of fervice will you do, 
If you fuppofe your felves to match Lord Warwick, 
Clif. Hence heap of Wrath, foul indigefted Lump, 
As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. 
York. Nay, we fhail heat you thorouglily anon. 
Clif. Take heed lct by your heat you burn your felves. 
King. Why Warwick hath thy Knee forgot to bow ? 
Old Salisbury; hame to thy filver Hair, 
Thou mad mifleader of thy Brain-fick Son, 
What wilt thou on thy Death-bed play the Ruffian ? 
- And feek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles ? 
Oli where is Faith ? Oh where is Loyalty ? 
If it be banifh’d from the Frofty head, 
Where fhall it finda harbour in the Earth ?. 
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, 
And fhame thine Honourable Age with Blood ? 
Why art thon old, and want’ft experience ? 
Or wherefore do’ft abufe it, if thou haft it ? 
For hame in duty bend thy Knee to me 
That bowsunto the Grave with Milky Age. 
Sal. My Lord, 1 have confidered with my felf 
The Title of this moft renowned Duke, 
And in my Confcience, do repute his Grace, 
The Rightful Heir to Englands Royal Seat. 
King. Haft thou not {worn Allegiance unto me? 
Sal, | have. 
Kin.Canft thou difpenfe with Heaven for fuch an Oath? 
< Sal, Irisa great fin to fwear unto a fin: 
But greater fin to keep a finful Oath : 
Whocan be bound by any folemn Vow 
To doa murd’rous deed, to Rob a man, 
To force a fpotlefs Virgins Chaftity, 
Toreave the Orphan of his Patrimony, 
To wring the Widow from her cuftom’d right, 
And have no other reafon for his wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folemn Oath? `’ 
Ou, A fubtle Traytor needs no Sophifter. 
King. Call Buckingham, and bid himarm himfelf. 
York, Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou halt, 
[ am refolv’d for Death and Dignity. 
Old Clif. The firft 1 warrant thee,if Dreams prove true. 
War. You were beft to go to Bed, and dream again, 
To keep thee from the Tempeft of the Field. 
Old Cliff. 1am refolv’d to bear a greater ftorm, 
Than any thou canft Conjure up to day : 
And that I’le write upon thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy Houfes Badge. 
War. Now by my Fathers Badg, old Nevits Creft, 
The rampant Bear chain’d to the ragged Staff, 
This day Pie wear aloftmy Burgonet, 
As ona Mountain top, the Cedar fhews, 
That keeps his Leaves in fpight of any ftorm, 
Even fo affright thee with the view thercof. 
Old Clif. And from thy.Burgonet, le rend thy Bear, 
And tread it under foot withall contempt, 
Defpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. 
Yo. Clif. And fo to Arms victorious noble Father, 
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices. 
Rich. Fie, Charity for fhame, {peak not in f{pight, 
For you fhall fup with Jefu Chrift to night. 
Yo. Clif. Foul Stigmatick,that’s more than thou cantft tell. 
Rich. \f not in Heaven,you’l furely fup in Hell. [Exent. 
Enter Warwick. 
War. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls: 
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And if thou doft not hide thee from the Bear, 
Now when theangry Trumpet founds Alarum, 
And dead Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 
Chifford, I fay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to Arms. 
Enter York. 
War. How now my Noble Lord? What alla-foot? 
Tork, The deadly handed Ciifford {lew my Stced: 
But match to match I have encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion, Kytes and Crows, 
Eveh of the bonny Beaft he lov’d fo well. 
Enter Cliftord. 
War. Of one or both of usthe time ts come. 
Tork, Hold Warwick: feekthee out fome other Chafe, 
For I my felf muft hunt this Deer to death. 
War. Then nobly York, tis fora Crown thou fight’it - 
As lintend, Cliford, to thrive today, 
It grieves my Soul to leave thee unaflail’d, 
Clif. What feeft thou in me, York? 
Why doft thou panfe ? 
York, With thy brave bearing fhould! be in love, 
Bur that thou art fo falt mine Enemy. 
Cif. Nor fhould thy Prowefs want praife and cfteem. 
But that ’tis hewn ignobly, andin Treafon. 
York, So letit help meagainft thy Sword, 
AsI in Juftice, and true Right exprefs it. 
Cif. My Soul and Body on the Action both. 
York, A dreadful day, addrefs thee inftantly. 
Clif. La fin Corronne les oevres. [ Daes. 
York, Thus War hath given thee Peace , for thou art 
{till, Peace with his Soul, Heaven if it be thy will. 
Enter young Clifford. 
Cif. Shame and Confufion all is on the rout, 
Fear frames diforder, and diforder wounds 
Where it fhonld guard. O War thou Son of Hell, 
Whomangry Heavens do make their Minifter, 


[Exit.War. 


_ | Throw inthe frozen bofoms of our Part, 


Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let no Souldiers fiye. 
He that is truly dedicate to War 

Hath no Self-love: nor he that loves himfelf, 
Hath noteffentially, bucby circumftance 
Thenameof Valour. O let the vile World end, 
And the premifed Flames of the lat day, 

Knit Earth and Heaven together. 

Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaft, 
Particularities, and petty founds 

To ceafe. .Was’t thou ordained (O dear Father) 
To lofe thy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve 
TheSilver Livery of advifed Age, 

And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus 
To die in Ruffian Battel ? Even at this fight, 

My heart is turn’d to ftone: and while’tis mine, 
It thall be ftony. Tork, not our old men {pares: 
No more will I their Babes, Tears Virginal, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 

And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oyl and Flax: 
Henceforth, I will noc have to do with pity, 
Meet I an Infant of the Houfe of York, 

Intoas many gobbits will] cucit, 

As wild Afedea, young Abfirt:s did. 

Incruelty, willl feek out my Fame. 

Come thou new ruin of old Cliffords houfe : 

As did eAneas old Anchifes bear, 

So bear 1 thee upon my manly fhoulders : 


‘| But then, e4neas bare a living load: 


Nothing fo heavy as thefe wocs of mine. 


Emer Richard , and Somerfet 0 fight. 


Rich. So lie thon there : 
For underneath an Ale-houfe paltry figne, 


The Caftle in St. Albans, Somerfet 
Hath 


a aE 


2 
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Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death: 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathful ftill: 
Priefts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 

Fight. Excurfions, 


Enter King, Queen, and others, 


Qu. Away my Lord, you are flow, for hame away. 
é King. Can we out-run the Heavens ? Good Margaret 

ay. 

Qu, What are yon made of ? You'lnot fight nor flye : 
Nowis it Manhood, Wifdom, and Defence, 
To give the Enemy way, and to fecure us 
But what we can, which can no more but flye. 

[Alarum afar off. 

If you be tane, we then fhould fee the bottom 
Of allour Fortunes: but if we haply {cape, 
( As well we may, if not through your neglect) 
We fhall to London get, where you are lov’d, 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made 
May readily be ftopt. 


Emer Clifford. 


Clif. But that my Hearts on future mifchief fet, 
[ would {peak Blafphemy e°re bid you flye : 
But flye you muft: Uncureable difcomfite 
Reigns in the hearts of all our prefent parts. 
Away for your relief, and we will live 
To fee their Day, and then our Fortune give. 
Away my Lord, away. LExeunt. 
Alarum, Retreat. Enter York, Richard, Warwick, and 

` Sonldiers, with Drum and Colours. 


York. OF Salisbury, who canreport of him, 
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That Winter Lyon, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contufions, and all brush offtime : 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with occafion. This happy day 
Is not it felf, nor have we won one Foot, 
If Salisbury be loft. 

Rich. My Noble Father : 
Three times to day I hope him to his Horfe, 
Three times beftri’d him: Thrice 1 led him off, 
Perfwaded him from any further Act : 
But {till where danger was, {till there I met kim, 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houfe, 
So was his V Vill in his Old feeble Body. 
But Noble as he is, look where he comes. 


Enter Salisbury. 


Sal, Now, by my Sword, well haft thou fought today : 
By th’ Mafs fo did we all. I thank you Richard, , 
God knows how long itis I have tolive : 
And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You have defended me from Eminent Death. 
V Vell Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
’T is not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Being oppofites of fuch repairing Nature. 
York, 1 know our fafety is tofollow them, 
For (asI hear) the King is fled to London, 
Tocall a prefent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purfue him e’re the V Vrits go forth. 
What fays Lord Warwick, fhall we after them ? 
War. After them! nay, beforethem, ifwe can; 
Now by my hand ( Lords) *twasa glorious day. 
Saint Albans battel won by famous York, 
Shall we be eterniz’d in all Age to come. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London ali, 


And more fuch days as thefe to us befall. FExense. | 
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The third Part of 


KING HENRY VI 


With the Death of the 


DUKE ot YORK. 





Ahlus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 





Alarum, Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Norfolk, Moun- 
tague, Warwick, and Sonldicrs. 


Warwick. 
Wonder how the King efcap’d our Hands ? 

Pl. While we purfu’d the Horfemen of the North, 

He flily ftóle away, and left his Men : 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe Warlike Ears could never brook retreat, 
Chear’d up the drooping Army, and himfelf. 

Lord Chiffordand Lord Staffordall a breatt 
Charg’d our main Battels Front: and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of Common Souldiers flain. 
Edw, Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Is either flain or wounded dangcrous. 
| cleft his Beaver with adown-right blow : 
That this istrue (Father) behold his Blood. 
Mount. And Brother,here’s the Earl of W/si:fhires Blood, 
Whom I encountred asthe Battels joyn’d. 
Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them whacI did. 
Plan, Richard hath beft deferv'd of all my Sons : 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfer ? 
Nor. Such hope have all the Line of John of Gaunt, 
Rich. Thus do I hope to fhake King Henry’s Head. 
War. Aud fo dol, victorious Prince of Tork 
Before I fee thee feated in the Throne, 
Which now the Houfe of Lancaffer ufurps, 
I vow by Heaven, thefe Eyes fhatl never clofe. 
This is the Palace of the =r King, 
And this the Regal Seat: poffefs it Tork, 
For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs. 
Plan, Affift me then, {weet Warwick, and I will, 
For hither we have broken in by force. 
Norf: We'll all affift you : he that flies fhall dye. 
Plant. Thanks gentle Norfolk, ftay by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night. 
(They fo up. 
Wer, And when the King comes, offer him no violence, 
Unlefs he feck tothruft you out perforce. 
Plat. The Queen this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks we fhall be of her Coanfel, 
By Words or Blows here let us win our right. 
Rich, Arm’d as we are, let’s ftay within this Houfe. 
War. Thebloody Parliament fhall this be called, 
Uniefs anne Duke of York, be King, 
And bafhful fYenry depos’d, whofe Cowardize 
Hath made us by words to our Enemies. 
Plant, Then lcave me not, my Lords be refolute, 
mean to take pofleflion of my Right. 


War, Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft, 
The proudeft he that holds up Lancafter, 
Dares ftir a Wing, if Warmsck hake his Bells. 
Ple plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : 
Refolve thee Richard, claim the Englifh Crown. 


Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, \W eftmer- 
land, Exeter, and the reft. 


Hen. My Lords, look where the fturdy Rebel fits, 

Even in the Chair of State : belike he means, 

Back’d by the Power of Warwick, that falfe Peer, 

To afpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King, 

Earl of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 

And thine,Lord Clifford,and you have both vow'd revenge 

On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
North, 1f | be not, Heavens be reveng’d on me. 

A en The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in 

teel. 

Weft. W hat, hall we fuffer this ? Lets pluck him down 

My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook ir. 
Flenry. Be patient, gentle Earlof Weftimerland. 
Clifford. Patience is for Poleroons, and fuch is he: 

He durft not fit there had your Father liv’d. 

My Gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 

Let us affay! the Family of York, 
North, Well haft thou fpoken, Coufin be it fo. 
Henry. Ah, know you not the City favours them 

And they have Troops of Souldiers at their beck? — 
Weftm. But when the Duke is flain, theyll quickly fiye. 
ehry, Far be the thought of this from Henry’s Heart. 

To makea Shambles of rhe Parliament Houfe. 

Coufin of Exerer, Frowns, Words, and Threats 

Shall be the War that Henry means to ufe : i 

Thou Factiovs Duke of York, defcend my Throne, 

And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 

l amthy Soveraign. 
Tork. Jam thine. 

d Sy For thame come down, he made thee Duke of 

OTK. 

York, It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was. 
Fxet. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crown. 
Warw, Exeter thouart a Traytor to the Crown 

In following this ufurping Henry. i 
Cliff. W hom fhouid he follow, but his natural King ? 
War. True ,Clfford, and that’s Richard Duke of York, 
Flenry. And fhalt 1 ftand, and thou fit in my Throne ? 
York, It muft and hall be fo, content thy felf. 
War. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

P p 


Weftm 
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Weftm. He isboth King and Duke of Lancafter, 
And thatthe Lord of Weft merland fhall maintain. 

War. And Warmck fhall difprove ic. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chasg you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours fpread 
March’d through the City to the Palace Gates. 

North. Yes, Warwick, | remember it to my grief. 
And byhis Soul, thou and thy Houfe hall rue ic. 

Weft. Plantaganet, of thee and thefe thy Sons, 

Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, Ple have more lives 

Than drops of blood were in my Fathers Veins. 

Cliff. Urge it no more, leaft that inftead of words 
I fend thee, Warwick, fuch a Meflenger, 

As fhall revenge his death, beforei ftir. 

War. Poor Clifford, how | {corn his worthlefs Threats. 

Plant. Will you, we fhew our Titleto the Crown? 
If not, our Swords fhall plead it in the Field. 

Hen. What Title haft thou, Traitor, to the Crown ? 
My Father was, as thou art, Duke of York, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March. 

I am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 

VVho made the Dolphin and the French to ftoop, 

And feiz’d upon their Towns and Provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, fith thou haft loft itall. 
Henry. The Lord Protector loft ic, and not 1 ; 

V Vhen ! was Crown’d I was but nine months old. 
Rich. You are old enough now, 

And yet methinks you lofe : 

Father, tear the Crown from the Ufurpers Head. 
Edw. Sweet Father do fo, fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 

As thou lov’ft and honoreft Arms, 

Let’s fight ic out, and not ftand cavelling thus. 
Rich, Sound Drums and Trumpets, and che King will 

flye. ; 

Pte. Sons, peace. 

Hen. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to {peak. 

War, Plantagenet fall {peak firt: Hear him Lords, 
And be you filent and attentive too, 

For he that interrupts him, fhall not live. 

Hen, Think?ft thou that! will leave my Kingly Throne, 
V Vherein my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 

No: firft hall V Var unpeople this my Realm, 

I, and their Colours often born in France, 

And now in England, to our hearts great forrow, 

Shall be my V Vinding-fheet, why faint you Lords ? 

My Title’s good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou fhalt be King. 

Hen, Henry the Fourth by Conquelt got the Crown. 

Plant, ?Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 

Hen. \ know not what to fay, my Title’s weak: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ? 

Plant. VVhatthen ? 

Hen, \f he may, then am I lawful King : 

For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crown to fenry the Fourth, 

V Vhofe Heir iny Father was, and I am his. 

Plant. He rofe againft him, being his Soveraign, 
And made him to refign his Crown perforce. 

War. Suppofe, my Lords, he did it vaconftrain’d, 
Think you ’twere prejudicial to his Crown ? 

Exet. No: for he could not fo refign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir fhould fucceed and reign. 

Hen, Arcthou againft us, Duke of Exeter ? 

Exet. His isthe right, and therefore pardon me. 

Plant. V Vhy whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not ? 

Exet. My Confcience tells me, he is lawful King. 

Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 

North, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’It, 
Think not, that Henry hall be depos’d. 

War. Deposd he fhall be in defpight of all. 

Northwnb, Thou art deceiv’d : 

Tis not thy Southern power 
Of Effex, Norfolk, Suffolk, norof Kent, 


Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud, 
Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me. 
Chf. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence: 
May that ground gape, aud fwallow mealive ; 
Where I fhall knee] to him that flew my Father. 
Hen. Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my Heart. 
Plant. Henry of Lancafter, refign thy Crown : 
What mutter you, or what confpire you, Lords ? 
ar. Do right unto this Princely Duke of York, 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men, 
And o’re the Chair of State where now he fits, 
Write up his Title with vfarping Blood. 
Fle flamps with bis foot, and the Souldiers 
shew themfelves. 
Hen. My Lord of Warwick , hear me but one word: 
Let me for this time reign as King. i 
Plant. Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs 
And thou fhalt Reign in quiet while thou liv’ft. Í 
žen. | am content: Richard Plantagenet 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceafe. 
Clif. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son ? 
War. What pond Is this to England, and himfelf ? 
Weft. Bafe, fearful, and defpairing Henry. 
Clif. How haft thou injur’d both thy felf and us? 
Weft. | cannot ftay to hear thefe Articles. 
Northumb. Nort. - 
Clif. Come Coufin, let us tell the Queen thefe News. 
Weft, Farewel faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
[n whofe cold blood no fpark of honour bides. 
North. Be thou a prey unto the Houfe of York, 
And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Chf. In dreadful War, may’ft thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon’d and defpis’d. 
War, Turn this way, Herry, and regard them not. 
Exeter. They feck revenge, and therefore will not yield. : 
fen, Ah Exeter. 
War. Why fhould you figh, my Lord ? 
fieh. Not for my felf, Lord Warwick, 
Whom J unnaturally thal) difinherit, 
But be it asit may: | here entay! 
The Crown to thee, and to thine Heirs for ever, 
Conditionally, chat here you take an Oath, 
To ceafe this Civil-war: and whilft I live, 
To honour me as thy King and Soveraign: 
Neither by Treafon nor Holtility, 
To feek to put me down, and Reign thy felf. 
Plant, This Oath I willingly take, and will perform. 
War. Long live King Henry: Plantagenet embrace him. 
ffen. And long live thou, and thefe thy forward Sons. 
Plant. Now York and Lancaffer are reconcil’d. 
Exet. Accurit be he thar feeks to make them foes, 
Sonce. dere they come down. 
Plant. Farewel, my gracious Lord, I’le to my Caftle. 
War. And Ple keep London with my Souldiers. 
Norf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
Monnt. And Í unto the Sea from whence I came. 
Fen, And! with grief and forrow to the Court. 
Enter the Queen, 
Exet. Here comes the Queen; 
V Vhofe looks bewray, her anger 
Ple fteal away. 
Henry. Exeter, fo will I. 
Queen, Nay, gonot from me, I will follow thee. 
Hen. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay. 
Queen. V Vho can be patient in fuch extreams ? 
A wretched Man, would I haddy’da Maid, 
And never feen thee, never born thee Son, 
Seeing thou haft prow’d fo unnatural a Father. 
Hath he deferv’d to lofe his Birth-right thus ? 
Hadft thou but lov’d him half fo much as J, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nourifht him, as I did with my blood ; 
Thou would’ft have left thy deareft Heart-blood there, 
Rather 


| 
l 


but my Son, 
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| Rather than made that favage Duke thine Heir, 
| And dif-inherited thine only Son. 
Prin. Father, you cannot dif-inherit me : 
If you be King, why should not I fucceed ? 
Alex. Pardon me, Margaret, pardon me, {weet Son, 
i The Earl of Warwick mf the Duke enforc’d me. -P 
Queen. Enforc’d thee? art thou King, and wilt be forc’d: 
I fhame to hear thee fpeak : ah timorous Wretch, 
| Thou haft undone thy felf, thy Son, and me, 
| And given unto the Houfe of York fuch head, 
| As thou fhale Reign but by their fufferance. 
| To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 
What is it, bat to make thy Sepulchre, 
| And creepinto it far beforethy time? 
Warwick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Calice, 
| Stern Falconbredge commands the Narrow Seas, 
The Duke is made Protector of the Realm, 
And yet fhalt thou be fafe ? fuch fafecy finds 
The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a filly Woman, 
| The Souldiers fhould have tofs’d me on their Pikes, 
| Before I would have granted to that Act. 
But thou prefert’ft thy life before thine honour. 
And feeing thou do’ft, 1 here divorce my felf, 
| Both from thy Table, Henry, and thy Bed, 
Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, 
Whereby my Son is dif-inherited. 
The Northern Lords, that have forfworn thy Colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread : 
| And fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace, 
And utter ruine of the Houfe of York, 
| Thus dol leave thee : Come Son, lers away, 
Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them. 
Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret and hear me fpeak. 
Queen. Thou haft fpoke too much already : get thee 
P am. Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ftay with me ? 
Queen, 1, to be murther’d by his Enemies. 
Prin, When | return with victory from the Field, 
Ple fee your Grace: tillthen Ple follow her. 
Queen. Come, Son, away, we may not linger chus. 
Hen. Poor Queen, 
How love to me, and to her Son, 
Hath made her break out into terms of Rage. 
| Reveng’d may fhe be on chat hateful Duke, 
Whofe haughty Spirit, winged with defire, 
Will coft my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 
Tyre on the Flefh of me, and of my Son. 
The lofs of thofe three Lords torments my Heart : 
Ple write unto them, and entreat them fair 5 
Come, Coufin, you fhall be the Meflenger. | 
Exes. And I hope mhall reconcile them all. [Exir. 


Enter Richard, Edward, and Mountague. 


Rich. Brother, though 1 be youngeft, give me leave. l 
Edw. No, 1 can better play the Orator. i 
Moun. But I have reafons {trong and forcible. 


Enter the Duke of York. 


Yor. Why, how now Sons and Brothers, ata {trife ? 
What is your Quarrel ? how began icfirft? 
Edw. No Quarrel, but a flight Contention. 
Yor. About what ? 
Rich. About chat which concerns your Grace and us, 
The Crown of England, Father, which is yours. 
Yor. Mine, Boy? not until King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your Right depends not on his life, or Death. 
Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving the Houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe, 
It will out-run you, Father, intheend. _ , 
Yor. I took an Oath, that he fhould qnietly Reign. 
Edw. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 


| Phen feeing ’twas he chat ma 
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I would break a thoufand Oaths to Reign one year. 
‘ Richard. No: God forbid, your Grace fhould be for- 
worn. 

Yor. I fhall be, if I claim by open War. 
4 Richard. Vie prove the contrary, if youl hear me 
peak. 

Yor. Thou canftnot, Son, *tis impoMible. 

Rich, An Oath isof no moment, being pot took 
Before a true and lawful Magiftrate, 
That hath authority over him that {wears. 
Henry had none, but did ett the place. 

e you todepofe, 

Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore toArms: and, Father, do but think, 
How fweeta thing it isto weara Crown, 
Within whofe Circuit is Elyfiam, 
And all that Poets feign of Blifs and Joy. 
Why do we linger thus? 1 cannot reft, 
Until the White Rofe that I wear, be dy’d 
Even in the luke-warm blood of Heary’s Heart. 

Yor, Richard, enough: | will be King, or die. 
Brother, thon halt to London prefently, 
And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. 
Thou, Richard, halt be Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, fhall unto my Lord Cobbam, 
With whom the Kentifh-men will willingly rife. 
Inthem! truft; for they are Sonldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, fullof Spirit. 
While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more, 
But that I feek occafion how to rife ? 
And yet the King not privy to my drifr, 
Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. 


Emer Gabriel. 


But ftay, what News? why com’ft thou in fuch poft ? 
Gabriel. The Queen, 
With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand Men: 
And therefore fortifie your hold, my Lord. 
Yor. I, with my Sword. 
What? think*it thou, that we fear them ? 
Edwardand Richard, you hhall ftay with me, 
My Brother Montague fhall poft to London. 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and thereft, 
W hom we have left Protectors of the King, 
Wich powerful Policy ftrengthen themfelves, 
And truft not fimple Henry, nor his Oaths, 
Moun. Brother, | go: Ple win them, fear it not. 
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. 
{ Exit Mountague. 


Enter Mortimer, and bis Brother. 


Yor. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in alenp; hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to befiege us. 
John. She fhal] not need, well meet her in the Field. 
Yor, What, with five thoufand Men? 
Rich. 1, with five hundred, Father, fora need. 
A Woman’s General: what hhould we fear ? 


CA march afar of. 
Edw. I hear their Drums: 
Let’s fet our Men in order, ’ 
And iffue forth, and bid them Battel ftreight. 
Yor. Five Men to twenty though the odds be great, 
I doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Rattel have I won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one: 
Why fhould 1 not now bave the like fuccefs ? 
| Alarum, (Exit, 
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Enter Ratland and bis Tutor. 


Rut. Ah, whither fhall I flye, to {cape their hands? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes. 
Enter Clifford. 
Clif, Chaplain, away, thy Priefthood faves thy life, 
As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he fhall die. 
Tutor. And 1,my Lord, will bear him company. 
Chf. Souldiers, away with him. i 
Tutor, Ah Clifford, murther not this innocent Child, 
Left thou be hated both of God and Man. (Ext. 
Clif. How now? is, he dead already ? 
Or isit fear that makes him clofe his Eyes ? 
Ple open them. 
Rut, So looks the pent-up Lyon o’re the wretch, 
That trembles under his devouring Paws : 
And fo he walks, infulting o’re his Prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his Limbs afunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with fuch a cruel threatning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me fpeak, before die: 
I am too mean a fubject for thy wrath, 
Be thou reveng’d on Men, and let me live. 
Clif. In vain thou fpeak’ft, poor Boy : 
My Fathers blood hath ftop’t the paflage 
Where thy words fhould enter. 
Rat. Then let my Fathers blood open it again, 
Heisa Man, and, Clifford, cope with him. i 
Cl:f. Had I thy Brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were not revenge fufficient for me : 
No, if I digg’d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 
It could not flake mine ire, nor eafe my heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of York, 
Is as a fury to torment my Soul : 
And till I root out their accurfed Line, 
And leave not onealive, I live in Hell. 
Therefore 
Rat. Oh let me pray, before I take my death : 
To thee, I pray, fweet Clifford, pity me. 
Clif. Such pity as my Rapier’s point affords. 
Rut. I never did thee harm : why wilt thou flay me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath. 
‘Rut. But ’twas e’re I was born. 
Thou haft one Son, for his fake pity me, 
Leaft in revenge thereof, fich God is juit, 
He be as miferably flain as I. 
Ah, let me live in Prifon all my days, 
And when I give occafion of offence, 
Then Iet me die, for now thou haft no caufe: 
Clif. No caufe? thy Father flew my Father: there- 
fore die. 
Rut. Dii faciant landis [Jumma fit ifta tue. 
Clif. Plantagenet, l come, Plantagenet. 
And this thy Sons blood cleaving to my Blade, 
Shall ruft upon my Weapon, till thy blood 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. 





f Exit. 


SJlarum, Enter Richard Duke of York. 


Yor. The Army of the Queen hath got the Field: 
My Uncles both are flainin refcuing me, j 
And all my followers to the eager Foe l 3 
Turn back, and fiye, like Ships before the wind, 
Or Lambs purfu’d by hunger-flarved Walves. 
My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them: i 
Butthisl know, they have demean’d themfelves 
| Like Men born to Renown, by Life or Death. 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 
And thrice cry’d, Courage, Father, fight it out: 
And full as oft came Edward to my fide, 
With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt 
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In blood of thofe that had encountred him: 

And when the hardieft Warriers did retire, 

Richard cry’d, Charge, and give no foot of ground, 

And cry’d, a Crown, or elfe a glorious Tomb, 

A Scepter or an Earthly Sepulcher. 

With this we charg’d again: butout alas 

We bodg’d again: as I have feen a Swan 

With bootlefs labour fwim againft the Tide, 

And {pend her ftrength with overmatching Waves. ; 
CA fhort Alarum within, | 

Ah hark, the fatal followers do purfue, 

And lam faint, and cannot fiye their fury. 

And were l ftrong, I would not fhun their fury 

The Sandsare numbred, that make up my Life, 

Here muft I ftay, and heremy Life muft end. 


Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, zke young 


Prince and Souldiers, 


Come bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 
I dare you quenchlefs fury to more rage : 
1am your But, and I abide your fhot. 
North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 
Clif. 1, to fuch mercy, as his ruthlefs Arm 
Withdown-right payment, hew’d unto my Father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 
And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick. 
Yor, My Afhes, asthe Phoenix, may bring forth 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope, | throw mine Eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning, what e’re you can inflict me with. 
Why come you not ? what ? multitudes, and fear? 
Cif. So Cowards fight, when they can flye no further, 
So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Talons, 
So defperate Thieves, all hopelefs of their lives, 
Breath out invectives gainft the Officers. 
Yor, OhClford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o’re-run my former-time : 
And if thou canft, for blufhing, view this Face, 
And bitethy Tongue, that flanders him with Cowardice, 
Whofe frown hath made thee faint and flye e’re this. 
Cif. | will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckler with thee blows twice two for one. 
Queen, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life : 
Wrath makes him deaf; {peak thou, Northumberland, 
North, Hold Clifford, donot honour him fo much, 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. 
What valour were it, when a Curr doth grin, 
For one to thruft his Hand between his Teeth, 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away ? 
It is Wars prize to take all vantages, 
And ten to one, is no impeach of Valour. 
Clif, 1,1, fo ftrivesthe Woodcock with the Gynn. 
North, Sodoththe Cony ftruggle in the Net. 
Yor, So triumph Thieves, upon their conquer’d Booty, 
So true Men yield, with Robbers fo o’re-matcht. 
North, What would your Grace have done unto him now? 
Queen, Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ftand upon this Mole-hill here, 
That caught at Mountains with out-ftretched Aarms, 
Yet parted but the fhadow with his hand. 
What, was it you that would be England’s King? 
Was’t you that revell’din our Parliament, 
And madea Preachment of your high Defcent ? 
Where are your mefsof Sons to back you now ? 
The wanton Edward, and the lofty George ? 
And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky, your Boy, that with his grumbling voyce 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies ? 
Or with the reft, whereis your Darling Rutland ? 
Look York, Iftain’d this Napkin with theblood 
That valiant Clifford, with his Rapiers point, 
Made iffue from the bofom of the Boy, 
And if thine Eyes can water for his Death, : 
give 
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l give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. 

Alas poor York, but that | hate thee deadly, 

| fhould lament thy miferable {tate. 

I prithee grieve, to make me merry, York. 

What hath thy fiery Heart fo parcht thine entrails, 

That nota Tear can fall to Rueland’s Death, 

Why art thou patient, Man? thon fhould’ft be mad: 

And}, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus, 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that | may fing and dance. 

Thou would’ft be fee’d, I fee, to make me {port : 

York cannot fpeak, unlefs he wear a Crown. 

A Crown for Tork; and, Lords, bow low to him: 

Hold you his Hands, whilft I do fet it on. 

I marry, Sir, now looks he like a King: 

I, this is he that took King Henry’s Chair, 

And this ishe was his adopted Heir. 

But how isit, that great Plantagenet 

IsCrown’d fo oon, and broke your folemn Oath ? 

As I bethink me, you fhouldnot be King, 

Till our King Henry had hook hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Hexry’s Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 

Now inthis Life again{t the holy Oath? 

Oh tis a fault too too unpardonable. 

Off with the Crown, and with the Crown, his Head, 

And whil'ft we breath take time to do him dead. 
Clif. Thatis my Office, for my Fathers fake. 

ween. Nay ftay, let’shere the Orizons he makes. 

York, She-Wolf of Fraxce, 

But worfe than Wolves of France, 

Whofe Tongue more poyfon’s than the Adders Tooth: 

How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 

| To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Upon their Woes, whom Fortune Captivates ? 

But that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds, 

I would aflay, proud Queen, to make thee blufh. 

To tell thee whence thou caar{t, of whom deriv’d. 

Were fhame enough to fhame thee 

Wer't thou not fhamelefs, 

Thy Father bears the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Steils, and Ferufalem, 

Yet not fu wealthy as an Exglifh Yeoman. 

Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 

Unlefs the Adage muft be verify’d, 

į That Beggars mounted, run their Horfe to death. 

Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, 

| But God he knows, thy fhare thereof is fall. 

Tis Vertue that doth make them moft admir’d, 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

"Tis Government that makes them feem Divine, 

The wantthereof makes thee abominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

Oh Tigres Heart, wrapt in a Womans Hide, 

How could’ft thou drain the Life-blood of the Child, 

To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, 

And yet be feen to bear a Womans Face ? 

Women are foft, mild, pitiful, and flexible 5 

Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorielefs, 

Bidft thou me rage ? why nowthou haft thy wihh. 

Would?ft have me weep ? why now thou haft thy will. 

For raging Wind blows up inceffant fhowr’s, 

And when the rageallays, the Rain begins. 

Thefe Tears are my {weet Rucland’s Obfeqnies, 

And every drop cries vengeance to his death. 


*Gainit thee, fell Clifford, and thee, falfe French-roman. 


Northumb. Befhrew me, but his Paflions move me fo, 
That hardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears. 

York, That Face of his, 
The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, 
W ould not have ftain’d the Rofes juf with blood : 
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Buc you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
Oh ten times more than Tigers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs Fathers Years : 
This Cloth thou dip’dft in blood of my fweet Boy, 
And I with tears do wafh the blocd away. 
Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaft of this, 
And if thou tell’{t the heavy ftory right, 
Upon my Soul, the hearers will fhed Tears: 
Yea, even my Foes will thed faft-falling Tears, 
And fay, alas, it was a piteous deed. 
There take the Crown, and with the Crown, my Curfe. 
And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now [ reapat thy too cruel hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, 
My Soul to Heaven, my Blood upon your Heads. 
North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kin, 
1 fhould not for my life but weep with him, 
To fee how inly forrow gripes his Soul. 
Queen. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland ? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. 
£ Pa Here’s for my Oath, here’s for my Fathers 
eath. 
Queen. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted King. 
Yor. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
My Soul flies through thefe wounds, to feek out thee. 
Queen. Off with his Head, and fet it on York Gates, 
So York may over-look the Town of York. [Exeunt. 


A March, Enter Edward, Richard, and their power. 


Edw. | wonder how our Princely Father fcap’t : 
Or whether he be fcap’d away, or no, 
From Clifford’s and from Northumberland’s purfuit ? 
Had he been ta’ne, we would have heard the news : 
Had he been flain, we fhould have heard the news: 
Or had he fcap’t, methinks we fhould have heard 
The happy tydings of his good efcape. 
How faresimy Brother? why is he fo fad? 
Rich, Ycannot joy untill be refolv’d 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 
I faw him in the Battel range about, 
And watcht him how he fingled Clifford forth, 
Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troop, 
As doth aLyon in a Heard of Neat, 
Oras aBear encompafs’d round with Dogs : 
Who having pinchta few, and made them cry, 
The reft ftand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So far’d our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
Methinks “tis prize cnough to be his Son. 
see how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious Sun. 
How well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm’d like a Yonker, prancing to his Love ? 
Ed. Dazle mine Eyes, or dol fee three Suns? 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, cach one a perfect Sun, . 
Not feparated with the racking Clouds, 
But fever’d in a pale clear-fhining Skie. 
See, fee they joyn, embrace, and feem tokifs, 
Asif they vow’d fome League inviolable. 
Now are thcy but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun: 
In this, the Heaven figures fome cvent 
Edw. *Tis wondrous ftrange, 
The like yet never heard of. 
I think it cites us(Brother) to the Field, 
That we, the Sons of brave Plantazener, 
Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should notwithithftanding joyn our Lights together, 
And over-fhine the Earth, asthisthe World. 
W hat e’re it bodes, hence-forward will ] bear 
Upon my Target three fair fhining Suns. 
Rich. Nay, bear three Daughters : 
By your leave, I fpeak it, 
Pp 3 You 
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Enter one blowing. 

But what art thou, whofe heavy Looks foretel 

Sone dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue ? 

Mef]: Ah, one that was a woful looker on, 

When as the Noble Duke of York was flain, 

Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. : 
Edw. Oh {peak no more, for I have heard toomuch. 
Rich. Say how he dy’d, for I will hear it all. 

_Meff. Environed he was with many Foes, 

| Aad ftoodagainft them, as the hope of Troy 

Againft the Greeks, that would have entred 7roy, 

But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds: 

And many ftroaks, though with a little Axe, 

| Hewes down and fells the hardeft-timber?d Oak. 

By many hands your Father was fubdu’d, 

But only flaughter’d by theireful Arm 

Of unrelenting Cifford, andthe Queen : 

Who Crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 

Laugh’d in his face: and when with grief he wept, 

The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his Cheek, 

A Napkin, fteep’d in the harmlefs blood 

Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford flain : 

And after many fcorus; many foul taunts, 

They took his Head, and on the Gates of York, 

They fet the fame, and there it doth remain, 

The-faddeft fpectacle that e’re I view'd. 

Edw Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we haveno Staff, no Stay. 

Oh Clifford, boyft’rous Clifford, thou haft Nain 

The flower of Europe, for his Chevalry, 

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquifh’d him, 

For hand to hand he would have vanquifh’d thee. 

Now my.Souls Palace is become a Prifon : 

Ah, would the break from hence, that this my body 

Might in the Ground be clofed upin reft ; 

For never henceforth hall T joy again : 

Never, oh never fhall l fee more joy. - 

Rich. 1 cannot weep, for all my Bodies moifture 
Scarce ferves toquench my Furnace-burning Heart : 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Hearts great burthen, 
For felf-fame Wind that I fhould fpeak withall; 

Is kindling Coals that fires upall my Breaft, 

And burns me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 

To weep, isto make lefs the depth of Grief : 

Tears then for Babes, Blows, and revenge for me. 
Richard, 1 bear thy Name, lle venge thy Death, 

Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw. His Name- that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 
His Dukedom, and htis.Chair, with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy defcent, by gazing gainftthe Sun: _ 

For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom fay, 

Either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 


March, Enter Warwick, Marquefs Mountacute, and 
their Army. 


War. How now, fair Lords? whatfare? what news 
abroad. N 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we fhould recount 
Our baleful news, andat each words deliverance 
Stab Poinards in our Flefh,. till all wererold, 
The words would add more anguifh than the wounds. 
O, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is flain. 

Edw. O, Warmick, Warwick, that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his Souls Redemption, 
Is by the ftern Lord Clifford done to Death. 

War. Ten days ago1 drown’d thefe news in tears, 
And now to add more mieafure to your woes, 
1 come totell you things fith then befaln. 
1A(cer the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave Father breath’d his lateft Gafp, 
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Tidings as fwiftly, as the Poft could run, 

Were brought meof your lofs, and his depart. 

I then in London, Keeper of the King, 

Mufter’d my Souldiers, gathered Flocks of Friends. 
March’d toward St. Albans, to intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf alon 
For by my Scouts, I was advertifed 
That fhe was coming with a full intent 

To dafh our late Decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Hlenry’s Oath, and your Succeffion : 
Short Tale to make, we at St. Albans met, 

Our Battels joyn’d and both fides fiercely fought - 
But whether "twas the coldnefs of the Kin 

Who look’d full gently on his War-like Queen, 
That robb’d my Souldiers of their heated Spleen. 

Or whether twas report of her Succefs, 

Or more than common fear of Cliffords Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captives, Bloodand’ Death, 

[ canuot judge: but to conclude with truth, 

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went :. 
Our Souldiers like the Night-Owls lazy flight, 

Or like a lazy Threfher witha Flayle, 

Fell gently down, asif they ftruck their Friends, 

I cheer’d them up with Juftice of our Caufe. 

With promifeof high Pay, and great Reward; 


+ 
+ 


| But all in vain, they had no heart to fight, 
| And we (in them) no hope to win the Day, 
} Sothat we fled: the King untothe Queen, - 


Lord George, your Brother Norfolk, and my felf, 
In hatte, poft-hafte, are come to joyn with you: 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight again. 
Ed. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Souldiers; 
And for your Brother he was lately fent 
From your kind Aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy, 


| Withaid of Souldiers to this needful War. 


Rich, > Twas odds belike, when valiant Warwick fied; 
Oft have I heard his praifes in purfuit, 
Butne’re till now, his fcandal of Retire. 
War. Nor now my fcandal, Richard, doft thou hear: 
For thou fhalt know this ie right hand of mine, 
int Henry's Head, 
And wring the awful Scepter from his Fift, 
Were he as famous, andas bold in War, 
As he is fam’d for Mildnefs, Peace, and Prayer. 
Rich. I know it well, Lord Warwick „ blame me not, 
Tis love I bearthy Glories makes me fpeak. 
But in this troublous time, what?s to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 
And wrap opr Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 
Numb’ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads! 
Or fhall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 
Tell our Devotion with revengeful Arms ? 
If for thelaft, fay 1, andto it Lords. 
War, Why therefore VVarmjckcame to feek you out, 
And thereforé comesmy Brother Mountague : 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the havglit Northumberland, 


And of their Feather many moe proud Birds, 


Have wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax, 
He {wore confent to your Succeflion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the Crew are gone, 

To fruftrate both his Oath, and what befide 

May make againft the Houle of Lancaffer. 

Their power (1 think ) is thirty thoufand {trong : 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and my felf, 

With all the Friends that thoubrave Earl of March, ` 
Amongft the loving Welch-men canft procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thoufand, 
Why “za, to London will we march, 

And once again beftride our foaming Steeds, 


And 
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And once again cry , Charge upon our Foes, 
But never once again turn back and flyc. 
Rich, 1, now methinks I hear great Warwick {peak , 
Ne’re may hetive to fee a Sun-fhine day, 
That cries Retire, if Warwick bid him flay. 
Rich, Lord Warwick, on thy Shouldier will | lean, 
And when thou fail’ft (as God forbid the hour) 
Mult Edward fall, with peril Heaven forfend. 
War. No longer Earl of Afarch, but Duke of York : 
The next Degree, is Exglands Royal Throne : 
For King of England fhalt thou be proclaim’d 
In every Burrough as we pafsalong, 
And he that throws not up his Cap for joy, 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard Mount ague : 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 
But found the Trumpets, and about our Task. 
Rich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Stec], 
As thou haft fhewn it Flinty by thy Deeds, 
I come to pierceit, or to give thee mine. 
Edw. Then ftrike up Drums, God and St. George for us. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
War. How now ? what news ? 
Mef. The Duke of Norfolk fends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a rA Hofte, 
And craves your company, for fpeedy Counfel. 
War. Why then it forts, brave Warriors lets away. 
{ Exennt onmes. 


Enter the King, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and young Prince, with Drum and Trumpets. 


Qu. Welcome,my Lord to this brave Town of York, 
Yonder’s the Head of that Arch-enemy, 
That fought to be cncompalt with your Crown. 
Doth notthe Object cheer your Heart, my Lord ? 
K. 1, as the Rocks cheer them that fear their Wrack, 
To fce this fight it irks my very Soul: 
With hold Revenge (dear God) ’tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have! infring’d my Vow. 
Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity 
And harmful pity muft be laid afide : 
Towhom do Lyons caft their gentle looks ? 
Not to the Bealt that would ufurp their Den. 
Whofe Hand is that the Forreft Bear doth lick ? 
Not his that fpoylsher young before her Face. 
Who {capes the lurking Serpents mortal fling ? 
Not he chat fets his foot upon her back. 
The {mallet Worm will turn, being troden on, 
And Doves will peck in fafeguard of their Brood. 
Ambitious York did levelat thy Crown, 
Thoufmiling, while he knit hisangry Brows. 
He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 
And raife his iflue like a loving Sire, 
Thou being a King, bleft witha goodly Son, 
Didft yield confent to disinherit him: 
Which argued thee a moft unloving Father. 
Unreafonable Creatures fced their Young, 
And though mans Face be fearful totheir Eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 
Who hath not feen them even with thofe wings, 
Which fometimes they have us’d with fearfut flight, 
Make War with him chat climb’d unto their Neft: 
Offering their own lives in their Youngs Defence ? 
Forfhame, my Liege, make them your Prefident : 
Were it not pity that this goodly Boy 
Should lofe his Birth-right by his Fathers Fault, 
And long hereafter fay unto his Child, 
V Vhat ny great Grandfather, and my Grandfire got, 
My carelefs Father fondly gave away. 
Ah, whatafhame were this? look on the Boy, 
And let his Manly face, which promifeth 
Succefsful Fortune {teal thy melting Heart, 
To hold thine own, and Icave thine own with him. 
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‘King, Full wellhath Clifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force: 
But, Clifford, tell me, didft thou never hear, 
That things ill got, had ever bad Succefs. 
And happy always was it for that Son, 
V Vhofe Father for his hoording went to Hell : 
Ple leave my Son my vertuous deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left meno more : 
For all the reft is held at fucha Rate, 
As brings a thoufand fold more carcto keep, 
Than in pofleffion any jot of pleafure. 
Ah Coufin York, would thy beft Friends did know 
How it doth grieve methat that thy Head is here. : 
Qu. My Lord,cheer up your Spirits, our Foes are nigh, 
And this foft Courage makes your Followers faint: 
You promis’d Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Unfheath your Sword, and dob him prefently 
Edward, kneel down. 
King. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knight, 
And learn this Leflon, draw thy Sword in right. 
Pain, My gracious Father, by your Kingly leave 
Ple draw it as apparent to the Crown, i 
And inthat Quarrel ufe it to the death. 
Cuf, Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince. 
Emer a Meffenger, 
Meff. Royal Commanders, be in readinefs, 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand men, 
Comes Warwick backing of the Duke of York, 
And in the Townsas they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many flye to him, 
Darraign your Battel, they are at hand. 
Chif. would your Highnefs would depart the Field, 
The Queen hath beft fuccefs when you are abfent. 
Qe. I, goad my Lord, and leave usto our Fortune. 
King. Why that’s my Fortune too, therefore l’le ftay. 
North. Beit with refolution thento fight. 
Prin. My Royal Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence : 
Unfheath your Sword, good Father : cry St. George, 


March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Mountagne , and Sonldiers. 


Ed. Now perjur’d Henry, wilt thoukneel for Grace? 
And fet thy Diadem upon my Head ? 

Or bide the Mortal fortune of the Field. 

Qu Go rate thy Minions, preud infalting Boy 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 
Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King ? 

Ed. tam his King, and he thould bow his knez ; 
i was adopted Heir by his Confent. 
since when, his Oath isbroke: for as! hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown 
Have caus’d him by new Act of Parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his own Son in. 

Clif. And reafon too: 
Who fhould fucceed the Father, but the Son? 

Rich, Are youthere. Butcher? O, I cannot f{peak. 

Chf. 1, Crook.back, here i ftand to anfwer thee, 
Orc any he, the proudeft of thy fort. 

Rich, ?Twas you that kilPd young Rutland,was it not ? 

ce h calle ae ek yet not fatisfed. 

ich. For *s fake, Lords, give fignal to the Fight. 

War, What fay it thou, Hemy. $ -E 
W 2 = yield the Crown ? 

.Why how now, long-tonguw’dWarmick dare ? 
When you and] met at St. “Albans laft, i PR: 
Your Legs did better fervice than your hands. 

War. Then’twasmy turn to fye, and now “tis thine. 

Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you fied. 

War. > Twas not your valour, Clifford drove me thence. 

Naor. No, nor your Manhood that durft make you ftay. 

Rich. Northumberland, 1 hold thee reverently, 

Break off the Parley, for fcarce 1 can refrain 
The 
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The execution of my big-{woln Heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel Child-killer. 
Clif. flew thy Father, call’ft thou hima Child ? 
Rich. J, like a Daftard, and a treacherous Coward, 
Asthou didft kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
But ere Sun fet, Ile make thee curfe the deed. 
King. Have you done with words (my Lords) and hear 
me fpeak. 
Queen, Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy Lips. 
King. | prithee give no limits tomy Tongue, 
| am a King, and priviledg’d to fpeak. 
Clif. My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here, 
Cannot be cur’d by words, therefore be frill. 
Rich, Then Execution erunfheath thy Sword: 
By him that made us all, I am refolv’d, 
That Clifford’s Manhood lies upon his Tongue. 
Ed. Say, Henry, fhall | have my right, or no: 
A thoufand Men have broke their Fafts to day, 
That ne’re fhall dine, unlefs thou yield the Crown. 
War. \f thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 
For York in juftice puts his Armour on. 
Pr, Ed. \fthat be right, which Warwick (ays is right, 
There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 
War. Who ever got thee, there thy Mother ftands, 
For welll wot, thou haft thy Mothers Tongue. 
> But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a foul mifhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark’d by the Deftinies tobe avoided, 
Asvenoin Toads, or Lizards dreadful ftings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engiifh gilt, 
Whofe Father bears the Title ofa King, 
(As if a Channel fhould be cail’d the Sea ) 
Sham{t thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy Tongue detect thy bafe-born heart. 
Ed. A wifp of Straw were worth athoufand Crowns, 
To make this fhamelefs Callet know her felf. 
Felen of Greece was fairer far than thoy, 
Although thy Husband may be Afenélzx:, 
And ne’re was Agamemnon’s Brother wrong’d 
By that falfe Woman, as this King by thee. 
His Father revell’d in the Heart of France, 
And tam’d the King, and made the Dolphin ftoop : 
And had he match’d according to his State, 
He might have kept that glory to thts day. 
But when he took a Beggar to bis Bed, 
And gractd thy poor Sire with his Bridal day, 
Even then that Sun-fhine brew’d a fhowr for him, 
That wafht his Fathers Fortunes forth of France, 
And heap’d Sedition on his Crown at home: 
For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy pride ? 
Hadft thou been meek, our Title {till had flept, 
And we in pity of the Gentle King, 
Had flipt our Claim: until another Age. 
Cla, But when we faw our Sunfhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us noencreafe, 
We fet the Ax to thy ufurping Root: 
And though the edge hath fomething hit our felves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike, 
We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath’d thee growing with our heated bloods. 
Ed. And in this refolution I defe thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou deni‘dft the gentle King to fpeak. 
Sound, Trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave, 
And either Victory, or elfe a Grave. 
Queen. Stay, Edward. 
Ed. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ftay. 
Thefe words will coft cen thoufand lives this day. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


Alarum, Excurfions. Enter Warwick. 


War. Fore-f pent with toyl, as Runners with a Race, 
I lay me down alittle while to breath : 
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For ftrokesreceived, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb’d my ftrong knit Sinews of their ftrength, 
And fpight of fpight, needs muft J reft a while. 

Emer Edward running. 

Ed. Smite, gentle Heaven, or ftrike, ungentle death, 
For this world frowns, and Edmara’s Sun is clouded. 

War. How now, my-Lord,what hap? what hope of good ? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla. Our hapis lofs, our hope but fad depair, 
Oar ranks are broke, and ruine follows us. 

What Counfel give you ? whether fhall we flye ? 

Ed. Bootlefs is fight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weak we are, and cannot fhun purfuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah Warwick, why halt thou withdrawn thy felf? 
Thy Brothers bload the thirfty Earth hath drunk, 
Broach’d with the {fteely point of Ciuffora’s Launce : 

And in the very pangs of death he cry’d, 

Like toa difmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warwick, revenge, Brother, revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 

‘That itain’d their Fetlocks in his fmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoft. 

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our blood: 
Plie kill my Horfe becanfe I will not flye: 

Why ftand we like foft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our loffes, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 

Were plaid in jeft by counterfeiting Actors. 
Here on my Knee, I vow to God above, 

Ple never pawfe again, never ftand fill, 

Till either death hath clos’d thefe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. 

Ed. O Warwick, 1 do bend my Knee with thine, 

And in this Vow do Chain my Soul to thine. 

And ere my Knee rife from the Earths cold Face, 

f throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee, 

Thou fetter up, and plucker down of Kings, 

Befeeching tnee, (if with thy Will it ftands ) 

That to my Foes this body mult be prey, 

Yet that thy Brazen Gates of Heaven may ope, - 

And give fweet paflage to my finful Soul. 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where e’reit be, in Heaven, or in the Earth. 

Kich, Brother, 

Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warmick, 

Let me embrace thee in my wearyarms: 

| that did never weep, now melt with woe, 

That Winter fhould cut off our Spring-time fo. 
War. Away, away: 

Once more, fweet Lords, farewel. 

Cla. Yet let us altogetherto our Troops: 
And give them leave to flye that will not ftay : 
And call them Pillars that will ftand tous: 

And if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards 

As Victors wear at the Olympian Games, 

This may plant Courage in their quailing breafts, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory - 

Fore-flow no longer, make we hence amain. CExeunt, 


Excurfions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 


Rich. Now Clifford, | have fingled thee alone, 
Suppofe this arm is forthe Duke of York, 
Aud this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wer’t thou environ’d witha Brazen Wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, lam with thee here alone, 
This is the Hand that ftabb’d thy Father York, 
And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here’s the Heart, that triumphs in their death, 
And cheers thefe Hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like upon thy felf, 
And fo have at thee. 

They fight, Warwick comes, Clifford fies. 


Rich, 
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Warwick, fingle out fome other Chace, 


Rich. Na 
f will hunt this Wolf to Death. CExennt. 


For I my fel 


Alarum, Enter King Henry alone. 


Hen. This Battel fares like to the mornings War 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 
What time the Shepherd blowing of his Nails, 
Can neither call it perfect Day, nor Night. 

Now fwaysitthis way, like a mighty Sea, 

Forc’d by the Tide to combat with the Wind : 
Now fways it that way, like the felf-fame Sea, 
Forc’d to retire by fury of the Wind. 
Sometime, the Flood prevails; and then the Wind: 
Now, one thebetter, then another beft ; 

Both tugging to be Victors, breaft to breaft - 

Yet neither Conquerour, nor conquered. 

So is the equal poize of this fell War. 

Here on this Mole-hil will 1 fic me down, 

To whom God wiil, there be the Victory : 

For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 
Havechid me from the Battel, {wearing both, 
They profper belt of all when } am thence. 

Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo : 
For what is inthis World, but grief and woe ? 

Oh God !: methinks it were a happy Life, 

To beno better than a homely Swain, 

To fit upon a Hill, as! do now, © . 
Tocarve our Dials queintly, point by point, 
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they run : 

How many makes the Hour full compleat, 

How many Hours bring about the Day, 

How many days will finifh upthe year, 

How many years a Mortal Man may live. 

When this is known, thento divide the Times: 
So many hours muft I tend my Flock ; 
So many hours muft I take my reft; 

So many hours muft 1 contemplate : 

So many hours muft i fport my felf; 

So many days my Ewes have been with young : 

So many days e’re the poor Fools will Ean: 
Somany yearse’re| fhall fheer the Fleece : b 
So Minutes, Hours, Days, Months, and Years, 
Paft over to the end they were Created, 

Would bring white Hairs untoa quies Grave. ; 
Ah! what a Life were this ? How fweet , how lovely : 
Gives not the Haw-thorn bufh a fweeter fhade 

To Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 

Than dotha rich embroider’d Canopy 

To Kings, that fear their Subjects treachery ? 

Oh yes, it doth, a thoufand fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottle, 

His wonted fleep, under a freh Trees fhade, 

Ali which fecurc, and fweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Princes Delicates : 

His Viands Sparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched ina curious Bed, A l 
When Care, Miftruft, and Treafons waits on him. 


Alarum, Enter a Son that had kill’d his Father at one door, 
anda Father’ that bad kill'd his Son at another door. 


Son, Ill blows the wind that profits no body, 
This Man whom hand to hand | flewin fight, 
May be poflefled with fome {tore of Crowns, 
And I that (hapiy) take them from him now, 
May yet (e’re Night) yield both my Life and them 
To fome Man elfe, as'this dead Man doth me. 
Who’s this ? Oh God! it is my Fathers Face, 
Whom in this Confliiét, I (unawares) have kill’d : 
Oh heavy times! begetting fuch events. 

From London, by the King was I pret forth, 
My Father being the Earl of Warwicks Man 
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Came on the part of York; preft by his Mafter : 
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did: 

And pardon, Father, for | knew not thee. 

My Tears fhall wipe away thefe bloody marks - 

And no more words, till they have flow’d their fill. 

King. O piteous fpectacle! O bloody Times ! 

Whiles Lyons War, and Battel for their Dens, 
Poor harmelefs Lambs abide their Enmity. 

Weep, wretched Man, Ple aid thee Tear for Tear, 
And let oyr Hearts and Eyes, like Civil War, 
Be blind with Tears and break o’re-charg’d with Grief. 


Enver Father, bearing of his Son. 


Fa. Thon that fo ftoutly haft refifted me, 
Give methy Gold, ifthou haft any Gold : 
For I have boughc it wich an hundred blows. 
But let me fee: isthisour Foe-man’s Face ? 
Ah, no, no,no, it is my only Son. 
Ah Boy, ifany Life be left in thee, 
Throw up thine Eye ; fee, fee, what fhowers arife, 
Blown with the windy Tempeft of my Heart. 
Upon thy wounds, that kills mine Eye, and Heart. 
O pity God, this miferable Age! 
What ftratagems? how fell ? how butcherly ? 
Erroneous, Mutinous, and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ? 
O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life too foon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy Life too late. 
Ki, Woeabove woe: grief, more than common grief ; 
O that my Death would ftay thefe rueful deeds : 
O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. 
The Red Rofe and the White are on his Face, 
The fatal Colours of our ftriving Houfes. 
The one is purple Blood right yell refembles, 
The other his pale Cheeks (methinks) prefenteth: 
Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourih : 
[f you contend, a thoufand Lives muft wither. 
Son. How will my Mother, fora Father’s Death, 
Take on with me, and ne’re be fatisfi’d ? 
Fa. How will my Wife, for flaughter of my Son, 
Shed Seas of Tears, and ne’re be fatisfi'd ? 
King. How will the Country, for the woful chances, 
Mis-think the King, and not be fatisfied ? 
Son. Wasever Son fo rew’d a Fathers Death ? 
Fath, Was ever Father fo bemoan’d his Son? 
Fen, Wasever King fogriev’d for Subjeéts woe ? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times fo much. 
Son. Ple bear thee hence, where | may weep my fill. 
Fath. Thefe Arms of mine (hall be thy winding-fheet, 
My hearr (fweet Boy) fhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For from my Heart thine Image ne’re fhall go. 
My fighing Breaft fhall be thy Funeral Bell ; 
And fo obfequious will thy Father be, 
Man, for the lofs of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his valiant Sons, 
Ile bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I have murthered where I fhould not kill. [ Exit. 
Hen, Sad-hearted men, much overgone with Care ; 
Here fitsa King, more woful than you arc. 


Alarums, Excurfions, Enter the Queen, tke Prince, and 
Exeter. 


Prin. Fly Father, flye : for all your Friends are fled. 
And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull - 

Away, for Death doth hold us in purfuit. 

Qu, Mount you my Lord, towards Barwick poft amain : 
Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
aad the fearful flying Hare in fight, 

With fiery Eyes, fparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody Stecl grafpt in their ireful hands, z 
i re 
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Are atour backs, and therefore hence amain. 

Exet. Away : for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ftay notto expoftulate, makefpecd, ' 
Or elfe come after, le away before. 

Hen, Nay, take me with thee, good fweet Exeter ; 
Not that I fear to ftay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. ([Exennt. 


Aloud Alarum, Enter Clifford wounded. 


Clif. Here burns my Candle out ; 1, here ic dies, 
VVhich while itlafted, gave King Henry tight. 
O Lancafter ’ \ fear thy overthrow, 

More than my Bodies parting with my Soul : 

My Loveand Fear glew’d many Fri nds to thee, 
And now I fall. Thy tough Cemmixtures melt, 
Impairing Henry, {trengthning mis-proud Yorks 
And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun ? 

And who fhines now, but Henry’s Enemies? 

O Phebus! hadft thou never gave confent, 

That Phaeton fhould check thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy barning Carr never had fcorch’d the Earth. 
And Henry, hadft thou {way’d as Kings fhould do, 
Oras thy Father, and his Father did, 

Giving no ground unto the Houle of Tork, 

They never then had {prung like Summer Flyes : 

I, and ten cthoufand in this lucklefs Realm, 

Had left no mourning Widows for our death, 

And thouthisday, hadft kept thy Chair in peace. 
For what doth cherifh Weeds, but gentle Air ? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootlefsare Plaints, and Curelefs are my Wounds ? 
No way toflye, nor ftrength to hold out flight : 
The Foe is mercilefs, and will not pity : 

For at their hands I have deferv’d no pity. 

The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint: 
Come York, and Richard, Warwick, and the reft, 
I ftabb’d your Fathers bofoms: Split my Breatt. 


Alarum and Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 
and Souldsers, Mountague, avd Clarence. 


Ed.Now breathe we Lords,good Fortune bids us pawfe, 


And fmooth the frownsof War with peaceful looks: 
Some Troops purfue the bloody-minded Queen, 
That led calm Henry, though he werea King, 
As dotha Sail fill’d with a fretting Guft, 
Command an Argofie to {temm the Waves: 
But think you Lords) that C4fford fled with them ? 
War. No, tis impoffible he fhould efcape : 
(For though before his face I {peak the word) 
Your Brother Archard mark’d him for the Grave. 
And wherefoe’re he is, he’s furelydead. [Clifford groans. 
Rich. Whofe Soul is that,which takesher heavy leave ? 
A deadly groan, like Lifeand Deaths departing. 
See who it Is. 
Ed, And now the Battel’s ended, 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently ufed. 
Rich. Revoke that doom of Mercy, for tis Clifford, 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaves pat forth, 
But fet hismurth’ring Knife unto the Root, 
Erom whence that tender {pray did {weetly {pring, 
l mean our Princely Father, Duke of York. 
War. From off the Gates of York fetch down the head, 
Your Fathers Head, which Cdfford placed there: 
Inftead whereof, let his fupply the room) 
Meatlure for meafure mutt be anfwered. 
Ed. Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our houfe, 
That nothing fung but Death to us and ours : 
Now death fhall {top his difmal threatning found, 
And hisill-boading Tongue, no more fhall {peak. 
War. \ think his underftanding is bereft : 
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Speak Clifford, doft thou know who fpeaks ro thee ? 
Dark cloudy Death o’re-fhades his beams of Life, 
And he nor fees, nor hears us, what we fay. 

Rich, O would he did, and fo (perhaps) he doth 
Tis but his policy to counterfeit, i 
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our Father. 

Cla. If fo thou think*ft, 

Vex him with eager words. 

Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace. 

Ed. Clifford, repent in bootlefS penitence. 

War. Clifford, devife excufes for thy faults. 

Cla, While we devife fell Tortures for thy faults. 

Rich. Thou did*ft love York, and! amSon to7, ork, 

Ed. Thou pitied{t Rutland, | will pity thee. 

Cla, Where’s Captain Aargarer, to fence you now ? 

War, They mock thee, Clifford, 
ves as eae wait wont. 

ich. What, notan Oath? Nay,the World goc 
When Clifford cannot {pare his Friends an Oatir: — 
| know by that he’s dead, and by my Soul, 
If this right hand would buy but two hours life, 
That l Cin all defpight) might rai! at him, 
Thishand fhould chop it off: and with the iffuing blood 
Stile che Villain, whofe unftanched thirft 
York, and young Rutland, could not fatisfie. 

War. 1, but he’s dead, Off with the Traytors head 
And rear it in the place your Father’s {tands, , 
And now to London with triumphant march, 

There tobe Crowned Enpland’s Royal King : 
From whence fhall Warwick cut the Sea to France 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen: , 
So fhalt thou finew both thefe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend, thou fhalt not dread 
The fcatter’d Foe, that hopes to rife again : 

For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 
Firft will! fee the Coronation, 

And then to Britany Ile crofs the Sea, 

To effect this Marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 

Edw. Even as thou wilt, {weet Warwick, letit be: 
For on thy Shoulder do | build my Seat ; 

And never willl undertake the thing 

Wherein rhy Counfel and confent is wanting : 
Richard, \ willcreate thee Duke of Gloccfer, 
And George of Clarence ; Warwickas our Self 
Shali do, and undo, ashimfelf pleafeth beft. 

Rich, Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter, 
For Glofter’s Dukedom is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that’s a foolifh obfervation : 

Richard, be Duke of Glofter: Now to London, 


To fee thefe honours in poffeflion. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Sinklo, and Humphrey, with Crofs-bows in their 
hands, 


Sin.Under this thick grown brake we'll fhrowd ourfeives : 
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, 
And in this Covert will we make our Stand, 

Culling the principal ofall the Deer. 
Hum, Vle {tay above the Hill, fo both may fhoot. 
Sink, That cannot be, the noife of thy Crofs-bow 

Will fcare the Herd, and fo my fhoot is loft 

Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beft: 

And for the time fhall not feem tedious, 

Ple tell thee what befell me ona day, 

In this felf-place, where now we mean to ftand. 
Sink, Here comes aman, let’s ftay cill he be paft. 


Enter the K ing with a Prayer-book, 


Hen. From Scotland am [ ftoln even of pure love, 
To greet mine own Land with my wifhful fight : 
No Harry, Harry, ‘cis no Land of thine, Th 
y 
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Thy place is fill’d, thy Scepter wrung from thee: 
Thy Balm wafht off wherewith thou walt anointed: 
Nobending Knee will call thee Cefar now, 

No humble Sutors prefs to {peak for right: 

No, not 2 mancomes for redrefs to thee : 

For how can I help them, and not my felf? 

Sink, 1, here’sa Deer, whofe Skin’s a Keepers Fee: 

This isthe quondam King ; let’s feize upon him. 

Hen, Let me embrace the fower Adverfaries, 

For Wife men fay, itis the wifeft courfe. 

Hum, Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him. 
Sink, Forbeara while, we’!l| hear a little more. 
Hen. My Queen and Son are gone to France for aid : 

And (as t hear) the great Commanding Warwick, 

Is thither gone, tocrave the French King’s Sifter 

To Wife for Edward. Lf this news be trne, 

Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is but loft : 

For Warwick is a fubtle Orator : 

And Lewis, a Prince foon won with moving words: 

By this acconnt then Margaret may win him, 

| For fhe’s a Womanto be pitied much: 

Her ‘fighs will makea batt’ry in his Breaft, 

Her Tears will pierce intoa Marble Heart: 

The Tyger will be mild, whiles fhe doth mourn ;, 

And Nero will be tainted with remorfe, 

To hear and fee her plaints, her Brinifh Tears. 

I, but the’s come tobeg, Warwick to give: 

She on hisleft fide, craving aid for Henry ? 

He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and fays her Henry ts depos’d : 

He {miles and fays, his Edward is inftall’d ; 

That fhe poor wretch for griefcan {peak no more : 

Whiles Warwick tells his Title, f{mooths the wrong, 

Inferreth Arguments of mighty {trength, 

And in conclufion wins the King from her, 

With promife of his Sifter, and whatelfe, 

To ftrengthen and fupport King Edmards place. 

O Margaret, thus twill be, and thou (poor foul) 

Art then forfaken, as thou went’ft forlorn. 

Hum, Say, what art thon talk’ft of Kings and Queens ¢ 
King. More than I feem, and lefs than I was born to: 
A man at Jeaft, for lefs I fhould not be : 
And Men may talk of Kings, and why not I ? 
Hum, 1, but thou talk’ftas if thou wert a King. 
King. Why fo 1am (in mind) and that’s enough. 
Hum But ifthou be a King, where isthy Crown ? 
King. My Crown is in my Heart, and not my Head : 

Not deck’d with Diamonds, and /ad:a Stones: 

Not to be feen: My Crown is call d Content, 

A Crown itis that feldom Kings enjoy. 

Hum. Well, if you bea King Crown’d with Content, 

Your Crown Content, and you, muft be contented 

| To goalong withus. For (as we think) 

Youarethe King, King Edward hath depos’d : 

And wehis Subjects, fworn in all Allegiance, 

Will apprehend you as his Enemy. 

King. Butdid you never {wear, and break an-Oath. 
Hum. No, never fuch an Oath, nor will not now. 

K. Wheredid you dwell, when I was King of England? 
Hum, Herein thisCoutry, where we now remain. 
King. 1 was anointed King at nine Months old, 

My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings : 

And you were Sworn true Subjects unto me : 

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths ? 
S:. No, for we were Subjects but while you were a King. 
King. Why ? amI dead? do! not breathe a Man ? 

Ah fimple Men, you know not what you fwear : 

Look, as! blow this Featherfrom my Face, 

And as the Air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my Wind when | do blow, 

And yielding to another when it blows. 

Commanded always by the greater guft : 

Such is the Itghrnefs of you common Men, 

But do not break your Oath, for of that fin, 
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My mild intreaty fhallnot make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the King fhal! be commanded, 
And be you Kings, command, and l'le obey. 

Sink, We are true Subjects to the King, 
King Edward. 

King. So would you be again to Henry, 
It he were feated asKing Edward is. 

Sink, We charge you in Gods name and the 
To go with us unto the Offkers. 

King. In Gods name lead, your Kingsname be obey’d, 
And what God will, that let your King perform, 
And what he will, 1 humbly yield unto. 


Kings, 


(Exennre, 


Enter King Edward, Glofter, Clarence, Lady Gray. 


King. Brother of Glofter, at St. Albans Field 
This Ladies Husband, Sir Richard Grey, wasflain, 
His Land then feiz’d on by the Conqueror, 
Her fuit is now, to repoflefs thofe Lands, 
V Vhich we in Juftice cannot well deny, 
Becaufe in quarrel of the Houfe of York, 
The worthy Gentleman did lofe his Life. 
Rich. Your Highnefs fhall do well to grant her Suit : 
It were difhonour to deny it her. 
King. \cwere nolefs, but yet Ile make a pawfe. 
Rich. Yea, isit fo: 
I fee the Lady hath a thing togrant, 
Before the King will grant her humble Suit. 
Cla, He knows the Game, how true he keeps the wind ? 
Rich. Silence. 
King, VVidow, we will confider of your fuit, 
And come fome other time to know our mind. 
Wd. Right gracious Lord, 1 cannotbrook delay, 
May it pleafe your Highnefs to refolve me now, 
And what your pleafure is, fhall fatisfie me. 
Rich. i Widow: then Ile warrant youall your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him, fhall pleafe you : 
Fight clofer, or good faith you'll catch a blow. 
Cla. I fear her not, unlefs fhe chance to fall. 
Rich. God forbid, for he?ll take vantages. 
King. How many Children haft thou, Widow ? tell me. 
Cla, I think he means to beg a Child of her. 
Rich, Nay then whip me: he’ll rather give her two. 
Wid. Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
Kich. You fhall have four, if youll be rud by him. 
King. °T wcre pity they fhould lofe their Fathers Lands. 
Wid. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it then. 
King. Lords, give us leave, le try this Widows wit. 
Rich. 1, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 
Till Youth take leave, and leave you to the Crutch. 
King. Now tell me,Madam, do you love your Children. 
Wid. 1, fullas dearly asi love my felf. 
King. And would younot do much to do them good. 
Wid. To do them good, | would fultain fome harm. 
King. Then get your Husbands Lands, todo them good. 
Wid. Therefore 1 came unto your Majefty. 
King. 17lc tell you how thefe Lands are to be got. 
Wid. So fhall you bind me to your Highnels Service. 
King, What Service wilt thou do me, if! give them? 
Wid. What you command, that refts in me to do. 
King. But you will take exceptions to my Boon. 
VVid. No, gracious Lord, except 1 cannotdo it. 
King, 1, but thou can’f{t do what 1 mean toask. 
Wid. V Vhy then | will do what your Grace commands. 
Rich.He plies her hardjand muchRain wears the Marble. 
Clar. As red asfire ? nay, then her V Vax will melt. 
Wid. VVhy ftops my Lord ? fhall lnot hear my Task ? 
King. An cafic Task, “tis but to lovea King. 
Wid, That’s foon perform’d, becaufe | ama Subject. 
Kang.V Vhy then, thy Husbands Lands | freely give thec. 
Wid. | take my leave with many thoufand thanks. 
Rich, The Match is made, fhe feals it with a Curtfie. 
King. But ftay thee, ’tis the fruits of love I mean. 
Wid. The fruitsof Love, 1 mean, my loving Liege. 


King. 
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King, 1, but Lfear mein another fence. 
What Love, think’ft thau, I {ue fo much to get ? 


Wid.My Love till Death,my humble Thanks,my Prayers, 


That Love which Vertue begs, and Vertue grants. 
King. No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch Love. 
Wid. Why then you mean notas I thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 
Wid, My mind willnever grant what! perceive 

Your Highnefs at, iflaimaright. _ 

King. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee. 
Wid To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Prifon. 


King. Why then thou fhalt not have thy Husbands 


Lands. 
Wid, Why then mine Honefty fhall be my Dower, 
For by that lofs [ will not purchafe them. EJ 
King. Therein thou wrong’ft thy Children mightily. 


Wid. Herein your Highnefs wrongs both them and me : 


But Mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadnefs of my Suit: 
Pleafe you difmifs me, either with!, or No. 
King, 1, if thou wilt fay I to my requet : 
No, if thou do’ft fay No to my demand. 
Wid. Then No, my Lord: my Suit is at an end. 


Rich. The Widow likes him not, fhe knits her Brows. 


Clar. He is the blunteft Wooer in Chriftendom. 
King. Her looks do argue her repleat with Modefty, 
Her words do hew her wit incomparable, 
All her perfećtions challenge Soveraigoty, 
One way or other, Meis for a King, 
And fhe fhall be my Love, or elfemy Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen ? 
Wid. ’Tis better faid than done, my gracious Lord : 
I] am aSubject fit to jeft withal, 
But far unfit to be a Soveraign. 
King. Sweet Widow, by my State 1 {wear to thee, 
I fpeak no more than what my Sonl intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Wid. And that is more than! will yield onto: 
I know, lam too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
King. Youcavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 


Wid. Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons fhal cal} you 


Father. 
King. Nomore, than when my Daughters 
i thee Mother. : 

Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 

And by Gods Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 

Have other fome. Why, re a happy thing, 

Tobe the Father unto many Sons: 

Anfwer no more, for thoufhaltbemy Queen, 
Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Cla. When he was made a Sliriver, 1t was for afhift. 


King. Brothers, you niufe what Chat we two have had. 


Rich. The Widow likes it not, for fhe looks fad. 

King. You'ld think it ftrange, if 1 fhould marry her. 

Cla. Towhom, my Lord? 

King. Why Clarence, to my felf. 

Rich. That would be ten days wonder at the leaft. 

Cla. That’s a day longer than a Wonder lafts. 

Rich. By fo much is the wonder in extreams. 

King. Well, jeft on Brothers, I can tell you both, 
Her fuitis granted for her Husbands Lands. 


Enter a Noble man. 


Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your Palace Gate. 
King. See that he be convey’d unto the Tower : 
And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him, 
To queftion of his apprehenfion. 
Widow, go yon along: Lords ufe her honourably. 


Manet Richard. 
Bich. 1, Edward will ufe Women honourably. 


{ Exennt. 


The third part of Kang Henry the Sixth. 


Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all, 
That from bis Loyns no hopeful Branch may {pring 
To crois me from the Golden time I look for ; 
And yet, between my Souls defire, and me, 

The luftful Edwards Title buried, 

Is Clarence, Henry, ard his Son young Edward 
And all the unlook’d-for [fue of their Bodies, 
Totake their Rooms, e’re{ can place my felf: 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

Why then | do but dream on Soveraignty, 

Like one that ftands upon a Promontory, 

And {pies a far-off fhore, where he would tread, 
Withing his Foot were equal with his Eye, 

And chides the Sea, that funders him from thence, 
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way: 

Sodo | wifhthe Crown, being fo far off, 

And fo { chide the means that keeps froin it, 

And fo (1 fay ) Ple cut the Caufes off, 

Flattering me with impoMibilities: 

My Eyes too quick, my Heart o’re-weens too much, 
Unlefs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 
Well, fay there is no Kingdom snap ite Richard ; 


-| V Vhat other pleafùre can the V Vorld afford ? 


le make my Heaven in a Ladies Lap, 

And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 

And ’witch {weet Ladies with my words and looks. 
Oh milerable thoughe ! and more unlikely, 

Than to accomplifh twenty Golden Crowns. 
VVhy, Love forfwore me in my Mothers V Vomb 
And for | fhould not deal in her foft Laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe, 
To fhrink mine Arm like a wither’d fhrub, 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

V Vhere fits Deformity to mock my Body ; 

To thape my Legs of an unequal fize, 

To difproportion me in every part: 

Like to a Chaos, or ualick’d Bear-whelp, 

That carries noimpreflion like the Damm. 

And am I thena Man to belov’d ? 

Oh monftrous fault, to harbour fucha thought. 
Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But to command, to check, too’re-bear fach 

As are of better Perfon than my felf - 

Ple make my Heaven, to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles | live, t’account this V Vorld but Hell, 
Untill this mis-fhap’d Trunk that bears this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 

For many Lives ftand between me and home: 
And 1, like one loft ina chorny V Vood, 

That rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorns, 
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toyling defperately to find it out, 

Torment my felftocatch the Englifh Crown: 
And from that torment | will free my felf, 

Or hew my way out with a Bloody Axe. 

V Vhy I can fmile, and murther whiles 1 fmile, 
And cry, Content, tothat which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Clieeks with artificial Tears, 

And frame my Face to all occafions. 

Ple drown more Sailors than the Mermaid thal, 
Ple flay more gazers than the Bafilisk, 

Ple play the Orator as well as Neftor, 

Deceive more flyly than Vlyffes could, 

And like a Sinon, take another Troy. 

I can add Colours to the Camelion, 

Change fhapes with Proteus for advantages, - 
And fet the murtherous Adarchevil to School. 

Can t do this, and cannot get a Crown ? 


Tut, were it farther off, Ple pluck it down. (Exit. 


Flourifh, 
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Flourifh, Enter Lewisthe King, bis Sifter Bona , bis Ad- 
miral, cald Bourbon, Prince Edward, Queen Marga- 
ret, andthe Earlof Oxford. Lewis fits, and rifeth up 
again. 


Lewis. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 
Sit down witnous: itill beĥts thy State, 
And Birth, that thou fhould’ft ftand,while Lewis doth fit. 
Mar. No, mighty King of France: now Margarer 
Moft ftrike her Sail, and learn a while to ferv, 
Where Kings command. 1 was (1 muft confefs) 
Great Albion’s Queen, in Golden days: 
But now mifchance hath trod my Title down, 
And with difhonour Jaid me on the Ground, 
Where I muft take like feat unto my Fortune, 
And to my humble feat conform my felf. 
Lewis, Why fay, fair Queen, whence fprings this 
deep defpair ? 
Mar. From fuch acaufe, as fills mine Eyes with Tears, 
And ftops my Tongue, while Heart isdrown’d in Cares. 
Lewis, What ere it be, be thou ftill like thy felf, 
And fit thee by our fide. [ Sears her by him. 
Yield not thy Neck to Fortunes yoak, | 
But let thy dauntlefs mind {till ride in triomph 
Over all mifchance. 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief, 
Ic fhall be eav'd, if France can yield relief. 
Mar. Thofe gracions words 
Revive my drooping thoughts, 
And give my tomgue-ty’d forrows leave to fpeak. 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 
That Henry, fole pofleflor of my Love, 
is, of a King, becomea banifh’d Man, 
And force’d to live in Scotland a Forlorn; 
While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of York, 
Ufurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 
Of Englands true anointed lawful King. 
This is the caufe that 1, poor Margaret, 
With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry’s Heir, 
Am come to crave thy juftand lawful aid: 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help : 
Our People, and our Peers, are both mis-led, 
Our Treafure feiz’d, our Souldiers put to flight, 
And (as thou feeft) our felves in heavy plight. 
Lew. Renowned Queen, 
With patience calm the Storm, 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
Mar. ‘The more we ftay, the ftronger grows our Foe. 
Lew, The more! ftay, the more Ile fuccour thee. 
Mar, O, but impatience waiteth on true forrow. 
And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow. 
Enter Warwick. 
Lewis- W hat’s he approachcth boldly to our prefence ? 
Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edwards greateft Friend. 
Lewis. Welcome brave Warwick, what brings thee to 
France ? 
[ He defcends, 
Mar. 1, now beginsa fecond Storm to rife, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tyde. 
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lordand Soveraign, and thy vowed Friend, 
lcome (in Kindnefs, and unfeigned Love) 
Firft, to do greetings to thy Royal Perfon, 
And then to crave a League of Amity: 
And laftly, to confirm that Amity 
With Nuptial Knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 
That vertuovs Lady Bona, thy fair Sifter, 
To Englands King in lawful Marriage. 
Marg. \f that go forward, Atenry’s hope is done. 
War. And gracious Madam, [Speaking to Bona. 
In our Kings behalf, 


She arifeth. 
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{am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kifs your Hand, and with my Tongue 
To tell the paflion of my Soveraigns Heart ; 
Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Ears, 
Hath plac’d thy Beauties mage, and thy Vertue. 
Mar. King Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me {peak, 
Before you anfwer Warwick, WHisdemand 
Springs not from Edwards well-meaut honeft Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceflity : 
For howcan Tyrants fafely govern home, 
Unlefs abroad they purchafe great allyance ? 
To prove him Tyrant, chis reafon may fuffice, 
That Henry liveth ftill: but were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edward ftands, King Hemies Son. 
Look therefore Leis, that by this Leagneand Marriage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Dif-honoar : 
For though Ufurpers fway the Rule a while, 
Yet Heavens are juft, and Time fuppreflech Wrongs. 
War. \niurious Afargarer. 
Edw. And why not, Queen ? 
War, Becaufe thy Father Henry did ufurp, 
And thou no more art Prince, than fhe is Queen. 
Oxf. Then Warwick difanuls great Fohn of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the greateft partof Spain; 
And after Johnof Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whofe Wildom was a Mirror to the wifelt ; 
And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fifth, 
Who by his Prowefs conquered all France : 
From thefe our Henry lineally defcends. 
Wer. Oxford, how haps it in this fmoothDifcourfe, 
You told noc, how Henry the Sixth hath loft 
All that, which ewry the Fifth had gotten ; 
Methinks thefe Peers of France fhould {mile at that. 
But for the reft: you tell a Pedigree 
Of threefcore and two years, a filly time 
Tomake prefcription for a Kingdoms worth. 
Oxf. Why Warwick, canit thou {peak againft my Liege 
Whom thov obeyd’ft thirty and fix years, 
And not bewray thy Treafon with a bluth ? 
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falfehood with a Pedigree ? 
For fhame leave Henry, and call Edward King. 
Oxf, Callhim my King, by whofe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and more than fo, my Father, 
Even in the down-fall of his mellow’d years, 
When Nature brought him tothe door of Death; 
No Warmck, no: while Life upholds this Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houfe of Lancafter. 
War. And I the Houle of York. 
Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchfafe atour requeft, to ftand afide, 
While I ufe farther Conference with Warwick, 
They frand aloof. 
Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwicks words bewitch 
him not. 
Lew. Now Warwick, teli me even upon thy Confcience, 
ls Edward your true King ? for I were loath 
To link with him, that were not lawful chofen. 
War. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Honour 
Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes ? 
War. The more, that Herry was unfortunate. 
Lew. Then forther : all diflembling fet afide, 
Tell me for truth, the meafure of his love 
Unto our Sifter Bora. 
War. Such it feems, 
As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf, 
My [clf have often heard him fay, and {wear, 
That this his Love wasan external Plant, 
Whercof the Root was fix’d in Vertues ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain’d with Beauties San, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from difdain, 
Unlefs the Lady Bonz quit his pain. 
Lew. Now Sifter, let us hear your firm refolve. 
Qq Boza. 
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Bona, Your grant, or your deny, fhall be mine, 
Yet lconfefs, that often e’re thisday,  [Speaksto War. 
When I have heard your Kings defert recounted, 
Mine Ear hath tempted judgment to defire. 

Lew. Then Warwick, this: 

Our Sifter hall be Edwards. 

And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawn : 

Touching the Joynture that your King muft make, 
Which with her Dowry fhall be counterpoys’d : 

| Draw near, Queen Margaret, and bea witnefs, 

| That Bona thall be Wife to the Ezglih King. 

Prin, Edv, To Edward, but not to the English King. 
Marg. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device; 

| By this alliance to make void my Suit; 

Before thy coming, Lewis was Henries Friend. 

Lew. And fill is Friend to him, and Margaret, 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 

As may appear by Edwards good fuccefs : 

Then isbutreafon, that 1 be releas’d 

From giving aid, which late] promifed. 

Yet fhall you have all kindnefs at my hand, 
That your Eftate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his eafe ; 

Where having nothing, nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your felf (our quondam Queen) 

You have a Father able to masatain you, 

And better *twere, youtroubled him, than France, 

| Mar, Peace impudent and thamelefs Warwick, peace, 

Proud fetter up, and puller down of Kings, 

l will not hence, till with my Talk and Tears 
(Both foll of Truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy fly conveyance, and thy Lords falfe love. 


CPof blowing a horn within. 


For both of you are Birds of felf-fame Feather. 
` Lew. Warwick, thisis fome Poft to us, or thee. 
Enter a Poff. 

Poft. My Lord Ambaflador, 
Thefe Letters are tor you, [Speaks ro Warwick. 
Sent from your Brother Marquefs Adguntague, 
Thefe from our King, unto your Majefty. 
And Madam, thefe for you, 
From whom, 1 know not. 

They all read their Letrers. 

Oxf- I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miftrefs, 

Smiles at her news, while Warwsck frowns at his. 


PrinsEdw. Nay mark how Lewis ftamps as he were 


netled. I hope, all?s for the beft 
Lew, Warwick, what are thy News ? 

And yours, fair Qreen ? 
Mar. Mine fuch, as flls my heart wich unhop’d joys. 
War. Mine full of forrow, and hearts difcontenc. 


Lew. What? has your King Married the Lady Gray ? 


And now to footh your Forgery, and his, 
| Sends me a Paper to perfwade me Patience ? 
In th? Alliance that he fecks with France, 
Dare he prefisme to fcorn us in this manner ? 
Mar. { told your Majeity as much before : 
This proveth Edwards Lave and Warwicks Honefty. 
War. King Lewis, I here proteft in fight of Heaven, 
And by the hope Ihave of Heavenly blifs, 
Thatl am clear from this mifdeed of Edwards , 
No more my King. for he difhonours me, 
But moft himfelf, if he could fee his. fhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houfe of York, 
My Father came untimely to his Death ? 
Did ! let pafs th’ abufe done to my Niece ? 
Did ! impale him with the Regal Crown ? 
Did I put Henry from his Native Right ? 
And am I guerdon’d at the laft, with Shame ? 
Shame on himfelf, for my Defert 1s Honour. 
And torepair my Honour loft for him, 
[here renounce him, and return to Henry. 
My Noblc Queen, let former grudges pals, 
And henceforth! am thy true Servitow : 















[To Lewis. 
(To Margaret. 
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| will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 
Mar. Warwick, 
Thefe words have turn’d my Hate to Love, 
And I forgive, and quite forget old faults, 
And joy that thoubecom*{t King /Yenries Friend. 

Wer, Somuch his Friend, 1, his un feigned Friend 
That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnith us 
With fome few Bands of chofen Souldiers, 

Ile undertake to Land them on our Coaft, 

And forcethe Tyrant from his Seat by War. 
Tis not his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him, 
And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 

He's very likely now to fall from him, 

For matching more for wanton Luft, than Honour 
Or than for ftrength and fafety of our Country. i 

Bona. Dear Brother, how fhall Bona be reveng’d 
But by thy help to this diftreffed Queen ? 

Mar. Renowned Prince, how fhall poor Henry live 
Unlefs thoy refcue him from fou! defpair ? 

Bona, My quarrel, and this Exglifh Queens are one. 

ar. And mine, fair Lady Bova, joyns with yours. 
Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Adargarets. 
Therefore at lat, | firmly am refoly’d 
You fhall have aid. l 
Mar, Let me give humble thanks for all, at once. 
Lew, Then Englands Meflenger, return in Poft, 
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of France, is fending over Maskers 
To revel it withhim, and his new Bride. 
Thou feeft what’s paft, go fear thy King withall. 

Bona. Yell him, in hopes he?ll prove a Widower fhortly: 
] wear the Willow Garland for his fake. i 

Mar. Yell him, my mourning weeds are laid afide, 
And I am ready to put Armor on. 

War. Tellhim from me, that he hath done me 
And therefore Ple un-Crown him, er’t be long. 
There’s thy reward, be gone. [Exit Pof. 

Lew. But Warwick, 

Thou and Oxford, with five thoufand men 
Shall crofs the Seas, and bid falfe Edward Battel: 
And as occafion ferves, this Noble Queen 
Aud Prince, fhall- follow with a freth fupply, 
Yet e’re thou go, but anfwer me one doubt : 
W hat Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty ? 
War. This hall affare my conftant Loyalty, 
That if our Queen, and this young Prince agree, 
Ple joyn my eldeft Danghter, and my Joy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlock bands. 

Mar, Yes, agree, and thank you for your Motion. 

Son Edward, fhe is Fair and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable, 

That only Warmick’s Daughter fhall be thine. 

Prin, Ed. Yes, 1 accept her, for fhe well deferves it, 
And here to pledg my Vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives bis handto Warwick. | 

Lew, Why ftay we now ? thefe Souldiers fhall be levied, 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral 
Shalt waft them over with our Royal Fleet. 

] long till Edward fall by Wars mifchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 
(Exeunt. Manet Warwick. 

War. I came from Edward as Ambaflador, ) 
But! return his {worn and mortal Foe : 

Matters of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful War fhall anfwer his demand. 

Had he noneelfe to make a ftale but me ? 
Then none but I, fall turn his Jeft to Sorrow, 

1 was the Chief that rais’d him to the Crown, 
And l’le be chiefto bring him down again : 

Not that] pity Henries mifery, 

But feek Revenge on Edwards mockery. 


wrong, 


[ Exsr. 
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Enter Richard, Clarence, Somerfet, and Mountague. 


Rich, Now tell me Brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray ? 
| Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar. Alas, you know, *tis far from hence to France, 
How could he Itay till Warwick made retorn ? >. 

Sont.My Lords, forbear this talk ; here comes the King. 


Flourifh. Enter King Edward , Lady Gray, Pembrook, 
Stafford, Haftings: four fland omone fide, and four on 
the other. 


Rich. And his well-chofen Bride. 
Clar. | mind to tell him plainly what I think. 
King, Now Brother of Clarence, 
How like you oar Choice, 
That you ftand penfive, as half malecontent ? 
t Clar.. Aswellas Lewis of France, 
Or the Earl of Warwick , i 
| Whichare fo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, 
| That they’! take no offence at our abufe. 
King. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe ' 
They are but Lewis and Warmick, 1 am Edward, 
Your King and Warwicks, and muft have my will. 
Rich, And fhall have your will, becaufe our King ? 
Yet hafty Marriage feldom proveth well. 
King. Yes,Brother Richard, are you offended too ? 
Rich. Not l: no: 
God forbid, that 1 hould wifh them fever’d, 
Whom God hath joyn’d together. 
|I, and *twere pity, to funder them, 
| That yoak fo well together. = 
| King. Setting your fcorns, and your miflike afide, 
| Tellme fome Reafon, why the Lady Gray 
Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queen ? 
And you too, Somerfer and Afount ague, 
| Speak freely what you think. 
Clar. Then this is my opinion : 
That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bona. 
Rich, And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now difhonoured by this new Marriage. 
King. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be appeas’d, 
| By {uch invention as I can devife ? . 
Mount. Yet tohave joyn'd with France, in fuch alliance, 
s Would more have ftrength’ned this our Common-wealth, 
*Gainit forreign ftorms, than any home-bred Marriage. 
Haft. Why, knows not Afountague, that of it felf , 
| England is fafe, if true withinit felf ? 
Moun. Yes,but the fafer, when tis back’d with Fravce, 
Haft. ’Tis better ufing France, than trufting Frazce. 
Lec us be baek’d with God, and with the Seas, 
Which he hath giv’n for fence impregnable, 
And with their helps only defend our felves : 
Ín them, and in our felves, our fafety lics. 
Cla. For this one f{peech, Lord Haffings well deferves 
To have the Heir ofthe Lord Hungerford. 
King. 1, what of that ? itwas my will, and grant, 
And forthisonce, my Will fhall ftand for Law. 
Rich. And yet methinks, your Grace hath not done well 
| To give the Heirand Daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the Brother of your loving Bride : 
she better would have fitted me or Clarence : 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 
Cla. Or elfe you would not have beftow’d the Heir 
Of the Lord Borull on your new Wives Son, 
And leave your Brothers to go fpeed elfewhrere. 
King. Alas, poor Clarence: is it for a Wife 
That thou art malecontent? { will provide thee. 
Cla, \n chufing for your felf, 
You fhew’d your judgment: 


Which being fhallow, you hhall give me leave 
To play the Brother in mine own behalf ; 
And to thatend, I fhortly mind to leave you. 
King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King ; 
And not be ty’d unto his Brothers will. 
Lady Gray. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Majefty 
To ratfe my State to Title of a Qneen, 
Do me bur right, and you muft all confefs, 
That J was not ignoble of Defcent, 
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune. 
But as this Title honours me and mine, | 
So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleafing, 
Doth cloud my Joys with danger, and with forrow. 
King. My Love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns : 
What danger, or what forrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy conftant Friend, 
And their true Soveraign, whom they mutt obey ? 
Nay, whom they fhall obey, and lovethee too, 
Unlefs they feek for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they do, yet willl keep thee fafe, 
And they fhall feel the Vengeance of wrath. 

Rich. I hear, yet fay not much, but think the more. 

Eszter a Poft. 

King. Now Meflenger, what Letters, or what News 
from France ? 

Poft. My Soveraign Liege, no Letters, and few words 
But fuch as | (without your fpecial pardon) 

Dare not relate. 
King. Go too, we pardon thee : 
Therefore, in brief, tell their words, 
As near, as thou canft guefs them, 
What anfwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters ? 
Poff. At my depart, thefe were his very words: 
Go tell falfe Edward, the fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending over Maskers, 
To revel ic with him, and his new Bride. 
King. Is Lewis fo brave ? belike he thinks me Henry. 
But what faid Lady Bona to my Marriage ? 
Poft. Thefe were her words,utter’d with mild difdain: | 
Tell him, in hope hell prove a Widower fhortly, 
I? lewear the Willow Garland for his fake. 

King. 1 blame not her, fhe could fay little leG: 
She had the wrong. But what {aid Hezries Queen ? 
For fo l heard, that fne was there in place. 

Poff. Yell him (quoth fhe) 
My mourning Weeds are done, 
And | am ready to put Armor on. 

King. Belike fhe means to play the Amazon. 
But what faid Warwick to thefe injuries ? 

Poft. He, more incens’d againft your Majefty 
Than all the reft, difcharg’d me with thefe words : 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore Ple uncrown him er’t be long. 
Kin.Ha? durft the Traitor breathe out fo proud words? 
Well, I will arm me, being thus fore-vrarn’d : 
They fhall have Wars, and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay, is Warwick Friends with Margaret ? 
Poft. 1, gracious Soveraign, 
They are fo link’din Friendfhip, 
That young Prince Edward Marries Warwicks. Daughter. 
Cla. Belike, the elder ; 
Clarence will have the younger. 
Now Brother King farewel, and fit you faft, 
For! wil hence to Warwicks other Daughter, 
That though! want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 
I may not prove inferior to your felf. 
You that love me, and Warwick, follow me. 
[Exe Clarence, andSomerfet follows, 
Rich, Not L: 
My thouglits aim at a further matter - 
I ftay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. 
King. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwick? 
Yet | am arm’d againft the worft can happen: 
And hafteis needful in this defp’rate cafe. 


Qq2 Pembrook 
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Pembrookand Stafford, you in our behalf 

Go levy Men, and make prepare for War , 

They are already, or La will be landed : 

My felt ım Perfon will ftreight follow you. 

f Exit Pembrook and Stafford. 

Bute’rel go, Haftings and Mountague 

Refolve my doubt , you twain of all the ret 

Are near to Warwick, by blood and by allyance : 

Tell me, if you love Warwick , more than me; 

If it be fo, then both depart tohim: 

I rather wifh you Foes, than hollow Friends, 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 

Give meaffurance with fome Friendly Vow, 

That I may never haue you in fufpect. 
Mount, So God help Mountague, as he proves true. 
Haft. And Haftings, ashe favours Edwards Caufe. 
King. Now, Brother Richard, will you ftand by us? 
Rich. 1, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. 
King. Why ío: then am! fure of Victory. 

Now therefore letus hence, and lofe no hour, 

Till we meet Warwick, with his forreign Power. 

[ Excunt 






Enter Warwick, avd Oxford in England, wth French 


Sonldsers. 


War. Truft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
| The common people by numbers {warm tous. 
Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 
But fee where Somer fes and Clarence comes, 
Speak fuddenly, my Lords, are weall Friends. 
Clar. Fear not that, my Lord. 
War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick, 
And welcome Somerfer : | hold it Cowardize, 
Toreft miftruftful, wherea Noble Heart 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in fign of Love : 
Elfe might I think, that Clarence, Edwards Brother, 
Were but a fained Friend to our proceedings: 
But welcome fweet Clarence,my Daughter fhall be thine. 
And now, what refts? but in Nights Coverture, 
Thy Brother being carelefly encamp’d, 
His Sonldiers lurking inthe Town about, 
And but attended by a fimple Guard, 
We may furprize and take him at our pleafure, 
Our Scouts have found the adventure very eafie: 
That as Ulyffes, and ftout Déomede 
With fleight end manhood ftole to Thefeus Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds ; 
So we, well covered with the Nights black Mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edwards Guard, 
And feize himfelf :'I fay not, daughter him, 
For l intend butonly to furprize him. 
You that will follow me tothis attempt, ` 
Applaud the Name of Hezry, with your Leader. 
(They all cry Henry. 
Why then, lets on our way in filent fort, 
For Warwick and his Friends, God and Saint George. 
[ Exennt. 


Enter the Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent. 


1. Watch. Come on my Mafters, each man take his ftand, 
The King by this, is fet him down to fleep., 

2. Watch. What, will he not to Bed ? 

1 Watch, Why, no : for he hath made a folemn Vow, 
Never to lie and take his natural Reft, 
Till Warwick, or himfelf, be quite fuppreft. 

2. Watch, To morrow then belike fhall be the day, 
If Warwick be fo near as men report. 

3. Watch. But fay, I pray, what Nobleman is that, 
That with the King here refteth in his Tent? 

1. Wat. Tis the Lord Haftings the Kings chiefeft Friend. 
3. Watch. O,ts it fo ? but why commandsthe King, 


That his chief followers lodg in Towns about him, 
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While he himfelf keeps in the cold Field ? 


2.Wa. Tis the more honour,becaufe the more dangerous. 
3. Watch, 1, but give me worfhip and quictne(s, 


I like it better than a dangerous Honour. 
If Warwick knew in what eftate he ftands, 
Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 


1.Wat. Unlefs our Halb rds did fhut ap his paflage. 
2. Wat. 1: wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tent, 


But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes ? 


Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, avdFrench 
Sonidiers, filent all, 


' 
War. This is his Tent, and fee where ftands his Guard : } 
Courage my Mafters: Honair now or never: 
But follow me, and Edward {hall be ours. 
1 Wat. Who goes there ? 
2 Watch. cal or thou dyeft. | 
Warwick and the reff cry all, Warwick, Warwick, and 
fee upon the Guard, who fly, crying, Arms, Arms, War- | 
wick and the reft following them, 


The Drum playing, and Trumpet founding. 
Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and the reft, bringing the King 
out in a Gown, fitting ina Chair: Richard and Haftings 
Sly over the Stage. 


Som, What are they that fly there? . 
oar Richard and Haftings, let them go, here is the 
uke. 
King Edw, The Duke ? 
Why Warwick, when we parted, 
Thou call’dft me King. 
War. I, but the cafe is alter’d. 
W hen you difgrac’d me in my Embaflade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of York, 
Alas how fhould you govern any Kingdom, 
That know not how to ufe Embafladors, 
Nor how tobe contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to ufe your Brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ftudy for the Peoples welfare, 
Nor how tofhrowd your felf from Enemies ? 
King Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 
Art thou here too ? 
Nay then I fee, that Edward needs muft down. 
Yet Warwick , in defpight of all mifchance, 
Of thee thy felf, and all thy Complices, 
Edward will always bear himfelf as King : 
Though Fortunes malice overthrow my State, 
My mind exceeds the compafs of her Wheel. 
War. Then for his mind, be Edmard Exglands King. 
Takes off his Crown. 
But Henry now fhall wear the Englifh Crown, 
And be true King indeed : thou but a fhadow. 
My Lord of Somer fer, at my requett, 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey’d 
Unto my Brother Arch-Bifhop of York: 
When I have fought with Pembrook,, and his Fellows, 
Ple follow you, and tell what anfwer 
Lewes.and the Lady Bona fend to him. 
Now for a while farewel good Duke of York, 
They lead him out foretbly. 
K, Ed. What Fates impofe,that men muft needs abide ; 
It boots not torefiftboth Wind and Tide. ( Exeunt. 
Oxf, What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our Souldiers ? 
War, 1,thavsthe firftthing that wehave todo, 
To free King Henry from imprifonment, 
And fee him feated in the Regal Throne. [Exx. 
Enter Rivers, andthe Lady Gray. 


Riv, Madam, what makes you inthis fudden change ? 
á Gray, 
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Gray. Why Brother Rrvers, arc you yet to learn 
What late misfortune is befaln King Edward ? 

Riv. What ? lofs of fome pitcht battel 
Againlt Warwick? 

Gra. No, but the lofs of his own Royal perfon. 

Riv. Then is my Soveraign flain ? 

Gray. 1, almoft flain, for he is taken Prifoner, 
Either betray’d by falfhood of his Guard, 

Or by his Foe furpriz’d at unawares: 

And as I further have to underftand, 

Is new committed to the Bifhop of York, 
Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe. 

Riv. Thefe News | mutt confefs are fullof grief, 
Yet gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 

Warwick, may lofe, that now hath won the day. 

Gray, Till then, fair hope muft hinder lives decay. 
And | the rather wain me from defpair 
For love of Edwara’s Off- (pring in my womb : 

This is that makes me bridle my paflion, 

And bear with mildnefs my misfortune crofs: 

L,I, for this I draw in manya tear, 

And {top the rifing of blood-fucking fighs, 

Left with my fighs or tears, | blaft or drown 

Kind Edward’s Fruit, true heir toth’ Englifh Crown. 
Riv, But Madam, 

Where is Warwick then become ? 

Gray. 1am inform’d that he comes towards London, 
To fet the Crown once more on Henry’s head : 

GuefS thou the reft, King Edward’s Friends muft down. 
But to prevent the Tyrants violence, 
(For truft not him that hath once broken faith) 
le hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary, 
To fave (at leaft) the heir of Edward’s right : 
There fhall I reft fecure from force and frand : 
Come therefore let us flye, 
| If Warwick take us, we are fure to dye. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Richard, Lord Haftings, and Sir William 
Stanley. 


Rich. Now my Lord Haftings, and Sir Will. Stanley 
Leave off to wonder whyI drew you hither, 
Into this chiefeft Thicket of the Park. 
Thus ftands the cafe: you know your King, my Brother, 
Is Prifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe hands 
He hath good ufage, and great liberty, 
Andoften but attended with weak guard, 
Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf. 
I have advertis’d him by fecret means, 
That if about this hour he make this way, 
Under the colour of his ufual game, 
He fhall here find his Friends with Horfe and Men, 
To fet him free from his Captivity 


Ener King Edward, and a Humfman with him, 


Hunt. This way, my Lord, 
For this way lies the Game. 
King Edw, Nay this way, man, 
See where the Huntfmen ftand. 
Now Brother of Gloffer, Lord Haffimgs and the reft, 
Stand you thus clofe to fteal the Bifhops Deer ? 
Rich, Brother the time and cafe requireth halt, 
Your Horfe ftands ready at the Park-corner. 
King Edw. But whither fhall we then ? 
Haft. To Lyn, my Lord, 
And thip from thence to Flanders 
Rich. V Vell gueft believe me, for that was my meaning. 
King Edw. Stanley, t wilt requite thy forwardnefs. 
Aich, But wherefore {tay we ? °tisno time to talk. 
King Edw, Huntfnian, what fay’ft thou? 
V Vilt thou go atong ? 
Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang’d. 
Rich. Come then away, let’s ha no more ado. 
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King Edw. Bifhop farewcl, 
Shield thee from Warwick’s frown, 
And pray that I may repoflefs the Crown. CExeune. 
Enter King Henry the Sixth, Clarence, V Varwick, So- 
merfet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountague and Lieusenant. 


King Hen. M. Lieutenant, now that God and Fri 
Have fhaken Edward from the. Regal Seat, re 
And turn’d my captive ftate to liberty, 

My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys, 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 

Lieu, Subjects may challenge nothing of their Sov’raigns 
But, if an humble prayer may prevail, r 
1 then crave pardon of your Majefty. 

King. For what, Lieutenant ? For well ufing me ? 

Nay, bethou fure, Plc well requite thy kindnefs; 
For that ic made my imprifonment, a pleafure: 

I, fucha pleafure, as incag’d Birds 

Conceive, when after many moody thoughts, 

At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmony, 

‘They quite forget their lofs of liberty. 

But Warwick, after God, thou fett’ft me free, 
Aad chiefly therefore, I thank God, and thee. 
He wasthe Author, thou the Inftrument. 
Therefore that | may conquer Fortunes fpight, 
By living low, where Fortuue cannot hurt me, 
And thatthe people of this bleffed Land 

May not be punifh’d with my thwarting ftars, 
Warwick , although my head ftill wear the Crown, 
I here refign my Government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War. Your Grace hath {till been fam’d for vertuous, 

And now may feem as wife as vertuous, 

By fpying and avoiding Fortunes malice, 

For few men rightly temper with the Stars: 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the fway, 

To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg’d an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 
As likely to be blef{tin Peaceand War: 

Andtherefore I yield thee my free confent. 

War, And | choofe Clarence only for Protector. 

King. Warwick. and Clarence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyn your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 
That no diffention hinder Government: 
| make you both Protectors of this Land, 

While | my felf will lead a private Life, 

And in devotion {pend my latter days, 

Yo fins rebuke, and my Creators praife. 
War. What anfwers Clarence to his Soveraigns Wil] ? 
Clar. That heconfents, if Warwick yield confent, 

For on thy fortune I repofe my felf. 

War. Why then, though loth, yer muft } be content : 
We'll yoak together, lik a double fhadow 
To Henrys Body, and fupply his place ; 

I mean, in bearing weight of Governmnt, 

W hile he enjoys the honour, and his eafe. 

And Clarence now, now then it is more than needful 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confifcated. 

Clar. Whatelfe? and that Succeffion be determined, 

War. 1, therein Clarence fhall not want his part. 

King. But with the firft, of all our chief affairs, 

Let me intreat, (for | command no more) 
That Afargarer your Queen, and my Son Edward, 
Be fent for, to return from Frare with {peed : 
For till I fce them here, by doubtful fear, 
My By of liberty is half ectips’d. 
tar. It fhallbe done, my Soveraign, with all fpeed. 
King. My Lord of Sorerfer, what youth is that, 
Of whom you feem to have fo tender care? 
Somer. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond. 
Qq 3 King. 
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King. Come hither, Englands Hope : 

Lays his Hand on his Head. 

If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth 

To my divining Thoughts, 

This pretty Lad will prove oar Countries blifs. 

His looksare full of peaceful Majefty, 

His Head by Nature fram’d to wear a Crown, 

His hand to weild a Scepter, and himfelf 

Likely in time to blefsa Regal Throne: 

Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he 

Muft help yon more, than you are hurt by me. 
Enter a Poft. 

War. What news, my Friend ? 

Poft. That Edward is efcaped from your Brother, 
And fled (as he hears fince) to Burgundy. 

War. Unfavory news: but how made he efcape ? 

Post, He was convey’d by Richard, Duke of G lofter, 
And the Lord Haffings, who attended him 
Infecret ambufh, onthe Foreft fide, 

And from the Bifhops Hunt{men refcu’d him : 
For Hunting was his daily Exercife. 

War, My Brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide 
A Salve for any Sore, that may betide. 

Manet Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford. 

Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edwards : 

For doubtlefs Burgundy will yield him help, : 

And we fhall have more Wars before’t be long. 

As Henries late prefaging Prophecy 

Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond; . 
Sodoth my Heart, mif-give me, in thefe Conflicts 
What may befall him, tohis harmand ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford to prevent the wort, 
Forthwith we'll fend him hence to Britany, 

Till ftorms be paft of Civil Enmity. 

Oxf. 1: forif Edward re-poflefs the Crown, 
Tis like that Rechmond with the reft fhall down. 

Som. Is fhall be fo: he fhallto Britany, 

Come therefore, let’s about it fpeedily. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Edward, Richard, Haftings, and Souldiers. 


Ed. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haftings, and the reft, 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 
Andfays, that once more | fhall enterchange 
My wained State, for Hevry’s Regal Crown. 
Well have we pafs’d, and now repafs’d the Seas, 
And brought defired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thusarriv’d 
From Raven/purgh Haven, beforethe Gates of York, 
Butthat weenter, as into our Dukedom ? 
Rich, The Gates made faft ? 
Brother, 1 like not this. 
For many men that {tumble at the Threfhold, 
Are well fore-told, that danger lurks within. 
| Ed. Tufhman,aboadments mnft not now affright us : 
|By fair or foul means we muft enter in, 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. 
Haft, My Liege, Ple knock once more to fummon them. 


Enter onthe Walls, the Mayor of York, and ‘his Brethren, 


Mayor. My Lords, À 
We were fore-warned of your coming, 
And fhut the Gates, for fafety of our felves ; 
For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry, 
Edw. But, Malter Mayor, if Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward, at the leaft, is Duke of York. 
Mayor, Vrue, my good Lord, | know you for no lefs, 
Ed. Why, and I challenge nothing but my Dukedom, 
As being well content with that alone. f 
Rich. Bat when the Fox has oncegor in his Nofe, 
11 £ oon find means to make the Body follow. 
lH Haft. Why,Mafter Mayor,why ftand yo: in a doubt ? 


( Exeunt. 
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Open the Gates, we are King Henries Friends, 
Mayor. 1, fay you fo ? the Gates fhall then be opened. 
He defcends, 
Rich. A wife tout Captain, and foon perfivaded, 
Haft. The good old man would fain that all were well. 
So *twere not long of him: but being entred 
| doubt not I, but we fhall foon perfwade 
Both him, and all his Brothers, unto Reafon. 


Enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen, 


Edm. So, Mafter Mayor: thefe Gates muft not be thut 
Buc in the Night, or in the time of War. 
What, fear not man, but yield meup the Keys. 

Takes his K eys. 
For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 
And allshofe Friends, that deign to follow me. 


March, Enter Mountgomery, with Drum and Souldje;-- 


Rich, Brother, this is Sir Fobn Monntgomery, 

Our trufty Friend, unlefs 1 be deceiv’d, 

Edw. Welcome Sir John: but why come you in Arms? 

Mount, Tohelp King Edward in histime of ftorm, 
As every Loyal Subject ought to do. 

Edw. Thanks, good Mountgomery : 

But we now forget the Title to the Crown, 

And only claim our Dakedome, 

Till God pleafe to fend the reft. 

Mount. Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 

l came to ferve a King, and not a Duke: 

Drummer ftrike aP and let us March away. 

be Drum begins to March, 
Edw. Nay ftay, Sir Fobn, a while, and well debate 

By what fafe means the Crown may be recover’d. 
Mount, What talk you of debating ? in few words. 

[f you! not here proclaim your felf our King, , 

Ple leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 

To keep them back, that come to fuccour you. 

Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 
Rich.Why Brother,wherefore ftand you on nice Points : 
Edw, When we grow ftrongefl, 

Then we’ll make our Claim: 

Till then, *tis Wifdome to conceal our meaning, 

Haft, Away with fcrupulous Wit, now Arms muft rule. 
Rich. And fearlefS minds climb fooneft unto Crowns, 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends, 
Edw. Then be itas you will : for ’tis my right, 

And Henry but ufurps the Diadem. 

Mount, \, now my Soveraign fpeaketh like himfelf, 

And now willl be Edwards i 
Haft. Sound Trumpet, Edward fhall be here proclaim’d : 

Come, Fellow Souldier, make thou Proclamation. 

Flourifh. Sound, 

Soul, Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of Gody King of 
England avd France, avd Lord of. Ireland, @c. i 
Mount. And whofeere gain-fays King Edwards right, 

By this! challenge him to a Fight. 

Throws down his Gauntlet, 
All. Long live Edward the Fourth. 
Ed. Thanks brave Mountgomery. 

And thanks unto you all : 

if Fortune ferve me, lle requite this Kindnefs. 

Now for this Night, let’s harbour here at Yerk: 

And when the Morning Sun fhall raife his Carr 

Above the Border of this Horizon, 

We’ll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates : 

For welll wot, that Henry is no Souldier, 

Ah froward Clarence, how evil it befeems thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ? 

Yet as we may, well meet both thee and Warwick, 

Come on brave Souldiers: doubt not of the Day, 

And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeuns. 


nter 
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Enter the Kin 
$» _ ford, avd Somerfet. 


War. What Counfel, Lords ? Edward from Belgia, 

With hafty Germanes, and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pafs’d in fafety through the narrow Seas, 

And with his Troops doth march amain to London, 

And many giddy people flock to him. i 
King. Let’slevy Men, and beat him back again. 
Clar, A little Fire is quickly ‘trodden out, 

Which being fuffer’d, Kivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickfhire | have true-hearted Friends, 

Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War, 

Thofe willl mufter up : and thou Son Clarence 

Shalt tir up in Suffolk, “Norfolk, and in Kear, 

The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 

Thou Brother Afountague, and Buckingham, 

Northampton, and in Leicefter-fhire fhalt find 

Men well inclin’d to hear what thou command’ft. | 

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d, 

In Oxfordfhire fhalt mufter up thy Friends. 

My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 

Like to his Ifland, girt with the Ocean, 

Or modeft Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 

Shall reft in London, till we come to him: 

Fair Lords take leave, and ftand not to reply. 

Farewel my Sov eraign. 
Kiug. Facewel my Hector, and iny Troys true hope. 
Clar. Infign of truth, I kifs your Highnefs hand. 
King. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 
Mount. Comfort, my Lord, and fol take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I. feai my Truth, and bid adieu. 
King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mountazue, 


| And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 


_— 


War. Farewell, fweet Lords, let’s meet at Coventry. 
[ Exccunt. 
King. Here at the Palace willl reft a while. 
Coufinof Exeter, what thinks your Lordbhip ? 
Methinks, the Power that Edward hath in Field, 
Should not be able to encounter minc. 
Exer. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 
King. That’s not my fear, my meed hath got me fame : 
I have not ftopt mine Ears to their demands, 
Nor pofted of their Suits with flow delays, 
My pity hath been Balm to heal their wounds, 
My mildnefs hath allay’d their fwelling griefs, 
My mercy dry’d their water-flowing ‘Tears. 
I have not been defirous of their Wealth, — 
Nor much oppreft them with great fubfidics, 
Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err’d. 
Then why fhould they love Edward more thanme ? 
No, Exeter, thefe Graces challenge Grace : 
And whenthe Lion fawnsupon the Lamb, 
The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 
Shout within, A Lancafter, A Lancafter. 
Ex. Heark; heark; my Lord, what Shonts are thefe ? 


Enter Edward and his Souldiers, 


Edw. Seize on the fhame-fac’d Henry,bear him hence, 
And once again proclaim us King of England. 
You are the Fount, that make {mall Brooks to flow, 
Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea fhall fuck them dry, 
And {well fo much the higher, by their ebb. 
Hence withhim tothe Tower, let him not {peak. 


[Exit with King Henry. 


And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courfe, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains : 
The Sun fhines hot, and if we ufe delay, 
Cold biting Winter marrs our hop’d for Hay. 
Rich, Away betimes before his Forces joyn, 
And take the great-grown Traytor unawares : 
Brave Warriors, march a main towards Coventry. 
(Exeunt 


Warwick , Mountague, Clarence, Ox- | Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry , two Ateffengers, 


and others upon the Walls. 


War. Where is the Poft that came from valiant Ox ford ? 
How far hence isthy Lord, mine honeft fellow ? 
Meff. 1, By this at Danfmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Afoazrague ? 
Where isthe Poft that came from Alountague ? 
Mef. 2. By this at Daintry, witha puiflant Troop. 
Enter Somervile. 
War, Say Somervile, what fays my loving Son ? 
And by thy guefs, how nigh is Clarence now ? 
Somerv, At Southam | did leave him with his Forces, 
And do expect him here fome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence isat hand, | hear his Drum. 
Somer. It isnothis, my Lord, here Southam lies: 
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick. 
War, Who fhonld that be? Belike unlaok?d for Friends. 
Somer. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know. 


March, Flourifh, Enter Edward, Richard, and Souldsers. 


Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, found a Parle. 

Rich, See how the furly Warwick mans the Wall. 

War. Ob unbid fpiglit, is fportful Edward come ? 
Where flept our Scouts, or how are they feduc’d, 
That we could hear no news of his repair. 

Edw, Now Warwick, wilt thou ope the City Gates. 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 

Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy, 
And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages ? 

War, Nay rather, wilt thon draw thy Forces hence, 
Confefs who fet theeup, and pluck’d thee down, 
Call Warwick Patron, and be Penitent, 

And thou fhalt ftill remain the Duke of Tork, 

Kich. 1 thought at leaft he would have faid the King, 
Or did he make the Jeft againft his will ? 

War. Isnota Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich, |, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give 
"le do thee fervice for fo good a gift. 

War.” Twas | that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 

Edw, Why then cs mine, if but by Warwsck?s gif. 

War, Thou art no Arlas for fo great a weight: 

And Weakling Warwicktakes his gift again, 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his Subject. 

Edw. But Warwicks King is Edwards Prifoner : 
And gallant Warwick, do but anfwer this, 
What isthe Body, when the Head is off ? 

Eich, Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caft, 
But whiles he thought to fteal the fingle Ten, 

The King was flily finger’d from the Deck: 

You left poor sat at the Bifhops Palace, 

And ten to one you’! meet him in the Tower. 
Edw. *Tiseven fo, yet you are Warnick fill. 
Rich, Come Warwick , 

Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: 

Nay when: {trikenow, or elfe the Iron cools. 
War. 1 had rather chop this hand off ata blow, 

And with the other, fling itat thy Face, 

Than bear fo lowa fail, to {trike to thee. ` 
Edw. Sail how thou cantt, 

Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 

This hand, faft wound about thy Coal-black hair, 

Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 

Write in the duft this Sentence with thy blood, 

Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 


Enter Oxford; with Drum ard Colours. 


War, Oh chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes. 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancafter. 
Rich, The Gates are open, let us enter too. 
Edw, So other Foes may fet upon our backs. 
Stand 
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Stand wein good array : for they no doubt 

Will iffue out again, and bid us battel , 

If not, the City being but of {malt defence, 

Weill quickly rouzethe Traytors in the fame. 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 


Enter Mountague, wth Drum and Colours, 


Mount. Mountagut, Mountague, for Lancaster. 
Rich, Thouand thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon 
Even with the deareft blood your Bodies bear. 
Edw, The harder match’d, the greater Victory, 
‘My mind prefageth happy gain, and Conqueft. 


Enter Somerfet, with Drum and Colours. 


Som, Somer fet, Somerfet, for Lancafter. 

Rich. Twoof thy name, both Dukes of Somerfer, 
Have fold their Lives unto the Houfe of York, 
And thou fhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 


Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours, 


War, And loe, where George of Clarence {weeps along, 
Of force enongh to bid his Brother Battel : 
With whom, an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a Brothers love. 
Come Clarence, come: thou wilt, if Warwick, call. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ? 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee: 
I will not rninatemy Fathers Houle, 
Who gave his blood to lime the {tones together, 
And fet up Lancaffer. Why, troweft thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is {o harfh, fo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal inftruments of War 
Againft his Brother, and his lawful King. 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy Oath: 
To keep that Oath, were more impiety, 
Than Jepthah, when he facrific’d his Daughter. 
I am fo forry for my Trefpafs made, 
That to deferve well at my Brothers hands, 
I here proclaim my felf thy mortal foe: 
With refolution, wherefoe’re | meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ftir abroad) 
To plague thee for thy foul mifleading me. 
And fo, proud hearted Warwick , 1 defie thee, 
And to my Brother turn my bluthing Cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, | will make amends: 
And Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 
For | will henceforth be no more unconftant. 
Ed, Now welcome more, and ten times more belov’d 
Than if thou never had?f{t deferv’d our hate. 
Rich, Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
War. Oh pafling Traytor, perjur’d and unjuft, 
Edw, What Warwick , i 
Wilt thou leave the Town, and fight ? 
Or fhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears ? 
War. Alas, 1 am not coop’d here for defence : 
I will away towards Barnet prefently, 
And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thoudar’ft. 
Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, ad leads the way: 
Lords to the Field: Saint George, and Vittory. 
March. Warwick and bis company follows. 


Alarum , and Excurfions, Enter Edward bringing forth 
Warwick wounded, 


Edw. So, lie thouthere: die thon, anddie our fear, 
For Warwick was a Bug that fear’d us all. 
Now Mountague fit faft, | feek for thee, 
That Waroick’s Bones may keep thine company. [Evxit. 
War, Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me whois Victor, York, or Warwick ? 
Why ask I that? my mangled body fhews, 


LExeunt. 
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My blood, my want of ftrength, my fick heart fhews, 

That I muft yield my body.to the Earth, 

And by my fall, the conqueft to my foe. 

Thus yields the Cedar to the Axes‘edge, 

Whofe Arms gave helter to the Princely Eagle, 

Under whofe fhade the ramping Lion flept, 

Whofe top-branch over-peer’d Foves {preading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs frou Winters pow’rful wind. 

‘Thefe Eyes, that now are dimn’d with Deaths black Vey), 
Have been as piercing as the Mid day Sun, 

To fearch the fecret Treafons of the world : 

The wrinckles in my Brows, now fill’d with blood, 

Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres : 

For who liv’d King, but | could dig his Grave ? 

And whodurft fmile, when Warwick bent his Brow ? 
Loe, now my Glory fmear’d in duft and blood, 

My Parks, my Walks, my Mannors thatl had, 

Even now forfake mes and of all my Lands. 

Is nothing left me, but my bodies length. | 
Why, what isPomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Daft ? 
And live we how we can, yet die we muft, 


Enter Oxford and Somerfet. 


Som, Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thon as we are, 
We might recover all our Iofs again: 
The Queen from France hath brought a puifant power 
Even now we heard the news: ah, could’ft thou flye, 
War. Why then I would not flye. Ah Afountague, 
Ifthou bethere fweet Brother, take my Hand, 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while. 
Thou lov’ft me not - for, Brother, if thou didft, 
Thy tears would wath this cold congealed blood, 
That glews my Lips, and will not let me fpeak. 
Come quickly Montague, or 1 am dead. 
Som, Ah Warwick, Mountague hath breath’d his laft, 
And to the laft gafp, cry’d out for Warwick: 
And faid, commend me tomy valiant Brother. 
And more he wouid have faid, and more he fpoke, 
Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That mought not be diftinguib’d: butat laft, 
I well might hear delivered with agroan, 
O farewel Warwick, 
War. Sweet reft his Soul : 
Flye Lords, and fave your felves, 
For Warrick bids you all farewel, to meet in Heaven. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queens great power. 
Here they bear away bis Body. { Exeunt. 


Flonrifh. Enter King Edward tn trismph , mith Richard, 
Clarence, and the reft. 


King. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courfe, 
And we are grac’d with wreaths of Victory: 

But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day, 

I fpyea black fufpicious threatning Cloud, 

That willencounter with our glorious Sun, 

E’re he attain his eafeful Weftern Bed: 

i mean, my Lords, thofe powers that the Queen 
Hath rais’d in Galiia, have arrived our Coatt, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar, A little gale will foon difperfe that Clouds 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beams willdry thofe Vapours up, 

For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 

Rich, The Queen is valued thirty thoufand ftrong, 
And Somer fer, with Oxford, fled to her : 

If the hath time to breathe, be well affur’d 
Her faction will be fullas ftrong as ours. 

King. We are advertis’d by our loving friends, 
That they do hold their courfe toward Tewksbury. 
We having now the belt at Barzer Field, 

Will thither ftraight, for willingnefs rids way, 
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented : 


In every County as we go along, Strik 
rike 
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Strike up the Drum, cry courage, and away.  [ Exeuit. 
March. Enter the Queen, young Edward, Somerfet, Ox- 
ford, and Souldiers. 


‘ Qu. Great Lords, wife men ne’re fit and wail their lofs, 

But chearly feek how to redrefs their harms. 

What though the Maft be now blown over-board, 

The Cable broke, the holding Anchor loft, 

And half our Sailors fwallow’d in the flood ? 

Yet lives our Pilot ftill. Is’e meet, thathe 

Should leave the Helm, and likea fearful Lad, 

With tearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, 

And give more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moan, the Ship fplits on the Rock, 
Which induftry and courage might have fav’d? 

Ah what a fhame, ah what a fault were this. 

Say, Warwick.was our Anchor: what of that? 

And Mountague our top-Maft : what of him? 

Our flaughter’d friends, the tackles: what of thefe ? 
Why isnot Oxford here another Anchor ? 

And Somerfer, another goodly Maft ? 

The friendsof France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 
And though anskilfol, why not Ned and I 
For once allow’d the skilful! Pilots Charge ? 
We will not from the Helm to fit and weep, | 

But keep our Courfe (though the rough Wind fay a 
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack. 
As good to chide the Waves, as fpeak them fair. 

And what is Edward, but a ruthlels Sea ? 

What Clarence, but aquick-fand of Deceit ? 

And Richard, but a raged fatal Rock ? 

All thefe, the Enemies to our poor Bark. 

Say you can fwim, alas, "tis but a while: 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly fink, 
Beftride the Rock, the Tyde will wah you off, 

Orelfe you famifh, that’s a three-fold Death. 

This fpeak I (Lords) to let you underftand, 

In cafe fome one of yon would flye from us, 

That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More than with ruthlefs V Vaves, with Sands and Rocks. 
VVhy courage then, what cannot be avoided, 

*T were childifh weaknefs to lament, or fear. 

- Prin, Methinks a VVoman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should, if a Coward heard her {peak thefe words, 
Infufe his Breaft wich magnanimity, m. 

And make him, naked, foyl a Man at Arms. 
I fpeak not this, as go any here : 
For did 1 but fufpect a fearful Man, 
He fhould have leave to go away betimes, 
Left inour need he might infect another, 
And make him of like {piric to himfelf. 
If any fuch be here, as God forbid, 
Let him depart before we need his at 
Oxf. VVomen and Children of fo high a Courage, 

And VVarriors faint, why 'twere perpetual fhame, 
Oh brave young Prince: thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may°ft thou live, 

To bear his Image, and renew his Glories. 

Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, 

Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by days 

If he arife, be mock’d and wondred at. 
Qu, Thanks gentle Somerfer, fweet Oxford thanks. 
` Prin. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe. 


Enter a Meffenger. 


Mef. Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight: therefore be refolute. 
Oxf. I thoughtno lefs, itis his Policy, 
To haft thus fatt, to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readinefs. 
Queen, This chears my Heart, to fee your forwardoefs. 
Oxf. Here pitch our Battel, hence we will not budge. 
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March, Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence, and 
Souldiers, 


Ed. Brave followers, yonder ftands the thorny V Vood 
V Vhich by Heavens affiftance, and your ftrength, 
Muft by the Roots be hewn up yet e’re Night. 
l need not add more fuel to your fire, 
For welll wot, ye blaze, to burn them out: 
Give fignal to the fight, and to it, Lords. 
Q4. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what fhould [ fay, 
My tears gain-fay: for every word I Speak, 
Ye fee 1 drink the water of my Eye. 
Therefore no more but this: Henry your Soveraiga 
ls Prifoner ro the Foe, his State ufurp’d, 
His Realm a Slaughter-houfe, his Subjects flain, 


| His Scacures cancell’d, and his Treafure {pent : 


And yonder is the V Volf, that makes this fpoyl. 
You fight in Juftice: Then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give fignal to the fight. 


Alarum, Retreat, Excarfins. CExemt. 


Enter Edward, Richard, i Clarence, Oxford, 
Somerfet. 


Edw. Now hete’s a period of tumultuous Broyls, 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle ftraight : 
For Somerfet, off with his guilty Head. 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them fpeak. 

Oxf. For my part, I’le not trouble thee with words. 

Som. Nor [, but ftoop with patience to my fortune. 
CExeun. 
Queen. So part we fadly in this troublous world, 
To meet with Joy in fweet Jerufalem. 

Edw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward 
Shall have a high reward, and he his Life ? 


Rich, (tis, and loe where youthful Edward comes. 
Enter the Prince, 


Edw. puo forth the Gallant, fet us hear him fpeak. 
Whar? can {fo young 2 Thorn begin to prick ? 
Edward, what fatisfaction canft thou make, 
For bearing Arms, for ftirring up my fubjects, 
And all the trouble thou haft turn’d me to ? 
Prin. Speak like a Subject, proud ambitious York, 
Suppofe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 
Refign thy Chair, and where ftand kneel thou, 
Whilft I propofe the felf fame words to thee, 
Which (Traytor) thou would’ft have me anfwer to. 
Queen. Ah, that thy Father had been fo refolv’d. 
Rich. That you might ftill have worn the Petticoat, 
And ne’re have f{toln the Breech from Lancafter. 
' Prin, Let e£/fop Fable in a Winters Night, 
His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 
Rich, By Heaven, Brat, le plague ye for that word. 
Queen. 1, thou waft born to be a plague to Men. 
Rich, For Gods fake, take away this Captive Scold. 
nr Nay, take away this fcolding Crook-back, ra- 
ther. 
Edw. Peace wilful Boy, or 1 will charm your Tongue. 
Clar. Untutor’d Lad, thou art too malapert. 
Prin. 1 know my duty, you are all undutiful : 
Lafcivious Edward, and thou perjur’d George, 
And thou mif-fhapen Dick, 1 tell ye all, 
lam your better, Traytors as ye are. 
And thou ufurp’ft my Fathers right and mine. 
Edw. Take that, the likenefs of this Rayler here. 
[Scabs him. 
Rich. Sprawl’ chou ? take that, to end thy agony. 
(Rich. Seabs bim, 
Clear. And there's for twitting me with perjury. 
Clar. Stabs kim. 


&xeen. Oh, kill me too. 
Rich. 
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Rich, Marry, and fhall. 
Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done toomuch. 
Rich. Why fhould fhe live, to fill the world with words ? 
Edw, What? doth fhe fwoon ? ufe means for her re- 

covery. 
Rich Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : 

Ile hence to London ona ferious matter, 

E’re ye come there, be fure to hear fome news. 
Clar. What? what ? 
Rich. Tower, the Tower. (Exit. 
Queen. Oh Ned, fweet Ned, fpeak to-thy Mother, Boy. 

Can’ft thou not fpeak ? O Traytors, Murderers ! 

They that ftabb’d. Cefar, fhed no blood at all : 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

He was a Man; this{in refpect) a Child, 

And Men nere fpend their fury on a Child. 

What’s worfethan Murther, that] may name it ? 

No, no, my Heart willburft, and if 1 (peak, 

And I will {peak, that fo my Heart may burft. 

Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 

How {weet a Plant have you untimely =e 

You have no Children (Butchers) if you had, 

The thought of them would have ftirr’d up remorfe ; 

But if you ever chance to have a Child, 

Look in his youth to have him fo cut off. 

As deathfmen you have rid this {weet young Prince. 

King. Away with her, go bear her hence perforce. 

Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here: 
Here fheath thy Sword, Ple pardon thee my death: 
What ? wilt thou not ? then Clarence do it thon. 

Clar. By Heaven, I will not dothee fo much eafe. 

Queen, Good Clarence do, {weet Clarence do thon it. 

Clar. Did’ft thou not hear me fwear I would not do it ? 

Queen, I but thou ufeft to forfwear thy felf. 

Twas fin before, but now tis Charity. 
What wilt chou not ? where is that devil’s Butcher Richard, 
Hard-favour’d Richard ? Richard, where artthou? 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almsdeed. 
Petitioner for Blood thou nere pullit back. 
Edw. Away 1 fay, 1 charge ye bear her hence. 
Queen, So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. 
[Exit Queen, 
Edw, Where’s Richard gone. 
Cla. To London all in poft, andas 1 guefs, 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower ? 

Edw. He’s fudden if a thing comes in his head, 
Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s.away to London, 
And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares, 

By this (I hope) fhe hath a Son for me. (Exit. 
Enter Henry the Sixth, and Richard, with the Lieutenant 
on the Walk. : 


’ Rich. Good day, my Lord, what at your Book fo 

ard ? 

Hen. 1 my good Lord: my Lord, I fhould fay rather, 

’Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better : 

Good Glofter, and Good Devil, were alike, 

And both propofterons : therefore, not Good Lord. 
Rich. Sirrah, leave us to our felves, we muft confer. 
Hen. So flies the wreaklefs fhepherd from the Wolf, 

So firft the harmlefs Sheep doth yield his Fleece, 

And next his Throat unto the Butchers Knife. 

What Scene of Death hath Roffias to act ? 

Rich, Sufpition always haunts the guilty mind, 
| The Thief doth fear each bufh an Officer. 
Hen. The Bird that hath been limed ina bufh; 

With trembling Wings mifdoubteth every buth; 

And I the helplefs Male to one {weet Bird, 

Have now the fatal Object in my Eye, 

Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught and kill’d. 
‘Rich, Why what a peevifh Fool was that of Creer, 
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[Offers to kill ber.| That caught his Son the Office of a Fowl, 


And yet for all his Wings, the Fool was drown?d, 
Hen. l, Dedalus, my poor Boy, /carus, 

Thy Father, Minos, that deny’d our courfe, 

The Sun that fear’d the wings of my fweet Boy. 

Thy Brother Edward, and thy felf, the Sea 

Whofe envious Gulf did {wallow up his life: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 

My breft can better brook thy Daggers point, 

Than can my Earsthat Tragick Hiltory. 

But wherefore doft thoacome ? Is’t for my Life ? 
Rich, Think ft thou lam an Executioner ? 
Hen. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art, 

{f murthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thou art an Executioner? 

Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his prefumprion. 

Hen. Hadit thou been kild when firft thou didft pre- 
Thou had’ft not liv’d to kill a Son of mine: (fume 
And thus 1 prophefie that many a thoufand, f 
Which now miftroft no parcel of my fear, 

And many an Old-mans figh, and many a Widows, 

And many an Orphans Water-ftandin “eye, 

Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 

And Orphans, for their Parents timelefs death, 

Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft born, 

The Owl fhriek’d atthy birth, an evil fign, 

The Night-Crow cry’d, aboding lucklefs time, 

Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempeft fhook down Trees: 

The Raven rook’d her on the Chimnies top, 

And chatt’ring Pies in difmal Difcords fung : 

Thy Mother felt more than a Mothers pain, 

And yet brought forth lefs than a Mothers hope, 

To wit, an indigefted deform’d lump, 

Not like the fruit of foch a goodly Tree. 

Teeth had’ft thou in thy head, when thou was?t bora 

To fignifie, thou cam’ft to bite the world: 

And if the reft be true which I have heard, 

Thou cam’ft 

Rich. Ple hear no more: 

Die Prophet in thy fpeech, 

For this (among’ft the reft) was I ordain’d. 

Hen. J, and for much more flaughter after this; 

O God forgive my fins, and pardon thee. C 

Rich, What ? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted. 
sce how my Sword weeps for the poor Kings death. 

O may fuch purple tears be alway fhed 

From thofe that with the downfal of our Houfe. 

If any fpark of life be yet remaining: 

Down, down to Hell, and fay I fent thee thither. 

(Stabs him again, 





(Stabs him, 


Dies. 


I that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 

Indeed "tis true that Henrycold me of: 

For I have often heard my Mother fay, 

I came into the world with my Legs forward, 

Had I not reafon (think ye) to make haft, 

And feek their Ruine, that ufurp’d our Right ? 

The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cry’d, 

O Jefus blefs us, he is born with Teeth, 

And fo | was, which plainly fignified, 

That! fhould fnarle, and bite, and play the Dog: 

Then fince the Heavens have fhap’d my body fo, 

Let Hell make crook’d my Mind to anfwer it. 

I haveno Brother, I amlikeno Brother : 

And this word [Love] which Gray-beards call Divine, 

Be refidentin Men like one another, 

And not inme: lammy felfalone. 

Clarence beware, thou keep’ft me from the light, 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee- 

For 1 will buz abroad fuch Prophecies, 

That Edward hall be fearful of his life, 

And then to purge his fear, I’le be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 

Clarence thy turn is next, and then the reft. - 
s Counting 


SONA e a 
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Counting my felf but bad, tilll be beft. 
Ple throw thy body in another room, 
And triumph Henry in thy day of Doom. 


Enter King, Queen, Clarence, Richard, Haftings, Narfe. 
and Attendants. 


King. Once more we fitia Enngland’s Royal Throne, 
| Re-purchas’d with the blood of Enemies : 

| What valiant Foe-men, like to Agtumns Corn, 

Have we mow’d down in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes of Somerfer, threefold Renown, 

For hardy and undoubted Champions : 

Two Clifford’s, as the Father and the Son, 

And two Northumberland’s: two braver Men, 

Ne’re {purr’d their Courfers at the Trumpets found. 


With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Mount ague, 


That in their Chains fetter’d the Kingly Lion, 
And madethe Forreft tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we {wept Sufpition from our Seat, 
And made our footi{tool of Security. 

Come hither Bef, andlet me kils my Boy: 
Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my {elf, 
Have in our Armors watch’d the Winter night, 
Went all afoot in Summers fcalding hear, 

That thou might’ft repoflefs the Crown in peace, 
And of our Labours thou fhalt reap the gaino. 


[Exir. 
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Rich. Ple blaft his harveft, if yoor Head were laid, 
For lyet am not look’d onin the world. 
This Shoulder was ordain’d fo thick, to heave, 
And heave it fhali fome weight, or break my back, 
_ URE the way, a fhall execute. 
ing. rence and Glofter, love my Jove ueen 
And kifs your Princely Nephew, Brothers beh 
Clar. Theduty that I owe your Majefty, 
[ Seal upon the lipsof this fweet Babe. 
King. Thanks, Noble Clarence, wotthy Brother, thanks 
Xi, And that! lovethe Tree from whence thou fprang’ft 
Witnefs the loving kifs I give the Fruit - i 
To fay the truth, fo Juda kift his Matter, 
And cried, all hail, when as he meant all harm. 
King. Now am | feated as my Soul delights, 
Having my Countries peace, and Brothers Joves. 
Clar. What will your Grace have done with Margaree? 
Reynard her Father, to the King of Freace 
Hath pawn’d the Sicels and Ferufalem, 
And hither have they fent it for her Ranfom. 
King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France : 
And now whiat refts, but that we {pend the time 
With Stately Triumphs, mirthful Comick hhews, 
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel fower annoy, 
For here l hope begins our lafting joy. (Exeune omnes. 
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TRAGEDY 
RICHARD M: 


With the Landing of the 


EARL of RICHMOND, 


And the 


Battel at 


BOSWORTH FIELD. 





Aflus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 





Emer Richard Duke of Glofter, folus. 
Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
Made glorious Summer by this Son of York: 
And all the Clouds that lowr’d upon our Honfe 
In the deep bofom of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with Victorious Wreaths, 
Onr bruifed arms hung up for Monuments ; 
Our ftern Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings ; 
Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meafures. 
Grim-vifag’d War, hath {mooth’d his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
To fiight the Souls of fearful Adverfaries, 
He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, 
To the lafcivious pleafing of a Late. . 
But I, that am not fhap’d for {portive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous Looking: glafs : 
{, that am rudely ftampt, and want Love’s Majefty, 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph: 
1, that am curtail’d of this fair Proportion, 
Cheated of Feature by diflembling Nature, 
Deform’d, unfinifh’d, fent before my time 
Into this breathing World, fcarce half made up, 
And that fo lamely and unfafhionable, 
That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them : 
Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 
Have no delight to pafs away the time,’ 
Unlefs to fee my Shadow in the Sun, 
And defcant on mine own Deformity. 
And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 
To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days, 
I am determined to prove a Villain, 





And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 
Plots have I laid, Induĉtions dangerous, 

By drunken Prophecies, Libels, and Dreams, 
To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againft the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and juft, 

As I am Subtle, Falfe, and Treacherous, 

This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew’d up ; 
Abont a Prophecy, which fays that G 

Of Edward's Heirs the murtherer fhal] be. 

Dive thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes 


Enter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. 


Brother, gocd day : What means this armed Guard 
That waits upon your Grace ? 
Cla. His Majelty tendring my perfons fafety, 
Hath appointed this Conduct to convey me to th? Tower. 
Rich. Upon what canfe ? 
Cla. Becanfe my name is George. 
Rich. Alack, my Lord, that i is none of yours: 
He fhould for that commit your Grandfathers. 
O belike, his Majelty hath fome intent, 
That you fhouldbe new Chriftned in the Tower. 
But what’sthe matter, Clarence, may 1 know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard, when! know: but l prote 
As yet Ido not: Brt as I can learn, 
He hearkensafter Prophecies, and Dreams, 
And from the Crofs-row plocks the letter G : 
And fays, a Wizard told him, that by G, 
His ifue dif ınherited thould be. 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought that l am he. 
Thefe 
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Thefe (asf learn) and fuch toyes asthefe, 
Have mov’d his Highnefs to comnit me now. 
Rich, Why this itis, when Menare rul’d by Women. 
Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 
My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, “tis fhe, 
That tempts himto this harfh Extremity. __ 
Was itnot fhe, and that good Man of Worhhip, 
Anthony Woodvil her Brother there, 
That made him fend Lord Haftings to the Tower ? 
From whence this prefent day he is delivered. 
Weare not fafe, Clarence, we are not fafe. 
Cla, By Heaven, Ithink there isnoman fecure 
But the Queens Kindred, and night. walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftrefs Shore, 
Heard you not what an humble Supplianc 
Lord Haftings was for his delivery ? 
Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deity 
Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty. 
Pie tell you what, | think it ts our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To beher'Men, and wear her Livery: 
The jealous o’re- worn Widow, and her felf, 
Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Gollips inour Monarchy. 
Bra. \befeech yonr Graces both to pardon ine, 
His Majelty hath ftraightly given in charge, 
That no Man Mall have private Conference 
(Of what degree foever) with your Brother. 
Rich, Even fo, and pleafe your worlhip, Brakendury, 
You may partake ofany thing we fay: 
We fpeak no Treafon, man, we fay the King 
Is Wife and Vertuous, andhis Noble Queen 
Well {trook in years, fair, and not jealous. 
We fay, that Shore’s Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
Acherry Lip, a bonny Eye, apafing pleafing Tongue: 
And that the Queen’s Kindred are made Gentle-folks. 
How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this ? 
Bra, With this(my Lord) my felf have nought to do. 
Rich. Naught to do with Miltrefs Shore ? 
I cell thee, Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beft to do it fecretly alone. 
Bra, What one, my Lord ? 
Rich. Her Husband, Knave, would’{t thou betray me? 
Bra. \ do befeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withal forbear 
Your Conference with the noble Duke. 
Cla. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 
Rich. We are the Queen’s Abjects, and muft obey. 
Brother farewel, 1 willuntothe King, 
And whatfoe’re-you will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Fdward’s Widow, Sifter, 
I will perform it to infranchife you. 
Mean time, this deep difgrace of Brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Cla. | know it pleafeth neither of us well. 
Rich. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long, 
I will deliver you, or elfe lye for you - 
Mean time have patience. 
Cla, { muft perforce: farewel: [Exir Cla. 
RicheGo tread the path that thou fhale ne’re return: 
Simple plain Clarence, { do love thee fos 
Thatl will fhortly fend thy Soul to Heaven, 
If Heaven will take the Prefent atour hands; 
Buc who comeshere? thenew delivcred Haftings ? 


Enter Lord Haltings. 

Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 

Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain : 
Well are you welcome to this open Air, 
How hath your Lordhhip brook’d Imprifonment ? 

Haft. With patience (noble Lord) as Prifoners muft : 
But I fhall live(my Lord) to give them thanks 
That were the caufe of my Imprifonment.: 

Rich. No doubt, no doubt, and fo fhall Clarence too, 
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For they that were your Enemies are his, 
And have prevail’d as much on him, as you. 

Haft, More pity, that the Eagles fhould be mew’d, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at liberty. 

Rich, What news abroad p 

Haft. No news fo bad abroad as this at home: 
The King is fickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his Phyfi:ians fear him mightily. 

Rich. Now by Saint Fobr, that news is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an evil Diet long, 
And over-much confumed his Royal Perfon; 
"Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he, in his Bed ? 

Haft, He is. 

Rich. Go youbefore, and I will follow you. 


(Exit Haftings. 
He cannot live I hope, and muft not dye, 
Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe up to Heaven. 
Ple in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
V Vhich lies well fteel’d with weighty arguments, 
And if I fail nor in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leavethe World for me to buftle in. 
Forthen, Ple marry Warwick's youngeft Daughter, 
What though! killd her Hasband, and her Father 
The readielt way to make the Wench amends, 
Is to become her Husband and her Father : 
The which willl, notall fo much fer Love, 
Asfor another fecret clofe intent, 
By marrying her, which 1] muft reach unto, 
Butyet] run before my Horfe to Market- 
Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill lives and raigns, 
When they are gone, then muft} count my gains. (Exit. 
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Scena Secunda, 


Enter the Coarfeof Henry the Sixth, with Halberds to guard 
it, Lady Anne being the Monrner, 


Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load, 
If Ronour may be hrowded in a Herfe; 
Whilft 1 a-while obfequioufly lament 
Thuntimely fallof Vertuous Laxcafter. 
Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale afhes of the Houfe of Lancaffer ; 
Thou bloodlels Remnant of that Royal Blood, 
Be it lawful that | invocate thy Ghoft, 
To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, 
VVife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Stab’d by the felffame hand that made thefe wounds, 
Loe, in thefe V Vindows that let forth thy Life, 
{ pour the helplefs Balm of my poor Eyes. 
O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes - 
Curfed the Heart, that had the heart todoit: 
Curfed the Blocd, that let this blood from hence, 
Moredireful hap betide that hated wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than can wifhto V Volves, toSpiders, Toads, 
Orany creeping venom’d thing that lives. 
[fever he have Child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
VVhofe ugly and unnatural Afpect 
May fright the hopeful Mother atthe view, 
And that be Heir to his unhappinefs. 
fever he have V Vife, let her be made 
More miferable by the death of him, 
Than lam made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards Chert/ey with your holy Load, 
Taken from Paxls to be interred there. 
And fillas you are weary of this weight, 
Reft you, ——— King Aenry’s Coarfe, 
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Enter Richard Duke of Glofter. 


Rich, Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fet it down. 


_ Anne, What black Magician conjures u p this Fiend, 
‘To ftop devoted charitable deeds ? 
` Rich. Villains, fet down the Coarfe 
.PIcmake a Coarte of him that difobsys. 
Gen. My Lord, ftand back, and let the Coffin pafs. 
Rich. Unmanner’d-Dog, 
Stand thou when l command : 
Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaft, 
Or by St. Panl, le ftrike thee to. my Foot, 
Aad {porn ppan thee, Beggar, for thyboldnefs. 
nne. What do you tremble? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, | blame you not, for you are Mortal, 
And Mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 
Avant tbou dreadfol Minifter of Hell ; 
Thou had'ft but power over his Mortal Body, 
His Soul thou canft not have , therefore be gone. 
Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not fo curit. 
Anne. Foul Devil, l ; 
For God’s fake,hence, and trouble us not,. 
For thou hait made the happy Earth thy Hell: 
FilPd it with curfing crics, and deep exclaims: 
| If thou delight to view thy haincus deeds, 
Behold this patrern of thy Butcheries. 
Oh Gentlemen, fee, fee dead Henry's wousds 
Open their congeal’d moutlis, and bleed a-frebh. 
Bluth; blufh, thou lump of foul Deformity : 
Fortis thy prefence that exhales this Blood 
From cold and empty Veins, where no blocd dwells, 
Thy deeds inhumane and unnatural 
Provoke this Deluge moft unnatural. 
O God! which this Blood mad’ft, revenge his Death: 


; or by St. Paul, 


‘O Earth! which this Blood drink’ft, revengehis Death. 
Either Heav’n with Lightniog ftrike the Murth’rer dead, 


Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him yuick, 
As thou doft fwallow up this good Kings Blood, 
Which this Hell-govern’d arm hath butchered. 
Rich, Lady; you know no Rules of Charity, 
‘Which renders good for bad, Bleflings for Curfes. 
Anne, Villain, thou know’ft nor law of God nor Man, 
No Beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. 
Rich, But I know none, and therefore am no Beaft, 
Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth! 
Rich. More wonderful, when Angels are foangry: 
Vouchfafe (divine perfeQion of a Woman) 
-Of thefe fuyppofed Crimes, to give me leave, 
By circumftance, but to acquit my felf. 
Anns. Vouchfafe (diftus’d infection of a Man) 
Of thefc known evils, but to give me leave 
By circumftance, to curfe thy carfed Self. 
Rich, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felf. 
' “Anne, Fouler than heart can think thee, 
Thou can’t make no excufe currant, 
But to hang thy felf. . 
‘’ Rich. By fuch defpair, I fhould accufe my Klf. 
: Anne, And by defpairing fhalt thou ftand excufed, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felf, 
That did’f{t unworthy flanghter upon others. 
> Rich, Say, that I flew them not. 
Anne. Then fay, they were not flain : 
‘But dead they are, and, devilifh flave, by thce. 
'.” Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband. 
Anne. Why then he is alive. | 
Rich. Nay, he is dead, and flainby Edward’s hands. 
Jane. In thy foul Throat thou lyf, 
Queen Miargaret iaw 
Thy murd’rous Faulchion fmoaking in his Plood: 
The which thou once did’ft bend againft her Breaft, 
But that thy Brothers beat alide the point. 
Rec . | was provok’d by her fland’rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs fhoulders. 
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Did it to help thee to a better Husband. 
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Am. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind 
That never dreamt on Ought E Butcherves at 
Did’ft thou not kill this King ? 

Rich. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dok grant me, 
Then God grant me too, 
Thou may’it be damn’d for that wicked deed: 
O he was gentle, mild, and vertuous. 


Hedg-Hog, 


Rich, Let him thank me that holp to fend bim thither: 
For he was fitter for that. place in Earth. — 

one. And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 

Rich. Yes one place elfe, if youwill hear me name it. 

“inne, Some Dungeon. 

ga = Pedang, 

ane. ll reft betide the Chamber wher à 

Rich. So will it, Madam, —" 

Anne. J hope fo. 

Rich. I know fo. But gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 
And fall fomething intoa flower method, 
Isnot the Caufer of the timelef deaths 
OF thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward 
As blameful as the Executioner ? ; 

Anne, Thou waft the Caufe, and moft accurft effect. 

Kich, Your Beauiy was the caufe of that effect: 
Your Beauty that did haunt me in my flee 
To undertake the Death of all the World, 

So I might live one hour in your fweet Bofome. 

Anne. If I thought that, | tell thee, Homicide, 

Thefe Nails fhould rent that Beauty from my Cheeks. 

__ Rich. Thefe Eyes could not endure that Beauties wrack, 
You fhould nor blemifh it, if 1 ftood by ; 
Asall the world ts cheered by the Sun, 
Sol by that: itis my day, my life. 

“in.Black nighto°re-fhade thy day, and death thy life. 

Rich, Curfe not thy felf, fair Creature, 
Thou art both. 

Anne, Y would I were, tobe reveng’d on thee. 

Rich, It is a quarrel moft unnatural, i 
Tobe reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable, 

To be reveng’d on him that kild my Husband. 
Rich, He that bereft thee, Lady of thy Husband. 


till Iye with you. 


Anne. His better doth.not breathe upon the Earth. 
Rich. He lives, that loves thee better than he could. 
Anne, Name him. 

Rich, Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why that was he. ` 

R.ch, The felf-fame name, but one of better Nature, 
Anne. Where ishe ? 

Rich. Here : 

Why doft thou fpit at me? 
Anne, Would it were mortal poifon for thy fake. 
Rith,, Never came poifon from fo fweet a place. 
Anne, Never hung poifon on a fouler Toad. 

Out of my fight, thou dolt infect mine Eyes. 

Rich. Thine Eyes (fweet Lady) have infected mine. 
Anne, Would they were Bafilisks, to ftrike thee dead. 
Rich. I would they were, that might dye at once: 

For now they kill me with a living Death. 

Thofe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tears 5 

Sham’d their Afpects with ftore of childifh drops: 

Thefe Eyes which never fhed remorfeful Tear, 

Neo, when my Father York, and Edward wept. 

To hear. the piteous moan that Ratland mace 

When black-fac’d Clifford hook his Sword at him. 

Nor when my Warlike Father, like a Child, 

Told the fad {tory of my Father’s Death, 

And twenty times made panfe to fob and weep, 

That all the ftanders by had wet their Cheeks, 

Like Trees be-dafh’d with rain: in that fad time, 


[Spits at him, 


Rich, The better for the King of Heaven that hath him. 
Anne. He isin Heaven where thou fhalt never come. 
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My manly Eyes did {corn an humble Tear : 
And what thefe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
[ never fued to Friend, nor Enemy : 
My Tongue could never learn {weet {moothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, 
My proud Heart fues, and prompts my Tongue to fpeak. 
[She looks fcornfully at him. 
Teach not thy Lip fuch fcorn, forit was made 
For killing, Lady, not for fuch contempt. 
If thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 
Loe here I lend thee this fharp-pointed Sword, 
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true Breaft, 
And fet the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 
í lay it naked to the deadly ftroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 
(He lays his Breaft open, fhe offers at it with his Sword. 
Nay, do not panfe: for I did kill King Hexry, 
But twas thy Beanty that provoked me. 
Nay, now difpatch: ? Twas I that ftab’d young Edward, 
But °twasthy Heavenly Face that fet me on. 
{She falls the Sword. 
Take up the Sword again, ortake up me. 
Anne. Arife Diflembler, though! wifh thy Death, 
I will not be thy Executioner. 

Rich, Then bid me kill my felf, and I will doit. 

Anne. 1 have already. 

Rich, That was in thy Rage : 

Speak it again, and even with thy word, 

This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, killa far truer Love, 

To both their Deaths fhalt thou be acceffary. 

Anne. | would | knew thy Heart. 

Rich, *Yisfigur’d in my Tongue. 

Ane. \ fear me, both are falfe. 

Rich, Then never Man was true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your Sword. 

Rich, Say ther, my Peace is made. 

Anne, That fhalt thou know hereafter. 

Rich, But fhall I live in hope? 

Anne. All men I hope live fo. 

Vouchfafe to wear this Ring. 

Rich, Look how thy Ring encompaffeth my Finger, 
fiven fo thy Breaft inclofeth my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 

And if thy poor devoted Servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doft confirn: this happinefs for ever. 

Anne. What is it? 

Rich, That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad Defigns 
To him that hath moft caufe to be a Mourner, 

And prefently repair to Crosby Houfe : 
Where (after I have folemuly interr’d 

At Chertfey Monaft’ry this Noble King, 

And wet his Grave with my Repentant Tears) 
I will with all expedient duty fee you. 

For divers unknown Reafons, 1 befeech you, 
Grant me this Boon. 

Anne. With all my Heart, and much it joys me too, 
To fee youare become fo penitent. 

Treffel and Barkley, go along with me. 

Rich. Bid me farewel. 

Anne. ?Tis more than you deferve : 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine! have faid farewel already. [ Ex. two 
Gent, Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord ? -E 
Rich. Now to IVhite-Fryers, there attend my coming. 
` (Exs Coarfe. 


with Anne. 


Wasever Woman in this hamour Woo'd ? | 

Wasever woman inthishumourwon? | 
‘Ple have her, but I will not keep her long. 
What? f have kill’d her Husband, and his Father, 
Totake her in her hearts extreameft hate, 
With Curfes in her Mouth, tears in ber Eyes, 
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The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by, 
Having God, her Confcience, and thefe bars againft me, 
And I no Friends to back my fuit withall, 
But the plain Devil and diflembling looks ? 
a5 yet to winher ? Allthe World to nothing. 
ah ! 
Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince, 
Edvard, her Lord, whom I (fome three months fince ) 
Stab’d in my angry mood, at Tewksbury ? 


| A fweeter anda lovelier Gentleman, 


Fram’d in the prodigality of Nature , 

Young, Valiant, Wife, and (nodoubt) right Royal, 
The {pacious world cannot again afford, 

And will fhe thus abafe her Eyeson me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince, 
And made her Widow to a woful Bed ? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moytie? 

On me, that halts, and am mifhapen thus ; 


‘| My Dukedome to a beggarly Denier ? 


Ido miftake my perfon all this while: 
Upon my life fhe finds, (although i cannot) 
My f:lf to bea marv’lons proper man. 

le bc atcharges fora Looking-glafs, 

And entertain a fcore or twoof Taylors, 
To ftady Fafhions to adorn my Body - 
Since l am crept in favour with my felf, 

I will maintain it with fome little coft, 

But firft 1’le turn yon fellow in his Grave, 
And then return lamenting to my Love. 
Shine out, fair Sun, till 1 have bought a Glafs, 


That I may fee my Shadow as l pafs. [ Exe. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter the Queen Mother, Lord Rivers; and Lord Gray. 


Riv, Have patience,Madam,there is no doubt his Majefty 

Will foon recover his accuftom’d health. 

Gray, Inthat you brook it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for God’s fake entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 

Queen, If he were dead, what would betide on me ? 

Gray. Noother harm, but lofs of fucha Lord. 

Qu. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes al! harms. 

Gray. The Heavens have bleft you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter, when he is gone. 

Qu. Rh! heis young ; and his Minority 
Is put unto thetruft of Rechard Glofter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Kyv, Is it concluded he fhall be Protector ? 

Ct It isdetermin’d, not concluded yet: 
But{oit muftbe, if the King mifcarry. 


Enter Buckingham and Derby. 


Gray. Here comes the Lord of Buckingham and Derby, 
Buck, Good time of day unto your Royal Grace. 
Derb.God make your Majefty joyful,as you have been. 
Qu. The Countefs Richmond, good my L. of Derby, 

To your good Prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen. 

Yet Derby, notwithftanding the’s your Wife, 

And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aflur’d, 

l hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
Derb. 1 do befeech you, either not believe 

The envious Slanders of her falfe Accufers : 

Or if fhe be accus’d on true report, 


_ | Bear with her weaknefs, which I think proceeds. 
1 From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 


Qx, Saw you the King to day, my Lord of Derby ? 

Derb. But now the Duke of Buckingham and |, 
Are come from vifiting his Majefty. 

Qu. E hat likelihood of his amendment, Lords ? 

r2 
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amanenna eee > 
Buck, Madam, good hope, his Grace fpeaks chearfully. | Thana great Queen, with this condition, 
Qs. God grant him health, did you confer with him ? | To be fo baited, fcorn’d, and ftorm’dat, 


Buck, 1, Madam, defires to make atonement, 
Between the Duke of Glofter, and your Brothers, 
And between them, and my Lord Chamberlain, 
And fent to warn them to his Royal prefence. 

Qu. Would allwere well, but that will never be, 
I fear our happinefs is at the height. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Theydo me wrong, and I will not endure it, 
Who is it that complains unto the King, 

Thatl (forfooth) am ftern, and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly, 
That fill his Ears with fuch diffentious Rumors. 
Becaufe | cannot flatter, and look fair, 

Smile in Mens Faces, {mooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods, and Apith Courcefie, 

I muft be held a rancorous Enemy. 

Cannot a plain Man sive, and think noharm, 

But thus his fimple truth muft be abus’d, 

With filken, flye, infinuating Jacks ? 

Gray. To whom in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace ? 
Rich. Tothee, that haft nor Honefty nor Grace: 
When have f injur’d thee ? When done thee wrong ? 

Or thee ? orthee? or any of your Faction ? 

A Plague upon you al). His Royal Grace 

(Whom God preferve, better than you would with) 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 

But you muft trouble him with lew’d Complaints. 

Qu. Brotherof Glofter, you miffakethe matter : 
The King on his own Royal difpofition, 

(And not oe by any Suitor elfe) 

Aiming (belike) at your interior hatred 

That in your outward action fhews it fel 
_Againft my Children, Brothers, and my Self, 

Makes him to fend, that he may learn the ground. 
Rich. | cannot tell, the world is grown fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch. 

Since every Jack became a Gentleman, 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a Jack. 

Qx.Come,come,we know your meaning,Brother Glofter, 
You envy my advancement, and my Friends - 

God grant we never may have necd of you. 

Rich. Mean time, God grants thatI have need of you. 

Our Brother is imprifon’d by your means, 

My felfdifgracd, and the Nobility 

Held in contempt, while great Promotions 

Are daily given to encble thofe 

That fcarce fome two days fince were worth a Noble. 
Qu. By hin that rais’d me to this careful height, 

From that contented hap which I enjoy’d. 

I never did incenfe his Majefty 

Againft the Duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earneft Advocate to plead for him. 

My Lord, you do mefhameful injury, 

Falfely to draw mein thefe vile fufpects. 

Rich. You may deny that you were not the mean 
Of my Lord Hahtings ate imprifonment. 

Riv. She may, my Lord, for 

Rich. She may, Lord Rivers, why who knows not fo? 
She may do more, Sir, then denying that: 

She may help you to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 

And lay thofe Honours on your high defert. 
What may fhe not ? fhe may, I marry may fhe. 

Riv. What marry may fhe ? i 

Rich. What marry may fhe ? Marry witha King, ©- 
A Batchelor, and a handfom ftripling too, ‘ 
| wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

Qu. My Lord of Glofter, 1 have too long born 
Your bluntupbraidings, and your bitter fcoffs: 

By Heaven, I will acquaint his Majefty 
Of thofe grofs taunts that oft! have endur’d. 
1 had rather be a Country fervant Maid 





Small joy have I in being England’s Queen, 


Enter old Queen Margaret. 


Mar. Andlefsned be that finall, 
Thy Honour, State, and Seat, 
Rich. What ? 


all, God I befeech him, 
is due to me. 
threat you me with telling of the King ? 


| 1 will avouch’t in prefence of the King : 


I dare adventure to be fent to th? Tower, 
*T is time to fpeak, 
My pains are quite forgot. 
Margaret. Out Deyil, 
I do remember them too well : 
Thov kild’ft my Husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward my poor Son, at Tewksbury. 
Rich, E’re you were Queen, 
I, or your Husband King : 
| was a pack-horfe in his reat Affairs: 
A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his Friends, 
To Royalize his blood, .1 fpent mine own. 
Margaret. 1, and much better blood 
Than his or thine. 
Rich. In all which time, you and your Husband Gray 
Were faCtious for the Houfe of Lancafter ; 
And Rivers, fowere you: was not your Husband, 
In Margaret’s Bartel, at Saint Albans, lain ? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
What you have been e’rethis, and what you are : 
Withall, what I have been, and what I am. 
Q. M. A murth’rous Villain, and fo ftill chou art, 
Rich, Poor Clarence did forfake his Father Warwick, 
I, and forfwore himfelf (which Jefu pardon.) 
Q, M. W hich God revenge. 
Rsch. To fight on Edward’s party, for the Crown, 
And for hismeed, poor Lord, heis mewed up: 
I would to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 
Or Edward’s, foftand pitiful, like mine ; 
I am too childifh foolifh for this World. | 
Qu. JM4.Hye thee to Hell for fhame,and leave this world 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy Kingdom is. t 
Riv, My Lord of Glofter : in thofe bufie days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
We follow’d then our Lord, our Soveraign King, 
So fhould we you, if you would be our King. 
Rich. lft fhould be ? I had rather be a Pedier : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof. 
Qu. Aslittle joy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
You fhould enjoy, were you this Countries King, 
As little joy you may fuppofe in me, 
Thart l enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 
Q. M. A litule joy enjoys the Queen thereof. 
For 1 am fhe, and altogether joylefs. 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Hear me, you wrangling Pyrats that fall out, 
In fharing that which you have pill'd from me: 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me? 
Ifnot, that 1 am Queen, you bow like Snbjects; 
Yet that by you depos’d, you quake like Rebels. 
Ah gentle Villain do not turn away. 
Rs.Foul wrinckl’d Witch,what mak’ft thou in my fight ? 
Q.M. But repetition of what thon haft marr’d, 
That will I make, before let chee go. 
Rich. V Ver’t thou not banifhed on pain of Death ? 
Q. M. 1 was: but! do find more pain in banifhment, 
Than death can yicld me here, by abode. 
A Husband and a Son thon ow’ft to me, 
And thou a Kingdom, all of yoa allegiance: 
This Sorrow that I have by right is yours, 
And all the Pleafures you ufurp are mine. 
Rich. The Curfe my Noble Father laid on thee, 
V V hen thon did’ft Crown his warlike Brows with ey 
n 
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And with chy fcorns drewft Rivers from his Eyes, 
And chen to dry them, gav{tche Duke a Clout, 
Steep’d inthe faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland : 
His Curfes chen from bitcernefs of Soul, 
Denounc’d againft thee, are fal’ upon thee : 
And God, not we, have plagued thy bloody Deed. 
Qu. So juft is God, to right the innocent. 
Haft. O, ’twas the fouleft deed to fay that Babe, 
And the moft mercilefs that e’re was heard of. 
Riv, Tyrantsthemfelves wept, when it was reported. 
Dorf. No man but prophefied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. 
“ Q.M. What ? were you fnarling all before | came, 
Ready to catch each other by the Throat, 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did Yorks dread Curfe prevail fo much with Heaven, 
That Hexry’s Death, my lovely Edward’s Death, 
Their Kingdoms lofs, my woful Banifhment, 
Should all but anfwer for that peevifh Brat ? 
Can Curfes pierce the Clouds and enter Heaven ? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curfes. 
Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your Kiug, 
Asours by Murther to make him a King. 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Hales, 
For Edward our Son that was Prince of Wales, 
Dye in his Youth, by like untimely violence. 
Thy felf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched {elf : 
Long may’ft thou live, to wail thy Children’s death, 
And feeanother, as! fee thee now, 
eck’d in thy Rights, as thou art ftall’d in mine. 
Long dye thy happy days, before thy Death, 
And after many length’ned hours of grief, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Exgland’s Queen. 
Rivers and Dor fer, you were ftanders by, 
And fo waft thou, Lord Haftings, when my Son 
Was ftabb’d with bloody Daggers: God, ! pray him, 
| That none of you may live his natural age, 
But by fome un-laok’d-for accident cut off. 
Ric.Have dore thy Charm,thou hateful wither’d Hag. 
Q.M. And leave outthee?{tayDog, for thou halt hear me. 
If Heaven have any grievous plague in florc, 
Exceeding thofe that] can wifh upon thee, 
O ler them keep it, til! thy fins be ripe, 
And then huri down their Indignation 
On thee, thetroubler of tle poor World’s peace. 
The wormof Confcience ftillbe-gnaw thy Soul, 
Thy Friends fufpect for Traytors while thou liv’ft, 
And take deep Traytors for thy deareit Friends : 
No fleep clofe up that deadly Eyc of thine, 
Unlefs ic be while fome tormenting Dream 
Affright thee witha Hellof ugly Devils. 
Thou elvifh, markt, aborzive rooting Hog, 
Thou that waft feal’d in thy Nativity 
| The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: 
Thou flander of thy heavy Mothers Womb, 
Thou loathed Iflue of chy Fathers loyns, 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detefted —— 
Rich, Margaret, 
Q. M. Richard. Rich, Hat 
Q. M. \ call theenot. 
Rich, 1 cry thee mercythen: for! did think, 
That thou hadft call’d me all thefe bitter names. 
Q.M. Why fol did, but look’d for no reply. 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe. 
* Rich, °Tis done by me, and ends in Afzrgaret, 
Thus have you breath’d your Curfe againft your felf. 
Q. M.Poor painted Queen,vain flourihh of my Fortune, 
Why ftrew’ft thou Sugar on that Bottel’d Spider, 
Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool, thou whete’fta Knife to kill thy felf : 
The day will come, that thon fhalc with for me, 
To help thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-back’d Toad. 
Haft. Falfeboading Woman, endthy frantick Curfe, 


Leit tochy harm chou move our patience. 
Q. M. Foul hame upon you, you have all mov’d mine. 
Rs. Were you well ferv’d,you would be taught yonr duty. 
, M. To ferve me well, you all fbould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subje&s« 
O ferveine well, and tcach your {elves that duty. 
Lorf. Difpute not with her, the is Lunatick, 
Q. M. Peace, Mafter Marquefs, youare malapert, 
Your fire-new ftamp of Honour is fcarce corrant. 
O that your young Nobility can judge 
What *twere tolofe it, and be miferable. 
They that ftand high havé many blafts to thake them 
And if they fall, they dafh chemfelves to pieces. : 
Rich. Good Counfel marry, learn it, learn it, Marquefs. 
Dor. it touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
Rich. |, and much more: but { was bora fo high: 
Our ayrie buildeth in che Cedar’s top, 
And dallies with the wind, and {corns the Sun. 
Mar. And turns the Sun to fhade : afas, alas, 
Witnefs my Son now in the fhade of death, 
W hofe bright out-thining Beams, thy cloudy Wrath 
Hath in Eternal Darknefs folded up. 
Your ayry buildeth in our ayries Nett : 
O God, that feeft, it do por fuffer it, 
As itis won with bloed, loft be it fo. 
Buck, Peace, peace for Shame, if not for Charity. 
Mar. Urge neither Charity, nor Shame to me- 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And fhamefully my hopes (by you) are batcher’d. 
My Charity is outrage, Life my shame, 
And iv that hame, {till live my forrows cage. 
Buck, Have done, have done. 
Mar, © Princely Buckingham, Vie kifsthy hand, 
ln fign of League and Amity with thee: 
Now fair befall thee, aud thy Noble honfe : 
Thy Garments are aot fpotted with our blood: 


Nor thou within the compafs of my Curfe. 


Buck, Nor no one here: for Curfes never pafs 
The lips of thofe that breathe them in the Air. 

Mar, \ willnot think buc they afcend the Sky, 
And there awake God’s gentle fleeping Peace. 
O Buckingham, take heed of yondet Dog: 
Look-when he fawns, he bites ; and when he bites, 
His venom Tooth will rankleto the death: 
Have not to do with him, beware of him, 


Sin, Death, and Hell have fet their marks on him, 


And all their Mirtfters attend on him. 
Rich. What doth fhe fay, my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck, Nothing that! re{pect, my gracious Lord. 
Mar, What doft thou fcorn me 

For my gentle Counfel ? 

And footh the Devil that I warn thee from. 

O but remember this another day : 

When he fhall fplit thy very heare with Sorrow : 


| And fay poor Adargaret was a Prophetefs : 


Live each of you the fubjects to his hate, 

And heto yours, and a!l of you to Gods. [ Exis. 
Buck, My Hair doth ftand an end to hear her Carfes. 
Rsv, And fo doth mine, I mufe why fhe’s at hberty. 
Rich. | cannot blame her, by God’s holy Mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and J repent 

My part thereof, thati have donc to her. 

Der, 1l never did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich. Yet vou have all the vantage of her wrong : 

I was tao hot, to do fome body good, 


į That is too cold in thinking of it now: 


Marry as for Clarence, he is well repay’d: 
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains, 
God pardon them that are the caule thereof. 
Rrv. A virtuous, and a Chriftian-like conclufion, 
To pray for them that have done {Cathe to us. 
Rich. Sodol ever, being well advi.?J. 
i . (Speaks ro bim felf. 


For had I curft now, 1 had curft my felf. 


Rr 3 Enter 
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Enter Catesby.. 

Cates, Madam, his Majefty doth call for you, _ 
And for your Grace, and yours, my. gracious Lord. 
O. Catesby, E come, Lords will you go with me ? 

Riv. We wait upon your Grace. i 
CExeunt all bue Glofter. 
Rich. Ido thee wrong, and firft begin to brawl. 
The fecret mifchiefs that I fet a-broach, 
‘I lay unto the grievous,charge of others. 
Clarence, whom | indeed have caft in darknefs, 
Ido beweep to many fimple Gulls, : 
‘Namely to Derby, Hajftings, Buckingham 
‘And tell them?cis the Queen, and her Allies 
That ftir the King againft the Duke my Brother. 
‘Now they believe it, and withall whet me 
To be reyeng’d on Rivers, Dorfet, Gray. 
But then I figh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I cloath my naked Villany 
With odd old ends, ftoln forth of Holy Writ, 
And feem a Saint, when moft 1 play the Devil. 
Enter two Murtherers. 
But foft, here come my Executioners, 
How now my hardy ftout refolved’Mates, - 
Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 
Vill, We are,my Lord, and come tohave the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted,where he is. 
Rich. Well thought upon, Ihave it here about me- 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place; 
But, Sirs, be fudden in the Execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and perhaps 
May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
Vill. Tut, tut,- my Lord, we will not ftand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers; be aflur’d, 
We go to ufe our Hands, -and not our Tongues. 
Rich, Your Eyes drop Mill-ftones, when Fools Eyes 
fall Tears. - 
I like you Lads, about your bufine(s ftraight. 
Go, go, difpatch. 


Vill, We will, my Noble Lord. [Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta, 


Enter Clarence and Keeper. 


Keep. Why looks your Grace fo heavily ? 
Cla. O, I have paft a miferable night, 
So full of fearful Dreams, of ugly fights, 
That as I am a Chriftian faithful man, 
I would not {pend another fuch a Night, 
Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days: . 
So full of difmal terrour.was the time, 
Keep. What was your dream,my Lord,I pray you tell me. 
Cla, Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark’d to crofs to Burgundy, 
-And in my company my Brother Glojer, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the Hatches : There we look’d toward England, 
And cited up a thoufand heavy times, 
During the Wars of York and Lancafter, 
That had befal’n us. As he pac’dalong 
Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
Methought that Glofer itumbled,: and in ‘falling 
Straok me (that thought to {tay iim) aver-board, 
[nto the tumbling billows of the Main. 
O Lord, methought what pain it was.to drown, 
What dreadful noife of Water in mine Ears, 
V Vhat fights of ugly Death within mine Eyes. 
| Methoughts, 1 faw a thoufand fearful V Vracks;- 
A thoufand men that Fifhes gnaw’d upon : 
VVedgesof Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 


The Life and Death of Richard the 


Third. 
Ineftimable Stones, unvalaed Jewels 
All {cattered inthe bottom of the Sea: 

Some lay in dead-men’s Sculls, and inthe holes 
Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
As *twere in fcornof Eyes) reflecting Gems, 

That woo'd the flimy bottom of the Deep, 
And mock’d the dead Bones that lay fcattered by. 

Keep. Had you fuch leifure in the time of Death, 
To gaze upon the fecrets of the deep ? 

Cla, Methought I had, and oftendidI ftrive 
To yield the Ghoft: bur ftill the envious. Flood 
Stop’d in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft, and wand’ring Air; 





4 But fmocher’d it within my panting Bulk, 


Who almolt burft to belch it in the Sea. 

Keep. Awak’d you not in this fore Agony ? 

Clar, No, no, my Dream was lengthen’d after life. 
O then, began the Tempeft to my Soul, 
I paft (methought) the Melancholy Flood, 
With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foul, 
Was my great Father-in-law, renowned Warrick, 
Who {pake aloud: What fcourge for Perjar 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence 
And fohe vanifh’d. Then came wand’ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angel, withbright Hair 
DabbI’din Blood, and he fhriek’d out aloud 
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjur’d Clarence, 
That ftabb’d me in the Field by Tewksbury 
Seize onhim Furies, take him unto torment, 
With that (methought) a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron’d me, and howled in mine Ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very Noife, 
I (trembling) wak’d, and fora feafonafter, 
Could not believe, but that 1 was in Hell, 
Such terrible Impreffion made my Dream. 

Keep. No marvel, Lord, though it affrighted you, 
I am afraid (methinks) to hear you tell it. 
Cla, Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done thefe things 

(That now give evidence again{t my Soul) 
For Edwara’s fake, and fee how he requites me. 
O God ‘ if my deep Prayers cannot appeafe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my mifdeeds, 
Yer execute thy wrath in me alone: 
O fpare my guiltlefs Wife, and my poor Children, 
Keeper, | prithee fit by me a while, 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. 

Keep. 1 will,my Lord,God give your Grace good reft. 


Enter Brakenbury the Léeutenant. 


Bra, Sorrow breaks Seafons and repofing hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night: 
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 

An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, 

And for unfelc Imaginations 

They often feel a world of reftlefs Cares: 

So that between their Titles, and low name, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward Fame. 
Enter two Murtherers. 

1. Mur. Ho, who’s here ? 

Bra. What. would’ft thou, Fellow? And how canvit thou 
hither ? 

2. Mur, 1 would {peak with Clarence, and 1 came hither 
on my Legs. | 

Bra. What, fo brief ? 

i, ?Tis better (Sir) than tobe tedious s 
Lèt him fee our Commiffion, and talk no more. 

Bra. l am inthis, commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not reafon what Is meant hereby, 
Becaufel will be guiltlefs from the meaning, 
There liesthe Duke afleep, and there the Keys. 


[ Reads. 


Pile 
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Vleto theKing, and fignife to him, 
That thus I have refign’d to you my charge. 

1, You may, Sir, *tis a point of wifdom: 
Fare you well. 

2. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps ? 

1. No: he'll fay twas done cowardly, when he wakes. 

2, Why he fhall never wake, until the great Judg- 
ment day. A ' 

1. Why then he'll fay, we ftab’d him fleeping. 

2. The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a 
kind of remorfe in me. 

1, What? art thou afraid ? 

2. Not to kill him, having a Warrant. | 
But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which 
| No Warrant can defend me. 

1. [thought thou hadt been refolute. 

2. Sof am, to lect him live. i 

t. Ple back to the Duke of Gloffer, and tell him fo: 
| 2. Nay, pritheeftaya little: —— 

‘I hope this paffionate humour of mine will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty. 

1; How do’ft thou feel thy felf now ? B. 

. Some certain dregsof Confcience are yet within me. 
. Remember the Reward, when the deed’s done. 

. Come, he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 

. Where’s thy Confcience now ? 

. O, in the Duke of Gloffer’s Purfe. 

. When he opens his Purfe to give us our Reward, 
thy Confcience flies out. 

2. *Tis no matter, let ic go: there’s few or none will 
entertain it. 

1, What if it come to thee again ? 
| 2. Ile not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward : 

A Man cannot fteal, but it accufeth him: A Man cannot 
Swear, but it Checks him: A Man cannot lie with his 
Neighbours Wife, but it detects him. ?*Tis a blufhing 
fhamefac’d Spirit, that mutinies in a’Mans bofom: It 
fills a Man full of Obftacles. It made me once reftore a 
| Purfe of Gold that (by chance) I found: It beggars any 
Man that keeps it: It is turn’d out of Towns and Ci- 
ties for a dangerous thing, and evcry Man that means to 
live well, endeavours to truft to himfelf, and live with- 
out it. 

1. *Tis even now at my clbow, perfuading me not to 
kill the Duke. 

2. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him not : 
He would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh. 

1, Lam ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me. 

2. Spoke like a tall Man, that refpects thy Reputation. 
Come, fhall we fall to work ? 

1, Take him on the Coftard, with the Hilts of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmfie-butt in the 
next room. 

2. O excellent device 3 and make a Sop of him. 

1. Soft, he wakes. 

2, Strike. 

1. .No, we'll reafon with him. 

Cla, Where art thou, Kecper ? give me a Cup of Wine. 

2. You fhall have Wine cnough, my Lord, anon. 

Clar. In Gods name, what art thou ? 

1. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not as Lam, Royal. 

1. Nor youas we are, Loyal. 

Cla. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 

1. My voice is nowthe Kings, my looks mine own. 

Cla, How darkly, and how deadly do’ft thou fpeak ? 
Your Eyes do menace ine : why look you pale ? 

Who fent you hither? wherefore do you come ? 

2. To, to, to- 

Clar. To murther me ? 

Both. I, I. 

Clar. You fcarcely have the hearts to tel! me fo. 

Arid therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have] offended you ? 


[ Exit. 
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1. Offended us you have not, but the King. 

Clar. 1 fhall be reconcil’d to him again. 

2. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Clay. Are you drawn forth among a world of Men 
To flay the innocent ? Whar’s my offence ? 

Where is the Evidence that doth accufe me ? 

W hat lawful Queft have given their Verdict up 
Unto the frowning Judge? Or who pronounc’d 
The bitter fentence of poor Clarence’s death ? 
Before 1 be convict by courfe of Law, 

To threaten me with death, is moft unlawful. 

| charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me: 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1, What we will do, wedo upon command. 

2. And he that hath commanded, is our King. 

Cla. Erroneous Vaflals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law oada 
That Thou fhalt do no Murther, Will you then 
Spurn at his Edicts, and fulfil a Mans? 

ake heed , for he holds Vengeance in his hand 
Tohurle upon their heads that break his Law. 

2. And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee 
For falfe forfwearing, and for murther too: 

Thon didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the Houfe of Lancaffer. 

i. And like a Traytor tothe name of God, 
Did’ft break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
“aing? the Bowels of thy Soveraign’s Son. 

2. Whom thou was’t fworn to cherifh and defend. 

1, How canft thou urge Gods dreadful Law to us, 
When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree ? 

Clar. Alas! for whofe fakedid 1 chat ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 
He fends you not to murther me for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O know you yet, he doth it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm : 
He needs no indirect, or Iawlefs courfe, 
To cut off thofe that have offended him. 

1. Who niade thee then a bloody Minifter, 
When gallant fpringing brave Planragener, 

That Princely Novice was {truck dead by thee ? 
Clar. My Brother’s love, the Devil, and my Rage. 

1. Thy Brother’s Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee. 

Cler. lf you do love my Brother, hate not me: 

1 am his Brother, and! love him well. 
If you are hir’d for meed, go back again, 
And I wal fend you tomy Brother Glofer: 
Who hall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
2. You ate deceiv’d, 
Your Brother Gloffer hates you. 
Cle. Ohno, he loves me, and he holds me dear : 


‘Go you to him from me. 


1. 1, fo we will. 

Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely Father York, 
Bleft his three Sons with his victorious Arm, 
He little thought of this divided Fricndfhip: 
Bid Gloffer think on this, and he will weep. 

t. J, Milftones, as he Iefloned us to weep. 

Clar. O do not flander him, for he is kind. 

t. Right, asSnow in Harvett : 
Come, youdeceive your felf, 
Tis hethat fends usto deftroy you here. 

Cla. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg’d me in his Arms, and fwore with fobs, 


| Yhac he would labour my delivery. 


1. Why fo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earths thraldom, to the joys of Heaven. 
2. Make peace with God, for you muft die, my Lord. 
Cla. ave you that holy fecling in your Souls, 
To 
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To counfel me to make my peace with God, Haft. And fo {wear I. 
And are you yet to your own Souls fo blind, King. Now Princely Buckingham, feal thou this League 
That you will War with God, by murd’ring me? With thy embracements to my Wives Allies, 
O Sirs, confider, they that fet you on And make me happy in your unity. 
To do thisdeed, will hate you for the deed. Buck, Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
2. What fhall we do ? Upon your Grace, but with all duteous love, 
Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls: Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Son, With hate in thofe where I expect moft love, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, When I have moft need to imploy a Friend, 
f two fuch murtherers as your felves came to you, And moft affured that he isa Friend, 
Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Were you in my diftrefs. Be he unto me: thisdol beg of Heaven, 
1. Relent? no: ’Yis cowardly and womanifh. When I ain cold in love, to you or yours. [ Embrace. 
Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilifh.. King. A pleafing Cordial, Princely Buckinghazr, 
My Friend, I fpy fome pity in thy looks : Is thisthy Vow unto my fickly heart. 
O, if thine Eye be not a flatterer, There wanteth now our Brother Glafter here, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreat forme, . To make the blsfled Period of this peace. 
A begging Prince what Beggar pities not ? Buck, And in good time, 
2. Look behind you, my Lord. Here comes Sir Richard Ratchff, and the Duke. 
1 Take that,and that,if all this will not do, [Stabs bi. 
Ple drown you in the Malmfey-Butt within. [Exct. Enter Rateliff, avd Glofter. 
2. A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht : i 
How fain (like Pilate) would 1 wahh my hands Rich. Good morrow to my Sovercign King and Queen, 
Of this moft grievous murther. And Princely Peers, a happy time of day. 
Enter 1. Murtherer. King. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day: 


t. How now? what mean’ft thou that thou help’it me | Cloffer, we have done deeds of Charity, 
not? By Heaven, the Duke fhall know how flack you have Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 


been. Between thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peers. 
2. Mur. 1 would he knew, that Lhad fav’d his Brother} Ach. A blefled labour, my moft Sovereign Lord: 
‘Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, Among this Princely heap, if any here 
For I repent me that the Duke is flain. [Exic.} By falle intelligence, or wrong furmife 
1, Afur. Sodo not !: go Coward as thou art. Hold me a Foe: if I unwillingly, or in my rage, 
Well, Vle gohide the Body in fome hole, Have ought committed that is hardly born, 
> Till that the Duke give order for his burial : Yo any in this prefence, I defire 
And when Í have my meed, I will away ; To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. [Exit.|’ Tis death tome to be at Enmity : 


I hate it, and defire all good Mens love. 
Firft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 
e een will — with my duteous fervice, 
; | you my Noble Coufin Buckingham 
Aa Us S ecu nd us. S cena I rina. if ever any grudge were lodg’d a US 
f Of you, and you, Lord Revers and of Dorfer, 
Flourifh. Enter the King fick, the Queen, Lord Marquels, | That all without defert have frown’d on me: 
Dorfet, Rivers, Haftings, Catesby, Buckingham, | Of you Lord Wooduil, and Lord Seales of you, 
Woodvil. | Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
{ donot know that Englishman alive, 
King, Why fo: now have I done a good days work. | With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, 





You Peers continue this united League: More than the Infant that is born to night : 

l, every day expect an Embaflage | I thank my God for my Humility. 

From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. Queen. A Holy day fhall this be kept hereafter : 

And more to peace my Soul hall part to Heaven, | would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 

Since | have made my Friends at peace on earth. My Soverergn Lord, 1 do befeech your Highnefs 

Dor fet and Revers, take each others hand, To takeour Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Diffemble not your hatred, Swear your love. ~ Rich, Why Madam, have I offer’d love for this, 
Riv. By Heaven, my Soul is purg’d from bearing hate, | To be fo flouted in this Royal prefence ? 

And with my hand I feal my true Hearts-love. Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead ? [They 
Haft. So thrive I, as I truly fwear the like. You do him injury to {corn his Coarfe. . all flart. 
King. Take heed you dally not before your King; King. Who knows not he 1s dead ! 

Left he that is the fupreme King of Kings Who knows he is ? 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award Queen, All-feeing Heaven, what a world is this? 

Either of you to be the others end. Buck, Look I fo pale, Lord Dorfer, as the reft ? 
Haft. So profper I, as I fwear perfect love. Dor. |, my good Lord, and no Man in the prefence, 
Riv, And |, as I love Haffings with my heart. =, ~—_ | But his red colour hath forfook his Cheeks. 

King. Madam, your felf is not exempt from this: King. Is Clarence dead? the Order was revers’d. 
Nor you Son Dor fer , Buckingham nor yon 5 Rich. But he (poor Man) by your firft Order died, 
You have been factious one againft the other. And that a winged Meresry did bear: 

Wife, love Lord Aaflings, let him kifs your hand, Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 

And what you do, do it unfeignedly. That come too lagg to fee him buried. 

Queen, There Haftings, ¥ will never more remember {| God grant, that fome lefs Noble, and lefs Loyal, 

Our former hatred, fo thrive 1, and mine. Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 

King. Dorfee, embrace him : Deferve no worfe than wretched Clarence did, 

Haflings, love Lord Marguefs. And yet go currant froin furfpicion. 

Dor, This interchange of love, I here proteft | Enter Earl of Derby. 

Upon my part, fhall be inviolable. Derb. A boon, my Soveraign, for my fervice done. 


King. 
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King. 1 prithee peace, my Soul is full of forrow. 
Derb. 1 wili not rife, unlefs your Highnefs hear me. 
King. Then fay atonce, what is it thou requet’ ft. 
Derb. The forfeit (Soveraign) of my fervants life, 
Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk, 
King. Havel a Tongue to doom my Brothers death ? 
And fhall that Tongue give pardon toa Slave? 
My Brother kill’d no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his punifhment was bitter death. 
Who fued to me for him? Who (in my wrath) 
“Kneel’d at my feet: and bid me be advis’d? 
Who fpoke of Brotherhood? who fpoke in love ? 
Who told me, how the poor Soul did forfake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me: 
Who told me in the Field at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he refcued me: 
And faid, dear Brother live, and bea King ? 
Whotold me, when we both lay in the Field, 
Frozen (almoft) to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his Garments, and did give himfelf 
(Alithin and naked) tothe num cold night? 
All this from my Remembrance, bruitifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and nota Man of you 
Had fo much Grace to put it in my mind. 
But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaflals 
Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac’d 
The pretious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You ftraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 
And I (unpitly too) muft grant it you. 
But for my Brother, not a Man wouldpeak, 
Nor I (ungracious) {peak unto my felf 
For him, poor Soul. The proudeft of you all, 
Have been beholding to him in his life : 
Yet none of you, would ouce beg for his life. 
O God! I fear thy Juftice will take hold 
On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this. 
Come faffings helpme tomy Clofet. 
Ah poor Clarence. [Exeunt fome with K.and Queen. 
Rich. Thisis the fruits of rafhnefs : Mark’t you nor, 
How that the kindred of the Qucen 
Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’s death ? 
O! they did urge it ftill unto the King, ; 
God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company ? 


Buck, We wait upon your Grace. [Exveunt. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter the old Dutchefs of York, with the two Children of 
Clarence. 


Edw. Good Grandam tellus, is our Father dead ? 

Dutch. No, Boy. 

Dangh. bh you weep fo oft ?and beat your Breaft 7 
And cry, O Clarence, my unhappy Son ? 

Boy. Why do you look on us, and fhake your head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caftaways, 
If that our Noble Father were alive? 

Dut. My pretty Coufins, you miftake me bath, 
I do lament the‘ficknefs of the King, 
As lothto lofe him, not your Father’s death : 
It were loft fortow to wail one that’s loft. 

Boy, Then you conclude (my Grandam) he is dead : 
The King mine Uncle isto blame for it. - 
God will revenge it, whom] will importune 
Wich earneft Prayers, all to that effect. 

Dangh. And fo will 1, 

Dut. Peace,Children,peace : the King doth love you well. 

| Incapable and fhallow Innocents, 

You cannot guefs who caus’d your Father’s death. 

Boy. Grandam, wecan: for my good Uncle Glofey 
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Told me, the King provok’d to it by the Queen, 
Devis’d Impeachments to Imprifon him; 
And when my Uncle told me fo, he wept, 
And pitied me, andkindly kift my Cheek - 
Bad me rely on him, ason my Father, 
And he would love me dearly a3. a Child. 
Dut, Ah! that Deceit fhould fteal. fuch gentle fhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deep Vice. 
He is my Son, J,. and therein my fhame, 
Yet from my Dugs, he drew not this deceit. 
Boy. Think you my Uncle did diffemble, Grandam ? 
Dutch. 1, Boy. 
Boy. I cannot think it. Hark, what noife is this? 
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Enter the Queen with her Hair about her Ears, Rivers and 
Dorfet after her. 


Queen. Ah! who fhallhinder me to wail and weep ? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my flf. 
Ple joyn with black defpair againft my Soul, 
And to my felf become an Enemy. 
Dutch. What means this Scene of rude impatience ? 
Queen. To make an actof Tragick violence. 
Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches, when the Rootis gone? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their fap ? 
If you will live, lament: if dye, be brief, 
That our fwift-winged Souls may catch the King’s, 
Or like obedient Subjects follow him, 
To his new Kingdom of ne’re-changing night. 
Dutch, Ah, fo much intereft have I in thy forrow, 
AsI had Title tothy Noble Husband : 
I have bewept a worthy Husbands death, 
And liv’d with looking on his Images : 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance, 
Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant death, ~ 
And | for comfort have but one falfe Glafs, 
That grieves me, when] fee my fhame in him. 
Thou arta Widow; yet thou arta Mother, 
And haftthe comfort of thy Children left, 
But death hath {natch’d my Husband from mine arms, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward, O, what caufe have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 
To over-go thy woes, and drown ny cries. 
Boy. An Aunt! you wept not for our Father’s death: 
How can weaid you with our Kindred tears ? 
Dangh. Our Fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan’d, 
Your W idow-dolour likwife be unwept. 
Queen. Give me no help in Lamentation, 
Iam not barren to bring forth Complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 
That I being govern’d by the Watry Moon, 
May fend forth oa a tears to drown the World. 
Ah, for my Husband, for my dear Lord Edward. 
Chil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence, 
Datch. Alas, for both, both mine Edwardand Clarence. 
Queen, What ftay had 1, but Edward? and he’s gone. 
Chil. What ftay had we, but Clarence ? and he’s gone. 
Duch. What ftays had J, but they ? and they are gone. 
ween, Was never Widow had fo dear a lofs. 
Chil. Were never Orphans had fo dear a lofs. 
Durch, \Was never Mother had fo dear a lofs. 
Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Griefs. 
Their woes are parcel’d, mine is general, 
She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I: 
[fora Clarence weep, fo doth not fhe; 
Thefe Babes for Clarence weep, fo do not they. 
Alas! you three, on me threefold diftreft 
Pour all your tears, J] am your forrows Nurfe, 
And 1 will pamper it with Lamentation. 
_ Dor. Comfort, dear Mother, Ged is much difpleas’d, 
That you take with unthankfulnefs his doing. 
In common wordly things ’tis cald ungrateful, 


With 
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With dull unwillingnefs to repay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent: 
‘Much more to be thus oppofite with Heaven, 
For it requires the Royal debr it-lent you. 

Rivers. Madam, bethink yon like a careful Mother 
Of the young -Prince, your Son: fend ftraight for him, 
Let him be Crown’d, in him your comfort lives, 

Drown defperate forrow in dead Edwerd’s Grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's Throne. 


Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derby, Haftings, and 
Ratcliff. 


Rich, Sifter, have comfort, all of us have.caufe 
To wail the dimming of our fhining Star: 
But none.can helpourharms by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, I docry you mercy, 
I did not, fee.your Grace, Humblyon my Knee 
[ crave your Blefling. 
Dutch. God blefsthee, and put.meeknefs in thy breaft, 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Dutie. 
Rich, Amen, and make me die a good old man, 
That is the buttend of a Mothers Blefling ; 
I marvel that her Grace did leave it out. 
Buck, Youcloudy-Princefs, and heart-forrowing-Peers, 
That bear thisheavy mutual load of Moan, 
Now cheer each other in each others love: 
Though we have {pent our Harveft of this King, 
We are to reap the Harvelt of his Son. 
The broken rancour of your high-fwoln hates, 
But lately fplintr’d, knit, and joyn’d together, 
Muft gently be preferv’d, cherifht, and kept: 
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crown?d out King. 
Rivers. Why with fome little Train, 
My Lord of Buckingham ? : 
Buck, Marry, my Lord, left by a multitude 
The new-heal’d wound of Malice fhould break out, 
Which would be fo much the, more dangerous, 
By how mach the Eftate is green, and yet ungovern’d. 
Where every Horfe bears his commanding Rein, 
And may dire¢t his courfe as pleafe himfelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented, 
Rich, | hopethe King made peace with allof us, 
And the compactis firm, and true in me. 
Rivers. And fo in me, and fo (I think) in all, 
Yet fince it is but green, itfhould be put 
To no apparent likelyhood of breach, 
Which haply by much company might be urg?d: 
Therefore I fay, with Noble Buckingham, 
That itis meet fo few fhould fetch tne Prince. 
=) And fo fay I. 
Rich, Then beit fo, and go weto determine.- 
Who they fhall be, that ftraight fhall poftco London. 
Madam, and you my Sifter, will you go i 
To give your cenfures in this bufinefs [Exeunt. 
[ Manent Buckingham, and Richard. 
Buck, My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 
For God’s fake Jet not us two ftay at home: 
For by the way, 1°! fort occafion, 
As Index to the ftory we lately talk’d of, 
To part the Queen’s proud Kindred from the Prince. 
Rich, My other felf, my Counfel’s Confiftory, 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coufin, 
1, as a Child, will go by thy direction. 
Toward London then, for we'll not ftay behind. CExeunt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 


2. Cit, Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away fo fait ? 
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2.Cst. Ipromife youl hardly know my felf: 

Hear you the News abroad ? 
1. Yes, the King is dead. 

2. lll News by’r Lady, feldom comes the better: 

I fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy world. 
Enter another Citizen. 

. Neighbours, God f{peed. 

- Give you good morrow, Sir. 

- Doth the news hold of good King Edmard’s death? 

. I Sir, itis too true, Gad help the while. 

. Then Mafters took to fee 2 troublous world. 

. No, no, by Gods goad Grace, hisSon fhall Reign. 

. Woeto that Land that’s gonern’d by a Child. 

- In him there is a hope of Government. 

VVhich in his Non-age, Counfel under him, 

And in his full and ripened years, himfelf 

No doubt fhall then, and till then govern well. 

1. So ftood the {tate when Henry the Sixth 
V Vas Crown’d in Pars, but at nine months old. 

3. Stood the State fo? No, no, good friends, God wot ; 
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d 
VVhich politick grave Counfel, then the King 
Had vertuous Uncles-to protect his Grace. 

1. VVhy fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother. 

3. Better it were they allcame by his Father ; . 

Or by his Father there were none at all: 

For Emulation, who fhall now be neareft, 

V Vill couch us all too near, if God prevent not. 

O follof Danger is the Duke of Glofer, 

And the Queens Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule, 

This fickly Land, might folace as before. 

1. Come, come, we fear the worft, all will be well. 

3. VVhen Clouds are feen,wife men put on their Cloaks; 
V Vhen grcat leaves fall, then V Vinter is at hand; 
VVhen the Sun fets, whodoth not look for nights 
Untimely ftorms make men expect a Dearth: 
All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 

*Tis more than we deferve, or I expect. 

2. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of-fear : 
You cannot reafon (almoft) with a Man, 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3. Before the days of Change, ftill is it fo 
By a divine inftinét, mens minds miftruft 
Purfuing danger: as by proof we fee 
The VVater {well beforea boyft’rous ftorm: 
But leave it all to God, VV hither away ? 

2. Marry we were fent for to the Juftices, 

3. And fo was I, l’le bear you company. 


í 
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[ Exeunt, 





Scena Quarta. 


Emer Arch-Brfhop, young York, the Queen, and the 
Dutchefs. 


Arch. Laft night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at Northempson they do reft to night : 
To morrow, or next day, they will be here. 
Dutch, I long with all my heart to fee the Prince; 
[ hope heis much grown fince laft I fay him. 
Queen, Buti hear no, they fay my Sonof York, 
Has almoft overtane him in his growth. 
Yor. 1 Mother, bet i would not have it fo. 
Dutch. VVhy, my good Coufin, it is good to grow. 
Yor, Grandam, one nightas we did fit at Supper, 
‘My Uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow 
More than my Brother. 1, quoth my Uncle Glofer, 
Small Herbs have Grace, great VVeeds do grow apace. 
And fince, methinks I would not grow fo faft, 
Becaufe {weet Flowers are flow, and V Veeds make haft. 
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold 
In him that did object the fame to thee. - 
H e 
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He was the wretched’ft thing when he was young, 

So long a growing, and fo leifurely, 

That if his rule were true, he fhould be gracious. 

- Yor. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 

Dut, } hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 
Yor. Now by my troth, if 1 had been remembred, 

I could have given my Uncles Grace, a fout, —_ 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch’d mine. 

Du. How, my young York, 

l prithee let me hear it. 

Tor. Marry (they fay) my Uncle grew fo faft, 

That he could gnaw a crult at two hours old, 

"Twas full cwo years ere T could get a Tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting Jeft. 

. Dut, | prithee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

Yor, Grandam, his Nurfe. 

Dut. His Nurfe? why fhe was dead, e’re thou watt born.. 
Yor. If twere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me. 
Queen, A parlous Boy : go to, you are too fhrew’d. 

Dat. Good Madam, be not angry with a Child. 

Queen, Pitchershave ears. 

— Enter a Meffenger. 

, Arch. Here comes a Meflenger : What News? 
Mef. SuchNews, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
Queen. How doth the Prince ? a 
Mf. Well, Madam, and in health. 

Dut. What is thy News ? 
Afef. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey, 
Are fent to Pomfret, and with them 
Sir Thomas Vaughan, Prifoners. - 
Dut. Who hath committed them ? 
 <Mef. The mighty Dukes, Gloffer and Buckingham, 
Arch, For what offence ? 
Mef. The fumof all 1 can, 1 have difclos’d : 
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lord. 
AEn. Aye me! I fee the ruine of my Houfe ; 
The Tsger now hath feiz’d the gentle Find. 
Infulting Tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the Innocent, and awlefs Throne: 
Welcome Deftruction, Blood, and Maflacre, 
I fee (as ina Map) the end of all. 
- © Dut. Accurfed, and unquiet wrangling days, 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; 
My Husband loft his life, to get the Crown, ` 
And often up and down my Sons were toft, ` 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain and lofs.” 
And being feated, and Domeltiek broyls 
Clean over-blown, themfelves (the Conquerors) - 
Make War upon themfelves, Brother to Brother ; 
Blood to Blood ; felf againft felf: O prepofterous 
And. frantick outrage ! end thy damn’d fpleen, 
Or let medie, to look on Earth no more. 
Queen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 
Madam, farewel. 
_ Due. Stay, 1 will go with you. 
. Queen. Youhaveno caufe. —- 
ch, My gracious Lady, go, `- 
4 And thither bear your Treafure and your Goods, 
For my part, Ple refign unto your Grace 
The Seal! keep, and fo betide it me, 
As well I cender you, and all of yours. 


Go, D’le conduct you tothe Sanctuary. CExennt. 








Afus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince, the Dukes of Glo- 
cefter and Deckinghans, Lord Cardinal, with others, 


Buck, Welcome {weet Priace to London, 
To your Chamber. 


Rich. Welcome dear Coufin, my thoughts Soveraign, 
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The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
Prin, No Uncle, but our crofles on the way 
Have made it tedions, wearifom, and heavy. 
f want more Uncles here to welcome me. 
Rich. Sweet Prince, the untainted vertue of your years 
Hath not yet div’d into the Worlds deceit : 
No more can you diftinguith of a Man, 
Than of his outward fhew, which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thofe Uncles which you want were dangerons: 
Your Grace attended to their Sogred words, 
But look’d not on the poifon of their Hearts - 
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe Friends. 
Prin, God keep me from falfe Friends, . 
But they were none. 
Rich, My Lord, the Mayor of Londor; comes togreet you. 
Enter Lord Mayor. 
Lo. Mayor. God blefs your Grace, with health and 
happy days. 
Prin, 1 thank you, good my Lord, and thank you al] : 
I thought my Mother, and my Brother Tork, 
Would long e’re this, have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a flug is Haftings, that he comes not, 
To tell us, whether they will come, or to. 
Enter Lord Battings. 
Buck, And in good time, here comes the fweatlog Lord. 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord: what, will our Mother 
come ? 
Haff. On what occafion God he knows, not J, 
The Queen your Mother, andyour Brother York, 
Have taken Sanctuary: The tender Prince 
Would fain have come with me, to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 
Buck, Fie, what an tnodirect and peevilh courfe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 


| Perfuade the Queen, to fend the Duke of York, 


Unto his Princely Brother prefently ? 
If the deny, Lord Haftings, you go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce: 

Car, My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of Tork, 
Anon expect him here: but if fhe be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy Priviledge 
Of biefled Sanctuary: not for all this Land, 
Would! be guilty of fọ great a Sin. 

Buck, You are too fencelefs obftinate, my Lord, 
Too ceremonious, and tradittonal. 
Weighit but with the groflnefs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in feizing him : 
The benefit thereof is always granted ` 
To thofe, whofe dealings have deferv’d the place, 
And thofe who havethe witto claim the place: 
This Prince hath never claim’d it, nor deferv’d it, 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it. 
Then taking him from thence, that isnot there, 
You break no Priviledge, nor Charter chere - 
Oft have 1 heard of Sanctuary Men, 
But Sanctoary Children, ne’re till now. 

Car. My Lord, you shall o’re-rule my mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haffings, will you go with me? 

Haft. | go, my Lord. (Exit Cardinal and Haltings. 

Prin. Good Lords, make all the {peedy hafte you may. 
Say, Uncle Glocester, if our Brothercome, 
W here fhal) we fojourn till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it think’ft beft unto your Royal felf, 
If I may counfel you, fome day or two 
Your Highnefs thall repofe you at the Tower : 
Then where you pleafe, and fhal} be thought moft fit 
For your beft health, and recreation. 

Prin. 1 do not like the. Tower of any place +- 
Did Fulias Cafar build that place, my Lord ? 

Buck, He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place, 
VVhich fince, fucceeding Ages have re-edify’d, 


Prin, 
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Prin, 1s it upon Record ? or elfe reported Yor. 1. fhall not fleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Succeffively from age to age, he built it? Glo. Why, what thould you fear ? 

Buck, Upon Record, my gracious Lord. Yor. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghott: 

Prin. But fay, my Lord, it were not Regiftred, My Grandam told me, ho was murther’d there. 
Methinks the truth fhould live from age to age, Prin. | tear no Uncles dead. 
As?twere retail’d toall pofterity, ~ Glo. Nor none that live, 1 hope. 


Even to the general ending day. _| _ Prev. And if they live, | hope! need not fear. 
Glo, So wife, fo young, they fay do never live jong. =} But come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 





Prin, What fayyou, Uncle? > . | Thinking on them, gol unto the Tower. 
Glo, fay, without Characters, Fame lives long. i [Exeunt Prince, York, Haftings, and Dorfet. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, { Afide. | 
1 moralize two meaningsin one word. E ‘te Manent Richard, Buckingham ad Catesby, 
Prin. That Fuliws Cefar was a famous Man, | 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, Buck, Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
His Wit fetdown, to make his Valourlive: Was not incenfed by his fubtle Mother, 
Death makes no Conquelt of his Conqueror, To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioully ? 
For now he livesin Fame, though not in Life. Gloft. No doubt, no donbt: Oh’tis a parlous Boy, 
Ple tell you what, Coufin Buckyngham. Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable: 
Buck, What, my gracious Lord ? He ts all the Mothers, from top to toe. 
Prin. And if | jive until | be ama, Buck, Well let them ret: Come hither Catesby, 
Ule win our ancient Right in France again, Thou art fworn as deeply to effect what we intend, 
Or die a Souldier, as! liv’d a King. Asclofely to conceal what we impart : 
Glo, Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring. Thou know’it our reafons-urg’d upon the way, 
y . 3 pe. pk ae ¢ is it notaneafie matter, 
a ee all Gl feral. O Make Wiliam Lord Ftaftings of our mind 
> =e wes Your bidlhiag 95 aq . s  -- | For che Inftalment of ane Duke . , 
Buck, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York, | In tbe feat Royal of this famous Ile ? 
Prin, Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brother ¢ Cares. He for his Fathers fake fo loves the Prince, 
Yor. Well, my dear Lord, fo muft I call you now. + 4 That he willnot be won to ought againft him. 
Prin, 1, Brother, toour grief as it is yours: i Buck, What think’ft chou chen of Stanley? Will not he? 
Too Jate he dy’d, that might have kept that Title, Cares. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 
Which by his death hath loft ninch Majefty. Buck, Well then, no more but this: 
Glo. How fares our Coufin, Noble Lord of York? Go gentle Catesby, and asit were far off, 
Tor. 1 thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, Sound thou Lord Haflings, 
You faid, that idle Weeds are faft in growth : How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe, 
The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far. ‘And fummon him to morrow to the Tower, 
Glo, Hehath, my Lord. To fit about the Coronation. 
Yor. And therefore is he idle. If-thou doft find him tractable to us, 
Glo. Oh my fair Covfin, | muft not fay fo. - Encourage him, and tell him all our reafons: 
Yor, Then he is more beholding to you, than 1. If he beladen, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Glo. He may command me as my Soveraign, Be thou fo too, and fo break off the talk, 
But you have power in me, asin a Kinfman. Ard give us notice of his inclination: 
Yor. | pray you, Uncle, give me rhis Dagger. For we to morrow hold divided Councils, 
Glo. My Dagger, little Coufin ¢ with all my heart. Wherein thy felf halt highly be employ’d. 
Prin, A Beggar, Brother # Rich, Commend ine to Lord William ; tell him (Catesby) 
Yor. Of my kind Uncle, that! know will give, Hisancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries 
And being a Toy, it is no grief to-give. To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 
Glo. A greater gift than that, Ple give my Confin. And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News, 
Yor. A greater gift? O, that’s the Sword to ir. Give Miftrefs Shore one gentle Kifs the more. 
Glo, 1, gentle Coufin, were it light enough. Buck, Good Catesby, go effect this bufinefs foundly. 
Yor. O then I fee, you will part but with light gifts, | Cates. My good Lords both, with all the heed J can. 
In weightier things you'll fay a Begger-Nay. Rich, Shall we hear from you Catesby, ere we fleep? 
Glo, It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. Cates. You fhall, my Lord. 
Yor, I] weigh it lightly, were it heavier. Rieb, At Crosby Houfe there fal} you find ns both. 
Glo. What would you have my Weapon, little Lord ? i C Evst Catesby. 
Yor. | would, that I might.chank you, as you call me. Buck. Now, my Lord, 
Glo, How? What fhaill we.do, if we perceive 
Tor, Little. Lord Haftings will not yield to our Complots ? 
Prin. My Lord of Yurk will ever be crofs in talk : Rich, Chop off his Head : 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. Something we will determine: 
Yor. You mean to bear me, noi to bear with me: And look when I am King, claim thou of me 
Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, The Earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Becaufe that Iam little, like an Ape, W hereof the King, my Brother, was poflet. -- 
He thinks that you fhould bear me on your fhoulders. Buck, Vle claim that promife at your Graces hand. 
Buck, With what 2 fharp provided Wit he reafons: Rich. And look to have it yielded with all kindnets. 
To mitigate the fcorn he gives his Uncle, Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards 
He prettily, and aptly taunts himfelf: We may digeft our complots in fome form. [ Exennt. | 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 
Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along ? 
My felf, and my good Coufin Buckingham, Seena Secunda. 


Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you atthe Tower, and welcome you. : on 
Yor. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? Enter a Meffenger co the Door of Haftings. 
Prin. My Lord Protector will have it fo. Mef. My Lord, my Lord. ~ i 
, ' = Haft. 
— Iaea aia, 
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Haft. Who knocks ? 

Mef. One from the Lord Stanly. 

Haft. Whatis’ta Clock ? 

Mef. Upon the ftroak of four. 

Enter Lord Haltings. 
Haft.Cannot my Lord Stanly fleep thefe tedious Nights ? 
Mef So it appears by what I have to fay : 
Firft, he commends him to your Noble felf. 

Haft. Whatthen ? 

Alef. Then certifies your Lordhhip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Boar had raifed off his Helm : 
Befides, he fays there are two Councils kept ; 
And that may be determin’d at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rve at th’other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordhhips pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him, 
And with all {peed poit with him toward the North, 
To fhun the danger that his Soul divines. 

Haft. GoFellow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the N Councill : 
His Honour and my felf are at the one, 
And at-the other is my good Friend Caresby; 
W here nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof | fhal! not have Intelligence : å 
Tell him his Fears are hallow, without inftance. 
And for his Dreams, 1 wonder he’s fo fimple, 
To truft the mock’ry of unquiet flumbers. 
To five the Boar, before the Boar purfues, 
Were toincenfe the Boar to follow us, 
And make purfuit, where he did mean to chafe. 
Go, bid thy Mafter rife, and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Boar will ufe us kindly. 

Mef. Ple go, my Lord, and teli hiin what you fay. 


Ext, 
Enter Catesby. 
Cates. Many good morrows to my Noble Lord. 
Haf .Good morrow, Catesby, you are early ftirring : 
What news, what news in this our totUring State ? 
Cates. Itisa reeling World indeed, my Lord : 
And I believe will never ftand upright, 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haft. How ! wear the Garland ? 
Do’ft thou mean the Crown ? 
Cates. 1, my good Lord. 
Ha. le have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders, 
Before Ile fee the Crown fo foul mif-plac’d : 
But canft thou guefs, that he doth aim at ft ? 
Cates. 1, on my life, and hopes to find you forward, 
Upon his Party, for the gain thereof : 
And thereupon he fends you this good news, 
That this fame very day your Enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queen, mult die at Pomfrer. 
Haft. Indeed 1am no mourner for that news, 
Becaufe they have been ftill my Adverfaries: 
But that Ile give my voice on Richard’s fide, 
To bar my Mafters Heirs in true Defcent, 
God knows I will not do it to the death. 
Cates. God keep your Lordthip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. But | fhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Malters hate, 
I live to look upon their Tragedy. 
Well Catesby, e’re a Fort-night make me older, 
Ile fend fome packing, that yet think not on’t. 
Cares. *Tisa vile thing todye, my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar’d, and look not for it. 
Haft, O monftrous, monftrous! and fo falls it ont 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray: and fo °twilldo 
With fome men elfe, that think themfelves as fafe 
Asthonand I, who (as thou know’ft) are dear 
To Princely Richard, and Buckingham. 
Cates, The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. [ Afide. 
Hafi. | know they do, and I have well deferv’d ic. 
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Emer Lord Stanly. 
Come-on, come on, where is your Boar-fpear, man ? 
Fear you the Boar, aod go fo Samoi? 
Stan, My Lord, good morrow, good morrow,Catesby : 
You may jeaft on, but by the holy Rood, 
I do not like thefe feveral Councils, I. 
Hafi My Lord, lL hold my Life as dear as yours, 
And never in my days, ! do proteft, 
Was it fo precious tome, as tis now : 
Think you, but that 1 know the State fecure, 
| would be fotriumphant as! am ? 
St. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from London, 
Were jocund, and fuppos’d their ftates were fre, 
And they indeed had no caufe to miftraft : 
But yet you fee, how foon the day o’re-caft. 
The fudden ftab of Rancour I mifdoubt , 
Pray God (I fay) I prove a needlefs Coward. 
Whar, thall we toward the Tower ? the day is fpent. 
Hajt. Come, come, have with you: 
Wot you what, my Lord, 
To day the Lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Sr. They,for their truth might better wear their Heads, 
Than fome that have accus’d them, wear their Hats. 


| But come, my Lord, lets away, 


Enter a Purfusvant, 
Haft. Goon before, Ile talk with this good Fellow. 
(Exs Lord Stanly and Catesby 
How now, Sirrah? how goesthe World with thee ? 
Parf. The better, that your Lordhhip pleafe to ask. 
Haft. 1 tell thee man, ’tis better with me now, 
Than when thou mev’ft me Jaft, wherenow we meet : 
Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower, 
By the fuggeftion of the Queens Allies. 
But now | tell thee (keep it to thy felf) 
Thisday thofe Enemies are put to death, 
And I ip better ftate than e’rel was. 
Purf, God holdit, to your Honours good content. 
Haft, Gramerey Fellow: there drink that for me. 


[Throws him his Purfe. 
Purf.\ thank your Honour. [Exit Pur fuivant. 
Enter a Prieft. 

Prieft. Well met,my Lord,] am glad to fee your Honour. 

Haft. I thank thee, good Sir Fehn, with all my heart. 
I am in your debt, for your lalt Exercife: 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content yov. 

Prieft, Pje wait upon your Lordhhip. 

Emer Buckingham. 

Buck, V Vhat,talking with a Prieft, Lord Ghamberlain ? 
Your Friends at Pomfret, they do need the Prielt, 
Your Honour hath no fhriving work in band. 

Haft. Good faith, and when! met this holy Man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
V Vhat, go you toward the Tower ? 

Buck, 1 do, my Lord, but Tong I cannot ftay there : 
I fhall return before your Lordthip thence. 

Haft. Nay, likeenough, forl ftay Dinner there. 

Breck, And Supper too, although thou know°ft it not. 
Come, will-you go? 


Haft. Ple wait upon your Lordhhip. [Exeunt, 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe, with Halberds, carrying the 
Nobles co Death at Pomfret. 


Rivers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this, 
To day fhalt thoubehold a Subject die, 
For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty. 
Gray. God blefs the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A Knot you are, of damned Blood-fockers. 
Vangh, You live, that fhall cry woe for this hereafter. 
Kat. Difpatch, the of your Lives is out. 
Sf: Asv. 
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Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody Prifon ! 

Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers , 

Within the guilty Clofure of thy Walls, 

Richard the Second here was hackt to death - 

And formore flander to thy difmal Seat, 

We give to thee our guiltlefs Blood to drink. 

Gray. Now Margarets Curfe is faln upon our Heads, 

When fhe exclaim’d on Haffings, you, andl, 

For ftanding by, when Richard ftab`d her Son. 

Riv. Then curs’d fhe Richard, 

Then curs’d fhe Buckingham, 

Then curs’d fhe Haffings. O remember God, 

To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: 

As for my Sifter, and her Princely Sons, 

Be fatisf'd, dear God, with our true Blood, 

Which as chou know’ft, unjuftly mufl be fpilt. 
Rat. Make hafte, the hour of: death is now expir’d. 
Riv. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let us here embrace, 

Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. (Exeune. 





Scena Quarta, 


Enter Buckingham, Derby, Haftings, Bshop of Ely, Nor 
folk, Ratcliffe, Lovel, wsth orbers, at a Table. 


Haft. Now Noble Peers, the caufe why we are met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation : 

In Gods Name fpeak, when is the Royal day ? 
Buck, 1s all things ready for the Royal time ? 

Derb. It is, and wants but Nomination. 

Ely. To morrow then | judge a happy day. 

Buck, Who knows the Lord Protectors mind herein ? 
Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke ? 

Ely. Your Grace, we think, fhould fooneft know his 
mind. 

Buck. We know each others Faces: for our Hearts, 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours, 

Or [ of his, my Lord, than you of mine: 
Lord Haffengs, you and he are near iu love. 

Haft. \ thank his Grace, I know he loves me well: 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation, 
] have not founded him, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleafure any way therein: 
But you, my Honourable Lord, may name the time, 
And inthe Dukes behalf le give my Voice, 
Which] prefume he’ll take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucefter. 

Ely. In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf. 

Rich. My Noble Lords, and Coufinsall, good morrow: 
I have been longa fleeper : but! truft, 

My abfence doth neglect no great defign, 
Which by my prefence might have been concluded. 

Buck, Had you not come upon your Q_my Lord, 
William, Lord Haffings, had pronounc’d your part ; 

I mean your Voice, for Crowning of the King. 

Rich. Thau my Lord Haftings, no man might be bolder, 
| His Lordfhip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of £ly, when was lalt in Holbourn, 
| faw good Strawberries tn your Garden there, 

1 do befeech you, fend for fome of them. 
Ely, Marry and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 

[Exset Bifhop. 

Rich. Covfin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

Catesby hath founded Haftsxgs in our bufinefs, 

And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hot, 

That he will lofe his Head, e’re give coafent 

His Mafter’s Child, as worfhipfully he tearmsit, 

Shall lofe the Royalty of Engelands Throne. 

Buck, Withdraw your felf awhile, le go with you. 

f Exeunt, 

Derb. We have not yet fet down this day of Triumph: 
To morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden, 
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For J my felf am not fo well provided, 
As clfe I would be, were the day prolong’d. 


Enter Bifhop of Ely. 


Ely. Whereis my Lord, the Duke of Glceffer ? 
| have fent for thefe Strawberries. 
Ha.His Grace looks chearfully and fmooth this morning, 
There’s fome conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids Good morrow with fuch Spirit. 
l think there’s never a Man in Chriftendom 


- Can leffer hide his love, or hate than he, 


For by his Face ftraight fhall you know his Heart. 
Derb. What of his Heart perceive youin his Face, 
By any livelihood he fhew’d to day ? 
Haft. Marry that with no man here he is offended: 
For were he, he had hewn it in his Looks. 


Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 


Rich. | pray you all, tell me what they deferve, 
That do confpire my death with devilith Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevail’d 
Upon my Body with their Hellifh Charmes. 

Haft, The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward, in this Princely prefence, 
To doom th’ Offenders, whofoe’re they be: 

I fay, my Lord, they have deferved death. 

Rich, ‘Then be your Eyes the witnefs of their Evil, 
Look how Iam bewitch’d : behold mine Arm 
Is ike a blafted Sapling wither’d up: 

And this is Edwara’s Wife, that monftrous Witch, 
Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, 


į That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 


Ham. \f they have done this deed, my Noble Lord, 
Rich, 1f? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk’ft thou to me of Iffs ; Thou art a Traytor, 
Off with his Head ; now by Saint Panl 1 fwear, 
I willnot dine, untill fee the fame. 
Lovel and Ratcliffe, look that itbe done: 


The reft that love me, rife, and follow me.  [Exennt. 


Manent Lovel and Ratcliffe , with the Lord 
Haftings. 


Haft, Woe, woe for England, nota whit for me, 
For I, toofond, might have prevented this: 
Stanly did dream, the Boar did rowze our Helmes, 
And I did fcorn it, and difdain to flye: 
Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did ftumble, 
And ftarted, when he looked upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the flaughter-houfe. 
O now | need the Prieft that fpake to me: 
| now repent [ told the Purfuivant, 
As tootriumphing, how mine Enemies 
To day at Pomfret bloodily were butchet’d, 
And I my felffecure, in graceand favour. 
Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curfe 
Is lighted on poor Haffsng’s wretched Head. 
Ra, Come,come, difpatch,the Duke would be atdinner, 
Make a fhort Shrift, he longsto fee your Head. 
Haft. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for, than the grace of God 
Who builds his hope in air of your good Looks, 
Lives like a drunken Sailor ona Matt, 
Ready with every Nod totumble down 
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 
Lov, Come; come, difpatch, ’tis bootlefs to exclaim. 
Haft. O bloody Richard, miferable England, 
t prophefie the fearfull?{t time to thee, 
That ever wretched Age hath look’d upon. 
Come, lead meco the Block, bear him my Head, 
They {mile at me, who fhortly fhall be dead. 
{ Exeunt. 
Enter 
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And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both, 
But Ile acquaint our dutcous Citizens 
With all your juft proceedings in this cafe. 
Rich. Andto that end we wifh’d your Lordfhip here, 
T’avoid the Cenfures of the carping World. 
fuxb. Which fince you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend - 
And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. 
(Exite Mayor. 
Rich, Goafter, after, Coufin Buckingham. 
The Mayor towards Guild-Hal! hyes him in all poft: 
There, at your meetelt vantage of the time, 
Infer the Baftardy of Edmard’s Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for faying, he would make his Son 
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houfe, 
Which, by the Sign thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful Laxury, 
And beftial appetite in change of Luft, 
Which ftretch’d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives, 
Even where his raging Eye, or favage Heart, 
Without controll, lufted to make a prey. 
Nay, for aneed, thus far come near my Perfon: 
Tell chem, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward, Noble York., 
My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 
And by true computation of the time, 
Found, that the I flue was not his begot : 
Which well appear’d in his Lineaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father : 
Yet touch this{paringly, as *twere far off, 
Becaufe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, lle play the Orator, 
Asifthe Golden Fee, for which I plead, 
Were for my felf : and fo, my Lord, adiev. 
Rich. Ifyou thrive well,bring them to Baynards Caftle, 
Where you fhall find me well accompanied 
With reverend Fathers, and well-learned Bifhops. 
Buck, | go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look for the Newsthat the Guild- Hall affords. 
(£xse Buckingham. 
Rich, Go, Lovell, withall {peed to Doctor Shar, 
Go thou to Fryar Besker, bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Caftle.  [Exit. 
Now willl go to take fome privy Order, 
| To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
| And to giveorder, that no manner of perfon 
Have any time recourfe unto the Princes. [ Exit. 
Enter a Scrivener. 
Ser. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haftings, 
Which in a fet hand fairly is engrofs?d. 
That tt may be to day read o’re in Pauls, 
And mark how well the fequel hangs together : 
Eleven hours! have {pent to write it over, 
For yefter-night by Catesby was it fent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing, 
And yet within thefe five hours Haftings liv’d, 
Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty. 
Here’sa good World the while, who is fo grofs 
That cannot fee this palpable device ? 
Yct who fo bold, but fay he fees ic not ? 
Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 
When fuch ill dealing muft be feen in thought. (Exit. 






Enter Richard, avd Buckingham, s rotten Armoar mar- 
vellous th. favour'd 


Rich. Com: Confin, 
Cam{tthou guaks, and change thy colour; 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word, 
And then again begin, and itop again, 
As if thou were diftraught, and mad with terror ? 
Buek. Tut, | can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and prie on every fide, 
Tremble, and ftarc at wagging of a Scraw! 
Intending deep fufpition, gaftly Looks 
Are at my fervice, like enforced Smiles , 
| And both are ready in their Offices, 
At any time to grace my Stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 
Rich. He is, and fee he brings the Mayor along. 


Enter the Mayor and Catesby. 


Buck. Lord Mayor. 

Rich. Look to the Draw-bridge there. 

Back. Heark, a Drum. 

Rich. Catesby, œrelook the Walls. 

Buck, Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent. 

Rich, Look back, defend there, here are Enemirs. 
Buck. God and our Innocency defend, and guard us. 


Enter Lovel and Ratcliffe, mith Haltings Head. 


Rich. Bz patient, they are Friends : Rareliffe and Lovel. 

Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 
The dangerous and unfulpected Hajtings. 

Rich. So dear | lov’d the man, that 1 mult weep : 
I took him for the plaineft harmlefs Creature, 

That breath’d upon the Earth, aChriftian: 

Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded 
The Hiltory of her fecret thoughts. 

So fmooth he danb’d his Vice with fhew of Vertue. 
That his apparent open Guilt omitted, 

I mean his Converfation with Shore’s W ife, 

He liv’d from all Actainder of fufpedts. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert’ft fhelter’d Traitor 
That ever liv’d. ' 

Would you imagine, or almoft believe, 
Wer’t not, that by great prefervation 

We live to tellit, that the fubtle Traitor 
Thisday had plotted, in the Counfel-Houfe, 
To murther me, and my good Lord of Gloffer. 

May, Had hedone fo? 

Rich, What! think you weare Turks, or Infidels ? 
Orthat we would, again{t the form of Law, 
Proceed thus rafhly in che Villains death, 

But that the extream peril of the cafe, 
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafety, 
Enfore’d us to this Execution. 

May. Now fair befall you, he deferv’d his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falfe Traitors from the like Atcempts. 

Buck, } never look’d for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miftrefs Shore : 

Yet had we not determin’d he fhould die, 

Until your Lordfhip came to fee his end, 

Which now the loving hafte of thefe our Friends, 
Something again{t our meanings, have prevented 5 
Becaufe, my Lord, I would have had you heard 
The Traitor fpeak, and timeroufly confefs 

The manner and the purpofe of his Treafons - 

That you might well have fignify’d the fame 

Unto the Citizens, who haply may 

Mifconftrue as in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good Lord,your Grace’s words fhall ferve, 
As well asi had feen, and heard him {peak : 


Enter Richard and Buckingham at feveral doors. 


Rich. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens ? 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are mum, fay not a word. 
Rich, Touch’d you the Baftardy of Edwards Children ? 
Buck, | did, with his Contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his Contract by Deputy in France. 
Th’unfatiate greedinels of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the City Wives, 
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His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Baftardy, 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his refemblance, betng not like the Duke. 
Withal, I did infer your Lineaments, 
Being the right Jdea of your Eather, 
Both in your form, and Noblenefsof Mind: - 
Laid open all your Victories in Scotland, 
Your Difcipline in War, Wifdom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Vertue, fair Humility : 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpofe, 
Untoucht, or fleightly handled in difcourfe: 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
] bid them that did lovetheir Countries good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England’s Royal King. 
Rich. And did they fo 7 
Buck, No, fo God help me, they {pake not a word, 
But like dumb Statues or breathing Stones, 
Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale : 
Which whenI faw, I reprehended them, 
And ask°d the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence ? 
His anfwer was, the people were not ufed 
To be {poke to, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg’d totell my Tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr’d, 
But nothing {poke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of mine own, 
At lower-end of the Hall, hurl’d up their Caps 
And fome ten voicescry’d, God fave King Rschard : 
And thus I took the vantage of thofe few. 
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general applaufe, and chearful fhont, 
Argues your wifdom, and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. 
_ Rich. What Tongue lefs Blocks were they, 
Would they not {peak ? 
Will not the Mayor then, and his Brethren, come ? 
Buck, The Mayor ishere athand: intend fome fear, 
| Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit : 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your hand, 
And ftand between two Church-men, good my Lord, 
For on that ground P’le make a holy Defcant : 
And be not eafily won toour requefts, 
Play the Maids part, ftill anfwernay, and take it. 
Rich. 1 go: andif you plead as well for them, 
As1 can fay nay to thee for my felf, 
No doubt we bring it toa happy iffue. 
Buck, Go, goupto the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks. 


Enter Lord Mayor, and Citizens. 


Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
1 think the Duke will not be {poke withall. 
Enter Catesby. 
Buck. Now Catesby,what fays your Lord to my requeft ? 
Cates. He dothintreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To yifit him to morrow, or next day: 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no worldly Suits would he be mov’d, 
To draw him from his holy Exercife. 
Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Dake, 
Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
Indeep defigns, in matter of great moment, 
No lefsimporting than our general Good, 
Are come to have fome conference with his Grace. 
Cates. Ple fignife fo much untohim ftraight. (Exit. 
Buck, Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince isnot an Edward, 
He is not lulling ona lew’d Love-Bed : 
But on his Knees at Meditation : 
Not dallying with a-Brace of Curtizans, 
But meditating with two deep Divines : 
Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle Body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful Sool. 
Happy were England, would this vertuous Prince. 
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j Takeon hisGrace the Soveraignty thereof. 


But fure | fear we fhall not win him toit. 
Mayor, Marry God defend his Grace fhould fay us nay. 
- Buck, I fear he will: here Cares by comes again. 
Enter Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what fays his Grace ? 

Cates. He wonders to what end you have aflembled 
such troops of Citizensto come to him, 
His Grace not being warn’d thereof before : 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 
~ Buck, Sorry 1 am, my Noble Coufin fhould 
Sufpect me, that mean no good to him: 
By Heaven, wecome to him in perfect love, 
And foonce more return, and tell his Grace. 
When holy and devout Religious men 
Are at their Beads, ’tis much to draw them thence, 
So {weet is zealous Contemplation. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Richard aloft, between two Bifhops. 


Ma See where his Grace ftands "tween two Clergymen. 
Buck. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chriftian Prince, 
To ftay him from the fall of Vanity : 
And fee a Book of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to knowa holy Man. 
Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requefts, 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy Devotion and right Chriftian Zeal. 
Rich. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apology : 
I dobefeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who carneft in the fervice of th’ high God, 
Deferr’d the vifitation of my Friends. 
But leaving this, what is your Graces pleafnre ? 
Buck, Even that (I hope) which pleafeth God above, 
And all good men, of this ungovern’d Ifle. 
Rich. 1 do fufpect I have done fome offence, 
That feems difgracious in the Cities Eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance. 
Buck, You have, my Lord, 
Would it might pleafe your Grace, 
On our entreaties to amend your fault. 
Rich. Elfe wherefore breathe [in a Chriftian Land. 
Buck, Know then, itis your fault that you refigo 
The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeftical, 
The Sceptred office of your Anceftors, 
Your State of Fortune, and your dueof Birth, 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe, 
To the corruption of a blemifh’d Stock : 
Whiles in the mildnefs of your fleepy thou ghts, 
(Which here we waken to our Countries good) 
The Noble Ifle doth want his proper Limbs: 
His Face defac’d with skars of Infamy, 
His Royal Stock graft with igrtoble Plants, 
And almoft fhouldred in the fwallowing Gulf 
Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep Oblivion. 
Which to recure, we heartily folicit 
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge 
And Kingly Government of this your Land - 
Not as Protector, Steward, Subftitute, 
Or lowly Factor, for anothers gain ; 
But as fucceffively, from Blood to Blood, 
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own. 
For this, conforced with the Citizens, 
Your very Worbhipful and loving Friends, 
And by their vehement inftigation, 
In this juft Caufe come 1 to move your Grace. 
Rich. I cannot tell, ifto depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof, 
Beft fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 
For not to aníwer, you might haply think 
Tongue-ty’d Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bearthe Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. d 
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If to-reprove you for this fuit of yours, 
So feafon’d with your faithful love to me, 
Then on the other fide I check’d my Friends. 
Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft, 
And then in fpeaking, not toincur the lalt, 
Definitively thus! anfwer you. 
Your love deferves my thanks, but my defert 
Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft. 
Firft, if all Obftacles were cut away, 
And that my Path were even to the Crown, 
Asthe ripe Revenue, and duc of Birth: 
Yet fo much is my poverty of Spirit, 
So mighty, and fo many my defects, 
That I would rather hide me from my Greatnels, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea; 
Than in my Greatnefs covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my Glory fmothe17d. 
But God be thank’d, there is no need of nic, 
And much I need to help you, were there need: 
The Royat-Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 
Which mellow’d by the ftcaling henrs of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majefty, 
And make us (no doubt) happy by his Reign. 
Onhim I lay that, youwould lay on me, 
The Right and Fortuneof his happy Stars, 
Which God defend that I fhould wring from him. 
Buck, My Lord, this argues Corfcience in your Grace, 
But the refpects thereof are nice, and trivial, 
Allcircumftances well confidered. 
You fay, that Edward is your Brothers Son, 
So fay wetoo, but not by Edwards Wife: 
For crf was he contract to Lady Lucy, 
Your Mother lives a witnefs to his Vow, 
And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d 
To Bona, Sifter to the King of France. 
Thefe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 
A Care-craz’d Mother to a many Sons, 
A Beanty-waining, and diftrefled Widow, 
Even inthe after-ncon of her beft day, 
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye, 
Seduc’d the pitch, -and height of his degree, 
To bafe declenfion, and loath’d Bigamic. 
By her, in his unlawful Bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could! expoftulate, 
Save that for reverence of fomealive, 
| givea {paring limit to my Tongue. 
Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal felf 
This proffer’d benefht of Dignity : 
lf not to blefs us, and the Land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftry 
From the corruption of abufing times, 
Untoa Lineal true derived courte. 
Mayor, Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat y.ou. 
Buck, Refufe not, mighty Lord, this profter’d love. 
Cates, O make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit. 
Rich. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me ? 
lam unfit for State, and Majefty : 
I do befeech you take it not amnfs, 
I cannot, nor I willnot yield to you. 
Buck. If you refufeit, as in love and zeal, 
Loth to depofe the Child your Brothers Son, 
As well we know your tendernels of Heart, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 
And equally indeed to all Eftates: 
Yet know, where you accept our fuit, Orno, 
Your Brothers Son fall never reign our King, 
Buc we will plant fome other in the Throne, 
To the difgrace and down-fall of your Houfe : 
And in this refolution here we leave you. 


Come Citizens, we will intreat no more [Exeunt. 


Cates, Call him again, fweet Prince, accept their fuit : 
if you deny them, all che Land will rue it. 


~ 


Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares ? 
Call them again, | am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
Albeit againit my Confcience and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham and the reff. 
Coufin of Buckingham, and Sage men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my back, 
Fobear her barthen, whether, I willorno, 
i muft have patience to endure the Load : 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac?d Reproach, 
Attend the fequel of your Impofition, 
Your meer enforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How far [ am from the defire of this. 
Mayor. God blefs your Grace, we feeit, and will fay it. 
Rich. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 
Buck, Then I falute you with this Royal Title, 
Long live King Xichard, Englands worthy King. 
All. Amen. 
Buck, To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown’d, 
Rich. Even when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck, Tomorrow then we willattend your Grace, 
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave. 
Rich. Come, letus to our holy Work again. 
Farewel my Coufins, farewel gentle Friends. CExeunt. 





Attus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Queen, Anne Darchefsof Glocefter, the Dutchefs 


of York, and Marquefs of Dorfet. 


Dutch. York. Who meets us here ? 
My Niece Plantagenet, 
Led inthe hand of her kind Aunt of Gloffer ? 
Now, for my Life, fhe’s wandring tothe Tower, 
On pure hearts love, to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. 
Anne. God give your Graces both a happy 
And a joyfnl time oF ae 
Qn. Asmuchto you, good Sifter: whither away ? 
Ame. No farther than the Tower, and as l guefs, 
Upon the like devotion as your felves, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 
Qx. Kind Sifter thanks ,we'll never enter all together. 


Enter the Lientenant. 
And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by yourleave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of York? 
Lien. Right well, dear Madam: by your patience, 
| may not fuffer you to vific them, 
The King hath ftridtlycharg’d the contrary. 
Qu, The King ? who’s that? 
Lien. | mean the Lord Protector. 
Qu. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath he fet bounds between their love, and me? 
l am their Mother, who fhall bar me from them? 
Dutch. York, Lam their Fathers Mother, I will fee them. 
Anne. Their Auntl am in Law, in love their Mother : 
Then bring me to their fights, le bear chy blame, 
And take thy Office from thee, on my peril. 
Lien. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo : 
lam bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 
[Exit Lieutenant. 
Enter Stanly. 
Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hence, 
And Ple falute your Grace of Tork, as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you muft ftraight to We/tminfter, 
There tobe Crowned Kicherds Royal Queen. 
Qn. Ab, cut my Lace afunder , 
Sf 3 That 
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That my pent Heart may have fome {cope to bear, 
-Or elfe I {woon with thìs dead-killing news. 
Ann, Defpightful tidings, O unpleafing news. 
Dorf.Be of good chear : Mother, how fares your Grace? 
Qu. OQ Dorfet, fpeak not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and Deftrućtion dogsthee at thy heels, 
Thy-Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 
If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, go crofs the Seas, 
And live with Rithmond, fromthe reach of Hell. 
Go hye thee, hye thee from this flaughter-houfe, 
Left thou increafe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Margarets Curfe, 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor England’s counted Queen. 
Stan. Fullof wife care is this your Counfel, Madam : 
Take all the fwift advantage of the hours : 
You fhall have Letters from me to my Son, 
[n your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta’ne tardy by unwife delay. 
Duc. Yor. O ill difperfing Wind of Mifery, 
O my accurfed Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haft thou hatch’d to the World, 
W hofe unavoided Eye is Murtherous. 
Stan. Come, Madam, come, lin all hafte was fent. 
Ann. And I with all unwillingnefs will go. 
O would to God, that the inclufive Verge 
Of Golden Metal, that muft round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steel to fear me to the Brains, 
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom, 
And die e’re Men fay, God fave the Queen. 
Qu. Go, go, poor Soul, | envy not thy Glory, 
To feed my humour wifh thy felfno harm. 
Ann. No : why ? When hethatis my Husband now, 
Came tome, as I follow’d Henry’s Coarfe, 
W hen fcarce the Blood was well wafh’d from his hands, 
Which iflued from my other Angel Husband 
And that dear Saint, which then | weeping follow'd : 
O, when I fay, | look’d on Aichard’s Face, 
This wasmy Wilh: Be thou (quoth !)accurlt, 
For making me, fo young, fo olda Widow: 
And when thou wed’ft, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed ; 
And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad, 
More miferable, by the Life of thee, 
Than thou hat made me, by my dear Lords Death. 
Loe, e’re I can repeat this Curfe again, 
Within fo fmalla time my Womans Heart 
Grofsly grew captive to his honey words, 
And prov’d the fubject of mine own Souls Curfe, 
Which hitherto hath held mine Eyes from reft : 
For never yet one hour in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of Sleep, 
But with his timorous Dreams was {till awakd. 
Befides, he hates me for my Father Warwick, 
And will (no doubt ) fhortly be rid of me. 
Qu, Poor heart, Adieu, I pity thy complaining. 
Ann, No more than with my Soul] mourn for yours. 
Dorf. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 
Ann, Adieu, poor Soul, that tak’ft thy leave of it. 
Duc. Tor. Go thou to Richmond and good fortune guide 
thee, [Jo Dorfet. 
Go thouto Richard, and good Angels tend thee, (Zo Ann. 
Go thou to Sanctuary, and good thoughts poflefs thee, 
[To the Queen. 
I to my Grave, where Peace and reft lye with me. 
Eighty odd years of forrow havel feen, 
And each hours joy wrack’d with a week of teen. 
Qu. Stay, yet look back with me untothe Tower, 
Pity, youancient Stones, thofe tender Babes, 
Whom Envy hathimmur’d within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones, 
Rude ragged Nurfe, old fullen Play-fellow, 
For tender Princes: ufe my Babies weil ; 


So foolifh Sorrows bid your Stones farewel. [E-veunt. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Sound a Sonnet, Enter Richard in pomp, Buckingham, Cates- 
by, Ratcliffe, Lovel. 


Rich. Stand allapart, Coufin of Buckingham. 
Buck, My gracious Soveraign. 
Rich. Give me thy hand. 

Thus high, by thy advice, and thy affiftance, 

Is King Richard Seated : | 

But fhall we wear thefe Glories for a day ? 

Or fhall they laft, and we rejoice in them ? 
Buck, Stili live they, and for ever let them laft. 
Rich. Ah Buckingham, now dol play the Toach, 

To try if thou be current Gold indeed: 

Young Edward lives, think now what | would {peak. 
Buck, Say on, my loving Lord. 

Ricb. Why, Bucksngham, 1 fay I would be King. 
Buck, Why fo you are, my thrice renowned Lord. 
Rich. Ha? am 1 King ? ’tis fo : but Edward lives. 
Buck. True, Noble Prince. 

Rich. O bitter Confequence ! 

That Edward ftill fhould live crue Noble Prince. 

Coufin, thou waft not wont tobe fo dull. 

Shall I be plain? 1 with the Baftards dead, 

And | would have it fuddenly perform’d. 
W hat fay’ft thou now ? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your Gracemay do your pleafure. 
Rich, Tut, tut, thou art alllce, thy kindnefs freezes : 
Say, have I thy confent, that they fhall die ? 
Buck.Give me fome little breath,fome paufe,dear Lord, 
Before | pofitively fpeak in this: 
I willrefolye youherein prefently. [Exit. Buckingham. 
Cases, The King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip. 
Rich. | will converfe with lron-witted Fools , 
And unrefpective Boys: none are for me, 
That look into me with confiderate Eyes, 
ee Buckingham grows circum{pect, 
o 


y. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich, Know’ft thou notany, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt untoa clofe exploitof Death ? 

Page. |knowa difcontented Gentleman, 

W hofe humble means match not his haughty fpirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 
And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 

Rich. What is his Name ? 

Page. His Name, my Lord, 1s Zsrrell. 

Rich. | partly know the Man: go call him hither, 
Boy. (Exit, 
The deep revolving witty Buckingham, 

No more fhall be the neighbour to my Counfels. 

Hath he fo long held out with me untyr'd, 

And ftops he now for Breath? Well, beit fo. 
Enter Stanly. 

How now, Lord Stanly, what’s the news? 

Stan, Know, my loving Lord, the Marquefs Dorfer, 
As I hear, is fled to Richmond, : 

Inthe parts where he abides. 

Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad, 
That Ann my Wife is very grievous fick, 

] will take order for her keeping clofe. 

Inquire me out fome mean poor Gentleman, 
Whom | will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughter : 
The Boy is foolifh, and 1 fear not him. 

Look how thou dream’ft: I fay again, give out, 
That Ann my Queen is fick, and like ro die. 
About it, for it ftands me much upon 

To ftop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. 
I muft be married to my Brothers Daughter : 

Or elfe my Kingdom ftands on brittle Glafs : 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her, 


[ Sound, 


Uncertain 
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For it i; done. 


Uncertain way of gain. But lamin 
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin, 
Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. 
Enter Tirrel. - 
Is thy Name Jirrel ? 
y James Tirrel, and your moft obedient Subject. 
Rich. Art thou indeed ?- 
Tir: Prove me, my gracious Lord. 
Rich, Dar’ft chou refolve to killa Friend of mine ? 
Tir. Pleafe you: 
But I had rather kill two Enemies. i 
Rich. Why then thou haft it: two decep Enemies, 
Foes tomy Reft, and my fweet fleeps difturbers, 
Are they that 1 would have thee deal upon - 
Tirrel, | mean thofe Baftardsin the Tower. 
Tir. Let me have open means to come tothem, 
And foon Ple rid you from the fear of them. 
Rich. Thou fing?ft fweet Mufick : 
Heark, come hither Tirrel, 


Go by this token : rife, and lend thine Ear, = [Whifpers. 
There is no more but fo- fay it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 

Tir. I will difpatch it ftraight. (Exit. 


Enter Buckingham. 
Buck, My Lord, | have confider’d in my mind, 
The late requeft that you did found me in. 
Rich. Well, let that ret: Dorfer is fed to Richmond. 
Buck, 1 hear the news, my Lord. 


Rich. Stanly, he is your Wives Son: well, look unto it. 


Buck, My Lord, I claim the gift, my due by promife, 
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn’d. 
Th’ Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
Which you have promifed I fhall poflefs. 

Rich. Stanly, look to your Wife: if fhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you fhall an{wer it. 

Buck, What fays your Highnefs to my juft requeft ? 

Rich, 1 do remember me, Henry the Sixth 
Did Prophefie, that Richmond fhould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peevifh Boy. 
A King perhaps. í 

Buck, May it pleafe you to refolve me in my fuit. 


Rich, Thou troubleft me, l am not in the vein. (Exit. 


Buck, And is it thus? repays he my deep fervice 
With fuch contempt? made { him King for this ? 
O let me think on Haffings, and be gone 
To Brecnock, while my fearful head is on. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody Act is done, 
The molt Arch deed of piteous maflacre 
That ever yet this Land was guilty of : 

Dighton and Forreft, whom| did vborn 
Todo this piece of ruthful Butchery, 
| Albeit they were fiefhe Villains, bloody Dogs, 
| Melted with tendernefs, and mild compaffion, 
Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad ftory, 
O thus (quoth Dighton ) lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus, thus (quoth Forre/?) girdling one another 
Within their Alabafter innocent arms: 
Their lips were four red Rofes ona ftalk, 
And their Summer Beauty kift each other. 
A Book of Prayers ontheir Pillow lay, 
Which once (quoth Forref? ) almoft chang’d my mind : 
But oh the Devil, there the Villain ftopt : 
When Dighton thus told on, we fmothered 
The moft replenifhed fweet work of Nature, 
That from the prime Creation e’re fhe framed. 
Hence both are gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 
They could not fpeak, and fo I left them both, 
To bear thefe tydings to the bloody King. 
Enter Richard. 
And here he comes. All health my Soveraign Lord. 

Rich. Kimd Zirrel, am \ happy in the News? 

Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happinefs, be happy then, 





(Exit. 
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Rich. But did’ft thou fee them dead ? 

Tir. 1 did, my Lord. 

Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel ? 

Tir, The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where (to fay the truth) | do not know. 

Rich. Come to me Tirrel foon, and after Supper, 
When thou rhere fhalt cell the procefs of their death. 


Mean timc, but think how I may do thee good, 


And be inheritor of thy defire. 


| Farewel till then. 


Tir. 1 humbly take kave. 

_ Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up clofe, 
His Daughter meanly have | match’d in marriage, 
The Sons of Edward fleep in Abrabaims bofom, 

And Ann my Wife hath bid this World good night. 
Now for I know the Britain Richmond aims 
At young E&zabeth my Brothers Daughter, 


And by chat knot looks proudly on the Crown, 


To her go J, a jolly thriving Wooer. 
Ener Ratcliff. 
Rat, My Lord. 
Rich, Good or bad News, that thou com’ft in fo bluntly ? 
Rat. Bad news, my Lord, Aourton is fled to Richmond, 


And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Welfhmen, 
Is inthe Field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 


Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his ralh levied ftrength. 


Come, Ihave learn’d that fearful commenting 

Is leaden Servitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads tmpotent and Snail-pac’d Beggery : 

Thea fiery expedition be my wing, 

Joves Mercury, and Herald for a King: 

Go mufter men : My Counfel is my Shield, 

We mutt be brief,when Traytors brave the Field. [Exessmt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter Old Queen Margaret. 


Mar, So now profperity begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe Confines flily have 1 lurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine Enemies. 

A dire induction am 1 witnefs to, 

And willto France, hoping the confequence 

Will prove as bitter, black, and Tragical. 

Withdraw thee wretched Afargarer, who comes here ? 

Enter Dutchefs and Queen, 
Queen, Ah my poor Princefs’ ah my tender Babes! 

My unblown Flowers, new appearing {weets : 

If yetyour gentle Souls fly in the Air, 

And be not fixt in doom perpetual, 

Hover about me with your airy Wings, 

And here your Mothers Lamentation. 

Mar, Hover about her, fay that right for right 

Hath dim’d your Infant morn, to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies have craz’d my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plamagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Qu. Wilt thou, O God, five from fuch gentle Lambs, 

And throw them in the intrails of the Wolf ? 

Why didft thou fleep, when fucha deed was done? 
Mar. When Holy Henry died, and my fweet Son. 
Dut. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living Ghoft, 

Woes Scene, Worlds fhame, Graves due, by life uferpr, 

Brief abftract and record af tedious days, 

Reft thy unreft on Exglands lawful Earth, 


Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood. 


Queen. Ah that thou would’ft as fcon afforda Grave, 
As 
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AS thou canft yield a melancholy feat : 
Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here, 
Ah who hath any cafe to mourn, but we? 
Mar. \f ancient be moft reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Signeury, 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand 
if forrow can admit Society. 
I had an Edward till a Richard kild him : 
I hadan Husband, till a Richard kild him: . 
Thou had’ft an Edward, tilla Richard kill’d him: 
Thou had’ft a Richard, ull a Richard kill’d him. 
Dur. | hada Ri bardtoo and thon did’ft kill him; 
{ had a Rutland too, thou holp’ft to kill him. 
Mar, Thou had?’ft a Clarence too, 
And Richard kilPd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept 
A Hell hound that doth hunt usall todeath- 
That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foul defacer of Gods handy work : 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls ; 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth, 
Thy womb fet loofe to chafe us to our Graves. 
O upright, juft, and true difpofing God, 
How do | thank thee, that this carnal Cur 
Preys on the ifue of his Mothers body, 
And makes her Pue-fellow with others moan. 
Dut. Oh Harries Wife, triumph not in my woes : 
God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine. 
Mar. Bear with me: | am hungry for revenge, 
And now! cloy me witb beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edvard. 
The other Edwarddead, to quit my Edward : 
Young York,, he isbut boot, becaufe both they 
Match'd nocthe high perfeClion of my lofs. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab’d my Edward, 
And the beholders of this frantick Play, 
Th’ adulterate Aaftings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely fmother’din their dusky Graves. 
Richard yet lives, Hell’s black Intelligencer, 
Onely referv’d their Factor, to buy Souls, 
And fend them thither: But at hand,at hand 
Infues his piteous and unpitied end. 
Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, 
To have him fuddenly convey’d from hence : 
Cancel his Bond of lifc, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live, and fay, The Dog is dead. 
neen, O thou did’ft Prophefy, the time would come, 
That! fhould wifh for thee to help me Curfe 
That bottel’d Spider, rhat foul bunch-back’d Toad. 
Mar. 1 call’d thee then, vain flourifh of my Fortune - 
I cald thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen, 
The reprefentation of but what | was; 
The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 
One heav’da high, to be hurl’d down below : 
A Mother onely mock’d with two fair Babes ; 
A dream of what thou waft, a garifh Flag 
To be the aim of every dangerous Shot ; 
A fign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble : 
A Queen in leaft, only to fillthe Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now? where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sons? Wherein do’ft thou Joy? 
Who fues, and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen ? 
Where be the bending Peers that flattered thee ? 
Where be the thronging Troops that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and fee now what thou art. 
For happy Wife, a moft diftrefled Widow: 
For joyful Mother, one that wailsthe name: . 
For one being fued to, one that humbly {ues : 
For Queen, a very Caytiff, crown’d with care: 
For fhe that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me: 
For fhe being feared of all, now fearing one : 
For fhe commanding all obey’d, of none. 
Thus hath the courfe of Juftice whirl’d about, 
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And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Having no more but thought of what thou waft, 

To torture thee the more, being what thon art. 

Thou did’ft ufurp my place, and doft thou not 

Ufurp the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? 

Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen’d yoaks 

From which, even herel flip my wearied head, 

And leave the burthen of it all, on thee. 

Farewel York’s Wife, and Queen of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Englifh woes fhall make me fmile in France. 
Queen, O thon well skil’d in Curfes, ftay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine Enemies. 

Mar. Forbear to fleep the night, and faf the day: 

Compare dead happinefs with living woe : 

| Think that thy Babes were fweeter than they were, 

And he that flew them fowler than he is: 

Bett’ring thy lofs makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Revolving this, will teach thee how to Curfe. 
Queen. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
Mar. Thy woes will make them fharp, 

And pierce like mine. (Exit Margaret, 
Dut. Why fhould calamity be full of words? 
Queen. Windy Atcurnies to their Clients Woes, 

Aiery fucceeders of inteftine joys, 

Poor breathing Orators of miferies, 

Let chem have fcope, though what they will impart 

Help nothing elfe, yet do they eafe the heart. 

Dut. If fo, then be not Tongue-ty’d : go with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, let’s {mother 

My damned Son, that thy two fweet Sons {mother’d. 

The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaims, 














Enter King Richard and bis Train. 


Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 

Dut. O the, that might have intercepted thee 
By ftrangling theein her accurfed Womb, 
From all the flaughters (Wretch) that thov haft done. 

Qu. Hid’ft thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown 
Where’t fhould be branded, if that right were right ? 
The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crown, 
| And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 

Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children ? 

Dut, Thou Toad, thou Toad, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence ? 
And little Ned Plantagenet his Son? 
Queen, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vauzhan, Gray? 
Dut. Where is kind Haftings ? 
Rich. Aflourifh, Trumpets; ftrike Alarum, Drums : 
Let not the Heavens hear thefe Tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lords Anointed. Strikel fay. 
Flourifh, 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous reports of War, 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Dut, Art thou my Son? 
Rich, 1,1 thank God, my Father, and your felf, 
Du, Then patiently hear my impatience. 
Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Dut. O let me fpeak. 
Rich. Do then, but Ple not hear. 
Dut. I will be mild, and gentle in my words. 
Rich. And brief (good Mother) for I amin haft. 
Dut. Art thou fo hafty ? I have ftaid for thee 
(God kuows) in torment and in agony. 

Rich, And came! not at laft to comfort yon ? 
Dut, No by the holy Rood, thou know’ft it well, 
Thou cam’{t on Earth, to make the Earth my Hell. 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy. 
Thy School-days frightful, defperate, wild, and furious, 
Thy prime of Man-hood, daring, bold, and venturous ; 
Thy Age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, lye, and bloody, 


Alarums. 


More 
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More mild, buc yet more harinful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canft thou name, 
That cver grac’d me with thy company ? 
Rich. Faith none, but Humphrey Hower, 
That call’d your Grace 
To breakfa(t once, forth of my company. 
{f 1 be fo difgracious in your Eye, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, Madam. 
Strike np the Drum. 
Dur, 1 prithee hear me {peak. 
Rich, You {peak too bitterly. 
Dur. Hear me a word: l 
For I fhall never fpeak to thee again. 
Rich. So. 
Dur. Either thou wilt die by Gods juft Ordinance 


‘E°re from this War thou turn a Conqueror : 


Or | with grief and extream age fhall perifh, 

And never more behold thy Face again. 

Therefore take with thee my moft grievous Curfe, 
Which in the day of Battel tire thee more 

Than all the compleat Armour that thou wear'lt, 
My Praşers on the adverfe Party fight, 

And there the little Souls of Edward’s Children 
Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemics, 

And promife them fuccefs and Victory - 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 

Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy deathattend. [Exs. 

Queen, Though far more cavfe, yet much lefs Spirit to 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to her. l (curfe 

Rich. Stay, Madam, | muft talk a word with you. 

Queen, | have no more Sons of the Royal blood 
For theeco laughter. For my Daughters (Richard ) 
They hall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens : 

And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

Rich. Youbave a Daughter call’d ELzabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, Royal and Gracious. 

Queen. And mutt fhe die for this ? O let her live, 
And Ple corrupt her Manners, ftain her Beauty, 
Slander my felt. as falfe to Edmward’s Bed: 

Throw over her the vail of infamy, 
So fhe may dive unfcarr’d of bleeding flaughter, 
I will confefs fhe was not Edward’s Daughter. 

Rich. Wrong nother Birth, fhe isa Royal Princefs. 

Queen. To fave her life, Ple fay fe is not fo. 

Rich. Her life is fafeft only in her Birth. 

Queen. And onely in that fafety dy’d her Brothers. 

Rich, Loe, at their Birth good Stars were oppofite. 

Queen. No, to their lives ill Friends were contrary. 

Rich. All unavoided is the doom of Deftiny. 

ween. True: when avoided Grace makes Deftiny. 
My Babes were dcftin’d to a fairer death, 
If Grace had bleft thee wich a fairer life. 

Rich. You fpeak as if that I had flain my Coufins ? 

Oueen, Coufinsindeed, and by their Uncle cozen’d, 
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life, 
Whofe hands foever lanch’d their tender hearts, 

Thy head (all indirectly) gave direction. 
No doubt the murd’rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, 
To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 
But that ftill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue fhould to chy cars not name my Boys, 
Till that my Nails were anchor’d in thine Eyes: 
And Tin fuch adefp’rate Bay of death, 
Likea a Bark, of fails and tackling reft, 
Ruhh all to pieces on thy Rocky bofom. 
Rich, Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize, 
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody Wars, . 
As | intend more good to youand yours, 
‘Thanever you or yours by me were harm’d. 
Queen, What good is cover’d with the Face of Heaven, 
To be difcovered, that can do me good ? 
Rich. Th advancement of your Children, gentle Lady. 
Queen, Up to fome Scaffold, there to lofe their heads. 
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Rich, Unto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperial Type of this Earth’s glory. 

Queen, Flatter my forrow with report of it: 
Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour 
Canft thou devife to any Child of mine? 

Rich, Even all i have; 1,and my felfand all, 

Will] withal endow a Child of thine: 

So 10 the Lethe of thy angry Soul, 

Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, 
Which thou fuppofeft I have done to thee. 

Queen, Bebrief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs 
Laft longer telling thanthy kindnefs date. 

Rich. Then know, 

That trom my Soul 1 love thy Daughter. 

Queen. My Daughters Mother thinks it with her Soul. 

Rich. What do you think ? 

Queen. That thou doft love my Danghter from thy Soul. 
So from thy Souls love didft thou love her Brothers, 

And from thy hearts love, 1 do thank thee for ic. 

Kith Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning : 
| mean, that with my Soul | lovethy Daughter, ` 
And do intend to make her Queen of England. 

Queen, Well chen, who do’ft thou mean fhall be her King. 

Kich. Even he that makes her Queen ; 

Who elfe fhould be ? 

Queen. What thou ? 

Rich, Even fo: how thick you of it? 

Queen. How can’ft thou woo her ? 

Rich. That 1 would learn of you, 

As one being beft acquainted with her humour. 

Queen, And wilt thou learn of me ? 

Rich, Madam, with all my heart. 

Queen. Send to her, by the man that flew her Brothers 
A pair of bleeding hearts: thereon engrave. , 
Edward and York, then haply will fhe weep: 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, fteept in Rutland’s blood, 

A Hand-kerchief, which fay to her did drain 

The purple fap from her {weet Brothers body, 

And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love, 

Send her a Lecter of thy Noble deeds : 

Tel! her, thou mad’ftaway her Uncle Clarence, 

Her Uncle Rivers; 1, (and for her fake) 

Mad’ft quick conveyance with her good Aunt Anne, 

Rich, You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
To win your Daughter. 

Queen. There is no other way, 

Unlefs thou could’ft pat on fome other fhape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 

Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her. 

Queen, Nay then indeed fhe cannot choofe but hate thee, 
Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoyl. 

Rich. Look what is done, cannotbe now amended: 
Men fhall deal unadvifedly fometimes, 

Which after-hours gives leifure to repent. 

If I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 

Yo makeamends, I’le give it to your Daughter 

If l have kild the ifue of your Womb, 

To quicken your encreafe, | will beget 

Mine iffue of your blood, upon your Danghter : 

A Grandams name is little lefs in Jove, 

Than is thedoting Title of a Mother , 

They are as Children bue one ftep below, 

Even of your metal, of your very blood : 

Ofall one pain, fave for anight of groans 

Endur’d eines for whom you bid like forrory. 

Your Children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine fhall be a comfort to your age, 

The lofs you have, is but a Son being King, 

And by that lofs your Daughter is made Queen. 

I cannot make you what amends I would, 

Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can. 

Dorfet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul, 
Leads 
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Leads difcontented fteps in forreign foyl, 
This fair Alliance quickly fhall call home 
Tohigh Promotions, and great Dignity. | 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly fhall call thy Dorfer Brother : 
Again fhall you be Mother to a King: 
Andall che ruins of diftrefsful times, 
Repair’d with double riches of Content. 
What? we have goodly days to fee : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have fhed, 
Shall come again, transform’d to Orient Pearl, 
Advantaging their love with intereft 
Often-times double gain of happinefs. 
Gothen (my Mother) to thy Daughter, go, _ 
Make bold your bafhful years with your experience, 
Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooers tale. 
Puc in her tender heart th’ afpiring flame 
Of golden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princefs 
With the fweet filent hours of Marriage joys; 
And when this Arm of mine hath chaftifed 
The petty Rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant Garlands will 1 come, 
And lead thy Daughter to a Conquerors Bed : 
To whom 1 will retail my Conqueft won, 
And fhe hall be fole Vi&trefs, Cefar’s Cefar. 
Queen, What were Í beft to fay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord ? or fhall ! fay her Uncle? 
Or he that flew her Brothers ? and her Uncles ? 
Under what Title fhall I woo for thee 
That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years ? 
Rich. Infer fair Englands Peace by this Alliance. 
Qu. Which the fhail purchafe wich ftill lafting War. 
Rich, Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
ueen. That at her hands,which the King’s King forbids. 
Rich, Say, fhe fhall be a high and mighty Queen. 
ueen, Tovail the Title, asher Mother doth. 
Rich, Say 1 will love her everlaftingly. 
Qu. But how long fhall that Title ever laft ? 
Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her fair lives end. 
Qu. But how long fairly hall her fweet life laft ? 
Rich. As long as Heaven and Nature lengthens it. 
Qu. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. 
Rich. Say, 1, her Soveraign, am her Subject low. 
Qu. But fhe your Subject loaths fuch Soveraignty. 
Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Qu, An honeft tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
Qu, Plainand not honelt, istoo harfha ftyle. — 
Rich, Your Reafons are too fhallow, and too quick. 
x, Ono, my Reafonsare too deep and dead, 
Two deep and dead (poor Infants ) in their Graves, 
Harp on it ftill fhall 1, till heart-ftrings break. — 
Rich. Harp not on that ftring, Madam, that is paft. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown. 
Qx, Profan’d, difhonour’d, and the third ufurpt. 
Rich. 1 {wear. 
Qu, By ne for this is no Oath: 
Thy George profan’d, hath loft his Lordly honour , 
Thy Garter blemift’d, pawn’d his Kingly Virtue ; 
Thy Crown ufurpt, difgrac’d his Kingly Glory: 
If fomething thou would?ft fwear to be believ’d, 
Swear then by fomeching that thou haft not wrong’d. 
Rich, Then by my felf. 
Qu. Thy felf, is felf mifus'd. 
Rich. Now by the World. 
Qu, *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 
Rich, My Fathersdeath. 
Qu. Thy life hath it difhonour’d. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
Qu. Heaven's wrong is moft of all : 
If thou did’ft fear to break an Oath with him, 
The unity the King my Husband made, 
Thou hadft not broken, nor my Brothers dy’d, 
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If thou hadft fear’d to break an Oath by him, 
Th’ Imperial Metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grac’d the tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had been breathing here, 
W hichnow two tender Bed-fellows for duft, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms. 
What canft chon {wear by now ? 
Rich. The time to come. 
Qu, That thou haft wronged in the time o’re- paft: 
For I my felf have many tears to wafh 
Hereafter time, for time paft wrong’d by thee. 
The Children live, whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter’d, 
Ungovern’d youth, to wail it with their age. 
The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butcher*d, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifus’d e’re us’d, by times ill-us’d repaft. 
Rich, As1 intend to profper, and repent: 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoftile Arms: My felf, my felf confound: 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy hours: 
Day, yield me not thy light? nor Night thy reft. 
Be oppofite all Planets of good luck 
Tomy proceeding, if with dear hearts love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
In her confifts my happinefs and thine : 
Without her follows to my felf and thee, 
Her felf, the Land, and many a Chriftian Soul, 
Death, Defolation, Ruine, and Decay : 
It cannotbe avoided, but by this: 
Ic will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore dear Mother (I mutt call you fo) 
Be the Atturney of my love to her: 
Plead what I will be, not what | have been; 
Not my defires, but what I will deferve: 
Urge the neceflity and ftate of times, 
And be not peevifh foundin great Defigns. 
Qs. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus? 
Rich, 1, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 
Qu. Shall I forget my felf to be my felf ? 
Rich. 1, if your felf*s remembrance wrong your felf. 
Qu. Yet thou didft kill my Children. 
Rich. Butin your Daughters Womb I bury them. 
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture. 
Qu. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy will? 
Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
Qu, I go, write to me very fhortly, 
And you fhall underftand from me her mind. [Exit Qu. 
Rich. Bear her my true loves kifs, and fo farewel. 
Relenting Fool, and fhallow-changing Woman. 
How now, What news? 
Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat, Molt mighty Soveraign, on the Weftern Coaft 
Rides a puiflant Navy: To our Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm’d, and unrefolv’d to beat them back. 
’Tisthought, that Richmond is their Admiral: 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them afhore. 
Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to the Duke of Nor- 


Ratcliff, thy felf, or Catesby, where is he? ( folk, 
Cat. Here, my good Lord. 
Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke. 
Cat. Iwill, my Lord, withall convenient haft. 
Rich, Catesby, come hither, poft to Salisbury, 
When thou com’ft thither: Dull unmindful Villain, 


Why ftay’ft thou here, and go’lt not to the Duke ? 
Cat. Firft, mighty Liege,tell me your Highnefs pleafure, 
What from your Grace! fhall deliver to him. 
Rich. Otrue, good Catesby, bid him levy ftraight 
The greateft ftrength and power that he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. k 
at, 
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Cat. I go CExit. | Reward to him that bringsthe Traytor in ? 
Rat. What, may it pleafe you, fhall I do at Salisbury. Meff. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord.. 
Rich. Why, what would’ft thou dotherc before | go? Enter another Meffenger. l 
Rat. Your Highnefs told me I fhould poft before. Meff. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquefs Dorfet 
Rich, My mind is chang’d : Tis faid, my Liege, in York-fhire are in Arms: : 
Emer Lord Stanly. But this good comfort bring | to your Highnefs, 
Stanly, what news with you ? The Britain Navy is difpers’d by Tempelt. 
Sta. None good, my Liege, to pleafe you with the hear- | Richmond in Dorfet-fire fent out a Boat 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. Cing, | Unto the More, to ask thofe on the Banks, 
Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle neither good nor bad: If chey were his Affiftants, yea, or no? 
What need’ft thou run fo many miles about, Who anfwer’d him, they came from Buckingham 
. When thou map’ht tell thy tale the neareft way ? Upon his party : he miftrufting them, 

Once more, what News ? Hoys’d fail, and made his courfe again for Britain. 
Stan, Richmond ison the Seas. Rich, March.on, marchon, fince we are up in Arms, 
Rich, There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, If not to fight with Forreign Enemies 

White-liver’d Run-a-gate, what doth he there ? Yerto beat down thefe Rebels here at home. 

Stan. 1 know not, mighty Soveraign, but by guefs. Enter Catesby. 

Rich. Well, as you guefs. Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken 

Stan. Stirr’dup by Dorjet, Buckingham, and Morton, That isthe beft News, that the Earl of Richmond i 
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. ls witha migbty power Landed at Melford, 

Rich, ts the Chair empty ? 1s the Sword unfway’d ? ls colder News, but yet they mult be told. 

Is the. King dead ? the Empire unpoffeft ? Rich. Away towards Salisbury: while we reafon here 

What Heir of York is there alive, but we? A Royal Battel might be won and loft : > 

And who is England’s King, but great Tork's Heir ? Some one take order Buckingham be brought 

Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas ? To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. CExewn. 


Stan, Unlefsfor that, my Letge, | cannot guefs. 
Rich, Unlets for that he comes to i your Liege, 
You cannot guefs, wherefore the Welch-man comes. i 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. SCE na Quai La. 
Stam. No, my good Lord, therefore miftrult me not. 





Rich. Whereis thy power then to beat him back ? Enter Derby. and Sir Chriftovh 
Where bethy Tenants, and thy followers ? Ys ee 
Are they not now uponthe Weftern fhore, Der. Sit Chriffopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
Safe conducting the Rebels from their Ships ? That in the Styeof the moft deadly Boar, 


Stan, No, my good Lord, my friends are in the North. | My Son George Stanly is frankt up in hold : 
Rich, Cold frieuds tome: what dothey inthe North, | If I revolt, off goes young George’s head, 


When they fhould ferve their Soveraign inthe Weft ? The fear of that holds off my prefent aid. 

Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty King, |S0 get thee gone: commend me tothy Lord. 
Pleafeth your Majefty to give me leave, Withal fay, that the Queen hath heartily confented 
Pie mufter up my friends, and meet your Grace, He fhould efpoufe Elizabeth her Daughter. 

Where, and what time your Majefty thall pleafe. But tell me, whereis Princely Richmond now f 

Rich. 1, thou would’ be gone, to joyn with Richmond: | © hri. At Pembrook, or at Hertford Weft in Wales. 
But Ile not truft thee. Der, What men of Name refort to him ? 

Stan. Moft mighty Soveraign, _ Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, arenowned Souldicr, 
You have no caufe to hold my friend{hip doubtful, Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanly 
l never was, nor never will be falfe. Oxford, redoubted Pembrook, Sir Fames Blunt, 

Rich. Go then, and mufter men: but leave bchind And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 

Your Son George Stanly; look jog heart be firm, And many éther of great name and worth : 
Or elfe his heads affurance is but frail. And towards London do they bend their power, 
Stan. So deal with him, as ] prove true to you. If by the way they be not fought withal. 
(Exit Stanly.| Der. Well, hye thee tochy Lord: I kifs his hand, 
Enter a Meffenger. My Letter will refolye him of my mind. 
Mef. My gracious Soveraign, now in Devon-fhire, Farewel. [ Exennt. 


As | by friends am well advertis’d, 
| Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 





Bifhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, : 
swith Maly more Confederates are in Arms. Atlus Guntu. Scena Prima. 
Enter another Meffenger. 
Mef. in Kent, my Liege, the Guilford’s arc in Arms, Enter Buckingham with Halberds led to Execution. 
And every hour Competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their power grows f{trong. Buck, Will not King Richard.Jet me {peak with hiin ? 
Enter another Meffenger. Sher. No, my good Lord, therefore be patient. 
Mef. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham. Buck, Haftings, and Edward's Children, Gray, and Rivers, 


Rich, Out on yey Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. | Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edward, 
(He ftriketh him. | Vaughan, and aj] that have mifcarried 


There, take thou that, till thou bring betcer News. By under-hand corrupred foul injuftice, 
Meff. The News! have totell your Majefty, If that your moody difconteuted Souls, 
Is, that by fuddain Flood, and fall of Waters, Do through the Clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Buckingham’s Army is difpers’d and fcatter’d, Even for revenge mock my deftruction. 
And he himfelf wandred away alone, This ts Ad Souls Day (Fellow) is it not ? 
No man knows whither. Sher. It is. 
Rich. 1 cry thee mercy 3 Buck Why then All-Souls Day,ismy Bodies Doomf-day. 
There is my Purfe, to cute that blow of thine. Thisis the day, which in King Edwards time 
Hath any well advifed friend proctaim’d I witht might fall on me, when 1 was found 
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Falfe tohis Children, and his Wives Allies. 
Thisis the day, wherein | wifht to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft | trufted. 
This, this All-Souls Day tomy fearful Soul, 
Is the determin’d refpite of my wrongs: 
That high All-feer, which I dallied with, 
Hath turn’d my feign’d Prayer on my head, 
And given in earneft, what I bege’d in jeft. 
Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points ia their Mafters bofors. 
Thus Margarets curfe falls heavy on my neck 
When he (quoth fhe) will fplit thy heart with forrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefs : 
Come lead me Officers to the Block of fhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
[ Exeunt Buckingham with Officers. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 


with Drum and Colours. 


Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my moft loving Friends, 
Bruis’d underneath the yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from onr Father Stanly 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping Boar, © i 
(That fpoyl’d your Summer-Fields, and fruitful Vines) 
Swills your warm blood like wafh, and makes his trough 
In your embowell’d bofoins: This foul Swine 
Is now eveninthe Center of this Ifle, 
Near tothe Town of Lesceffer, as we learn: 
From Tamworth thither, is but one days march. 
In Gods name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveft of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody tryal of fharp War. 
Oxf. Every mans Confcience is a thonfand men, 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. 

Her. 1 doubt not, but his Friends will turn to us. 

Blun. Hehath no friends, but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deareft need will fly from him. 

Rich, All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True nope is fwift, and flyes with Swallow’s wings, 
Kings itmakes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. 

[ Exeunt omnes, 


Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norfolk , Ratcliff, 
and the Earl of Surrey. 


Rich. Here pitch our Tent, even here in Bofworth-field ; 

My Lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 
Rich, My Lord of Norfolk, 

Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege. 

Rich. Norfolk, we muft have knocks : 

Ha, muft we not ? 

Nor. We muft both give and take,my loving Lord. 
Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I lie to night, 

But where to morrow ? well, all’s one for that. 

Who hath defcried the number of the Traytors ? 
Nor. Six or feven thoufand is their utmoft power. 
Rich, Why our Battalia trebble that account : 

| Befides the King’s name isa Tower of ffrength, 

Which they on the adverfe Fa¢tion want. - 

Up wich the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 

| Let us furvey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for fome men of found direction: 

Let’s lack no Difcipline, make no delay, 


For, Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. {Exeunt. 


Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and 
Dorfet. 


Richm, The weary Sun hath made a Golden fet, 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to morrow. 


| Sir Wallsam Brandon, you fhall bear my Standard: 


Give me fome Ink and Paper in my Tent: 

le draw the Form and Model of our Battel, 
Limit each Leader to his feveral Charge, 

And part in juft proportion our finall Power. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Wiliam Brandon, 
And you Sir Walter Herbert ftay with me : 

The Earl of Pembrook, keeps his Regiment ; 
Good Captain Blant, bear my Good night to him, 
And by the fecond hour in the morning, 

Defire the Earl to fee me in my Tent : 

Yet one thing more, good Captain, do for me : 
Where is Lord Stanly Quarter’d, do you know? 

Blunt, Unlefs | have mifta’ne his Colours much, 
(Which well | am affur’d I have not done) 

His Regiment lies half a mile at leaft 
South, from the mighty power cf the King. 

Rich. If without peril it be pofible, l 
Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to fpeak with him, 
And give him from me this moft needful Note. 

Blunt. Upon my felf, my Lord, lle undertake it, 
And fo God give you quiet reft to night. 

Rich. Good night, good Captain Blunt : 

Come Gentlemen, 
Let us confult upon to morrows Bufinefs ; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. 


(They withdraw into the Tent. 


Enter Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catesby. 


Rich. What is’t a Clock ? 
Cat, It’s Suppertime, my Lord, it’s nine a Clock. 
King. | will not {up to night, 
Give me fome Ink and Paper : 
What, is my Beaver eafier than it was ? 
And all my Armor laidinto my Tent ? 
Cat. Itismy Liege: and all things are in readinefs. 
Rich. Good Norfolk hye thee to thy charge, 
Ufe careful Watch, chufe trufty Centinels. 
Nor. | go, my Lord. 
Rich. Stic with the Larkto morrow, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. | warrant you, my Lord. [Exit | 
Rich, Ratcliff: 
Rat, My Lord. 
Rich. Send out a Purfuivant at Arms 
‘Lo Stanly’s Regiment: bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, left his Son George fall 
Intotheblind Cave of eternal night. 
Fill mea Bow! of Wine: give mea Watch: 
Saddle white Survey for the Field to morrow : , 
Look that my Staves be found, and not too heavy. Ratcliff 
Rat. My Lord. | 
Rich. Saw’ft the melancholy Lord Northumberland ? 
Rat, Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf, 
Much about Cock-fhut time, from Troop to Troop 
Went through the Army, cheering up the Souldiers. 
King. So, lam fatisfied: give me a Bowlof Wine, 
I have not that alacrity of Spirit, 
Nor cheer of Mind, that] was wont to have. 
Set it down, Is Ink and Paper ready? 
Rat. Itis, my Lord. 
Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 
Ratchff, about the mid of night come to my Tent, 
And helpto Arm. Leave me] fay. [Exit Ratcliff. 
Enter Derby to Richmond tm bes Tent. 
Derb. Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 
Richm, All comfort,that the dark night can afford, 
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Be to thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law. 
Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ? 
Der. |, by Attourney, blefs thee from thy Mother, 

Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : 

So much for that. The filent hours fteal on, 

And flaky darknefs breaks within the Eaft. 

In brief, for fo the feafon bids us be, 

Prepare thy Battel early inthe morning, 

And put thy Fortune to th’ Arbitrement 
Of bloody ftroaks, and mortal ftaring War: 

I, asi may, that which I would, I cannot, 

With beft advantage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful fhock of Armes. 

But on thy fide | may not be too forward, 

Left being feen, thy Brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his Fathers fight. : 

Farewel; the leifure, and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 

And ample enterchange of {weet Difccurfe, 

W hich fo long fundred Friends fhould dwell upon : 
God give us leifore for thefe rites of Love. 

Once more Adieu, be valiant, and {peed well. 

Richm. Good Lords, conduct him to his Regiment : 

Je ftrive, with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 

Left leaden lumber poize me down to morrow, 

When | fhould mount with wings of Victory: 

Once more, Good night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 

(Exeunt. Manet Richmond. 

O thou, whofe Captain I account my felf, 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye : 
Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crufh down witha heavy fall, 
Th’ ufurping Helmets of our Adverfaries. 
Make us thy Minifters of Chaltifement, 
That we may praife thee in thy Victory - 
Tothee! do commend my watchful foul, 
E’re I let fali the windows of mine Eyes : 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me flill. 


-a 


[ Sleeps. 
Enter the Ghoft of Prince Edward, Son to Henry the Sixth. 


Gh, co Rs. Let mefit heavy on thy foul to morrow - 
Think how thou ftabb’ft me in the prime of youth 
At Tewksbury , defpair therefore, and die. 
Ghoft to Richm. Be cheerful, Richmond, 
.For the wronged Souls 
Of Butcher’d Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry’siflue, Richmond, comforts thee. 


Enter the Ghoft of Henry the Sixth. 


Ghot. When I was mortal, my Anointed body 
By thee was punched full ot holes ; 

Think on the Towet, and me: Defpair and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die. 

To Richm. Virtuous and holy, be chou Conqueror. 
Harry that prophefied, thou fhould?{t be King, 

Doth comfort theein fleep: live, and flourith. 
Enter the Ghoft of Clarence. 

Ghoft. Let me fit heavy in thy foul to morrow. 
I that was wafh’d to deathin Fulfom Wine : 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death : 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 

And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and dye. 

To Rich, Thou off-fpring of the Houfe of Lancafter, 
The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thce, 
Good Angels gnard thy Battel, live and flourifh. 

Enter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 

Rsv. Let me fit heavy in thy foul to morrow, 
Rivers, that did at Pomfret : defpair, and die. 

Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy foul defpair. 

Vaugh. Think upon Vaagkan, and with gnilty fear 
Let fall chy Lance, defpair and die. 

All to Richm, Awake. 
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And think out wrongsin R:chard’s Bofome 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghot of Lord Haftings. 
Ghoft. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 
And in a bloody Battel end thy days, 
Think on Lord Haftingss defpair, and dic. 
Ghoft so Rich, Quiet untroubled foul, 
Awake, awake: 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England: fake. 
Enter the Ghofts of the two young Princes. 
Ghofts. Dream on thy Confins 
Smother’d in the Tower : 
Let us be laid within thy Bofome, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, fhame, and death. 
Thy Nephews fouls bid thee defpair and die. 
Ghofts ro Richm. Sleep Richmond, 
Sleep in peace, and wake in joy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boars annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flourih : 
Enter the Ghoft of Anne bis Wife. 
Ghoft to Rich, Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched Anne thy Wife, 
That never flept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy ileep with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and die. 
Ghoft to Kichm. Thou quiet Soul, 
Sleep thoua quiet flecp: 
Dream of fuccelss, oat happy Victory, 
Thy Adverfaries Wife doth pray for thee. 
Enter the Gkoft of Buckingham. 
Ghoft toRich. The firft was Í, 
That help’d thee to the Crown : 
The Jaft was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Battel think on Backinigham, 
And die in terrorof thy guiltinefs. 
Dreamon, dreamon, of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting defpair ; defpairingyield thy breath, 
Ghoft to Richm, \ di‘d for hope 
E’re I could Jend thee aid ; 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd : 
God, .and good Angels fight on Richmond’s fide, 
And &:chard tall in height of all. his pride. 
(Richard ftarts ont of his Dream. 
Rich. Give meanother Horfe, bind up my Wounds: 
Have mercy, Jefu. Sofe, 1 did but dream. 
O coward Confcience! how do’ft thou affiict me ? 
The Lights burn blew. Iris not dead mid-nizhr; 
Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling fiefh: ` 
What ? dol fear my felf? There's none elfe by, 
Richard loves Richard, thatis, Jam 1. 
[s therea Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am: 
Then Aye ? what from my felf? Great reafon : why ? 
Left l revenge. What ? my félf upon my felf ? 
Alack, I love my felf. Wherefcre ? For any good 
That l my felf havedoneupon my felf? .. 
Ono. Alas, { rather hate my felf, n 
For hateful Deeds committed by my felf. 
lama Villain: yeti Lye, I amnor. 
Fool, of thy felf fpeak well: Fool, do not fatter. 
My Confcience hath a thoufand feveral Tongues; 
And every tongue brings ina {cveral tale, 
And every tale condemns me fora Villain; © 
Perjury, in the high’ft Degree, 
Murther, ftern murther, in the dirft degree, - 
All feveral fins, all us’din each degree, 
Throng all to th’ Bar, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 
| fhall defpair, there isno Creature loves me ; 
And if I die, no foul fhall pity me. o 
Nay, Wherefore fhould they? fince that I my fclf 
Find in my felf no pity to my felf. 


| Methought, the Souls of all that t had murther’d 


Came to my Tent, every one did threat 
Ft Te 
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To morrows vengeance on thehead of Richard, 
Enter Ratcliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. 
King. Who's there ? 
Rat, Ratcliffe, my Lord, *tis!: the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done falutation to the morn, 
‘Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. 
King. O Ratcliffe, 1 fear, I fear. 
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadows. 
King. By the Apoftle Paul, Shadows to night 
Have {truck more terrour to the foul of Richard, 
Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by hallow Rschmiond, 
*Tis not yet near Cae Come, go with me, 
Under our Tents; Ile play the Eaves-dropper, 
To hear if any man fhrink from me. 
CExcunt Richard and Ratcliffe.’ 


Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting in his Tent, 


Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
Rich. Cry youmercy, Lords, and watchfol Gentlemen, 
That you have ta’ne a tardy fluggard here ? 
Lords. How have you flept, my Lord ? 
Righ. The fweeteft fleep, 
And faireft boading Dreams, 
That ever entred ina drowfie head, 
Have I fince your departure had, my Lords. 
Methought their Souls, whofe bodies Richard murther’d, 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory , 
J promife you my heart is very jocund, 
in the remembrance of fo fair a Dream. 
How far into the Morning isit, Lords ? 
Lords. Upon the ftroak of four. 
Rich, Why then ’tis time to Arm, and give direction. 
His Oration to his Souldiers. 
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The leifure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon: yet remember this, 
God, and our good caufe, ight upon our fide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear’d Bulwarks, {tand before our Faces, 
(Richard except )thofe whom we fight againft, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide : 
One rais’d in blood, andonein blood eftablifh’d ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And flaughter’d thofe that were the means to help him: 
A baft foul Stone, made precious by the foyl 
Of Englands Chair, where he is falfely fet : 
One that hath ever been Gods Enemy. 
Then if you fight againft Gods Enemy, 
God willin juftice ward you as his Souldiers. 
If you do fwear to puta Tyrant down, | 
You flcep in peace, the Tyrant being flain : 
If you do fight againft your Countries Foes, 
Your,Countries Fat fhall pay your pains the hire. 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives , 
Your Wives fhal! welcome home the Conquerours, 
If you dofrec your Children from the Sword, 
Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 
Then inthename of God andall thefe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. . 
For me, the ranfomof my bold attempi, 
Shall be thiscold Corpson the Earths cold face. 
Buciifl thrive, the gain of my attempt, 
The leaft of you fhall fhare his part thereof. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, avd Catesby. 
Ring. What faid Northumberland,as touching Richmond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. 


King. He faid the truth: and what faid Surrey then. | Amaze the Welkin with your broken ftaves. 
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Rat. He fmil’d and faid, the better for our 
Ksng. He was in the right, 
Tell the Clock there. {Clock ftrikes. 
Give me a Kalender, who faw the Sun to day ? 
oe Ne Pe ae 
sng. Then he difdaius to fhine: for, by the B 
He fhould have brav’d the Eaft an hour ae. ~ 
A black day will it be to fome body, Ratcliffe, 
Rat. My Lord. 
King, The Sun will not be {een to day, 
The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army. 
I would thefe dewy Tears were from the Ground. 
Not fhine to day ? why what isthat fo me 
More than to Richmond? for the felf-fame Heaven 
That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him. 
Enter Norfolk. 
Nor.Arm,arm,my Lord, the Foes vaunts in the Field. 
King. Come, buftle, buftle. Caparifonmy Horfe. 
Callup Lord Stanly, bid him bring his Power, 
I will lead forth my Souldiers to the plain, 
And thus my Battel fali be ordered. 
My foreward fhall be drawn in length, 
Con fifting equally of Horfe and Foot : 
Our Archers shal] be placed in rhe midft ; 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horie. 
They thus directed, we will follow 
In the main Battel, whofe puiflance on either fide 
Shall be well wing’d with our cheifeft Horfe : 
This, and Saint George to boot. 
What think’ft thou, LWVorfelk? | 
Nor. A good direction, warlike Soveraign, 
This found 1 on my Tent this Morning, 


urpofe, 
and fo indeed itis ý 


Jocky of Norfolk, be not fo bold. 
For Dickon thy Mafter ss bough: and fold, 


King. A thing devifed by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to liis Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls: 
For Confcience isa word that Cowards ufe, 
Devis’d at firft to keep the {trong in awe, 
Our {trong Arms be.our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, joyn bravely, let usto’t pell mell, 
If not to Heaven, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What thalll fay more than I have inferr’d ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals, Run-aways, 
A fcum of Britains, and bafe-Lackey-Peafants, 
Whom their o’re-cloyed Couhttrey vomits forth 
To defperate Adventures, and aflur’d Deftrudtion. 
You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unreft : 
You having Lands, and bleft with beauteous Wives, 
They wonld reftrain the one, diftain the other. 
And who doth lead them, buta paltry Fellow? 
Long kept in Britain at our Mothers coft, 
A Milk-jop, one thar never in his Life 
Felt fo much cold, as over fhooes in Snow : 
Let’s whip thefe {traglers o’re the Seas again, 
Lah hence thefe over-weening Rags of France, 
Thefe famifh’d Beggars, weary of their lives, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of means (poor Rats) had hang’d themfelves. 
If we be conquered, let Men conquer us, 
And not thefe Baftard- Britains, whom our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb’d and thump’d, 
And on Record, left them the Heirs of fhame. 
Shall thefe enjoy our Lands? lie with our Wives ? 
Ravith our Daughters ? [Drum afar off. 
Heark, I hear their Drum, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, yeomeny, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the head 
Spur your proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood, 


Enter 
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Enter a Meffenger. 
What fays Lord Stanly, will he bring his Power ? 
Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
King. Off with his Son George’s Head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy ts paft the Marfli 
After the Battel let George Stanly dye. 
King. Athoufand Hearts are great within my Bofom. 
Advance our Standards, fet upon our Foes, 
Our ancient word of Conrage, fair Saint George, 
Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery Dragons 
Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms. 
Alarum. Excurfions. Enter Catesby. 
Cat. Refcue, my Lordof Norfolk, 
Refcue, Refcue: 
The King enacts more wonders than a Man, 
Daring an oppofite to every danger : 
His Horfe is flain, and allon foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of Death: 
Refcue, fair Lord, or elfe the day is loft. 
Alarums. Enter Richard. 
Rich. A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe. 
Cat. Withdraw, my Lord, Ple help you to a Horfe. 
Rich, Slave, I have fer my life upon a caft, 
And I will ftand the hazard of the Die : 
I think there be fix Richmonds in the Field, 
Five have I flainto day, inftead of him. 
A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe. 


Alaram. Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Rich- 
ard is flam. 


Retreat, and Flourifh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
Crown, with divers other Lords. 


Rich. God and your Arms 

Be prais’d, Victorious Friends, 

This Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead. 
Der. Couragious Richmond, 
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Well haft thou acquit thee: Loe, 
Here thefe long usurped Royalties, 
From the dead Temples of this Bloody Wretch, 
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal. 
Wear it, and make much of ir. 
Rich. Great God of Heaven, fay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young George Sranly living ? 
Der. Heis, my Lord, and Gfein Lecefter Town, 
Whither (if you pleafe) we may with-draw us. 
Rich. What men of noteare flain on either fide ? 
Der. Fohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sit Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon, 
Rich. Inter their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proclaim a Pardon to the Souldiers fled, 
That in fubmifon will return to us, 
And then, as we have ta’ne the Sacrament 
We will unite the White Rofe, and the Red. 
Smile Heaven upon this fair Conjunétion, 
That long hath frown’d upon their Enmity: 
What Traytor hearsme, and fays not Amen? 
England hath long been mad, and fcar’d her felf ; 
The Brother blindly fhed the Brother’s blood , 
The Father rafhly flaughter’d his own Son ; 
The Sons, compell’d, been Butchers to the Sire , 
All this divided York and Lancafter, 
Divided in their dire Divifion. 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe, 
By Gods fair Ordinance, conjoyn together - 
And let thy Heirs (God, if thy will be fo) 
Enrich the time tocome, with {fmooth? d-fac’d Peace 
With fmiling Plenty, and fair profperousdays. 
Abate the edge of Traytors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thefe bloody days again, 
And make poor England weep in {treams of Blood. 
Letthemnot live to tafte this Lands encreafe, 
That would with Treafon, wound this fair Lands peace. 
Now Civil wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives agen ; 
That the may long live here, God fay, Amen. [Exeumr. 
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The PROLOGUE, 











I Come no more to make you laugh 5 Things now, 
That bear a Weighty, and a Serious Brow, 
Sad, high, and working, fullof State and Woe ; 
Such Noble Scenes, as draw the Eye to flow, 

We now pee Thofe that can Psty, here 

May (if they think tt well) les fall a Tear, 

The Subjett will deferve it, Such as give 

Their Moey out of hope they may believe, 

May here find Truth too. Thofe that come to fee 
Only a fhowor two, and fo agree, 7 
The Play may pafs: If they be frill, and willing, 
Ple undertake may fee away their Shilling 

Richly in two fhort hours, Only the 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy Play, 

A noife of Targets: Orto fee a Fellow 

In along Motley Coat, guarded with Yellow, 


Will be deceid: For, gentle Flearers, knox 

To rank our ckofen Truth with fuch a fow 

As Fooi, and Fight is, befide forfeiting 

Our own Brains; and the Opinion that we bring 
To make that only true, we now intend, 

Wil leave us never an nnder{tancding Friend. 
Therefore, for Goodnefs fake, and as you are known 
The Firft and Happieft Hearers of the Town, 

Be fad, as we would make ye. Think ye fee 
The very Perfons of our Noble Story, 

Asthey were Living: Think, you fee them Great, 
And follow'd with the general throng, and feat 
Of thoufand Friends, then, in a moment, fee 
How foon this Mightine{s meets MGfery. 

And tf you canbe merry then, Ple fay, 

A Man may weep upon his Wedding Day. 





Adus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 


—aersesereeneceegusnn AA 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door. 
Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Aburgavenny. 


Buckingham, | 
Ood morrow, and well met. ‘How have ye done 
Since laft we faw y’in France ? | 
Nor. | thank your Grace : 
Healthful, and ever fince a frefh admirer 
Of what I faw there. 
Buck. An untimely Ague: 
Staid me a Prifoner in my Chamber, when 
Thofe Sons.of Glory, thofe.two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Arde. 
Nor, ?Twixt Guynes and Arde, 
I was then prefent, faw them falute on Horfe-back, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embracement, as they grew together, 
Which had they, 
What four Thron’d ones could have weigh’d 
Such a compounded one ? 
Buck. All the whole time 


At the other, the 1 wasmy Chambers Prifoner. 


Nor. Then you loft 
The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay 
Till this time Pomp was fingle, but now married 
To one above it felf. Each following day 
Became the next days Mafter, till the laft 
Made former Wonders, its. To day the Fresch, 
All Clinquant allin Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Shone down the Exglifh, and to morrow, they 
Made Britain, India: Every man that ftood, 
Shew?d likea Mine. Their Owarfith Pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 
Not usd to toyl, did almoft fweat to bear 
The Pride upon them, that their very labour 
Wasto them asa Painting. Now this Mask 
Was cry’d incomparable ; and th’enfiing night 
Made ita Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings 
Equal in luftre, were now beft, now worft 
As prefence did prefent them: him in Eye. 
Still him in praife; and being prefent both, 


| °T was faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner 


, i Durft 
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| Durft wag his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Suns 
| (For fo they phrafe ’em) by their Heralds challeng’d 
| The Noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform 


| Beyond thought’s compafs, that former fabulous Story 


Being now feen, poflible enough, got credit 
1 That Bevis was believ'd. 

Buck. Oh, you go far. 

Nor. As | belong to worthip, and affect 
In Honour, Honefty, the tract of ev’ry thing 
Would by a good Difcourfer lofe fome life, 

Which Actions felf was tongue to. 

Buck, All was Royal, 

To the difpofing of it nought rebell’d, 
Order gave each thing view. The Ofhcedid 
Diftinétly his full Function: who did guide, 
I mean who fet the Body and the Limbs 

Of this great fport together, 

As you guefs ? . 

Nor. One certes, that promifes no Element 
In fuch a bufinels. 

Buck, I pray you, who, my Lord ? =n 

Nor. Ati! this was ordered by the good Difcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of York. 

Buck, The Devilfpzed him : No mans Pye is freed 
From his ambitious Finger. What had he 
To doin thefe ficrce Vaniies ? I wonder, 

That fucha Ketch can with his very Bulk 
Take up the Rays oth’ Beneficial Sun ; 
And keepit from the Earth. 

Nor. Surely, Sir 
There’s in hin tufi that puts him to thefe ends : 
For being not propt by Anceftry,whofe grace 
Chalks Succeflors their way ; nor call’d upon 
For high feats done to th’ Crown ; neither Allied 

To eminent Affiftants ; but Spider-like 

Out of his felf-drawing Web. O ! gives usnote, 
The force of his own merit makes his way, 

A gift that Heaven gives forhim, which buyes 

A placenext to the King. 

Abur. I cannot tell 
What Heaven hath given him: let fome Graver eye 
Pierce into that, but I can fec his Pride 
Peep through cach part of him: whence has he that, 
If not from Hell? the Devil isa Niggard, 

Or has given him all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himfelf. 

Buck. Why the Devil, 

Upon this French going out, took he upon hiin 
(Withoutthe privity o’ch’ King) tappoint 

Who fhould atcend on him ? Hemakes upthe File 
Of all the Gentry; for the molt part fuch 
Towhom as great a Charge, as little Honour 

He meant tolayupon: and his own Letter 

The Honourable Board of Council out 

Muf fetch him in, he Papers. 

Abnr, 1 do know 
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have 
By this fo ficken’d their Eftates, that never 
They fhall abound, as formerly. 

Buck. O many 
‘Have broke their Backs with laying Mannors on em 
For this great Journey. What did this Vanity 
But minilter communication of 
A moft poor iflue. 

Nor, Grievingly, I think. 
The Peace between the Frerch and us. not values 
The Coft that did conclude it. : 

Buck, Every Man, 
After the hideous ftorm that follow’d, was 
A thing infpired, and not confulcing, broke 
Into a general Prophefie ; That this tempeft, 
Dalhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The fudden breach on’t. 

Nor. Whichis budded out : 
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a a a a a 
For France hath flaw’d the League, and hath attach’d 
Our Merchants goods ac Bourdeanx. 

Abur. Isit therefore 
Th’ Ambaffador is filenc’d ? 

Nor. Marry is't. 

Abur, Aproper Title of Peace, and purchas’d 
At a finperfluous rate. 

Buck, Why all this bufinefs 
Our Reverend Cardinal carried. 

Nor, Like it your Grace, 
The State takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, andthe Cardinal. ladvife you 
(And take it from a Hearc that wifhes towards your 
Honour, and plenteous fafety ) that you read 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together : Toconfider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effect, wants not 
A Minifter in hisPower. You-know his Nature, 
That he’s revengeful , and I know, his Sword ` 
lJatha fharpedge: It’s long, and’c may be faid 
Ic reaches far, and where ’cwill not extend, 
Thither hedartsit. Bofome up my counfel, 
You'l find it wholefome. Loe, wherecomes that Rock 
That I advife your fhunning. 


Enter Cardinal Wolfey, the Purfe bo n before him, certain of 
the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers: the Cardinal 
in his pafage fixeth bis eye on Buckingham, and Bucking 
ham onbim, both fill of defdain. 


Car. The Duke of Buckingham’s Surveyor? Ha? 
W here’s his Examination ? 
Secr. Here, fo pleafe you. 
C'ar. Is hein perfon ready ? | 
Secr. I, art pleafe your Grace. 
Car, Well, we fhall then know more, and Backingham 
fhall leffen his big look. 
; [Exeunt Cardinal and bis Train. 
Buck, This Butchers Cur is venom’d mouth’d, and | 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft 
Not wake himin his flumber. A Beggars book 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. | 
Wor. What, are youchaf’d ? 
Ask God for temp’rance, that’s th’ appliance only 
Which your difeale requires. 
Buck, I read in?s looks. 
Matter againit me, and his Eye revil’d 
Me as his abject object, ac this inftanc 
He bores me with fome trick ; He’s gone toth’ King : 
Ple follow, and our-ftare him. 
Nor, Stay, my Lord, 
And let your Reafon with your Choler queftion 
W hat’tis you go about : toclimbe fteep hills 
Requires flow pace atfirft. Anger is like 
A fall hot Horfe, who being allow’d his way 
Self-mettle tires him: Nota manin England 
Can advife me, like you: Be to your felt, 
As you would to your Friend. . 
Buck, Ple to the King, 
And, froma mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
This /pfwich Fellows infolence , or proclaim, 
There’s difference in no perfons. 
Norf. Be advis’d ; 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe fo hot 
That it do finge your felf. We may ont-ron 
By violent {wittnefs, that which we run at; 
And lofe by our over-running: know you not, 
The Fire, that monnts the Lignor til’t run o’re, 
In feeming to augment it, waftesit: be advis’d ; 
I fay again, there ts 10 Englifh foul 
More ftronger co direct you than your felf, 
[f with the fap of reafon you would quench, 
Or bat allay, the Fire of paffion. 
Buck. Sir, 
At $ l 
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{aim thanktul to you, and Ile goalong 
By your prefcription : but this top-proud Fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall 1 name not, but 
From fincere motions, by intelligence, 
And proofs as clearas Founts ia Faly, when 
We feeeach grain of Gravel, ]1do know 
To be corruptand treafosous. 
Norf. Say not, treafonous. 
BuckTo th’King I’ le fay’t,and make my vouchas {trong 
Asfhore of Rock: attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav’nous 
As he is fubtle, and as proneto mifchief,’ 
Asable to perform’t) his mind and place 
Infecting one another ; yea reciprocally, 
Only to thew his pomp, as well in France, 
As hereat home, fuggefts the King our Mafter 
To his cofily Treaty, th’enterview, 
That fwallow’d fo much treafare, and likea glafs 
Did break ith’ wrenching. 
Norf. Faith, and fo it did. 
Buck.Pray give me favour,Sir : This cunning Cardinal 
The Articles oth’ Combination drew 
As himfelf pleas’d: and they were ratifi'd 
As hecri’d, Thwus fet it be, to as much end, 
As give a Crutch to th’ dead. But our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and *tis well: for worthy Wolfey, 
(Who cannot err) he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of Puppy 
To th’old Dam, Treafon ) Charles che Emperour, 
Under pretence to fee che Queen his Aunt, 
(For ‘twas indeed his Colour, but he came 
To whifper Wolfey) here makes vifitation : 
His fears were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him fome prejudice ;. for from this League 
Peep’d harms that-menac’d him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, andas! trow, 
Which I do well; for 1 am fure the Emperour 
Paid e’re he promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted 
Ere it was askèd. But when the way was made, 
And pav’d with Gold: the Emperour thus defi’d, 
That he would pleafeto alter the Kings courfe, 
And break the forefaid Peace. Let the King know 
(As foon he fhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his-honour as he pleafes, 
And for his own advantage. 
Nor. lamforry 
To hear this of him ; and could wilh you were 
Something miftaken in’c. | 
Buck, No, not a fyllable: 
[ do pronounce him in that very fhape 
He fhal! appear in proof. 
Enter Brandon, 4 Serjeant at Arms before him,and two or. 
three of the Guard. 
Brandon. Your Office, Serjeant : execute it. 
Serjeant. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, | 
Arreft thee of high Treafon, in the name 
Of our moft Soveraign King. 
Buck, Loe you, my Lord, 
The nethas feln upon me, | fhall perih 
Under device and practice. 
Bran. 1 am forry 
To fee you ta’ne from liberty, to look on 
Thebufinefs prefent. ’Tis his Highnefs pleafure 
You fhall toth’ Tower. 
Buck, It will help me nothing , 
To plead mine Innocence: for that Dye is on me, 
Which makes my whit’ft part black. The will of Heav’a 
Be donein this and all things: 1 obey. 
O my Lord Aburgany, Fare you well. 
Bra. Nay, he muft bear you company. The King 
Is pleas’d you fhall to th’ Tower till you know, 
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How he determines further, 

Abnur. As tbe Duke faid, 
The will of Heaven be done, and the Kings pleafure 
By me obey’d. 

Bran, Here is a Warrant from 
The King, t’artach Lord Adoxntacute, and the Bodies 
Ofthe Dukes Confeflor, John de la Car, 
One Gilbert Peck, his Counfellour. 

Buck, So, fo; 
Thefe are the Limbs o’th’ Plot, no more hope. 

Bra. A Monk oth? Chartreux. 

Buck, O Michael Hopkins. 

Bra. He. 

Buck, My Surveyor is falfe , the o’re-great Cardinal 
Hath fhew’d him gold; my Life is fpann’d already : 
I am the fhadow of poor Buckingham 5 
Whofe Figure even this inftant Cloud puts on, 
By darkning my clear Sun. My Lords, Farewel. [Exeunt. 





Scena Secunda. 


Corncts. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals fhoul- 
der: the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovel: the Cardinal 
places him under the Kings Feet, onhis right fide. 


King. My life it felf, and the beft heart of it, 
Thanks you for this greatcare : I ftood i’th’ level 
Of a full-charg’d confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that choak’d it. Let be call’d before us 
That Gentleman of Buckinghams, in perfon, 

Pie hear him his Confefions juftifie, 
And point by point the Treafons of his Mafter 
He hali again relate. 


Anoife, with crying, Room for the Queen, Ulher’dby the Duke 
of Norfolk. Enter the Oman Ni and Suffolk : | 
fhe kucels, Kingrifeth from his State, takes her up, kiffes| 
and placeth her by him. | 
Quee, Nay, we muft longer kneel; [am aSuitor. 

Keng. Arife, and take place by us; half your Suit 

Never name tous, you have half our power : 

The other moiety e’re you ask is given s 

Repeat your will, and take it. 

Quee. Thank your Majefty- 

That you would love your felf, and in that love 

Not unconfidered leave your Honour, nor 

The dignity of your Office, is the point 

Of my Petition. _ 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 
Quee. 1am folicited not by a few, 

And thofe of true condition, That your Subjects 

Are in great grievance: There have beei Commiffions 

Sent down among ’em, which have flaw’d the heart 

Of all their Loyalties; wherein, althongh, 

My on Lord Cardinal, they vent reproaches 

Moit bitterly on yon, as putter on 

Of thefe exactions, yet theKing, our Mafter, 

W hofe honour heaven fhield from Soil,even he efcapes not 

Language unmannerly : yea, fuch which breaks 

The fides of Loyalty, and almoft appears 

In Joud Rebellion. 

Worf. Not almoft appears, 

It doth appear: for, upon thefe Taxations, 

The Clothiers all, notable to maintain 

The many to them longing, have put of 

The Spinjters, Carders, Fullers, Weevers, who, 

Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger, 

And lack of other means, in defperate manner, 

Daring th’ event.to th’ teeth, are all in uproar, 

And danger ferves among them. 

King. Taxation? 
Wherein ? 
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Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam’d for it alike with us, 
Know you. of this Taxation ? 
Card. Pleafe you, Sir, 
I know but of a fingle part in ought 
Pertains to th? State , and front but in that file 
Where others tell fteps with me. 
Quee. No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others > Bnt you frame 
Things that are known alike, which are not wholfome 
To thofe which weuld not know them, and yet mult 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exactions 
(Whereof my Soveraign would have note) they are 
Moft peftilent toth’ hearing, and to bear ’em, 
The Back is facrifice to th’ load; They fay; 
| They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 
King. Still, Exaction ! 
The nature of it, in what kind, Iet’s know, 
Is this Exaction ? 
Quee, !am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience, but am boldned 
Under your promis’d pardon. The Subjects grief 
Comes through Commiflions, which compels from each 
The fixth part of his fubftance, to be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
[snam’d, your Wars in Frazce: this makes bold mouths, 
Tongues {pit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them; their Curfes now 
Live where their Prayers did: and it’s come to pafs, 
This tractable obedience isa flave 
To each incenfed Will: I would your Highnefs 
Would give it quick confideration ; for 
There is no primer bafenefs. 
King, By my Life, 
This is againtt our pleafure. 
Card. And for me, | 
[have no further gone in this, than by 
A fingle voice, and that not paft me, but 
By Icarned approbation of the Judges: if fam 
Traduc’d by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perfon, yet will be 
The Chronicles of my doing: Let me fay, 
Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Virtue muft go through ; we muft not ftint 
Our neceflary actions, in the fear 
Tocope malicious Cenfurers, which ever, 
As rav’nonus Fifhes, do a Veifel follow 
That is new trimm’d ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do bef, 
By fick interpreters (once weak ones) is 
Not ours, or not allow’d ;- what worft, as oft 
Hitting agroffer quality, iscry’d up 
For our belt A&: if we ftand ftill, 
In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 
We fhowd take root here where we fit 5 
Or fit State-Statues only. 
King. Things done well, 
And witha care, excmpt themfelves from fear 
Things done without example, in their iffue 
Are to be fear’d. Have you a Prefident 
Of this Commiffon ? 1 believe not any. 
We mutt not rend our Subjects from our Laws, 
And {tick them in our Will. Sixth partof each ? 
A trembling Contribution: why we take 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part oth? timber: 
And though we leave it with a root thus hackt, 
The Air willdrink the Sap. To every County 
Where this is queftion’d, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny°d 
The Force of this Commiffion : pray look tot 
I put it to your care. 
Card. A word with you. 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire 
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Of the Kings Grace and Pardon : the grieved Commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois’d, 
That through our Interceflion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes: | fhall anon advife you 
Further in the proceeding. 
Enter Surveyor. 

Quee. 1 am forry, thatthe Duke of Buckingham 
ls run in your difpleafure. 

King. It grieves many : 
The Gentleman is Learn’d, and amoft rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound, his training fuch, 
That he may furnith and inftruét great Teachers, 
And never feek for aid out of himfelf : yet fee, 
When thefe fo Noble benefits thall prove 
Not well difpos’d, the mind growing once corrupt 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man fo compleat, 
Who was enroll?d ’mongft wonders ; and when we 
Almoft with ravifht liltning, could not find 
His hour of fpcech, a minute: He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his, and adeno as black, 
Asif befmear’din Hell. Sitby Us, and you fhall hear 
(This was his Gentleman in trofl) of him i 
Things to {trike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
The tore-recited practices, whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Card. Stand forth, and with bold fpirit relate, what you 
Moft like a careful Subject have collected 
Out of the Dake of Buckingham, 

King. Speak freely. 

Surv, Firlt, it wasufual with him every day 
It would infect his Speech , That if the King 
Should without iffue dye , hee’l carry it fo 
To make the Scepter, his. Thefe very words 
I’ve heard him utter to his Son in Law, 
Lord Aburgany, to whom by Oath he menac’d 
Revenge upon the Cardinal, 

Card. Pleafe your Highnefs, note 
This dangerous conception in this point, 
Not friended by his with to your High perfon ; 
His will is moft malignant, and it {tretches 
Beyond youto your Friends. 

Quee. My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Charity. 

Keng. Speak on; 
How grounded hehis Title to the Crown 
Upon our fail; to this point haft thou heard him, 
At any time fpeak onght ? 

Surv. He was brought to this, 
By a vain Prophefic of Nicholas Herton. 

Keng, What was that Henton ? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux Fryer, 
His Confeflor, who fed him every minute 
With words of Soveraignty. 

King. How know’ft thou this ? 

Sur, Not long before your highnefs {ped to France, 
The Duke being at the Rofe, within the Parifh 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What wasthe fpeech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French Journey. Ireply’d, 
Men fear the French would prove perfidious 
To the King’s danger: prefently, the Doke 
Said, "twas the fear indecd, andthat he doubted 
*T would prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke bya holy Monk, thatoft, fays he, 
Hath fentto me, wifhing me to permit 
John dela Car, my Chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of fome moment: 
Whomafter under the Commiffions Seal, 
He folemnly hadfworn, that what he fpoke 
My Chaplain to no Creature living, but 
To me, fhould utter, with demure Confidence, 
Thus pawfinglyenfu’d, Neither the King nor’s Heirs 


[Exit Secret. 
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(Tell you the Duke) fhall profper, bid him ftrive 
To gain the love o’th’ Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England. 
Queen. If 1 know you well, 
You were the Duke’s Surveyor, and loft your Office 
On the complaint o’th’ Tenants ; take good heed 
You charge not in your fpleen.a Noble Perfon, 
And ffoil your Noble Soul; I fay, take heed 3 
Yes, heartily I befeech you. 
King, Lethim on. Go forward. 
Sur. On my Sonl, Ple fpeak bat truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th’ Devils illufions 
The Monk might be deceiv’d, and that "twas dangerous 
For this to ruminate on this fo far, until © 
It forg’dhim fome defign, which, being believ’d, 
It was much like to do: Heanfwer’d, Tuth, 
Itcan do me no dammage 3 adding further, 
That had the King in his laft ficknefs fail’d, 
The Cardinal’s, and Sir ‘Thomas LovelPs Heads 
Should have pone off. , 
Kins. Ha? What, forank ? Ah, ha, 
There’s mifchief inthis man , canit thou fay further ? 
Sur, T can, my Liege. 
King. Proceed. 
Sur. Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highnefs had reprov’d the Duke 
About Sir William Blumer. : 
Ki. I remember of fuch a time, being my fworn fervant, 
The Duke retain’d him, his. But on: what hence ? 
Sur. 1f (quoth he) I for this deed had been committed, 
Asto the TONT, i thought; I would have plaid 
The Part my Father meant to act upon 
Th? Ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made fuit to come in’s prefence ; which, if granted, 
(As he made femblance of his duty) would 
Have put his Knife into him. 
King. A Gyant Traytor. 
Card. Now,Madam, may his Highnefslive in freedom, 
And this Man out of Prifon. 
Queen. God mend all. (fay?ft ? 
King. There’s fomething more would out of thee ; what 
Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the Knife 
He ftretch’d him, and with one hand on his Dagger, 
Another fpread on’s Breaft, mounting his Eyes, 
He did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe tenour 
Was, were heevil us’d, he would out-go 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do’s an irrefolute purpofe. 
King. Theres his period, 
To fheath his Knife in us: heis attach’d, 
Call him to prefent Tryal: if he may 
Find Mercy in the Law, 7ushiss if none, 
Let him not feek’c of us: By day and night 


| He’s Traycor to th’ height. r Exeunt, 





Scena Tertia. 


Enter. L. Chamberlain, and L.Sandys. 


L. Ch. Ist pofible the {pells of France fhould juggle 
Men into fuch ftrange Myiteries ? 

L. San.. New Cultoms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
(Nay let em be unmanly ) yet are follow’d. 

L, Ch, As far asl fee, all the good our Englifh 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or twoo’th? Face, (but they are fhrew’d ones) 
For when they hold ’em, you wou!d fwear directly 
Their very Nofes had been Countfellors 
To Pepin or Clotharias, they keep State fo. : 

L. San. They have all new Legs, 
And lame ones; one would take it, ' 
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That never fee em pace before, the Spaven 
A Spring-halt-reign’d among em. 
L.Ch. Death, my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after fuch a Pagan cut too, 
That fure th’have worn out Chriftendom, bow now ? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell ? 
Exter Sir Thomas Lovell. 
Lovell, Faith my Lord, 
( hear of none, but the new Proclamation, 
That’s clapt upon the Court Gate. 
L, Cham, What is’t for ? 
Lov. The Reformation of our travell’d Gallants, 
That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk, and Taylors. 
L. Cham. Ym glad "tis there ; 
Now I would pray our Monfieurs 
To think an E»elifh Courtier may be wife, 
And never fee the Lovure. 
Lov, They muft either 
(For fo run the Conditions) leave thofe remnants 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, 
With ail their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto , as Fights and Fire-works, 
Abufing better men than they can be 
Out of a foreign Wifdom, renouncing clean 
The faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
thofe types of Travel ; 
And underitand again like honeft men ; 
Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there f takeit, 
They may Cum Privilegio wear away 
The Lag-end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh’dat. 
L. San. Tis time to givethem Phyfick, their difeafes 
Are grown fo catching. 
L, Cham. Whata lofs our Ladies 
Will have of thefe trim vanities ? 
Lovel. | marry, 
There will be woe indeed, Lords, the fly whorefons 
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down Ladies, 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, hasno Fellow. 
L. San, The Devil fiddle’ems 
lam glad they are going, 
For fure there’s no converting °em : now 
An honeft Country Lord, as fam, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 
And have an hour of hearing, and by’r Lady 
Held currant Mofick too. 
L. Cham. Well faid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts tooth is not caft yet ? 
L. San. No, my Lord, 
Nor fhall not, while I have a ftump. 
L. Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ? 
Lov. Vo the Cardinals ; 
Your Lordfhip is a gueft too. 
L.Cham, O, “tistrue; 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 
Tomany Lordsand Ladies; there willbe 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, Ple aflure you. 
Lov. That Churchman 
Bears a bounteous mind indeed ; 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 
His dews fall every where. 
L.. Cham, No doubt, he’s Noble ; 
He had a black Mouth that faid other of him. 
L. San. He may, my Lord, 
Ha’s wherewithallin him; 
Sparing would fhew a worfe fin, than il Dodtrine. 


| Menofhis way fhou!dbe moft liberal, 


They are fet here for Examples. 
L. Cham, True, they are fo ; 
But few now give fo great ones: 
My Barge ftays ; 
Your Lordhhip fhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We fhall be late elfe, whitch I would not be, 


For | was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford ale 
ILS 
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This night to be Comptrollers. 


L. San. 1 am your Lordthips. (Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Hoboys. A fmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, a 
longer Table for the Guefts, Then enter Anne Bullen, 
and divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Gutfts at 
one door ; ae another door enter Sir Henry Guilford. 


S. Hen. Gulf. Ladies, 
A general welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all: This night he Dedicates 
To fair content, and you: None here he hopes 
Inall this Noble Bevy, has brought with her 
Onecare abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As firft good Compan y, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good Peopl c. 


Enter L. Chamberlain, L. Sands, and Lovel. 


O my Lord, y’ are tardy 3 
The very thoughtof this fair Company, 
Clapt a to me. | 
Cham. You are young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
San, Sit Thomas Lovel, had the Cardinal 
But half my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running Banquet, e’re they refted, 
| 1 think would better pleafe ’em : by my life, 
| They are a fweet Society of fair ones. 
Lov. O that your Lordhhip were but now Confeflor 
To one or two of thefe. 
San, I would I were, 
They fhould find eafie penance. 
Lov, Faith, how cafie ? 
San. As eafie as adown Bed would afford it. 
Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleafe you fit, Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, Ile take the charge of this: 
His Grace isentring, nay you muft not freeze, 
Two Women plac’d together makes cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep ’em waking : 
| Pray fit between thefe Ladies. 
San. By myFaith, ` 
| And thank your Lordthip: by your leave, fweet Ladies, 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me- 
I had it from my Father. 
An, Bul, Was he mad, Sir ? 
San. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love tco3. 
I But he would bite none, juft as I do now, 
| He would kifs you twenty witha breath. 
Cham. Well faid, my Lord : 
| So now y’are fairly feated : Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you; if thefe fair Ladies 
Pafs away frowning. 
San. For my little Cure, 
Let me alone. 


Hoboys, Enter Cardinal Wolfley, and takes his State. 


Card. Yare welcome, my fair Guefts , that noble Lady 
| Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
Andto you all good health. 
San. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me have fuch a Bowl may hold my thanks, 
And fave me fo much talking. 
Card. My Lord Sands, 
I am beholding to you: cheer your Neighbour + 
„Ladies; you ate not merry, Gentlemen, 
W hofe fault is this ? 
San. The red Wine firft matt rife 
Intheir fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we fhall have ’em 
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Talk us to filence. 

An, Bul. You area merry Gamfter, 
My Lord Sands, 

San, Yes, if l make my play: 
Here’s to your Ladifhip, and pledge it, Madam : 
For ’tis to fuch a thing. 

An, Bul. You cannot fhew me. 

Drum and Trumpets, Chambers difcharged. 

San. I told your Grace, they would talk anon. 

Card. What?s that ? 

Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 

Car, What warlike voice, 
And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not; 
By all the Laws of War y’ are priviledg’d. 

Emer a Servant, 

Cham, How now, what is’t ? 

Serv, A noble troop of Strangers, 
For fo they feem; they have left their Barge and Landed, 
And hither make, as great Embaffadors 
From foreign Princes. 

Card. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give em welcome; you can {peak the French-tongue, 
And pray receive °em Nobly, and conduct ’em 
Into our prefence, where this Heaven of beauty 
Shall thine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

All arife, and Tables removed, 

You have now a broken Banquet, but we’ll mend it. 
A good difgeftion to you all; and once more 
I fhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 


Hoboys, Enter King and Others as Maskers, habitcd like 
Shepherds , ufher’d by the Lord Chamberlain, They 
paf directly before the Cardinal, and gratefully falute 
him, 


A Noble Company: what are their pleafures ? 

Cham, Becaufe they {peak no Engisfh, thus they pray’d 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair Aflembly, 

This night to meet here, they could do no lefs, 
(Out of the great refpeCt they bear to beauty ) 
But leave their Flocks, and under your fair conduct 
Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, and entreat 
An hour of Revels with’em. 

Card. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They have done my poor houfe Grace: 
For which! pay em a thoufand thanks, 
And pray ’emtake their pleafures. 

Choofe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen. 

King, The faireft hand I ever touch’d: O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 

Mufick, Dance. 

Card. My Lord. 

Cham, Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell em thus much from me: 
There fhould be one amongft ’em by his perfon 
More worthy this place than my felf, to whom 
(if I but knew him) with my love and duty 
[ would furrender it. 

Cham. | will, my Lord. 

Card. What fay they ? 

Cham. Sucha one, they all confefs 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Card, Let me fee then, 

By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here Ple make 
My royal choice. 
King. Ye have found him Cardinal, 
Youholda fair Affembly, you dowell, Lord. 
You area Church-man, or [’le tell you, Cardinal, 


CWhifper. j 


| I fhould judge now unhappily. 


Card. I am glad 
Your Grace is grown fo pleafant. 
King. My Lord Chamberlain, 
Prithee 
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Prithce come hither, what fair Lady’s that ? 

Cham. An’t pleafe your Grace, 
Sir Thomas Bullen’s Daughter, the Vifcount Rochford, 
One of her. Highnefles Women. 

King. By Heaven fhe is a daintyone; Sweet heart, 
I were unmannerly to take you out, 
And not to kifs you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 
| Card. Sir Thomas.Lovel, is the Banquet ready. 

Ith’ Privy Chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my Lord. 

Card. Your Grace, 
I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

King. 1 fear too much. 

Card. There’s frefh Air, my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 

King. Lead in your Ladiesevery one: Sweet Partner 
} muft not yet forfake you: Jet’s be merry, 
Good my Lord Cardinal : I have halfa dozen Healths 
.To drink to thefe fair Ladies, anda meafure 
To lead em once again, and then let’s dream 
Who’s belt in favour. Let the Mufick knock it. 

[Exeant with Trumpets 





Aflus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter two Gentlemen at feveral doors. 


1. Whither away fo fat? 

2. O, God fave ye: 

Even tothe Hall, to hear what fhall become 
Of the great Dake of Bukingbam. 

t. Ple fave you 
That labour, Sir. All’s now done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringing back the Prifoner. 

2. Were you there ? 

1. Yes indced was I. 

2. Pray fpeak what has hapned. 

1, You may guefs quickly what. 

2. Ishe found guilty ? 

1. Yes truly is he, 

And condemn’d upon’t. 

2. lam forry for’r. 

I. Soare a number more, 

2. But pray how paftit? 

1. Ple tell you ina little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his accufations 
He pleaded ftill Not guilty, and alledged 
Many fharp reafons to defeat the Law. 
The King’s Atturney, on the contrary, 
Urg’d on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeffions - 
Of divers witnefles, which the Duke defir’d 
To have brought viva voce to his Face; 
At which appear’d againft him, his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellor, and Yokn Car 
Confeflor to him, with that Devil Monk, 
Hopkins, that made this mifchief. . 

2. That was he, .. 
That fed him with his Prophecies. 

1. The fame, 
All thefe accus’d him ftrongly, which he fain 
Would have flung from him; .but indeed he could not ; 
And fo his Peers upon this Evidence, 
Have found him guilty of high Treafon. Much 
He fpoke, and learnedly for life: but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten: 

2. After all this, how did he bear himfelf ? 

1, When he was brought agen to th’ Bar, to hear 
His Knell-rung out, his Judgment, he was ftirr’d 
With fuch an Agony, he fweat extreamly, 

And fomething fpoke in choler, ill and hafty; 
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly 
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ln all the reft fhew’d a moft noble patience. 
2. I do not think he fears death. 
1. Sure he does not; 

He never was- fo womanifb, the caufe 


„He may a little grieve at. 


2. Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 

1. °Tis likely, 
By all conjectures: Firft Xildare’s Attaindure, 
Then Deputy of Jreland, who remov’d, 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in haft too, 
Left he fhould help his Father. 

2. That trick of State 
Wasa deep envious one. 

1, Athis return, 
No doubt he will requite it , this is noted 
(And generally) who eyer the King favours, 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for, 


And far enough from Court too. 


2. All the Commons 
Hate him pernicioufly, and O my Confcience, 
With him ten fathom deep: This Duke as much 
They loveand doaton, callhim Bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courtefic. 


Enter Buckingham from bis Arraignment. Tipftaves 
before him, the Ax with the edge towards him, Hal- 
berds on each fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lo- 
vel, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and Common 
people, &c. 


1. Stay there, Sir, ’ 
And fee the Noble ruin’d man you {peak of. 
2. Lets ftand clofe and behold him. 
Buck, All good people, 
Youthat thos have coinme to pity me; 
‘Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me. 
I have this day receiv’d a Traytors Judgment, 
And by that name muft die; yet Heaven bear witnefs, 
And if lL have a Confcience, let it fink me, 
Even as the Ax falls, if 1 be not faithful. 
To th? Law | bear no malice for my death, 
*T has donc upon the premifes, but Juftice: 
But thofé that fought it, I could with more Chriftians : 
(Be-what they will) I heartily forgive’em ; 
Yet let "em look they glory not in mifchief, 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great men, 
For then, my guiltlefs blood muft cry againft em. 
For further life in this world I ne’re hope, 
Nor willl fue, although the King have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. 
You few that lov’d me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His Noble. Friends and Fellows, whom to leave 
Is onely bitter to him, onely dying : 
Go withme like good Angels tomy end, 
And as the long divorce of Steel falls on me, 
Make of your Prayers one fweet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul to Heaven. 
Lead ona Gods name. 
Lov, } do befeech your Grace for Charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againft ne, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck, Sir Thomas Lovel, |as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. 
There cannot be thofe numberlefs offences 
’>Gainft me, thacI cannot take peace with: 
No black envy fhall make my Grave. 
Commend. me to his Grace : 
And if he {peak of Buckingham, pray tell him, 
You met him half in Heaven: my vows and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soul forfake me, 
Shall cry for blefings on him. May he live 


Jan $0 ee ees eee 


| Longer than I have time to tell his years 5 


Ever 
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Ever belov’d and loving may his Rule be ; 
And when old time fhall lead him to his end, 
Goodnefs and he fill up one Monument. 

Lov. To th’ Water-fide 1 muft conduét your Grace, 
Then give my Charge op to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there, 
The Duke is coming: Seethe Barge be ready, 
And fic ic with fuch furniture as fuits 
The greatnefs of his Perfon. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone ; my State now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, { was Lord High Conftable, 
And Duke of Buckingham, now, poor Edward Bobur , 
Yeti am riteher than my bafe Accufers, 
That never knew what Truth meant : I now feal it; 
And with that blood will make em one day groen fort. 
My Noble Father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who frft rais’d head againft Ufurping Richard, 
Flying for fucconr to his Servant Bamffer, 
Being diftreft, was by that wretch betray’d, 
And without Tryal, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Fleury the Seventh fucceeding, truly pitying 
My Fathers lofs, like a moft Royal Prince 
Reftor’d meto my Honours « and out of ruines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son, 
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ftroke has taken 
For ever fromthe World. 1 had my Tryal, 
And muft needs fay, a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched Father: 
Yet thus far are we one in Fortunes, both 
Fell by ovr Servants, by thofe men we lov’d moft : 
A moft unnatural and faithlefs Service. 
Heaven has anendinall: yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive as certain: 
Where you are liberal of your loves and Counfel 
Be fare you be not loofe; for thofe you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like Water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to fink ye: all good People 
Pray for me, I muft now forfake yes the laft hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me: 
Farewel , and when you would fay fomething that is fad, 
Speak how I fell. 
| have donc , and God forgive me. 


[Exeunt Duke and Train. 


1. O, this is foil of pity; Sir, it calls, 
L fear, too many curfes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 
2. If the Duke be guiltlefs, 
"Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inckling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. 
t. Good Angels keep it from us: 
What may it be? you do not doubt my faith, Sir ? 
2. This Secret isfo weighty, ’twill require 
A {trong faith to conceal it. p 
t. Let me have it ; 
ldo not talk much. 
2. | am confident ; 
You fhall, Sir: Did younot of late days hear 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Between the Kingand Katharine ? 
1. Yes, but it held nor ; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftraight 


To ftop the rumour, and allay the tongues 
That durft difperfe it. 


2. But that flander, Sir 
{sa found truth now : for it grows agen 
Frefher than e’re itwas, and held for certain 
The King will venture at it. Either che Cardinal, 
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Or fome about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good Queen, pofleft him with a fcruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately, 
As all think, for this buofinels. 
1. 7Tis the Cardinal ; 
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperonr, 
For not wing on him, athis asking, 
The Arch-Bifhoprick of Toledo, this is parpos’d. 
2. I think 
You have hit the mark ; but is’t not cruel, 
That the fhould feelthe {mart of this? the Cardinal 
Will have his will, and fhe muft fall. 
t. *Tis woful: 
We are too open here to argue this : 


Let’s think in Private moré. [Excune. 





Scena Secunda. 


Emer Lord C hamberlain, reading this Letter. 


Mi" Lord, she Horfes, your Lordfhip fent for, wich all 
she care I had, I faw well chofen, ridden, and fur- 
nifèd. They were young. and bandfome, and of the beft 
Breed inthe North. When they were ready to fet ont for Lon- 
don, 2 Ada of my Lord Cardinals, by Commiffion, and main 


power took, "em from me, with this reafon; His Mafter 


would be ferv'd before a Subjelt, if not before she King, 
which fopp'd oar Mouths, Sir. 

I fear, he will indeed ; well, let him have them ; he will 
have all J think. 


Enver to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk. 


Norf. Wellmet, my Lord Chamberlain, 
Cham, Good day to both your Graces, 
Saf. Bowis the King employ’d ? 
Cham. | left him private, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Norf. Whats the caufe ? 
Cham. It feems the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Has crept too near his Confcience. 
Suf. No, his Confcience 
Has crept too near another Lady. 
Norf. *Tis fo ; 
This is the Cardinals doing: the King-Cardinal, 
That blind Prieft, like the eldeft Son of Fortune, 
Turns what he lift. The King will know him one day. 
Suf. Pray God hedo, 
He’ll never know himfelf elfe. 
Norf. How holily he works in all his bufinefs, 
And with what zeal ? For now he has crackt the League 
Between us and the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soul, and there fcatters 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Confcience 
Fears, and Defpairs, and all thefe for his Marriage. 
And out ofall thefe, to reftore the King, 
He counfels a Divorce, a lofs of her, 
That like a Jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loft her luftre 3 
Of her that loves him with that excellence, 
That Angels love good men with: even of her, 
That, when the greatelt ftroke of Fortune falls, 
Will blefs the King: and is not this courfe pions ? 
Cham. Heaven keep me from fuch counfel : ’tis moft troe, 
Thefe news are every where, every tongue fpeaks em, 
And every true heart weeps for’t. All that dare 
Look into thefe affairs, fee his main end, 
The French Kings Sifter. Heaven will one day open 
The Kings Eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
This bold bad man. 


: Soff. 





rs 


216 The Life of King Henry the Eighth 






Suff. And free us from his flavery. They have fent me fuch a Man I would have wifh’d for. 
Norf. We had need pray, A Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferve all Strangers loves, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; You are fo Noble: To your Highneffes hand 
Or this imperious man will work usall I tender my Commiflion , by whofe virtue, 
From Princes into Pages: all mens Honours The Court of Rome commanding, You, my Lord 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fafhion’d Cardinal of York , are joyn’d with me, their Servant, 
[nto what pitch he pleafe. In the impartial judging of this bufinefs. 
Saf. For me, my Lords, King. Two equal men: The Queen fhall be acquainted 
1 love himnot, nor fear him, there’s my Creed: Forthwith for what you come. Where’s Gardsner ? 
As | am made without him, fo le ftand, Wol. 1 know your Majefty has always lov’d her 
if the King pleafe: his Curfes and his Bleflings So dear in heart, not to deny her that, 
Touch mealike: th’ are breath] not believe in. A Woman of lefs Place might ask by Law ; 
I knew him, and I know him: fo I leave him Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her. 
To him that made him proud, the Pope. King. I, and the beft fhe fhall have, and my favour 
Norf. Let’s ins To him that does belt, God forbid elfe: Cardinal, 
And with fome other bufinefs, put the King : Prithee call Gard:ner to me, my new Secretary, 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much upon him; | I find him a fit Fellow. 
My Lord, you’l bear us company ? Later Gardiner. | 
Cham, Excufé me, Wol. Give me your hand: much joy and favour to you; 
The King has fent me other-where : Befides You are the King’s now. 
Yowl finda moft unfit time to difturb him: : Gard. But to be commanded 
Health to your Lordhips. ) For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has rais’d me. 
Norf. Thanks, ‘my good Lord Chamberlain. King. Come hither, Gardiner. 


[Walks and whifpers. 
Exit Lord Chamberlain, and the King draws the Curtain,| Camp, My Lordof York, was not one Dottor Pace 


and fits reading penfively. In this mans place before him? 
: ' Wol. Yes, he was. 

Suff. How fad he looks; fure he is much afflicted. Camp. Was he not helda Learned man ? 

King. a ~ ? p ? Wol. Yes furely. 

Norf. Pray Goa, ne be not angry. Camp. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion fpred then 

Kies W ho’s there I fay ¢ how dare you thruft your felves | Even Ki your felf, tara Cardinal. P maS 
Into my private Meditations ? Wol. How ? of me? 
Who am!I? ha? À Camp. They will not ftick to fay, youenvy’d him ; 

Norf. A gracious King, that pardons all offences And fearing he would rile (he was fo virtuous) 
Malicene’re meant , Our breach of Duty this way, Kept hima foreign man ftill, which fo griev’d him, 
Is bufinefs of Eftate ; in which, we come That he ran mad, and dy’d. 
To know your Royal pleafure. Wol. Heavens peace be with him: 

Kg. Ye are too bold: " That’s Chriftian care enough: for living murmurers, 
Go too; Ple make ye know your times of bufinefs : There’s places of rebuke. He was a Fool, 
Is this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha ? For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow, 

_ If I command him, follows my appointment, 
Enter Wolfey and Campeius with a Commiffion. l will have none fo near elfe. Learn this Brother, 


i We live not to be grip’d by meaner perfons. 
Who’s there ? my good Lord Cardinal? O my Wolfey, King. Deliver dis with modefty to th? Queen. 
The quiet of my wounded Confcience 5 [Exte Gardiner. 


Thou art a cure fic for the King, you're welcome, The moft convenient place that I can think of, 
Moft Learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, For fuch receit of Learning, is Black, Fryers : 
Ufeus, and it: my good Lord, have great care, There ye fhall meet about this weighty bufinefs. 
| be not found a Talker. My Wolfey, fee it furnifh’'d. O my Lord, 

Wol. Sir, you cannot: Would it not grieve an able man to leave 
| would your Grace would give us but an hour So fweeta Bedfellow? But Confcience, Confcience; 


Of private conference. 
King, We are bufie, go. 
Norf. This Prieft has no pride in him ? 
Saf. eS fpeak a T ! 
I wouid not be fo fick, though for his place : , 
| But this cannot continue. Scena Ter tia. 
Norf. Ifirdo, Vle venture one heave at him. 


Otis a tender place, and 1 muft leave her. [ Exeunt, 





Suff. 1 another. CExeunt Norfolk axd Suffolk. Enter Anne Bollen, and an old Lady. 

Wol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of W ifdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely An. Not for that neither, here’s the pang that pinches. 
Your fcruple tothe voice of Chriftendom : His Highnefs having liv’d fo long with her, and fhe 
Who can be angry now ? what Envy reach you? So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever 
The Spaniard, ty’d by blood and favour to her, Pronounce difhonour of her; by my life, 
Muft now confefs, tf they have any goodnefs, She never knew harm-doing: Oh, now after 
The Trial juft and noble. Allthe Clerks, So many courfes of the Sun enthron’d, 
(I mean the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdoms) Still growing in a Majefty and Pomp, the which 
Have their free voices. Rome (the Nurfe of Judgment,) | To leave, athoufand fold more bitter, than j 
Invited by your Noble felf hath fent Tis fweet at firft P acquire. After this Procefs, 4 
One general Tongue unto us, this good man, To give her the avant, it is a pity 
This juft and learned Prieft, Cardinal Campeius, Would move a Monfter. 
Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefs. Old Lz, Hearts of moft hard temper 

King. And once morein mine arms {| bid him welcome, | Melt and lament for her. 

| And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, An, Q?’ Gods will, much better ~ 
i € 
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She ne’re had known Pomp ; though’t be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, "tis a fufferance, panging 
As Soul and Bodies fevering. 
Old La. Alas, poor Lady, 
| She’s Stranger now again. 

An. So much the more 
Muft pity dropupon her verily 
I fwear, ’tis better to be lowly born, 

And range with humble livers in Content, 
Than to be perk’d up in a gliftring grief, 
And wear a golden forrow. 

Old L. Our content 
Is our beft having. 

Anne. By my troth, and Maiden-head, 

I would not be 2 Queen. 
Old L. Befhrew me, I would, 
And venture Maiden-head fort, and fo would you 
For all this {pice of your Hypocrifie , 
You that have fo fair parts of Woman on you, 
Have (too) a Womans heart, which ever yet 
Affected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty; 
Which, to fay footh, are Bleflings , and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your foft Chiverel Confcience would receive, 
| 1f you might pleafe to ffretch it. 
An. Nay. good troth. 
Old L. Yes,troth and troth : you would not be a Queen ? 
An. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. 
| Old L. ’Tis ftrange; a three-pence bow’d now would 
Old as I am, to Queen it: but! pray you, (hire me, 
What think youcfa Dutchefs? have you limbs 
To bear that load of Title ? 
4n, No in truth. 
Old L. Then you are weakly made, pluck offa little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more than blufhing comesto: If your back 
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, ’tis too weak 
Ever taget a Boy. 
An, How you do talk ; 
I fwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the world. 

Old L.In faith for little England 

Yom’! venture an emballing: Imyfelf 

Would for Carnarvanfhire, although there long’d 

| No more to th’ Crownbutthat : Lo, who comes here ? 
Enter Lord Chamberlain. 

L. Ckh.Good morrow,Ladies ; what wer’t worth to know 

| The fecret of your Conference ? 

An. My good Lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your askıng : 
Oar Miftrefs Sorrows we were pitying. 

| Cham. it was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming 
| The action of good women, there is hope 

All will be well. 

An, Now | pray God, Amen. 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind,and heavenly bleflings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady, 
Perceive I {peak fincerely, and high notes 
Ta’'ne of your many Vertues: the Kings Majelty 
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
Do’s purpofe Honour to you no lefs flowing 
Than Marchionefs of Pembrook ; to which Title 
Achoulaod pound a year, Annual fupport, 

Outofhis Grace, he adds. 

An. 1 do not know 

What kind of my obedience, I fhould tender ; 

More than my All, is nothing : Nor my Prayers 

Are not words duly hallowed, nor my W ifhes 

More worth thanempty vanities: yet prayers and wilhes 
Are alll can return. Befeech your Lordbhip, 
Vouchfafe to {peak my thanks, and my obedience, 
Í As from a bluthing Handmaid, to his Highnels; 

Whofe Health and Royalty I pray for. 
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Cham. Lady; 
I fhall not fail approve the fair conceit 
The King hath of you. I have perus’d her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled, 
That they have caught the King : and who knows yet 
But from this Lady may proceed a Gem, i 
To lighten all this Ile? Vle tothe King, 
And fay I fpoke with you. {Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
An. My honour’d Lord. 
Old L. Why this it is : See, fee, 
I have been begging fixteen years in Court 
(Am yeta Courtier beggarly J nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any fuit of pounds : and you, (oh fate) 
A very freh Filh here; fie, fie, fieupon 
This compell’d fortune , have your mouth fill’d up, 
Before you open it. 
An. This is ftrange to me. 
Old L. How taftes it ? Is it bitter ? Forty pence,no : 
There was no Lady once (’tis an old Story ) 
That would not be a Queen, that would fhe not 
For all the mudin Egypt , have you heard it? 
4in. Come, youare pleafant. 
Old L. With your Theme, I could 
O’re mount the Lark : The Marchionefs of Pembrook ? 
A thoufand poundsa year, for pure refpect ? 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That promifes moe thovfands : Honours train 
Is longer than his fore-skirc ; by this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutchefs. Say, 
Are you not ftronger than youwere ? 
An, Good Lady, 
Make your felf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me outon’t. Would I had no being, 
If this falute my blood a jot; it faints me 
To think what follows. 
The Queen iscomfortlefs, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence : pray do not deliver, 
What here yave heard to her. 


Old L. Whatdo you think me——— [Exexnt, 





Scena Quarta. 


Trumpets, Sommet, and Corners. Enter two Vergers, with 
fhort filucr wands, next them cwo Scribes in the habits of 
Dottors : after them, the Bifhop of Canterbury alone; af- 
ter bim, the Bifhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochefter, ana Sr. 
Afaph - next them, with fome {mall diftance, follows a 
Gentleman bearing the Parfe, with the great Stal, end a 
Cardinals Hat: then two Priefts, bearsng each a Silver 
Crofs: then a Gentleman-Ujher bare-beaded, accompanied 
with a Serjeant at Arms, bearing a Mace: rhen two Gentle- 
men, bearing two great Silver Pillars, after them, fide 
by fide, the two Cardinals, two Noblemen, with the 
Snord, and Mace. The King takes place under che Cloth 
of State. The two Cardinals fi under him as Fudges. 
The Queen takes place fome diftance from the K sng. The Bi- 
Shops place themfelves on each fide the Court in marmer of a 
Confiftory : Below them, the Scrbes. The Lords fis mext the 
Bifkops. The reft of the Astendants ftand in comveniem 
order about the Stage. 


Card. WhiPft our Commifion from Rome is read, 
Let filence be commended. 

King, What's the need ? 
It hathalready publickly 6cen read, 


| And on all fides th? Authority allow’d, 


You may then {pare that time. 
Card. Be’tfo, proceed. 
Seri. Say, Henry K. of Exglend,come into the Court. 
Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. 
King. Here. 


Uv Scribe 
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Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England, 
e into the Court. 
om ryer. K atharine, Queen of England, R&C. 
[The Queen makes no anfmer, rifes out of her Chair, 
goes aboutthe Court, comesto the King, and kneels at 
his Feet. Thea peaks. l 
Sir, 1 defire you to do me Right and Juftice, 
And tobeftow your Pity onme ; for 
I am a moft poor Woman, and a ftranger, 
Born out of your Dominions: having here | 
No Judge indifferent, nor no more aflurance 
Of equal Friendfhip and Procecding. Alas, Sir, 
[In what have I offended you ? What caufe 
Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafure, 
That thus you fhould proceed to put me off, 
And take your Good Grace from me ? Heaven witnefs, 
1 have been to you a true and humble Wife, 
At all times to your Will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your Diflike, 
Yea, fubject to your Countenance : Glad, or forry, 
AsI fawit inclin’d ? when was the hour 
lever contradicted your Defire ? - 
Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ftrove to Love, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv’d your Anger, did I 
Continue in my Liking? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence difcharg’d ¢ Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been bleft 
With many Children by you. Ifin the courfe 
And procefs of this time you can report, 
And prove it too, againft mine Houour ought, 
My bond of Wedlock, or my love and duty 
Againft your Sacred Perfon, in Gods name 
Turn meaway: and let foul’ft Contempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 
To the fharp’ft kind of Juftice. Pleafe you, Sir, 
The King, your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft prudent, and an excellent 
And unmatch’d Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spain, was reckon?’d one 
The wifeft Prince, that there had reign’d, by many 
A year before. It isnot to be queftion’d, 
That they had gather’d a wife Councilto them 
Of every Realm, that did debate this bufinefs, 
Who deem’d our Marriage lawful. Wherefore, I humbly 
Befeech you, Sir, to fpare me, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spain advis'd ; whofe Counfel 
[willimplore. Ifnot, ith? name of God 
Your Pleafure be fulfil’d. 

Wol. Youhave here, Lady, 

(And of your choice) thefe Reverend Fathers, men 
OF fingular Integrity and Learning : 

Yea, the elect o’th? Land, who are aflembled 

To plead your Caufe. It fhall be therefore bootlefs, 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectifie 

What is unfetled in the King. 

Camp. His Grace 
Hath fpoken well, andjuftly; Therefore, Madam, 
It’s fit this Royal Seflion do proceed, 

And that (without delay ) their Arguments 
Be now produc’d, and heard. 
„een. Lord Cardinal, to you Í fpeak. 

Wol. Your pleafure, Madam. 

Qx. Sir, !am about to weep ; but thinking that 
We area Queen, (or long have dreamd fo) certain 
The Daughter ofa King, my drops of Tears 
Ple turn to fparks of Fire. 

Wob, Be patient yet. 

Qu. twill, when you are humble, nay before, 

Or God will punifhme. Ido believe, 
(Induc’d by potent Circumftances) that 
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You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You fhall not be my Judge. For it is you 

Have blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord and me; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I fay again, 
l utterly abhor , yea, from my Soul 

Refufe you for my Judge, whom yet once more 

l hold my moft malicious Foe, and think not 
Atalla Friend to truth. 

Wol. Ido profefs 
You fpeak not like your felf, who ever yet 
Have ftood toCharity, and difplay’d th’ effeéts 
Of Difpofition gentle, and of Wifdom 
O°re-topping Womans power. Madam,you do me wrong, | 
I have no fpleen againft you, nor injuftice | 
For you, or any : how far 1 have proceeded, 

Or how far further (hall), is warranted 

By a Commiffion from the Confitory, 

Yea, the whole Confiftory of Rome. You charge me, : 
That I have blown this Coal : Ido deny it, 

The King isprefent: If it be known to him, 

That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily, my Falfhood, yea, as much 

As you have done my Truth. If he know 

That Iam free of your Report, he knows 

I am not of your Wrong. Therefore in him 

It lies to Cure me, and the Cureis to i 
Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highnefs fhali fpeak in, 1 do befeech 

You (gracious Madam) to unthink your fpeaking, 
And to fay no more. 

Queen, My Lord, my Lord, 
lam a fimple Woman, much too weak 
Poppofe your Cunning.Y’are meek,and humble-mouth’d, | 
You fign your Place and Calling, in full feeming, 
With Meeknefs and Humility: But your heart 
Is cramm’d with Arrogance, Spleen, and Pride. 
You have by Fortune and his Highnefs Favours, 
Gone flightly o’re low fteps, and now are mounted 
Where Powers are your Retainers, and your words 
(Dometticks to you) ferve your Will, as’t pleafe 
Your felf pronounce their Office. I muft tell you, 
You tender more your Perfon’s Honour, than 
Your high Profeffion Spiritual. That again 
| do refufe you for my Judge, and here 
Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, 

To bring my whole Caufe *fore his Holinef, 
And to be judg?d by him. 
She curtfies torhe King, and offers to depart. 

Camp. The Queen is obftinate, 

Stubborn to Juftice, apt toaccufe it, and 
Difdainful to betry’d by’t; tis not well. 
She’s going away. 

King, Call her again. | 

Cryer. Katharine, Q. of England, come into the Court. | 

Gent. Ufh. Madam, youare call’d back. 

Qu, What need you note it ? pray you keep your way, 
When you are cail’d, return. Now the Lord help, 
They vex me palt my patience, pray you pafs on; 

J will not tarry: no, nor ever more 

Upon this bufinefs my appearance make 

In any of their Courts. | 
[Exit Queen, and her Attendants. } 

King. Gothy ways, Kate, : 
That man i’th? world, who fhall report he has 
A better Wife, let him in nought be trufted, 

For {peaking falfe in that ; Thou art alone 
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs, 
Thy meeknels Saint-like, Wife-like Government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and Pious, could fpeak thee out) 
The Queen of earthly Queens : She’s Noble born ; 
And like her true Nobility, fhe has 
Carried her {elf towards me. 
Wol. Moft gracious Sir, 
n 
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In humbleft manner i require your Highnefs, 
Thatit fhall pleafe you to declare in i 
Of all chefe ears (for where 1 am robb’d and bound, 
There muft J be unloos’d, although not there 
Atonce, and fully fatisfi?d)whether ever |! 
Did broach this bufinefs to your Highnefs, or 
Laid any {cruple in your. way, which might 
Induce you to the queftion on’t: or ever 
Haveto you, but with thanks to God for fuch 
A Royal Lady, fpake one, the leaft, word that might 
Be to the prejudice of her prefent State, 
Or touch of her good Perfon ? 
King. My Lord Cardinal, 
Ido excufe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 
I free you from’t: Youare not tobe taught, 
That you have many Enemies, that Know not 
Why they are fo, but like the Village Curs, 
Bark when their fellows do. By fome of thefe 
The Queen is put in anger 5 y’are excus’d : 
But wil! you be more juftifi'd ? You ever 
Have wifh’d the fleeping of this bnfinefs, never defir’d 
It tobe ftirr’d ; but oft have hindred, oft, 
The paffages made toward it ; on my Honour, 
I fpeak, my good Lord Cardinal to this point ; 
And thus far clear him. 
Now, what mov’d me to't, 
I will be bold with time and your attention: 


Then mark th’inducement. Thus it came; give heed to’t : 


My Confcience firlt receiv’d a tendernefs, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches utter’d 
By th’ Bifop of Bayon, then French Embaflador, 
Who had been hither fent on the debating 
And Marriage ’cwixt the Duke of Orleance, and 
Our Daughter Mary: Ith’ Progrefs of this bufinefs, 
E’re a determinate refolution, he 
(1 mean the Bifhop) did require 2 refpite, 
Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife, 
Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 
Refpecting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This refpite fhook 
The bofome of my Confcience, enter’d me, 
Yea wich a f{plitting Power, and made to tremble 
The region of my Breaft, which fore’d fuch way, . 
That many maz’d contiderings did throng 
Andpreft in with thisCaution. Firft, methought 
I ftood not in the fmile of Heaven, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies womb, 
{fic conceiv’d a Male-child by me, fhould 
Do no more Ofnces of life to’t, than 
The Grave does to th’ dead: For her Male Iffue, 
| Or dyed where they were made, or fhorcly after 
This world had air’d them. Hence! took a thought, 
This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom 
(Well worthy the beft Heir ot? world) fhould not 
Be glad in’t byme. Then follows, that 
| 1 weigh’d the danger that my Realms ftood in 
By this my !flues fail, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw: thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Confcience, I did fteer 
Towards this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now prefent here together: that’s to fay, 
I meant to rectifiemy Confcience, which 
I then did feel ful fick, and yet not well, 
By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And Doétors Learn’d. Firit, 1 began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Léncoln ; you remember 
How under my Oppreffion I did reek, 
When } firft mov’d you. 
B. Lin. Very well, my Liege. 
King. | have {poke long, be pleas?’d your felf to fay 
How far you fatish’d me. 
Lin. So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Queftion did at firft fo tagger me, 
Bearing a {tate of mighty moment in’r, 


And confequence of dread, that J committed 
The daring ’ft Councel which I had to doubt, 
And did intreat your Highnefs to this Courfe, 
Which you are running here. 
King. | then mov’d you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this prefent Summons unfolicited. 
I left no reverend Perfon in this Court, 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Linder your Hands and Seals: therefore goon, 
For no diflike ith’ world againft the Perfon 
Of our good Queen, but the harp thorny points 
Of my alledged reafons drives this forward: 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And Kingly Digmty, we are contented 
To wear her mortal State tocome, with her 
(Katharine our Queen) before the primeft Creature 
That’s Parragon’d oth’ World. 
Camp. So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Queen being abfent, ’tis a needful fitnefs, 
‘That we Adjourn this Court to a further day ; 
Mean while mult be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She mtends unto his Holinefs. 
King. 1 may perceive 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me: labhor 
This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome. 
My Learn’d and well beloved Servant Cranmer, 
Prithee return, with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along : break upthe Court ; i 
| fay, fet on, (Excunt, in manner as they ented 





Aus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Enter Queen and her Woman, as at work, 


Queen. Take thy Lute, Wench, 
My Soul grows fad with troubles, 
Sing, and difperfe’cm if thou can’{t; leave working. 


SONG. 


Orn pn his Lute made ae 
Ana the Mountain tops. that freeze 
Bow themfelves when he did ing. romney 
Tohss Mufick,, Plants and Flowers 
Ever fpring , as Sun and Showers 

There had made a laftin Spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 

Even the Billows of the Sea, 

Hung their Heads, and then lay by. 

In fweet Mufickis fuch Art, 

Killing care, and grief of heart, 

Fall afleep, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleman, 

Quee. How now ? l 

Gent. And’t pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the Prefence. 

Queen. Would they {peak with me? 

Gent. They will’dme fay fo, Madam. 

Queen. Pray their Graces 
Tocome near: what can be their bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak woman, fal’n from favour, 
Ido not like their coming ; now] think on’t, 
They fhould be Good men, their affairs are righteous, 
But, All Hoods make mot Aonks, 


Enter the two Cardinals, Wolfey, and Campeius. 


Wolf. Peace to your Highnefs. 
Qx. Your Graces find me here part of a Houfe wife, 
Uu 2 
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(I would be all) againft the worft may happen : 
What are your pleafures with me, Reverend Lords ? 

Wol. May it pleafe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
[nto your private Chamber , we ‘hall give you 
The full caufe of our coming. 

Queen. Speak it here. . 
There’s nothing I have done yet o’my Confcience 
Deferves a Corner: would all other Women 
Could fpeak this with as free a Soul, as1 do: 

My Lords, 1 care not (fo much I am happy 

Above a number) if my actions 

Weretry’d by every Tongue, every Eye faw ’em, 

Envy and bafe opinion fet againft ’em, 

I know my life fo even. If your bufinefs 

Seek me out, and that way I am Wife in; 

Out with it boldly + Truth loves open dealing. 
Car Tanta eft ergate mentis sxtegritas (Regina Sercniffima. ) 
Queen Good my Lord, no Latine; 

{ am not fucha Truantfince my coming, 

As notto know the Language, 1 have liv’°d in: 

A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange,fufpitious : 

Pray fpeak in Eglifh, here are fome will thank you, 

If you {peak truth, for their poor Miftrefsfake 5 

Believe me fhe hashad much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 

The willing’ft fin | ever yet committed, 

May be abfolv’d in Englifh. 

Card. Noble Lady, 

Iam forry my integrity fhould breed 

(And fervice to his Majefty and you) 

So deep fufpition, where all Faith was meant ; 

We come not by the way of Accufation, 

To taint that honour every good Tongue blefles ; 

| Nor to betray you any way to forrow, 
You have too much, good Lady: But to know 
| How you ftand minded in the weighty difference: 

Between the King and you, and to deliver 

(Like free and honeft men ) our juft opinions, 

And comforts to your caufe. 

Camp Moft honoured Madam, 

My Lord of York, out of his Noble nature, 

Zealand Obedience he ftil! bore your Grace, 

Forgetting (like a good'man) your late Cenfure 

Both of his truth and him (which was too far) 

Offers, as] do, ina fign of peace. 

His Service, and his Counfel. 

Queen. To betray me. 

My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 

Ye fpeak like honeft men, (pray God ye prove fo 

But how to make ye fuddenly an Anfwer 

i In fuch a pointof weight, fo near mine Honour, 

(More near my Life, 1 fear) with my weak wit ; 

And to fuch men of Gravity and Learning ; 

In truth I know not. I was fetat work 

Among my Maids, full little(God knows) looking 

Either forfuch men, or fuch bofinefs ; 

For her fake that I have been, for I feel 

The laft fitof my Greatnefs; good your Graces 
i Let me have time and Council for my Caufe : 

Alas, Lama Woman friendlefs, hopelefs. 

Wol. Madam, 

You wrong the Kings love with thefe fears, 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Queen, In England, 

But little for my profit: can you think, Lord, 

| That any Englfb-man dare give me Counfel ? 
Or be a known friend *gainft his Highnefs pleafure, 
(Though he be grown fo defperate to be honeft) 
And live aSubjeét? Nay, forfooth my Friends, 
They that muft weigh out my afflictions, 
They that my truft muft grow to, live not here, 
They are (as. all my other comforts) far hence 
In mine own Country, Lords. 

Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leave your griefs, and take my Counfel. 
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Queen, How, Sir ? 

Camp. Put your main caufe into the King’s protection, 
He’s loving and moft gracious, ?Twill be much 
Both for your Honour better, and your Caufe : 

For if the Tryal of the Law o’re-take ye, 
You’! part away difgrac’d. 

Wol. He tells you rightly. 

Queen, Ye tell me what ye wih for both, my ruin: 
Is this your Chriftian Counfel ? Out upon ye, 
Heaven is above all yet, there fits a Judge, 

That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miftakes us. | 

Queen. The more fhame for ye ; Holy men J thought ye, 
Upon my Soul, two Reverend Cardinal Vertues: , 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow hearts I fear ye : 

Mend ’em for fhame, my Lords: Is this your comfort ? 
The Cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady ? 
A woman loft among ye, laugh?d at, fcorn’d ? 
I will not with ye half my miferies, 
I have more Charity. But fay 1 warn’d ye; 
Take heed. for Heavens faketake heed, leaft at once 
‘The burthen of my forrows fall upon ye. 
Car. Madam, this isa meer diftraction, 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 
Queen, Ye turn me into nothing. Woeupon ye, 
And all fuch falfe profeffors. Would youhave me 
(If you have any Juftice, any Pity, 
If ye be any thing, but Churchmens habit) 
Put my fick cauf. into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas, ha’s banifh’d me his Bed already, 
His Love too, ae: lamold, my Lords, 
Andail the Fellowfhip I hold now with him 
Is only by Obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchednefs ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curfe, like this: 
Camp. Your fears are worfe. 
_ Qu. Have Lliv’d thus long (let me {peak my felf, 
since Virtue finds no Friends ) a Wife, a trae one ? 
A Woman (1 dare fay without Vain-glory) 
Never yet branded with fufpition ? 
Have 1, with all my full Affections 
Still met the King ? Lov’d him next Heav’n ? Obey’d kim? 
Been (out of fondnefs) fuperftitious to him? 
Almoft forgot my Prayers co content him ? 
And amI thus rewarded ? °tis not well, Lords. 
Bring mea conftant woman to her Husband, 
One that ne’re dream’d a Jay, beyond his pleafure: 
And to that Woman (when fhe has done moft) 
Yet willl add an Honour ; a great Patience. 
Car. Madam, you wander from the good 
We aim at. 
Queen. My Lord, 
I dare not make my felf fo guilty, 
To give up willingly that Noble Title 
Your Mafter wed meto: nothing but death 
Shall e’re divorce my Diguities. 

Card. Pray, hear me. 

Sr, Would I had never trod this Englih Earth, 
Or felt the Flatteries that grow upon it: 
Ye have Angels Faces, but Heaven knows your hearts 
What fhall become of me now, wretched Lady ? 
lam the moft unhappy Woman living. 
Alas (poor Wenches) where are now your Fortunes? 
Ship-wrack’d upona Kingdom, where no Pity, 
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me ? 
Almoft no Grave allow’d me ? Like the Lilly, 
That once was Miftrefs of the Field, and flourifh’d, 
le hang my head, and perifh. 

Car. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our endsare honeft, 
You’! feel more comfort. Why fhould we (good Lady) 
Upon what caufe wrong you ? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profeffion is againft it; 
Wearetocure fuch forrows, not to fow’em. R 

or 
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For goodnef{s fake confider what you do, 
How you may hurt your felf, I, utterly 
| Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carnage. 
The hearts of Princes kifs Obedience, 
So much they love it. Butto ftubborn Spirits, 
They fwell and grow as terrible as ftorms. 
I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A Soul as even as a Calm ; Pray think us, 
Thofe we profefs, Peace-makers, Friends, and Servants. 
Camp. Madam, you'll find it fo: 
You wrong your Vertues 
With thefe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
| As yours was, put into you ever cafts 
Such doubts as Falfe Coyne from it. The King loves yon, 
Beware you lofe it not: For us (if you pleafe 
To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready 
To ufe our utmoft Studies in your Service. 
Qu. Do what you will, my Lords : 
And pray forgive me, 
IfI have usd my felf unmannerly ; 
You know I am a Woman lacking wit 
To makea feemly anfwer to fuch perfons. 
Pray do my fervice to his Majefty, 
He has my Heart yet, and fhall have my Prayers 
While! thal! have my Life. Come, Reverend Fathers, 
Beftow your Counfellson me. She now begs 
That litcle thought when fhe fet footing here, 


She fhould have bought her Dignities fodear. [E-xcwzt. 


eT I 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, LordSurrey, 
and Lord Chamberlain, 


Norf. 1f you will now unite in your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conftancy, the Cardinal 
Cannot {tand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this tine, Icannot promife, 

But that you fhall fuftain moe new difgraces, 
With thefe you bear already. 

Ser. 1 am joyful 
To meet the leaft occafion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
To be reveng’d on him. 

Suf. Which of the Peers 
Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at leaft 
Strangely neglected ? When did he regard 
The itamp of Noblenefsin any perfon 
| Out of himfelf ? 

Cham, My Lords, you {peak your pleafures : 
| What he deferves of you and me, I know : 
What we can do to him(though now the time 
Gives way to us) I muchfear. [f you cannot 
Bar his accefs to th’ King, never attempt 

Any thing onhim: for he hatha witchcraft 
Over the King in’s Tongue. 

Norf. O fear him not, 

His fpell in that isout: the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for ever mars 

The Honey of his Language. No, he’s fetl’d 
(Not to come off) in his difpleafure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I fhould be glad to hear fuch News as this 
Once every hour. 

Norf. Believe it, this is true. 

In che Divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Arcall unfolded: wherein he appears, 
As I would wih mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His Practices to light ? 

Suf. Moft ftrangely. 

Sur. O how? how ? 
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Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifcarried, 
And came to th’ eye oth’ King, whercin was read 
How that the Cardinal did increat his Holinefs 
To ftay the Judgment oth? Divorce; for if 
It did take place, [ do(quoth he) perceive 
My King is tangled in affection to 
A Creature of the Queens, Lady Anne Bullen. 

Ser. Ha’s the King this ? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Ser, Will this work ? 

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how hecoafts 
And hedges his own way. But in this point, 

All his tricks founder, and he brings his Phyfick 
After his Patients death; the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady. 

Sur, Would he had. 

Saf. May yoube happy in your wifh, my Lord, 
For I profefs you have it. 

Sur, Now all my joy 
Trace the Conjundtion. 

Suf. My Amen to't. 

Nor. All mens. 

Suf. There’s order given for her Coronation : 
Marry this is yer but young, and may be left 
To fome ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, 

She is a gallant Creature, and compleat 

In mind and feature, | perfwade me from her 

Will fall fome bleffing to this Land, which hall 

Ín it be meinoriz’d. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeft this Letter ofthe Cardinals ?. 

The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry, Amen. 

Suf. No, no: 
There bemoe Wafps that buz about his Nofe, 
Will make this fting the fooner. Cardinal Campeias, 
Is ftoln away to Rome, hath ta’ne no leave, 
Ha’s left the caufe to th? King unhandled, and 
is pofted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 
To fecond all his plot. Ido allure you, 
The King cry’d Ha, at this. 

Cham. Now God incenfe hum. 
And let him cry Ha, louder. 

Norf. But, my Lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 

Ssf. He isreturn’d in his Opinions, which 
Have fatish’d the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoft in Chriftendom: fhortly (1 believe) 
His fecond Marriage fhall be publifhed, and 
Her Coronation. Xatharine no more 
Shall be call’d Queen, but Princefs Dowager, 
A Widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer’s 
A worthy Fellow, and hath ta’ne much pain 
Ln the Kings bufinefs. 

Suf. He has, and we fhall fee him 
For it an Arch-Bifhop. 

Nor. So! hear. 

Suf. *Tis fo. 

Enter Wolfey and Cromwel. 
The Cardinal. 

Nor. Obferve, obferve, he’s mocdy. 

Car, The Packquet, Cromwel, 
Gav’t you the King ? 

Crom. To hisown hand, in’s Bed-chamber. 

Card. Look’d he oth’ infide of the Paper ? 

Crom. Prefently, ` : 

He did unfeal them, and the firft he view’d, 
He did it with a ferious mind : a heed 
Was in his Countenance. You he bad 
Attend him here this Morning. 
Card. Is he ready to come abroad ? 
Crom. | think by this he is. 


Un 3 


Card, 
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Card. Leave mea while. 
It fhall be to the Dutchefs of Alanfon, 
The French Kings Sifter ; He fhall marry her. 
Anne Bullen? No: Ple no Anne Bullens for him, 
There’s more ipt than fair Vifage. Bullen? 
No, we'll no Bullens : Speedily | with 
To hear from Rome: The Marchionefs of Pembrook? 
Nor. He’s difcontented. 
Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 
Ser, Sharp enough, 
Lord for thy Juftice. 
Car. The late Queens Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
To be her Miltrefs’s Miftrefs ? the Queen’s Queen ? 
This Candle burns not clear, tis ] muft fhuff tr, 
Then outit goes. What though I know her virtuous 
And well-deferving ? yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Lutheran, and not wholfome to 
Our caufe, that fhe fhould lie ith’ bofom of 
Our hard-rul’d King. Again, there is fprung up 
An Heretick, an Arch-one, Cranmer, one 
Hath craw’ld into the favour of the Xing, 
And is his Gracle. 
Nor. He¢?s vex"d at fomcething. 
Enter King reading of a Schedule. 

Sur. 1| would ’twere fomething that would fret the ftring 
The Mafter-cord on’s heart. 

Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion? and what expence by th’ hour 
Seems to flow from him ? how, rth’ name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together ? Now, my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinal ? 

Nor. My Lord, we have 
Stood here obferving him. Some ftrange Commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip and ftarts, 
Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then Jays his Finger on his Temple : ftraight 
Springs out into faft gate, then ftops again, 
Strikes his breaft hard, and anon, he cafts 
His Eyeagainít the Moon, in moft ftrange Poftures 
We have feen him fet himfelf. 
_» King. It may well be, 
There isa Mutiny in’s mind. Thismorning, 
Papers of State he fent me toperufe, 
As [requir’d: and wot you what I found 
hereon my Confcience put unwittingly) 
Forfooth an Inventory, thus importing 
The fevera} parcels of his Plate, histreafure, 
Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houfhold, which 
| fnd at fuch a proud Rate, that it out-fpeaks 
Poffeffion of a Subject. 

Nor, It’s Heavens will, 
Some Spirit put this Paper inthe Packquet, 
To blefs your Eye withal. 

King. If we did think 

His Contemplations were above the Earth, 
And fix’d on fpiritual objects, he fhould ftil) 
Dwell in his Mufings, but lam afraid 

His thinkings are below the Moon, nor worth 
His ferious confidering. 


LExit Cromwel. 


King takes his Seat, whifpers Lovel, who goes to the Cardinal. 


Car. Heaven forgive me, 
Ever God blefs your Highneß. 

King. Good my Lord, ; 
You are full of Heavenly ftuff, and bear the Inventory 
Of your beft Grace, in your mind; the which 
You were now running o’re: you have fearce time 
| To fteal from Spiritual leifure,-a brief fpan 

Yo keep your anb Audit, fure in that 
I'deen you anill Husband, and am glad 
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To have you therein my Companion. 

Car. Sir, 
For Holy Offices I have a time; a time 
To think upon the part of bufinefs, which 
I bear ’th?State : and Nature does require 
Her times of prefervation, which perforce 
I her frail fon, among’ft my Brethren mortal, 
Mutt give my tendance to. 

King. You have faid well. 

Car. And ever may your Highnefs yoke together, 
(As I will lend you caufe) my doing well, 
With my well faying. 

King. Tis well faid again, 
And “tis akind of good deed to fay well, 
And yet words are no deeds, My Father lov’d you, 
He faid hedid, and with this deed did Crown 
His {word upon you. Since I had my Office, 
Í have kept you next my Heart, have not alone 
Imploy’d you where high Profits might come home, 
But par’d my prefent Havings, tobeftow 
My Bounties upon you. 

Car. What fhould this mean ? 

Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefs. 

King. Have I not made yon 
The Prime manof the State ? l pray you tell me. 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
Andif you may confefs it, fay withall 
If you are to bound to us, or no. What fay you? 

Car. My Soveraign, | confefs your Royal graces 
Showr’d on me daily, have been more than could 
My ftudied purpofes require, which went 
Beyond all man’s endeavours. My endeavours, 
Have ever come too fhort of my defires, 
Yet fill’d with my Abilities : Mine own ends 
Have been fo, that evermore they pointed 
Toth’ good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
The profit of the State: For your great Graces 
Heap’dupon me (poor Undeferver) I 
Can nothing renter but Allegiant thanks, 
My Prayers to Heaven for you ; my Loyalty 
Which ever has, and ever fhall be growing, 
Tili death (that Winter) kill it. 

King. Fairly anfwer’d : 
A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honour of it 
Does pay the Act of it, as i’th’ contrary 
The fonine isthe punifhment. I prefume, 
That as my hand has open’d Bounty to you, 
My Heart dropp’d Love, my Pow’r rain’d Honour, more 
On you, than any : So your Hand, and Heart. 
Your Brain, and every Function of your Power, 
Should, notwithftanding that your bond of duty, 
As ’twerein Loves particular, be more 
Tome, your Friend, than any. 

Car. 1 do profefs, 
That for your Highnefs good, I ever labour’d 
More than mineown: thatam, have, and will be 
(Though all the World fhould crack their duty to you, 
And throwit from their Soul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make’em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid, yet, my Duty 
Asdoth a Rock againft the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break) 
And {tand unfhaken yours. 

King. >Tis Nobly fpoken ; 
Take notice Lords, he has a Loyal Breat, _ 
For you have feen him opent. Read-o’re this, 
Andafter this, and then to Breakfaft with 
What appetite you have. 


Exit King, frowning upon the Cardinal, the Nobles throng af- 
ter him whifpering, and f{miling. 


Car. What fhould this mean ? 
What 
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What fudden Anger’s this? How havel reap?d it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if Ruine 

Leap’d from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
Upon the daring Hunt{man that has galld him, 
Then makes him nothing. I muft read this Paper: 

l fear the Story of his Anger. ’Tis fo: 

This Paper has undone me: ’Tis th? Account 

Of all that World of Wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends, (indeed to gain the Popedom 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence l 

Fit for a Fool to fallby: What crofs Devil 

Made me put this main Secret in the Packet 

I fent the King ? Is there no way to cure this? 

No new device to beat this from his Brains ? 

I know ’twill ftir him ftrongly ; yet] know 

A way, if it take right, infpight of Fortune 

Will bring me off again. What’s this? To rhe Pope? 
The Letter (as t live) with all the Bufinefs 

l writ to’s Holinefs. Nay then farewel : 

| have touch’d the highelt point of all my Greatnefs, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 

1 hafte now to my Setting, I fhall fall 

Like abright Exhalation in the Evening, 

And no man fee me more. 


Enterto Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, rhe 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Norf. Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal, 
Who commands you 
To render up the great Seal prefently 
Into our hands, and toconfine your felf 
To Afher-boufe, my Lord of Winchefter’s, 
Till you hear further from his Highnefs. 
Car. Stay : 
Where’s your Commiffion ? Lords, words cannot carry 
Authority fo mighty. 
Suff. Who dare crofs 7em, 
Bearing the Kings willfrom his mouth exprefsly ? 
Car. Tilll find more than will, or words to do it, 
(1 mean your Malice ) know, Officious Lords, 
I dare, and muft deny it. Now] feel 
Of what courfe Mctal ye are molded, Envy: 
How eagerly ye follow my Difgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how fleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruine ? 
Follow your envious courfes, Men of Malice ; 
You have a Chriftian warrant for °em, and no doubt 
In time will find their fic Rewards. That Seal 
You ask with fuch 2 violence, the King 
(Mine, and your Mafter) with his own hand gave me: 
Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honours 
During my life; and to confirm his goodnefs, 
Ty’d it by Letters Patents. Now, who’l take ic ? 
Sur. The King that gave it. 
Car, Ic muft be himfelf chen. 
Sur. Thouart a proud Traytor, Prieft. 
Car. Proud Lord, thon lycft : 
Within thefe forty hours, Surrey durft better 
Have burnt that Tongue, than Gid fo. 
Sur. Thy Ambition, 
(Thou Scarlet finner) robb’d this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father-in-law, 
The Heads of all thy Brother Cardinals, 
(Withthee, and all thy beft parts bound together) 
Weigh’d not a Hair of his. Plague of your Policy, 
You fent me Deputy for Jreland, 
Far for his fuccour ; from the King, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault, thou gav’ft him : 
Whilft your great Goodnefs, out of holy pity, 
Abfolv’d him with an Ax. 
Wal. This, and all elfe 
This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
l anfwer, is moft falfe. The Duke by Law 
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Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 
His Noble Jury, and foul Caufe can witnefs. 
If { lov’d many words, Lord, I fhould tell you, 
You have as little Honefty, as Honour, 
That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the King, my ever Royal Matter, 
Dare mate a Sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur. By my Soul, 
Your long Coat (Prieft) protects you, 
Thou fhould’ft feel 
My Sword Pth’ life blood of thee elfe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ? 
And from this Fellow ? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus Jaded by a piece of Scarlet, 
Farewel Nobility: let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks. 

Car. All Goodnefs 
Is poifon ro thy Stomack. 

Sur. Yes, that Goodnefs 
Of gleaningall the Lauds-wealth into one, 
Into your own hands (Card’nal ) by Extortion: 
The goodnefs of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to the Pope, againft the King: your goodnefs 
Since you provoke me, fhall be moft notorious. , 


My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 


As you refpect the Common good, the State 
Of our defpis’d Nobility, our I flues, 
(Who, if he live, will {carce be Gentlemen) 
Produce the grand fum of his fins, the Articles 
Collected from his life. Ple ftartle yon 
Worfe than the Sacring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kifling in your arms, Lord Cardinal. 
Car. How much methinks I could defpife this man 
But that L amboundin Charity againft ic. ' 
Nor. Thofe Articles, my Lord, are in the Kings hand: 
But thus much, they are foul ones. 
Wol. So much fairer 
And fpotlefs fhall mine Innocence arife, 
When the King knows my Truth. 
Sur, This cannot fave you: 
I thank my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Articles, andout they fhall. 
Now, if you can blufh, and cry Guilty, Cardinal, 
You'll fhew a little Honefty. 
Wol. Speak on, Sir, 
I dare your worft Objectiens: If 1 blufh, 
lt is to fee a Nobleman want Manners. 

Sur. I had rather want thofe, than my Head; 
Have at yon. 

Firft, that without the Kings affent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power 
You maim’d the Jurifdiction of all Bifhops. 

Nor. Then, that inall you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To Foreign Princes, Ego © Rex mens 
Was ftill infcrib’d: in which you brought the King 
To beyour Servant. 

Sif. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Council, when you went 
Embaflador tothe Emperour, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the Great Seal. 

Sur. Item, You fenta large Commiffion 
To Gregory de Caffado, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 

A League between his Highnefs, and Ferrara. 

Saf. That out of meer Ambition, you have caus’d 
Your Holy-Hat to be ftamp’d on the Kings Coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have fent innumerable fubitance, 
(By what means got, I leave to your own Confcience) 
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for Dignities, to the meer undoing 
Of all the Kingdom. Many more there are, 

Which fince they are of you, and odious, 


i will 
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i will not taint my mouth with. 
Cham, O my Lord, 
Prefs not a falling man too far; ’tis Virtue: 
His faults lye open to the Laws, let them | 
(Not you) correct him. ‘My heart weeps to fee him 
So little, of his great Self. <% i 
Sur, | forgive him. 
Suff. Lord Cardinal, the Kings further pleafure is, 
Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late 
By your power Legantine within this Kingdom, 
Fall intothe compafs of a Premunire ; 
That therefore fucha Writ be fued againft you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caftles, and whatfoever, and to be 
Out of the Kings Protection. This is my Charge. 
Norf. And fo we’l leave you to your Meditations 
How to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer 
About the giving back the great Seal ro us, 
The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fall thank you 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. 


[Exeunt all but Wolfey. 


“ Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel? A long farewel to all my Greatnefs. 
This isthe ftateof Mans to day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of Hopes, to morrow Blofloms, 
And bears his blufhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third day comesa Froft, a killing Froft, 
And when he thinks, good eafie man, full furely 
His Greatnefs is a ripening, nips his Root, 
And then he falls, asl do. I have ventur’d 
Like little wanton Boys that fwim on Bladders - 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me 
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye, 
I feel my heart new open’d. Oh how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on Princes Favours? 
There is betwixt that fmile we would afpire to, 
That fweet Afpect of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs, and fears than Wars or Women have: 
And when he falls, he falls like Luesfer, 
Never to hope again. 
Enter Cromwel flanding amaz'd. 

Why how now Cromwel ? 

Crom. \ have no power to fpeak, Sir. 
Car. What, amaz’d 
At my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great man fhould decline. Nay, and you weep 
lam faPn indeed. 

Crom, How does your Grace ? 

Card, Why well: 
Never fo truly happy, my good Cromwel, 
I know my felf now, and I feel within me, 
A-Peace above all Earthly Dignities, 
A {till and quiet Confcience. The King has cur’d me, 
I humbly thank his Grace : and from thefe fhoulders 
This ruin’d Pillet, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink a Navy, (too much honour. ) 
O ’tis a burden, Cromwel, *tisa burden 
Too heavy fora man, that hopes for Heaven. 

Crom. l am glad your Grace 
Has made that right ufe of it. 

Card. | hope, | have : 
Iam able now (methinks) 
(Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel) 
To endure more Miferies, and greater far 
Than my weak:hearted Enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom. The heavieft, and the worlt, 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 

Card. God blefs him. 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is chofen 
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Lord Chancellor, in your place. 

Card. Thats fomewhat fuddain. 
But he’sa Learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnefs favour, and do Juftice 
For Truth’s-fake, and his Confcience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in Bleflings, 
May have a Tomb of Orphans tears wept on him. 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmer is returned with welcome ; 
Inftall’d Lord Arch-bifhop of Canterbury, 

Card. That’s News indeed. 

Crom. Laft, that the Lady Ann, 
Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married, 
This day was view?d in open, as his Queen, 
Going to Chappel - and the voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 

Card. There was the weight that pull’d me down. 
O Cromwel, 
The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 
In that one Woman I have loft for ever. 
No Sun fhall ever ufher forth mine Honours, 
Or gild again the Noble Troops that waited 
Upon my fmiles. Go get thee from me, Crommet, 
I am a poor fallen man unworthy now 
To be thy Lord and Mafter. Seek the King, 
(That Sun, | pray may never fet) I have rold him, 
What, and how true thou art; he willadvance thee: 
Some little memory of me, will ftir him 
(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopeful fervice perifh too. Good Croznrel, 
Neglect him not, make ufe now, and provide 
For thine own future fafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, 


“Muft I then leave you? Muft I needs forgo 


So good, fonoble, and fo true a Mafter 
Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of Iron, 
With what a forrow Cromwel leaves his Lord. 
The King fhall have my fervice ; but my prayers 
For ever and for ever fhall be yours. 

Card. Cromwel, I did not think to fhed a tear 
Inall my miferies: but thou haft fore’d me 
(Out of thy honeft truth) to play the Woman. 
Let’s dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Cromwel, 
And when I ani forgotten, as I fhall be, 
And fleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me more muft be heard of : Say, I taught thee ; 
Say, Wolfey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 
And founded al} the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 
Found thee a way (out of his wrack) to rife in: 
A fure, and fafe one, though thy Mafter mift it. 
Mark but my Fall, and that that Ruin’d me: 
Cromwel, | charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that fin fell the Angels: _ can man then 
(The Image of his Maker) hope to winit ? 
Love thy felf laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption win not more than Honefty, 
Stillin thy right hand, carry gentle peace 
To filence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not: 
Let all the ends thou aim’ft at, be thy Countries, 
Thy God’s and Truth’s: then if thou fal’ i (O Cromwel ) 


| Thou fall’ft a blefled Martyr. 


Serve the King : and prithee lead me m: 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laft Penny, *tisthe Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven, is all, 
} dare now call mine own. O Cromwel, Cromwel, 
Had I but. ferv’d my God, with half the Zeal 
1 ferv’d my King : he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked ro mine Enemies, 
Crom, Good Sir, have patience. 
Card, Sol have. Farewel 
The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heaven do dwell. i 
[Exeunt, | 


Atlus 
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Adtus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another. 


1. Y’are well met once again. 
2. So are you. 
1. You come to take your Stand here, and behold 
The Lady Anne pafs from her Coronation. 
2. *Tis all my bufinefs. At our laft encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Tryal. 
1. ’Tisvery true. But that time offer’d forrow, 
This, general Joy. — 
2. 7Tis well: the Citizens 
I am fure have hewn at full their Royal minds, 
As let ’em have their rights, they are ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shews, 
Pageants, and Sights of Honour. 
1. Never greater, 
Nor Ple affure you better taken, Sir. 
2. May | bebold to ask what that contains, 
That Paper in your hands ? 
1. Yes, tis the Lift 
Of thofe that claim their Offices this day, 
By cuftom of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suffolk isthe firft, and claims 
To be high Steward, next the Duke of Norfolk , 
He to be Earl Marfhal: you may read the reft. 
2. Ithank you, Sir: Had not known thofe cuftoms, 
I fhould have been beholdtng to your Paper : 
But I befeech you what’s become of Katharine, 
Tne Princefs Dowager ? How goes her bufinefs ? 
t. Thati can tell you too: the Archbifhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned, and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunjtable, fix miles off | 
From Amprbil, where the Princefs lay, to which 
She was often cited by them, butappear’d not: 
And to be fhort, for not Appearance, and 
The Kings late fcruple, by the main affent 
Of all thefe Learned men, fhe was Divore’d, 
And the late Marriage made of none effect : 
Since which, fhe was remov’d to Kzmbolton, 
Where fhe remains now fick. 
1. Alas good Lady. 
The Trumpets found: f{tand clofe, 


The Queen is coming. [ Ho-boys. 





The Order of the Coronation. 


1. A lively Flourifh of Trumpets. 

2. Then two Judges. 

3. Lord Chancelor, wish Purfe and Mace before him. 

4. Quirifters finging. . _(Mafick. 

5. Mayor of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter 
jn his Coat of Arms, and on his head he wore a Gilt 
Copper Crown. k 

6, Marquefs of Dorfet, bearing a Scepter of Gold, on his 
Head a Demi-Coronal of Gold. With him, the Earl of 
Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver with rhe Drue, Crowd 
with an Earl’s Coronet, Collars of Effes. é‘ 

7. Duke of Suffolk, his Robe of Eftate , hss Coronet on 
his Head, bearing a long white Wand, as High Steward. 
With him the Duke of Norfolk, with the Rod of Mar fhal- 
frip, A Coronet on his Head. Collars of Effes. 

8. Canopy born X four of the Cinque-ports, under it the 
Queen in her Rove, in her hair, richly adorned with 
Pearl, Crowned, On cach fide ber the Biflops of London 
and Winchetter. 

9. The old Dutchefs of Norfolk, in a Coronal of Gold, 
wrought with Flowers, bearing the Queens Train. 
















As loud, and toas many tunes. 
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10. Certasn Ladies or Countelles, with plain Circlets of 
Gold without Flowers. 


Exeunt, firft paffing over the Stage in Order and State, and 
then, A great Flourifh of Trumpets. 


2. A Royal Train, believe me: thefeI know - 
Who’s that bears the Scepter ? 

1. Marquefs Dorfer, 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod. 

2. A bold brave Gentleman. That thould be 
The Duke of Suffolk, 

1. Tis the fame: High Steward. 

2. And that my Lord of Norfolk ? 

1, Yes. 

2. Heaven blefs thee, 
Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look’d on. 
Sir, as I havea Soul, fhe isan Angel; 
Our King has all the Jndies in his Arms, 


} And more, and richer, whenhe ftrains that Lady, 


[ cannot blame his Confcience, 

1. They that bear 
The Cloath of Honor over her, are four Barons 
Of the Cinque-Ports. 

2. Thofe men are happy,’ 

And fo are all, are near her, 
I takeit, fhe that carries up the Train, 
Is that old Noble Lady, Dutchefs of Norfolk, 

1. It ts, and all the reft are Countefles. 

2. Their Coronets fay fo. Thefeare ftars indeed, 
And fometimes falling ones. 

1, Nomore of that. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

1. God fave you Sir. Where have you been broiling ? 

3. Among the croud i’th’ Abby, where a finger 
Could not be wedg’d in more: Lam ftifled 
With the meer ranknefs of their joy. 

2. You faw the Ceremony ? 

3. I did. 

1. How was it ? 

3- Well worth the feeing. 

2. Good Sir, fpeak it tous. 

3. As wellas I amable. Therich ftream 
Of Lords, and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a prepar’d place in the Quire, fell off 
A diftance from her; while her Grace fat down 
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo, 

Ina rich Chairof State, oppofing freely 

‘The Beauty of her Perfon to the People. 

Believe me, Sir, fhe isthe goodlieft Woman 
That ever lay by man: which when the people 
Had the full view of, fucha noife arofe, 

As the fhrowds make at Sea in a {tiff Tempeft, 
Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublets, (1 think ) flew ap, and had their Faces 
Been loofe, thisday they had been loft. Such joy 
I never faw before. Great-belly’d Women, 
That had not half a week to go, like Rams 

In the old time of War, fhould fhake the prefs 
And make’em reel before °em. No man living 
Could fay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 

2. But what follow’d ? 

3. Atlength, her Grace rofe, and with modeft paces 
Came tothe Altar, where fhe kneel’d, and Saint-like 
Caft her fair Eyes to Heaven, and pray’d devoutly. 
Then rofe again, and bow’d her to the people: 

When by the Arch bifhopof Canterbury, 

She had all the Royal raking of a Queen; 

As holy Oyl, Edward Confeflor’s Crown, 

The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all fach Emblems 

Laid Nobly on her : which perform’d, the Quire 

With all the choiceft Mufick of the Kingdom, 

Together fung Te Deum. So fbe parted, 

And with the fame full State pac’d back again + 
o 
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To York;Place, where the Feaft is held. 
t, Sir 
You muft no more call it York-place, that’s paft. 
For fince the Cardinal fell.. that title’s loft, 
*Tis now the King’s, and call’d whitebal. 
3. [know it: a 
But ’tis fo lately alter’d, that the old name 
Is frefh about me. 
2. What two Reverend Bihhops - 
Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Queen ? 
3 Stokefly and Gardiner, the one of Winchefter, 
Newly prefer’d from the Kings Secretary . 
The other, London. 
2. Heof Winchefter . 
Is held no great good Lover of the Archbifhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer, 
3 All the Land knows that :- 


However yet there is no great breach, when it comes, 


Cranmer willfind a Friend will not fhrink from him. 
2. Who may bethat, I pray you. 
3. Thomas Cromwel, 
A man in much efteem with th? King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King has made him 
Mafter o’th’ Jewel Houfe, 
And one already ot the Privy Councel. 
2. He will deferve more. 
g. Yes without all doubt. 
Come Gentlemen, ye fliall go my way, 


Which is toth’ Court, and there ye fhall be my Guefts: 


Something | can command: as { walk thither 
Ple tell ye more. 
Both. You may command us, Sir. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Katharine Dowager, fick, led between Griffith ber 


Gent leman-Ufver, and Patience ber Woman, 


Grif. How dos your Grace ? 

Kath, O Griffith, fick to death: 
My Legs like loaded Branches bow to th? Earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen: Reach a Chair, 
So now (methinks) I feel a little eafe. 
Did’ft thou not tell me, Grifieh, as thou lead?ft me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Wolfey 
Was dead ? 

Grif. Yes, Madam: but! think your Grace 
Out of the pain you fuffer’d, gaveno earto’t. 

Kath, Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how de dy’d. 
Ifwell, he ftept before me happily 
For my Example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam, 
For after the ftout Earl Northumberland 
Arrefted him at York, and brought him forward 
Asa man forely tainted, to his Anfwer, 
He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill, 
He could not Gt his Mule. 

Kath. Alas, Poor man. 


Grif. Atlaft, with eafie Roads hecame to Lercefer, 


Lodg’d inthe Abby, where the reverend Abbot, 
With all his Covent, honourably receiv’d bim , 
To whom he gave thefe words. O Father Abbot, 
Anold man broken with the ftorms of State, 
Iscome to lay his weary bones among ye: 

Give him a little Earth for Charity. 

So went to Bed; where eagerly his ficknefs 
Purfurd him till, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himfelf 
Foretold fhould be his laft, full Repentance, 
Continual Meditations, Tears, and Sorrows, 
He gave his Honours to the world agen, 

His blefled part to heaven, and flept in peace. 


[ Excane. 


Kath. So may he reft, 
His faults lie on him. 
Yet thus far, Grifich, give me leave to fpeak him, 
And yet with Charity : he was, a man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himfelf with Princes. Onethat by fuggeftion 
Ty’d alithe Kingdom, Simony was fair play, 
His own Opinion was his Law. I’th? Prefence 
He would fay untroths, and be ever double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was never 
(But. where he meant to Ruin) Pitiful. 
His Promifes were, as he then was, Mighty : 
But his Performance, as he isnow, Nothing: 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy illexample. 

Grif. Noble Madam : 
Men’s evil manners live in Brafs, their Virtnes 
We write in Water. May it pleafe your Highnefs 
To hear me {peak his Good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Griffith, 
{ were malicious elfe. 

Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was fafhion’d to much Honour. From his Cradle 
He wasa Scholar, anda ripe, and good one: 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading : 
Lofty, and foure to them that low’d him not : 
But to'thofe men that fought him, fweet as Summer. 
And though he were unfatisfied in getting, 
(Which wasa fin) yet in beftowing, Madam, 
He was moft Princely: Ever witnefs for him 
Thofe twins of Learning, that he rais’d in you, 
Ipfwich and Oxford: one of which, fell with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did it. 
The other (though unfinifh’d) yet fo Famous, 
So excellent in Art, and {till fo rifing, 
That Chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his Virtue. 
His Overthrow beap’d happinefs upon him: 
For then, and not till then, he felt himfelf, 
And found the Bleffednefs of being little, 
And to add greater honours to his Age 
Than man could give him; he dy’d, Fearing God. 

Kath, After my death, 1 with no other Herald 
No other Speaker of my living Actions, 
To keep mine Honour from Corruption, 
But fuch an honeft Chronicler, as Griffith. 
Whom I moft hated living, thou haft made me 
With thy Religious Truth and Modefty, 
(Now in his Afhes) Honour : Peace be with him, 
Patience, be near me ftill, and fet me lower. 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Canfe the Muficians play me that fad note 
{ nam’d my Knell; whilft I fit meditating 
On that Celeftial Harmony, I go to. 

Sad and folemn Mufich, 


? 


Grif. She is afleep: Good wench, let’s fit down quiet, 


For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Vifion, Enter folemnly tripping one after another , fix 


Perfonages, clad sm white Robes, wearing on their head Gar- 
lands of Bays, and golden Vizards on their Faces, Branches 
of Bays or Palm in their hands. They firft Congee unto her, 
then Dance: and at certain Changes, rhe firft two hold a 
{pare Garland over her Head, at which rhe other four make 
reverend Curtfies, Thenthe two, that held the Garland, de- 
liver the fame to the other next two, who obferve the fame 
order in their Changes, and holding the Garland over her 
flead. Which done, they deliver the fame Garland to the 
laft two, who likewife obferve she fame Order. At which (as 
it were by Infpir ation) fhe makes (in her fleep) figns of re- 
joycing, and holdesh up ber hands to Heaven. And fo, in 
their Dancing vanifh, carrying the Garland with them. 
The Mufick continues, 


Kath, Spirits of Peace, where are ye? are ye all gone ’ 
And 
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And leave me here in wretchednefs, behind ye ? 

Grif. Madam, we are here. 

Kath. {tis not you, | call for, 

Saw ye none enter, fince i flept ? 
‘Grif: None, Madam. 

Kath. No? Saw you not even now a bleffed Troop 
Invite me toa Banquet, whofe bright Faces ` 
Caft a thoufand Beams upon me, like the Sun ? 
They promis’d me eternal happinefs, 

And brought me Garlands (Griffith) which I feel 
lam not worthy yet to wear: I fhall afluredly. 

Grif. | am moft joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams 

Poflefs your Fancy. 
Kath. Bid the Mufhick leave, 
‘They arc harfh and heavy to me. ( Mufick, ceafes. 
Patience. Do you note 
How much her Grace is alter’d on the fudden ? 
How long her Face is drawn? How pale fhe looks, 
And of an earthy cold ? Mark her Eyes. 
Grif. She is going, Wench. Pray, pray. 
Pats. Heaven comfort her. 
Emer a Meffenger. 
Mef. And’t like your Grace 
Kath. You area fawcy Fellow, 
Deferve we no more Reverence ? 

Grif. You are to blame, 
Knowing fhe will not lofe her wonted Greatnefs 
To ufe fo rude behavior. Goto, kneel. 

Mef. | humbly do intreat your Highnefs Pardon, 
My halte made me unmannerly. There is ftaying 
A Gentleman fent from the King, to fee yov. 

Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
Let mene’re fee again. (Exit Meffenger. 

Enter Lord Capuchius. 

If my fight fail me not, 
You fhould be Lord Ambaflador from the Emperor, 
My Royal Nephew, and your name Capuchins. 

Cap. Madam, tnefame. Your Servant. 

Kath. O my Lord, 
The times and titles now are alter’d ftrangcly 
With me, fince firft you knew me. 
But | pray you, 
What is your Pleafure with me ? 

Cap. Noble Lady, 

Firft mine own fervice to your Grace, the next 
The Kings requeft that I would vifit you, 

Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely commendations, 

And heartily intreats you take good comfort. 

Kath: O iny good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
*Tis like a Pardon after Execution ; 

That gentle Phyfick given in time had cur’d me: 
But now I am paftall Comforts here, but Prayers. 
How does his Highncfs? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do, and ever flourifh, 

When I fhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
Banifh’d the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter, 
I caus’d you write, yet fent away. 

Pat. No, Madam. 

Kath, Sir, I moft humbly pray you to deliver 
Thisto my Lord the King. 

Cap. Moft willingly, Madam. 

Kath, \n which 1 have commended to his Goodnefs 
The Model of our chafte loves, his young Daughter, 
The dews of Heaven fall thick in Bleflings on her, 
Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 

She is young, and of a Noble modeft Nature, 

1 hope fhe will deferve well, and a little 

To love her for her Mother’s fake, that lov’d him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. 

My next poor Petition 

Is, That his Noble Grace would have feme pity 
Upon my wretched Women, that fo long 





Have follow’d both my Fortunes, faithfully, 
Of which there is not one, { dare avow 
(And now | fhould not lye) but well deferve 
For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul, 
For Honefty, and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband (fet him be a Noble) 
And fure chofe men are happy, chat fhall have ’em. 
The Jaft is for my Men, they are the poorett, 
(But Poverty could never draw ’em from me) 
That they may have their wages ducly paid ’em, 
And fomething over to remember me by. 
If Heaven had pleas’d to have given me lenger life - 
And able means, we had not parted thus, 
Thefe are the whole Contents, and goad my Lord, 
By that you love the deareft in this world, 
As you with Chriftian peace to Souls departed, 
Stand thefe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 
Todo me this laft Right. 

Cap. By Heaven | will, 
Or let me lofe the Fafhion of a man. 

Kath. I thank you, honeft Lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his Highnefs : 
Say, his long crouble now is paffing 
Out of this World. Tell him, in death I bleft him 
(For fo I will: ) mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel 
My Lord. Griffith farewel. Nay, Patsence, 
You muft not leave me yet. | mult to Bed, 
Call in more Women. When] am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be us’d with Honour, ftrew me over 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
| was a chaft Wife toiny Grave: Embalm me, 
Then lay me forth (although un-Queen’d) yet like 
A Queen, and Daughter to a King inter me. 
I can no more. 

[Excunt leading Katharine. 





Atlus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Gardiner Bifhop of Winchefter, a Page with a 
Torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 


Gard. It’s one aclock Boy, is’t not? 

Boy. \c hath ftruck. 

Gard. Thefe fhould be hours for neceffities, 
Not for delights: times to repair our Nature 
With comforting repofe, and not for us 
To walte thefe times. Good hour of night, Sir Thomas, 
Whither fo late ? 

Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord ? 

Gard. 1 did, Sir Thomas, and left himat Primero 
With the Duke of Sufolk, 

Lov. | muft co him too, 
Before he go to Bed. I’le take my leave. 

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel, What’s the matter ? 
It feems you are in hafte: andif there be 
No great offence belongs to’t, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late bufinefs: Affairs that walk, 
(As they fay Spirits do)at midnight, have 
In chem a wilder Nature, than the bufinefs 
That feeks difpatch by day. 

Lov. My Lord, | love you; 
And durft commend a Secret to your Ear 
Much weightier than this work. The Queen’s ia Labour 
They fay in extremity, and fear’d 
Shell, wich che Labour, end. 

Gard. The Fruit fhe goes with 
l pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the Stock, Sir Thomas, 
| wifh ic grubb’d up now. 

Lov. Methinks ] could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fays, 
She isa good Creature, and fweet Lady, do’s 

Deferve 
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Deferve our better wifes. 

Gard. But Sir, Sir. e 
Hear me, Sir Thomas, y’ are a Gentleman i 
Of mine own way, I know you are Wife, Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne’re be well ; 

Twill not, Sir Zbomas Lovel, <ak’t of me, 
Till Cranmer, Cromwel, her two hands, and fhe 
Sleep in their Graves. 

Lov. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two 
The moft remark’d 1°ch? Kingdom: as for Crosnvel, 
Befide that of the Jewel-houfe, is made Mafter _ 
O’th’ Rolls). and che Kings Secretary. Further, Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade for moe Preferments, 
With which the Time will load him. Th’ Archbifhop 
is the King’s hand, or tongue, and who dare {peak 
One fyllable againft him? 

Gard. Yes, yes, Sit Thomas, 
There are that dare, and I my felf have ventur’d 
To fpeak my mind of him: and indeed this day, 
Sir (1 may tell it you) I think I have - 
Incens’d the Lords of the Council, that he is 
(For fo I know heis, they know he ıs) 
A moft Arch-heretick, a Peftilence 
That does infect the Land: with which they moved 
Have broken with the King, who hath fo far 
Given year to our Complain, of his great Grace, 
And Princely Care, forefceing thofe fell Mifchiefs 
Our Reafons laid before him, hath commanded 
To morrow morning to the Council Board 
Hebe Convented. He’s a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we muft root himout. From your Affairs 
| hinder you too long : Good night, Sir Thomas. 
{ Exit Gardiner and Page. 
Lov. Many Good nights, my Lord, I reft your Servant. 
Enter King and Suffolk. _ 
King. Charles, 1 will play no more to night, 
My mind’s noton’c, you are too hard for me. 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles, 
Nor fhall not when my Fancy’s on my Play. 
Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News. 
Lov. 1 could not perfonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her Woman 
I fent your Meflage, who return’d her thanks 
In the greateft humblenefs, and defir’d your Highnefs 
Molt heartily to pray for her. 
King. What fay’ftthou? Ha? 
To pray for her, What, is fhe crying out ? 

Lov. So faid her Woman, and that her fuf rance made 
Almoft cach pang, a death. 

King. Alas, good Lady. 

Sf God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your Highnefs with an Heir. 
King. ?Tis midnight, Cherles, 
Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember 
Th’ eftate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone, 
For I muft think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf. L wih your Highnefs . 
A quiet night, and my good Miftrefs will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

King. Charles, Good night: 

Well, Sir, what follows ? 
Emer Sir Anthony Denny. 

Den. Sit, Ihave brought my Lord the Archbifhop, 
As you commanded me. 

King. Ha? Canterbury? 

Den, 1, my good Lord. 

King. *Tistrue: where is he, Denny ? 

Den. He attends your Highnefs pleafure. 

King. Bring him to us. . 

Lov, This isabout that, which the Bifhop fpake, 
| am bappily come hither. ` 





(Exit Suffolk. 
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E a “fr Cranmer and Denny. 
sng. Avoid the Gallery. Lovel feemech : 
Ha? J have faid, be gone. i s i ae: 
[Exeunt Lovel and ] 
Cran. 1am fearful: Wherefore frowns he i = 
Tis his Afpect of terror. All’s not well. 
King, How now, my Lord ? 
You do defire to know, wherefore 
I fent for you. 
Cran. It is my duty 
T attend your Highnefs pleafure. 
King. Pray you arife, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury : 
Come, youand I muft walk a turn together: 
I have News to tell you. 
Come, come, give me your hand. 
Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what J fpeak, 
And am right forry to repeat what follows, 
I have, and moft unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do fay, my Lord, 
Grievous complaints of you ; which being confider’d 
Have mov’d us, and our Council, that you hhall i 
This morning come before us, where! know 
You cannot with fuch freedom purge your felf, 
Bnt that till further Trial, in thofe Charges 
Which will require your Anfwer, you muit take 
Your Patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfe our Tower: you, a Brother of us 
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs 
W ould come againft you. 
Cran. | humbly thank your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion 
Moft throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaff 
And Corn hall flie afunder. For I know, 
There’s none ftands under more calumnious tongues, 
Than I my felf, poor man. 
King. Stand up, good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
(nus, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up, 
Prithee let’s walk. Now by my Holydame, 
What manner of man are you? my Lord, I look’d 
You would have given me your Petition, that 
I fhould have ta’ne fome pains, to bring together 
Your felf, and your Accufers, and to have heard you 
Without indurance further. 
Cran. Molt dread Liege, 
The good | ftand on, is my Truth and Honelty : 
If they fhall fail, 1, with mine Enemies, 
Will triumph o’re my perfon, which I weighnot, 
Being of thofe Virtues vacant. | fear nothing 
W hat can be faid againft me. 
King. Know you not 
How your {tate ftands Pth? world, with the whole world ? 
Your Enemies are many, and not fmall; their practices 
Mult bear the fame proportion, and not ever 
The Juftice and the Truth oth? queftion carries 
The due o’th? Verdict with it ; at what eafe 
Might corrupt minds procure Knaves as corrupt 
To fwear againft you: Such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos’d , and with a Malice 
Of as great a fize. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean in perjur’d Witnefs, than your Mafter, 
Whofe Minilter you are, whiles here he liv’d 
Upon this naughty Earth? Goto, goto, 
You take a Precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own deftruction. 
Cran. God and your Maje 
Protect mine innocence, or { fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 
King. Be of good cheer, 
They fhall no more prevail, than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this morning fee 
You do appear before them. If they fhall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you: a 
e 
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T he beft per{uafions to the contrary 
Fail uot toufe; and with what vehemency 
Th’ occafion fhallinftruct you. lf intreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this Ring 
Deliver tihem, and your Appeal co us 
There make before them. Caer the Good man weeps : 
He’s honeft,on mineHonour. God’s bleft Mother, 
Í fwear he is true-hearted, and a foul i 
Nonce better in my Kingdom. Get you gone, 
And do, as] have bid you. (Exit Cranmer. 
He has ftrangled all his Language in his Tears. 
Enter Old Lady. 
Gent. witha. Comeback - what mean you? 
Lady. Vlenot come back, the tidings that I bring, 
Will make my boldnefs, Manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o’re thy Royal Head, and fhade thy Perfon 
Under their bleffed Wings. 
King Now by thy looks 
I guefs thy Meflage. Is the Queen deliver’d ? 
Say, 1, and of a Boy. 
Lady. 1,1, my Liege ; 
Anda lovely Boy; the God of Heaven 
Both now, and ever blefs her : ?Tisa Girl 
Promifes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defires your Vifitation, and tobe 
Acquainted with this Stranger , "tis as like you 
As Cherry ts to Cherry. 
King, Lovel. 
Lov, Sir. 
King. Give her an hundred Marks. 
Ple to the Queen. p (Exit King. 
Lady. An hundred Marks? By this light, Ple ha more. 
Anordinary Groom ts for fuch payment. 
1 will have more, or {cold it out of him. ; 
Said I for this, the Girl was like to hım ? Ple 
Have more, or elfeunfay’t : and now, while’tis hot, 
Pie put it to the iffue. (Exit Lady. 





Scena Secunda. 


Enter Cranmer, Arehbbifiop of Canterbury. 


Cran. | hopel am not too late, and yet che Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Council, pray’d me 
Tomake great hafte. All faft ? What means this? Hoa? 
W ho waits there ? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keeper. 
Keep, Yes, my Lord : 
Butyer I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? 
Keep. Your Grace muft wait till you be call’d for. 
Enter Doétor Buts. 
Cran. So. 
Butts. This isa piece of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way fo haply. The King 
Shall underftand it prefently. 

Cran.’ Vis Butrs, 

The King’s Phyfician, as he paft along 
How earneftly he caft his Eyes upon me: 
Pray Heaven he fonnd not my difgrace : for certain 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 

(God turn their Hearts, I never fought their malice) 
To quench mine Honour ; they would fhameto make me 
Wait elfeat door: a Fellow Councellor 

*Mong Boys, Grooms, and Lackcys. 

But their Pleafures 

Muft be fulfild, and I attend with Patience. 


(Exit Butts. 


Enter the King, and Butts at a Window above. 


Butts. Ple hew your Grace the ftrangeft fight. 
King. Whats that, Bruers ? 
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Buts, I think your Highnefs faw this many aday. 
King. Body ame: whereisic ? 
Butts. There, my Lord : 
The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at door "mong Purfevants, 
Pages, and Foot-boys. 
King. Ha? tis He indeed. 
Is this the Honour they doone another ? 
Tis well there’s one above ’em yet; I had thought 
They had parted fo much Honefty among ‘em, 
At lealt good Manners ; as not thus to fuffer 
A man of hisPlace, and fo near our Favour 
To dance attendance on their Lordhips pleafures, 
And at the door too, like a Poft with Packets : 
Byholy Mary, (Burts) there’s Knavery ; 
Lec’emalone, and draw the Curtain clofe, 
We fhall hear more anon. 


A Council Table brought in with Chairs and Stools, and 
placed under the Stare, Enter Lord Chancellor, places him- 
Self at the upper end of the Table, onthe left hand: A Seat 
being left void above him, as for Canterburies Sear. Duke 
of Suffolk, Duke of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Chamber- 
lain, Gardiner, feat themfelves in Order on each fide. 
Cromwel at lower end, as Secretary, 


Chan. Speak to the bufinefs, Mr. Secretary ; 
Why are we met in Council ? 

Crom, Pleafe your Honours, 

The chief Cavfe concerns his Grace of Canterbury. 

Gard, Ha’she knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

orf. Who waits there ? 

Keep. Without, my Noble Lords. 

Gard. Yes. 

Keep. My Lord Archbifhop, 

And ha’s done half an hour to know your pleafures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

(Cranmer approaches the Council Table, 

Chan. My good Lord Archbilhop, Pm very forry 
To fit here at this prefent, and behold 
That Chair ftand empty: But we all are men 
In our own Natures frail, and capable 
Of our fle, few are Angels ; out of which Frailty 
And want of Wifdom, you that beft fhould teach us, 
Have mifdemean’d your felf, and not a little, 
Toward the King firft, then his Laws, in filling 
The whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaplains, 
(For fo we are inform’d) with new Opinions 
Divers and dangerous, whichare Herefies; 

And not Reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gard, Which Reformation mult be fudden too, 
My Noble Lords, for thofe that tame wild Horfes, 
Pace ’emnot in their hands to make em gentle ; 

But {top their Mouths with ftubborn Bits, and {pur ’em 
Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer 

Out of our eafinefs and childihh pity 

To one man’s Honour, this contagious ficknefs , 
Farewel all Phyfick: and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 

Of the whole State: of late days our Neighbours, 
The ugper Germany can dearly witnefs, 

Yet frefhty pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good Lords ; hitherto,in all the Progrefs, 

Both of my Life and Office, Ihave labour’d, 

And with no little ftudy, that my teaching, 

And the ftrong courfe of my Authority, 

Might goone way, and fafely ; and the end 

Was ever to do well: nor is there living, 

(1 fpeak ic with a fingle heart, my Lords ) 

A manthat more detefts, more ftirsagainft, 

Both in his private Confcience, and his Place, 

Def acers of a publick Peace, than! do: 
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Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart 

With lefs Allegiance in it. Men that make 

Envy, and crooked malice, nourifhment, — 

Dare bite the beft. -1 do befeech your Lordhhips, 

That in this cafe of Juftice, my Accufers, 

Be what they will, may ftand forth Face to Face, 

And freely urge againft me. 

Suf. Nay, my Lord, 

That cannot be; youarea Counfellor, 

And by that Virtue no man dare accufe you. 

Gard.My Lord,becaufe we have bufinefs of more moment, 
We will be fhort with you. *Tis his Highnefs pleafure 
And our confent, for better tryal of you, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 

Where being but a private man again, 

You fhall know many dare accufe you boldly, 

More than (I fear) you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Winchefter: I thank you, 
You are always my good Friend, if your will pafs, 
I fhall both find your Lordfhip, Judge, and Juror, 
You are fo merciful. 1 fee your end, 

Tis my undoing. Love and Meeknefs, Lord, 

Become a Church-man better than Ambition : 

Win ftraying Souls with modefty again, 

Caft none away. That | fhall clear my felf, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do Confcience 

In doing daily wrongs. I could fay more, 

But Reverence to your calling makes me modeft. 
Gard. My Lord,my Lord, you area Sectary, 

That’sthe plaintruth ; your painted glofs difcovers 

Tomen that underftand you, words and weaknefs. 
Crom. My Lord of Winchefter, yarca little, 

By your good favour, too fharp; Men fo Noble, 

How ever faulty, yet fhould find refpect 

For what they have been: ’tisa cruelty, 

To load a falling man. 

Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 

I cry your Honour Mercy ; youmay, worft 

Of all this Table, fay fo. 

Crom. Why, my Lord ? 

Gard. Do not I know you for a Favourer 
Of this new Sect? ye are not found. 

Crom. Not found ? 

Gard, Not found, I fay. 

Crom. Would you were half fo honeft : _ 

Men’s Prayers then would feek you, not their Fears. 
Gard. | fhall remember this bold Language. 
Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Cham, Thisis too much. 

Forbear for fhame, my Lords. 

Gard, | have done. 

Crom. And I. 

Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ftands agreed, 
[ takeit, byall voices: thac forthwith 
You be convey’d to th? Towera Prifoner ; 

There to remain till the Kings further pleafure 

Be known unto us; are you all agreed, Lords? 
All, We are. 

Cran. Isthere no other way of Mercy, 

But | muft needs to th? Tower, my Lords? 

Gard. W hat other 
Would you expect ? Youare ftrangely troublefome : 
Let fome o’th? Guard be ready there. 

Enter the Guard. 

Cran. For me? 

Muft 1 go likea Traitor thither? 

Gard. Receive him, 

And fee him fafe ith? Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my Lords, 

[have alittle yettofay. Look there, my Lords, 

By virtue of that Ring, I take my Canfe 

Out of the gripes of cruel men, and giveit 
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Toa moft Noble Judg, the King my Mafter. 

Cham, This is the King’s Ring. 

Suf. *Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf. Tishis right Ring, by Heavn: I told ye ali, 
When we firft put this dangerous ftone a rowling, 
’Twould fall upon our felves. 

Norf. Do you think, my Lords, 

The King will fufter but the little Finger 
Of this man tobe vex’d ¢ 
Cham. "Tis now too certain, 
Flow much more 1s his Life in value with him ? 
Would | were fairly out on’t. 
Crom. My mind gave me, 
In feeking Tales and Informations 
Againft thisMan, whofe Honefty the Devil 
And his Difciples only envy at. 
¥e blew the Fire that burns ye: now have at ye. 


Enter King frowming on-them, takes his Seat. 


Gard. Dread Soveraign, 
How much are we bound to Heaven, 
in daily thanks; that gave us fucha Prince ; 
Notonly good and wife, but moft Religious : 
One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to {trengthen 
That holy duty of our dear refpect, 
His Royal felfin Judgment comes to hear 
The Canfe betwixt her, and this great offender. 
King. You were ever good at fudden Commendations, 
Bifhop of Winehefter.But know, | come not | 
To hear fuch flattery now, andin my prefence, 
They are too thin, and bafe to hide Diino 
To me youcannot reach. You play the Spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me: 
But whatfoe’re thou tak’{t me for, I’m fore 
Thou haft a cruel Nature, anda bloody; 
Good man, fit down: Now let me fee the proudeft 
He, that dares moft, but wag his Finger at thee. 
By al} that’s holy, he had better ftarve, 
Then but once think, this place becomes thee no 
Sur, May it pleafe your Grace, 
King. No, Sir, it doe’s not pleafe me, 
I had thought, 1 had had menof fome underftanding, 
And wifdom, of my Council; butl find none: 
Wasitdifcretion, Lords, to let this man, 
This good man (few of you deferve the title) 
This honeft man, wait like a lowfie Foot-boy 
At Chamber door? and one, as great as you are ? 
Why, whata fhame was this ? Did my Commiifion 
Bid ye fo far forget your felves? I gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counfellour to try him, 
Not asa Groom ; there’s fome of yc, I fee, 
More out of Malice than Integrity, 
Would try himtothe ntmoft, had ye mean, 
Which ye fhall never have, while I do live. 
Cham. Thus far, 
My moft dread Soveraign, may it like your Grace, 
To let my Tongue excufe all. What was purpos’d 
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather 
(1f there be faith in men) meant for his Tryal, 
And fair purgation to the world than malice, 
Pm fure in me. 
King. Well, well, my Lords, refpect him, 
Take him, and ufe him well, he’s worthy of it. 
1 will fay thusmuch for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to a Subjet, I` 
Am; for his love and fervice, fo to him. 
Make meno more ado, butall embrace him ; 
Be Friends for fhame, my Lords: My Lord of Canterbury, 
l have a Suit, which you muft not deny me. 
That is, a fair young Maid that yet wants Baptifme, 
You muft be God-father, and anfwer for her. 
Cran. The greateft Monarch now alive may glory 
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In fuch an honour: how may | deferve it, 
That ama poor and humble Subject to you? 

King. Come, come, my Lord,you’d {pare your Spoons : 
You hall have two Noble Partners with you: the old 
Dutchefs of Norfolk, and Lady Marquefs of Dorfes? 
Will thefe pleafe yov ? 
Once more, my Lord of Winchefter, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gard. With atrve heart, 
And Brothers love | doit. 

Cran. And let Heaven 
Witnefs, how dear I hold this Confirmation. 

King. Good Man, thofe joyful tears thew thy true heart, 
The common voice | fee is verihed 
Of thee, which fays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A fhrewd turn, and he’s your Friend for ever: 

Come, Lords, we trifle time away: 1 long 
To have this young one made a Chriltian. 
As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain ; 


So I grow ftronger, you more Honour gain. 9  [Exevnt. 





Scena Tertia. 


Noife and Tumult within: Enter Porter and his man, 


Port. You’llleave your noife anon, ye Rafcals: do you 
take the Court for Paris-Garden: ye rude Slaves, leave 
your gaping. 

Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th’ Larder. 

Port. Belong to th’ Gallows,and be hang’d, ye Rogue : 
Is thisa place to roar in? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
ftaves, and ftrong ones; thefe are but {witches to ’em: 
Ple fcratch your Heads ; you muft be fecing Chriftnings? 
Do you look for Ale and Cakes here, yourude Rafcals ? 

Man. Pray, Sit, be patient , ’tis as muchimpoffible, 
Unlefs we {wept them from che door with Cannons, 

To fcatter "em, as "tis to make ’em fleep 
On May-day Morning, which will never be: 
We may as well pufh againft Pauls, as ftir’em. 

Port. How got they in, and be hang’d ? 

Man. Alas, | know not, how gets the Tidein ? 
As muchas one found Cudgel of four foot 
(You fee the poor remainder) could diftribute, 

I made no {pare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing, Sir. 

Man, am not Sampfon, nor Sit oe nor Colebr and, 
To mow ’em down before me : but if] fpar’d any 
That had ahead to hit, ether young or old, 

He or fhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker ; 
Let mene’re hope to fee a Chine again, 
And that | would not for a Cow, God fave her. 

With. Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? 

Port. | fhall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the door clofe, Sirrah. 

Man, What would you have me do? 

Port. \What fhould you do, 

But knock ’em down by th’ dozens? fs this Afoor-fulds 
tomufter in ? Or have we fome ftrange /ndian with the 
great Toole, cometo Court, the women fo befiege us? 
Blefs me! what a fry of Fornication is at the door ? On 
my Chriftian Confcience, this one Chriftning will beget a 
thoufand,here will be Father,God-father,and al! together. 

Man. The Spoons willbe the bigger, Sir: there is a 
Fellow fomewhat near the door, he fhould be a Brafier by 
his Face, for o my Confcience twenty of the Dog-dayes 
now reign in’s Nofe; all that ftand about him are under 
the Line, they need no other penance: that Fire-Drake 
did 1 hit three times on the Head, and three times was his 
Nofe difcharged againft me ; he ftands there like a Mor- 
ter-pieceto blow us up. There was a Haberdafhers Wife 
of fmall Wit,near him,that rail’d upon me,till her pinck’d 
Porrenger fell off her Head, for kindling fuch a combuiti- 
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on inthe State. | mift the Meteor once, and hit that Wo 
man, who cryed out Clubs, when I might fee from far, 
fome forty Truncheons draw to her fuccour , which 
were the hope o’th’ Strand, where fhe was quartered ; they 
fell on, 1 made good my place ; at length they came to th’ 
Broom-ftaff to me, | defl’d *em fill, when fuddenly a 
File of Boyes behind ’em , loofe fhot, deliver’d fach a 
fhower of Pibbles,that 1 was fain to draw mine Honour in, 
and let ’em win the Work,the Devil was amongft em, J 
chink furely. 
Por. Thefe are the Youths that thunder at a Play-houfe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Atdience but. tie tri- 
bulation of Tower- Hill, or the Limbs of Lime-boufe. their 
dear Brothers are able toendure. ! have fome of em in 
Limbo- Parrum,and there they are liketo:dance thefe three 
days ; befides the running Banquet of two Beadles,that is to 
comme. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain. 
L. Cham. Mercy o’me: what a Multitude are here ? 
They grow ftill too ; from all Parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a Fair here ? Where are thefe Porters? 
Thefe lazy Knaves? Y’ave made a fine hand, Fellows ? 
There’s a trim Rabble let in: are all thefe 
Your faithful Friends o’th’ Suburbs? We hhall have 
Great {tore of room no donbt left for the Ladies, 
When they pafs back from the Chriftning ? 
Por. And’t pleafe your Honour, 
We are but Men, and what fo many may do, 
Nor being torn in pieces, we have done; 
An Army cannot rule ’em. 
Cham. As | live, 
If the King blame me for’t; Ple lay ye all 
By th’heels, and faddenly: andon your Heads, 
Clap round Fines for neglect : y’are lazy Kuavesy 
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye fhould do Service. Hark, the trumpets found, 
Th’are come already from the Chriftning , 
Go break among the prefs, and finda way out 
To let the troop pafs fairly , or Ple find 
A Marbhalfey, fhall hold ye play thefe two Months, 
Por, Make way there, for the Princefs. 
Man, You great Fellow, 
Stand clofe up, or le make your head ake. 
Por. Youth’ Chamblet, get upo’ th’ rail, 


Ile peck you o’re the pales elfe. ( Exennt. 





Scena Quarta. 


Enter Trumpers founding : Then two Alder-men, L. Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with bis Atarfhal’s 
Staff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen , bearing great 
ftanding Bowls for the Chriftning Gifts: Then four Noble- 
men bearing a Canopy, under which rhe Dutcbefs of Nor- 
folk, God-morher, Meig the Child richly babsed in 
a Mantle, ©c. Train or bya Lady: Then follows rhe 
Mtarchione/s of Dorfet, the orber God-mother | and La- 
dics, The Troop pafs once about the Stage, and Garter fpeaks. 


Garr. Heaven, 
Froin thy endlefs Goodnefs fend profperous Life, 
Long, and ever happy, tothe high and mighty 
Princefs of England, Elizabeth, 


Flourifh. Erter King and G xard. 

Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felf thus pray 
All comfort, joy in this moft gracious Lady, 
Heaven ever latd up to make Parents happy, 
May hourly fal! upon ye. 

King. Thank you good Lord Arch-bifhop : 
What ts her Name ¢ 

Cran, Elizaberh. 


AK 2 King, 
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King. Stand up» Lord ; As great in admiration as her felf ; 
With this Kifs, take my Blefling : God protect thee, So {hall fhe leave her Bleflednefs to One, 
Into whofe hand; | give thy Life. (When Heaven fhall call her from this cloud of darknefs) 
Cran, Amen. Who from the facred Afhes of herHonour 
King. My Noble Goflips, y’have been too Prodigal, Shall Star-like rife, as Great in fame as fhe was, 
{ thank ye heartily: So thall this Lady, And fo ftand fix’d. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrour, 
When fhe has fo much Exglifh. That were the Servants to this chofen Infant, . 
Cran. Let me {peak, Sir, Shail then be His, and likea Vine grow to him; 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter, Where ever the bright Sun of Heaven fhall fhine, 
Let nonethink Flattery ; for they’ll find’em Truth. His Honour, and the Greatnefs of his name, 
This Royal Infant, Heaven ftill move about her, Shall be, and make new Nations. He fhall flourilh, 
Though in herCradle, yet now promifes And like a Mountain Cedar, reach his branches, 
Upon this Land, 2 thoufand thoufand Bleflings, To ail the Plains about him: Our Children’s Children 
Which time fhall bring toripenefs: She fhall be, Shall fee this, and blefs Heaven. 
(But few now living can behold that Goodnefs) King. Thou {peakeft Wonders. 
A Pattern toall Princes living with her, Cran. Shefhall be to the Happinefs of England, 
And all that fhall fucceed : Saba was never An Aged Princefs, many Days fhall fee her, 
More covetous of Wifdom, and fair Virtue And yet no Day without a deed to Crown it. 
Than this pure Soul fhallbe. All Princely Graces Would I had known no more: But fhe muft dye, 
That mould up a mighty Picce as this is, : She muft, the Saints muft have her; yet a Virgin, 
With all the Virtues that attend the Good, A moft unfpotted Lilly fhall fhe pafs 
Shall {till be doubled on her. Truth fhall Nurfe her, To th’ ground, and all the world fhal! mourn her. 
Holy and Heavenly thoughts {till Counfel her : King, O Lord Archbifhop, 
She fhall be lov’d and fear’d. Her own fhall blefs her 5 Thou haft made me now a Man: never, before 
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beaten Corn. This happy Child, did get ariy thing. 
And hang their heads with forrow : This Oracle of comfort, has fo pleas’d me, 
Good grows with her. That when | amin Heaven, 1 fhall defire 
In her daysevery man fhall cat in fafety, To fee what this Child does, and praife my Maker, 
Under his own Vine whathe plants, and fing Ithank yeall. To you, my good Lord Mayor, 
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. And you good Brethren, I am much beholding: 
God fhallbe truly known, and thofe about her I have receiv’d much Honour by your prefence, 
From her fhall read the perfect ways of Honour, And ye fhall find me thankful. Lead the way, Lords, 
And by thofe claim their Greatnefs, noz by Blood. Ye muftall fee the Queen, and she muft thank ye, 
Nor shall this Peace fleep with her: But as when She will be fick elfe. Thisday, no man think 
The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phænix, ’Has buhinefs at his houfe, for all fhall ftay : 
Her Ahes new create another Heir, This little One fhall make it Holy-day. [Excunt. | 





The EPILOGUE 


Ts ten to one this Play can never pleafe All the expetted good w? are like to hear, 

All that are here: Some come to take their eafe, For this Play at this time, is only in 
And fleep out an Atlor two, but thofe we fear The merciful conftruétion of good Women + 
W°’ have affrighted with our Trumpets: forts clear, For fuch a one we fhew'd em: if they fmile 
They ll fay it?s naught, Others, ro hear the City And fay twill do, J know within a while, ; 
Abus'd extreamly, andto cry that’s witty, All the bef Aden are ours, for ris ill hap, 
Which we have not done nether, that J fear If they hold, when their Ladses bid "em clap, 
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THE 





TRAGEDY 


OF 


‘Troilus and Creflida. 





The PROLOGUE. 





p: Troy there lies the Scene: from Ifles of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chaf?d, 
Have to the Port of Athens fent their Ships 
Fraught with the Minifters and Inftruments 

Of Cruel War : Sixty and nine that wore 

Their Crownets Regal, from th? Athenian Bay 

Pus forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made 
To ranfack Troy, within whofe ftrong Immures 
The ravifh’d Helen, Menelaus Queen, 

With wanton Paris fleeps, and that’s the Quarrel, 
To Tenedos they come, 

Andthe decp-drawing Barks do there difgorge 

Their Warltke fraughtage: now on Dardan Plains 
The frefh and yet unbruifed Greeks do pitch 

Their brave Pavillions. Priam's fix-gated City, 
Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troten, 


And Antenonidus with maffy Staples 

And correfponfive and fulfilling Bolts 

Siir np the Sons of Troy. ` 

Now Expeétation tickling skittifh Spirits, 

On one and other fide, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. Andhither am 1 come 

A Prologue arm’d, bur not in confidence 

Of Author's Pen, or Aftor’s voice , but fuited 
In bike conditions, as ony Argument ; 

To tell you (fair Beholders) that our Play 
Leaps Ove the vaunt and fwfilingsof thofe Broils, 
Beginning in the middle: ftartsng thence away, 
To what may be digefted in a Play: 

Like, or find fault, do as your pleafures are, 
Now good, or bad, tis bue the chance of War. 





Alus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Enter Pandarus avd Troilus. 


Troilus. 


All here my Varlet, Ple unarm again. 
Why mould I War without the Walls of 7roy 
That find fuch cruel battel here within ? 
Each Trojan that is Mafter of his heart, 
Let him to Field, Troil alas hath none. 

Pan. Willthis geer ne’re be mended ? (ftrength, 

Troi. Ths Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefs Valiant : 

But I am weaker than a Womans tear : 
Tamer than fleep, fonder than ignorauce ; 
Lefs valiant than the Virgin in the night, 
And skillefs as unpractis’d infancy. 

Pan, Well, | have told you enough of this: For my 
part, le not meddle nor make no farther. He that will 
have a Cake out of the Wheat, muft: needs tarry the 
grinding. 

Troi. Have I hot tarried ? 


Pan, 1, the boulting ; but you muft tarry the Icav’ning. 

Troi. Still have | tarried. 

Pan, J, tothe leavening: but here’s yet in the word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the 
heating of the Oven, and the Baking ; nay, you muft ftay 
the cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips. 

Troi, Patience her felf, what Goddefse’re fhe be, 

Doth leffer blench at fufferance, than I do: 

At Priam’s Royal Table I fic; 

And when fair Crejfide comes into my thoaghts, 

So (Traitor) then fhe comes, when fhe is thence -——. 

Pan, Well? 

She look’d yelternight fairer than ever I faw her look, 
Or any Woman elfe. 
Tros. 1 was about to tell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged witha figh, would rive in twain, 
Left Mellor, or my Father fhould perceive me: 
l have (as when the Sun doth light a-fcorn) 
Buried this fgh, in wrinkle of a fmile : 
But forrow, that is couch’d in feeming gladnefs, 


Pan, | the grinding ; but you muft tarry the boulting. |Is like that mirth Fate turns to fudden fadnefs. 


Troi. Have I not tarried ? 


Pan, And her hair were not fomewhat darker thoa 
XX 3 Helens 
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Helens, wellgoto, there were no more comparifon be- 
tween the Women. But for my part fhe is my Kinfwo- 
man, I would not (as they term it) praife it, but! would 
| fome body had heard her talk yelterday, asJ did: 1 wil 
nat difpraife yoar Sifter Caffandra’s wit, but——~ 

Troi. O Pandarus! 1 tell thee, Pandarus , 

When! do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d, 

} Reply not in how many Fathoms deep 

They lie indrench’d, I tell thee, I am mad 
InCreffid’s Love. Thouanfwer'lt, fhe is Fair, 

Pour’ft in the open Ulcer of my Heart, 

Her Eyes, her Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice, 
Handleft in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand 

(In whofe comparifon, all whites are Ink 

| Writing their own reproach) to whofe foft feizure 
The Cignets Down isharfh, and {pirit of Senfe 

Yard as the Palm of Ploughman. This thou tell’ft me ; 
As true thou tell’ft me, when 1 fay I love her ; 

But faying thus, inftead of Oyland Balm, 

Thou lay’it in every gafh that love hath given me, 
The Knife that made tt. 

Pan, | {peak no more than truth. 

Trot, Thou doft not fpeak fo much. 

Pan, Faith, \’le not meddle in’t. Let her be as fhe is, 
if the be fair, tis the better for her: and fhe be not, fhe 
ha’s the mends in her own hands: 

Trois. Good Pandarus , how now, Pandarus ? 

Pan, \ have had my labour for my travel, ill thought 
on ofher, and ill thought on of you: Gone between and 
between, but fmall thanks fr my labour. 

Troi. What art thouanery, Pandarus ? what with me ? 

Pan. Becaufe Mhe is Kin to me, therefore he’s not fo 
fair as Helen, and fhe were not Kin to me, fhe would be 
as fair on Fryday, as Helen is on Sunday. But whatcare | ? 
l care not and fhe were a Black-a-Moor, "cisall one tome. 

Troi. Say 1, he isnot fair? 

Pan. 1 donot cate, whether you door no. She’sa Fool 
to ftay behind her Father: Let herto the Greeks, and fo 
Ple tellher the next time I fee her: for my part, Ple 
meddle nor make no more i’th’ matter. 

Troi. Pandarns ? : 

Pan. Not 1. 

Troi. Sweet Pandarns. i 

Pan. Pray you fpeak no more to me, I will leave all as 
I found it, and there’s an end. [ Exit. Pand. 

Sound Alarum. 

Tros. Peace you ungracious Clamors, peace rude Sounds, 

Fools on both fides, Aelen mult needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this Argument : 

[t is too ftarv’d a fabject for my Sword: 

But Pandarus: O Gods! How do you plague me ? 

J} cannot come to Creffid, but by Pandar, 

And he’s as teachy to be woo’d to woe, 

As fhe is ftubborn, chaft, againft all fute. 

Tell me Apolo for thy Daphnes Love 

What Creffidis, what Pandar, and what we: 

Her bedis India, there fhe lies, a Pearl, 

Between our Ilium, and where fhe refides 

Let it becal’d the mild and wandring flood, 

Our felfthe Merchant, and this failing Pandar 

Our doubtful Hope, our Convoy and our Bark. ` 
Alarum., Enter Æneas. 

Ene. How now, Prince Troilus ? j 
Wherefore nota field ? 

Tro’. Becanfe not there, this womans an{wer forts, 
For womanihh it is to be from thence: i 
What news e£Æneas from the field to day ? 

«e£ae. That Par: is returned home, and hurt. - 

Tros. By whom, e£neas ? 

eEne. Troilus by Menelaus, 

Tro, Let Paris bleed, *cis but a {car to fcorn. 

Paris is gord with Menelaus horn. (Alarum, 
e/Lac, Heark, what good fport is out of Town today ? 
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Troi. Better at home, if Would I might, were May ; 
But to the fport abroad, are you eat thither ? 
e£ne, In all {wift hatte. 

J rot. Come, go we then together. 

Enter Creflid ana her Man, 

Cre, Who were thofe went by ? 

Man. Queen Hecuba and Helen, 

Cre. And whither go they ? 

Man, Up to the Eaftern Tower, 
Whole height commands as fubject all the Vale, 
To fee the Batrel , Hector, whofe patience 
Is asa Vertue fix’d, to day was mov’d: 
He chides Andromache, and {truck his Armorer, 
And like as there were Husbandry in War 
Before the Sun rofe, he was harneft light, 
And to the Field goes he ; where every flower 
Did asa Prophet weep what it forefaw, 
In Hector’s wrath. 

Cre. What was his caufe of Anger ? 

Man. The noile goes this - 
There is among the Greeks, 
A Lord of Trojan Blood, Nephew to Hefor, 
They call him Ajax. 

Cre. Good; and what of him? 

Man. They fay, he is a very man per fe and ftands alone. 

Cre. So do all Men, unlefs they are drunk, fick, or have 
no Legs. 

Man. This Man, Lady hath robb’d many Beafts of their 
particular additions, heisas valiant as the Lyonchurlith 
as the Bear, flow asthe Elephant: a maninto whom na- 
ture hath fo crowded humours, that his valour is crufht into 
follyhis folly fauced with difcretion: There is no man hath 
a Vertue, that he hath nota glimpfe of , nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries fome ftain ofit. He is melancho- 
ly without caufe, and merry again{t the hair, he hath the 
joints of every thing, but every thing fo out of joynt, 
that he is a gouty Bréareus, many hands and no ufe; or 
purblinded Argus, alleyes and no fight. 

Cre. But how fhould this man, that makes me fmile, į 
make Hector angry? 

Man. They fay, he yelterday cop’d Heffor in the bat- 
tel and ftruck him down, the difdain and fhame where- 
of hath ever fince kept Aeétor fafting and waking. 

Enter Pandarus, 

Cre. Whocomes here ? . 

Man, Madam, your Uncle Pandarus, 

Cre, Hettor’s a gallant man. 

Man, As may bein the world, Lady. 

Pan. What’s that? what's chat ? 

Cre.Good morrow, Uncle Paxdarus, 

Pan, Good morrow, CozenCrefid: what do you talk 
of? good morrow, Alexander, how do you, Cozen ? when 
were you at Jlium ? 

Cre. Thismorning, Uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ? Was 
Heéor arm’d and gone, e’re ye cameto Jlimm? Helen was 
notup? was fhe? 

Cre, Hettor wasgone, bnt Helen was not up. 

Pan. E’n fo; Hettor was ftirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of, and of his Anger. 

Pan, Washeangry ? 

Cre. So he fays here. 

Pan. True, he wasfo; I know the canfe too, he’l lay 
about him to day I can tell them that, and there’s Zroilus 
willnot come far behind him, let themtake heed of Troši- 
las ; I can tell chem that too. 

Cre, What is heangry too ? 

Pan, Who, Troilus ? 

Troilus is the better man of the two. 

Cue. Oh Fupiter ; there’s no comparifon. 

Pan, What not between Troilus and Hefor? do you 
know aman if you fee him ? 

Cre.. 1, ifl ever faw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well, | fay Troilus is Troilus, 


[Exeunt. 


Cre, 
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Cre. Then you fay, asI fay, 
For I am fure he isnot Aeclor, 
Pan. No, nor Heélor is not Troilus in fome degrees. 
Cre. Tis juft to each of them he is himfelf. 
Pan, Himfelf ? alas poor Troilusi would he were. 
Cre. So he is. 
Pan. Condition I had gone bare-foot to Jndia. 
Cre. He isnot Heélor, 
Pan. Himfelf ? no? he’s not himfelf, would a were 
himfelf; well, the Gods are above, time muft friend or 


end : well, Troilus, well, | would my heart were in her bo- 


dy, no, Aeéor is not a better man than Troilus. 

Cre. Excufe me. 

Pan. He is Elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Th’ others not come too’t, you halt tell me ano- 
ther tale when .th’others come to’t: Heélor fhall not 
have his will this year. 

Cre. He fhall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his Beauty. 

| . Cre. >Twould not become him, his own’s better. 


Pan. You have no judgment, Neece; Helen her felf 


{wore th’other day, that Troilus for a brown favour, (for 
fo tis 1 muft confefs) not brown neither. 

Cre. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown. 

Cre. Tofay thetruth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais’d his complexion above, 

Cre. Why Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Troilus fhould have too much, if fhe prais’d 
him above, his complexion is higher than his, he having 

colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
| praife for good complexion. lhad as lieve Helens gol- 
den tongue had commended Iroilss for a copper nofe. 

Pan. \ {wear to you, 

I think: Helen loves him better than Paris. 

Cre. Then fhe’sa merry Greek indeed. 

Pan. Nay, Lam fure fhe does, fhe came to him th’other 
day into the compaft window, and you know he has not 
paft three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cre. Indeed a Tapfters Arithmetique may foon bring 
| his particulars therein to a Total. 

Pan. Why he is very young, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his Brother Heéor. 

Cre. Is he fo young a man, and fo old a lifter ? 

Pan. Bat to prove toyou that Helen loves him, fhe 
came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin. 

Cre. Juno have mercy, how came it cloven ? 

Pan, Why, you know ’tis dimpled, 

I think his (miling becomes him better, than any man in 
all Phrigia. 

Cre. Oh, he fmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cre. Oh yes, and ’twere a cloud in Autumn, 

Pan. Why go to then, but to prove to you that Helen 
loves Troilus. 

Cre. Troilus will ftand to the 
Proof, if you’l prove it fo. 

Pan. Frozlus ? why he efteems her no more,than I efteem 
| onaddle Egg. 

Cre. If you love an addle Egg, as well as you love ani- 
die head, you would eat Chickens th’ fhell. 

Pan, \ cannot chufe but laugh to think how fhe tickled 
his chin, indeed fhe hasa marvell’s white hand,| muft necds 
confefs. 

Cre. Without the Rack. 

E” And fhe takesupon her to fpy 2 white hair ‘on his 
Chin. 

Cre. Alas poor Chin ? many a Wartis richer. 

Pan. But there was fuch laughing, Queen Hecxba laught 
that her Eye run o’re. 
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Cre. With Milftones. 

Pan. And Caffandra \aught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the pot 
of her Eyes : did her Eyes run o’re too ? 

Pan, And fetlor laught. 

Cre. At what wasall this laughing ? 

Pan, Marry at the white hair, that Helen{piedon Troi- 
fas’s chin. 


Cre. And*had been a green hair, I fhould have laught 
too. 


Pan. They laughtnot fomuch at the hair, as at bis 
pretty anfwer. 

Cre. What was his anfwer ? 

Pan. Quoth fhe, here’s but two and fifty hairs on 
your chin; and one of them js white. 

Cre. This is her queftion. 

Pan. That’s true, make no queftion of that: two and 
fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white , that white hair is 
my Father, andallthe reft arehis Sons. ‘fupiter, quoth 
fhe. which of thefe hairs is Paris, my Husband? The for- 
ked one, quoth he, pluck’t out and giveit him: but there 
was fuch laughing , aud Helen fo blut, and Paris fo 
chaft, andallthe reft fo laught, that ıt paft. 

Cre. So letit now, 

For it has been a great while going by. 

Pan. Well, Cozen, 

I told you a thing yefterday, think on’t. 

Cre. So] do. 

Pan, Ple be fworn *tis true, he will weep you an 
*twere a manbornin April, [Sound a Retreat. 

Cre. And Pile {pring up in his tears, an twere a nettle 
againft May. 

Pan, Heark, they are coming from the fièld, fhall we 
{tand up here and fee them, as they pafs toward Jism ? 
good Neece do, fwect Neece Creffida. 

Cre. At your pleafure. 

Pan, Here, here, here’s an excellent place, here we 
may fec moft bravely, Ile tell you them all by their names, 
as they pafs by, but mark Troilus above the reft. 

Enter Æneas. 

Cre. Speak not fo loud. 

Pan. That’s e£neas, is not that a brave Man ? he’s one 
of the flowers of Troy, {can tell you, but mark Troilus, 
you fhall fee anon. 

Cre. Who's that ? Enter Antenor. 

Pan. That’s Antenor, he hasa fhrew’d wit, I can tell 
you, and he’s a man good enough, he’s one o’th’ foundeft 
judgment in Zroy whofoever, and a or man of perfon : 
when comes 7roilus ? Plefhew you Troilus anon, if he fee 
me, you fhall fee himnod at me. - 

Cre. Will he give youthe nod ? 

Pan. You fhall fee. 

Cre. If he do, the rich fhall have more. 

Erter Hector. 

Pan. That’s Heétor, that, that, look yon, that, there’s 2}. 
Fellow. Go thy way Heéfor, there’s a brave man, Neece, 
O brave Heétor ! Look how he looks? there’s a counte- 
Nance; is’t nota brave Man ? 

Cre. Obrave Man! 

Pan. \sanot? Itdoes a Mans Heart good , look you 
what hacks areon his Helmet, look you yonder , do you 
fee? Look you there? There’s no icfting, laying on, 
tak’t off who will, as they fay, there be hacks. 

Cre. Be thofe with Swords ? 

Enter Paris. i 

Pan. Swords, any thing hecares not, and the Devil 
come to him, it’s all one, by Godslid it does ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: look ye 
yonder, Neece, is’t not a gallant man too, is’cnot ? Why; 
this is brave now: whofaid he came hurt home to day? 
He’s not hort, why this will do Aelens’s heart good 
now, ha? Would | could fee Troilus gow, you fall fee 
Troilus anon. i 

Cre. Whofethat ? 

Erter 
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Enter Helenus. 

Pan. That’s Helenus, | marvel where Troilus is, that’s 
Helenus, 1 think he went not forth today ~ that’s Helcnus. 

Cre. Can Helenus fight, Uncle ? l 

Pan. Helenus, no: yes he’! fight indifferent well, I 
marvel where Troilus is; héark, do younot hear the peo- 
le cry Troilus ? Helenus isa Prieft. 

Cre. What fneaking Fellow comes yonder ? 

Emer Troilus. i ' 

Pan. Where? Yonder? That’s Deiphobus. °Tis Troi- 
lus! There’s a man, Niece,hem 3 Brave Troilus, the Prince 
of Chivalry. y 

Cre. Peace, for fhame, peace. l 

Pand, Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus: look 
well upon him, Niece, look you how his Sword is bloodied, 
and his Helm more hack’d than Hettors, and how he 
looks, and how’ he goes, O admirable youth! he ne’re 
faw three and twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go thy way, 
had I a Sifter were a Grace, or a Daughter a Goddefs, 
he fhould take his choice. O admirable man! Paris? Pa- 
ris isdurt to him, and I warrant, Helen to change, 
would give money to boot. 

Emer common Souldiers. 

Cre. Herecome more. 

Pan. Affes, Fools, Dolts, Chaffand Bran, Chaff and 
Bran ; Porridge after Meat. 1 could live and dye ith’ Eyes 
of Troilus. Nere look, ne’re look , the Eagles are gone, 
Crows and Daws, Crows and Daws : I had rather be fuch 
a Man as Troilus, than Agamenmon, and all Greece. 

Cre. There isamong the Greeks Achilles, a better Man 
than Troilus. 

Pan, Achilles? a Dray-man, a Porter, avery Camel. 

Cre. Well, well. 

Pan, Well, well ? Why,have youany difcretion? Have 
you any Eyes? Do you know what a manis? Isnot Birth, 
Beauty, good Shape, Difcourfe, Manhood, Learning,Gen- 
tlenefs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and fo forth, the Spice, 
and Salt that feafons a Man ? 

Cre. F, a mined man, and then to be bak’d withno Date 
in the Pye, for then the man’s date ts out. 

Pan, You are fuch another Woman, one knows not at 
what ward you lie. 

|  Cref. Upon my Back, to defend my Belly, upon my 
Wit, to defend my Wiles ; upon my Secrefie, to defend 
mine Honefty ; my Mask todefend my Beauty, and you 
to defend all thefe i and at all thefe wards I lie at a thou- 
{and watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay Ple watch you for that, and that’s one of the 
chiefeft of them too ; if | cannot ward what! would not 
have hit, | can watch you for telling how I took the blow, 
unlefs it {well paft hiding, andthen it is paft watching. 

Enter Boy. 

Pan. You are fuch another. 

Boy. Sir,my Lord would inftantly fpeak with you. 

Pan, Where ? 

Boy. At your own Houle. 

Pan. Good Boy, tell him I come, 1 doubt he be hurt. 
Fare ye well, good Niece. 

Cref. Adieu, Uncle. 

Pan. Plebe with you, Niece, by and by. 

Cref. To bring, Uncle. 

Pan. 1, atoken from Troilus. 

Cref. By the fame token, you are a Bawd. [Exit Pand. 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Loves full Sacrifice, 
He offers in anothers enterprize: 

But more in 7roilus thoufand fold I fee, 

Than inthe Glafsof Pandar’s praife may be, 

Yet holdi off. Women are Angels wooing, 

Things won are done, the fouls joy lies in doing : 
That fhebelov’d, knows nought that knows not this: 
Men prize. the thing ungain’d, more than it-is. 

That fhe wasnever yet, that ever knew 

Love go fo fweet, as when defire did fue: 


.| The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize 


| The thing of Courage, 


| Should be fhut up; Hear what Usffex {peaks, 
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** Atchievment ss command: ungain’d, befeech, 

Therefore this Maxim outof love I teach; 

That though my hearts Content’s firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that fhall from mine Eyes appear. [ Exit. 
Sonnet. Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyffes, Diomedes, 


Menelaus, with others, 

Agam. Princes : 
What grief hath fet the Janndife on your Cheeks? 
Theample Propofition that hopes makes | 
In all defigns begun on Earth below, 

Fails inthe promis’d largenefs: checks and difafters 
Grow in the veins of Actions higheft rear’d. 

As knots by the conflux of meeting fap, 

Infect the found Pine and diverts his Grain 

Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth. 

Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo far, 

That after feven years fiege, yet Troy Walls ftand, 

Sith every action that hath gone before, 


| Whereof we have Record, Tryal did draw 


Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim, 
And that unbodied Figure of the thought 
That gav’t furmifed fhape. Why then (you Princes) 
Do you with Cheeks abath’d, behold our works, 
And think them fhame, which are (indeed ) noughtelfe 
But the protractive tryals of great Jove, 
To find perfiftive Conftancy in men ? 
The finenefs of which Metal is not found 
In Fortunes love: for then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wife and Fool, the Artift and un-read, 
The hard and foft, feem all affin’d, and kin. 
But inthe Wind and Tempeft of her frown, 
Diftinction with a loud and powerful Fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath Mafs, or Matter by it felf, 
Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. 

Neft. With due obfervance of thy godly Seat, . 
Great Agamemnon, Neftor fhall apply 
Thy lateft words. 
In thereproof of Chance, 
Lies the true proofof men: The Sea being {mooth, 
How many fhallow bauble Boats dare {ail 
Upon her patient breaft, making their way 
With thofe of noble Bulk ? 
But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Zheris, and anon behold 
The ftrong ribb’d Bark, through liquid mountains cuts 
Bounding between the two moift Elements, 
Like Perfexs Horfe. Where’s then the fawcy Boat, 
W hofe weak untimber’d fides but even now 
Co-rival’d Greatnefs? Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a Toft for Neptune. Even fo, 
Doth Valours fhew, and Valours worth divide 
In ftorms of Fortune, 
For, in her ray and brightnefs, 


Than by the Tyger : But, when the fplitcing wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, 
And flyes fled under fhade, why then 


As rowz’d with rage, with rage doth fympathize, 
And with.an accent tun’d in felf-fame key, 
Retires to chiding Fortune. 

Ulyf. Agamemnon, 
Thou great Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Nambers, Soul, and only Spirit, 
Inwhom the tempers, and the minds of all 


Ag 


Befides th’ applaufe and approbation 
The which (moft Mighty) for thy place and merit, 
And thov moft reverend for thy f{tretcht-out life, 
l give to both your Speeches, which were fuch, 

As Agamemnonand the hand of Greece nS 
Should hold up high in Brafs: and fuch again 
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As venerable Neftor (hatch’d in Silver) 
| Should with abond of Air, ftrong asthe Axletree 
i On which the Heavens ride, Knit all Greeks ears 
| To his experienc’d tongue : yet let it pleafe boch 
(Thou Great, and Wife) to hear Ulyffes {peak. 

Aga. Speak, Prince of Ithaca, and bet of lefs exfpect ; 
That matter needJefs of Importlefs burthen 
Divide thy lips: then we are confident, 

When rank Ther fives opes his Maftick jaws, 
We fhall hear Mufick, Wit, and Oracle. 

Ulf. Troy, yet upon her Bahs, had been down, 
And the great MHettor’s Sword had lack’d a Malter, 
But for thefe inftances. 

The {peciality of Role hath been neglected ; 
| And Jook how many Grecian Tents do ftan 
Hollow upon this Plain, fo many hollow Factions. 
| When that the General is not like the Hive, 
| To whom the Forragers fħall all repair, 
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
Th’ unworcthieft fhews as fairly in the Mask. 
The Heavens themfelves, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obferve degree, priority, and place, 
Infiture, courfe, proportion, feafon, form, 
Office, and cuftom, in all line of Order: 
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol, 
| In noble eminence, enthron’d and {phear’d 
| Amidit the other, whofe Med’cinable eye 
Corretts the ill Afpects of Planets evil, 
And pofts like the Command’ment of a King, 
Sans check, to goodandbad. Bot whenthe Planets 
In evil mixture to diforder wander, 
| What Plagues, and what Portents, what Mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? fhaking of Earth ? 
Commotion in the Winds? Frights, changes, horrours, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
| The unity, and married calm of States 
| Quite from their fixture ? O, when Degree is fhak’d, 
| (Which isthe Ladder to all High defigns) 
The enterprize isfick. How conld Commanttics, 
| Degrees in Schools, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 
| Peaceful Commerce from dividible fhores, 
The Primogenitive, and due of Birth, 
| Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But Ey Degree) ftand io Anthentique place ? 
Take but Degree away, untone that ftring, 
And hark what Difcord follows: each thing meets 
In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 
Would liftcheir bofoms higher thantbe Shores, 
And make a fop of all this folid Globe: ~ 
Strength would be Lord of imbecillity, 
And the rude Son would ftrike his Father dead : 
Force would be right, or rather, Right and Wrong, 
| (Between whofe endlefs jar, Juftice refides) 
Would lofe their names, and fo would juftice too. 
Then every thing includes it felf in Power, 
Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 
And Appetite (an univerfal Wolf, 
So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) 
Muft make perforce an univerfal Prey, 
And laft, eat up himfelf. 
Great Agamemnon, 
This Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate, 
Follows the choaking: 
And this neglection of Degree, is it. 
That by a pace goes backward in a purpofe 
It hathtoclimb. The General’s difdain’d 
By himonc ftep below ; he by the next, 
That next, by him beneath: focvery ttep 
Exampled by the firft pace that is fick 
Of his Superiour, grows toan envious Feaver 
Of pale, and bloodlefs Emulation. 
And tis this Feaver that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her own Sinews. To endatale of length, 
Troy in our weaknefs lives, not in her ftrength. 
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Neft. Molt wifely hath Ulyffes here difcover’d 

= mran moai ae Power is fick. 
a. ihe Nature of the ficknefs fo Ui 

What A the Remedy ? iá 

Ulyf. The great Achilles, whom Opigion 
The Sinew, andthe Fore-hand of our Holt Ta 
Having his ear full of his aiery Fame, 
Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
Lies mocking our Defigns. With bim Patroclus 
Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day - 
Bieaks fcurril Jefts, 
And with ridiculous and aukward action, 
(Which, Slanderer, heimitation calls) 
He Pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy toplefs Deputation he puts on ; 
And like a ftructIng Player, whofe conceit 
Liesin his Ham-{tring, and doth think itrich 
To hear the wooden Dialogue and found 
"Twixt his ftretch’d footing, and the Scaffoldage 
(Such to be pitied, and o’re-refled feeming 
He acts thy Greatnefs in) and when he (peaks, 
"Tis like a Chime a mending, with terms un{quar’d 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropt, 
Would feem Hyperboles. At this fulty tuff, 
The large Achilles (on his preft-bed lolling) 
From hisdeep Cheft, laughs out a loud applanfe, 
Cries, excellent: *tis Agamenmon juft. 
Now play me WVeéffor , hum, and troke thy Beard 
Ashe, being dreft to fome Oration, 
That’s done, as neer as the extremeft ends 
Of Parallel ; as like, as Vulcan and his Wife, 
Yet good Achilles {till cries, Excellent, 
Tis Weftor right. Now play him (me) Patroclus, 
Arming toanfwer ina Night-alarm, 
And then (forfooth) the faint defects of Age 
Muft be the Scene of mirth, to cough and fpit, 
And with a Palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and out the Rivet : and at this fport 
Sir Valour dies; cries, O enough Parrosh:s, 
Or, give me ribs of Steel, I fhall fpile all 
In pleafure of my {pleen. And in this fahion, 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes, 
Severals and generals of Grace exatt, 
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the Field, or fpeech for Truce, 
Succefs or lofs, what is, or isnot, ferves 
As ftuff for thefe two, to make Paradoxes. 

Nef. And in the Imitation of thefe twaia, 
Who (as Ulyffes fays) Opinion crowns 
With an Imperial voice, manyare infect : 
Ajax is grown felf-will’d, and bears his head 
In fuch a rein, in fullas proud a place, 
As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him; 
Makes factious Feafts, rails on our ftate of War, 
Bold as an Oracle, and {ets Therfites 
A Slave (whofe Gall coins flanders like a Mint,) 
To match usin comparifons with Dirt, 
To weaken and difcredit our expofure, 
How rank foever rounded in with danger. 

lyf. They tax our policy, and call it Cowardifc, 
Count Wifdomas no member of the War, 
Fore-ftall prefeience, and efteem no act 
But thatof hand: The {till and mental parts, 
That docontrive how many hands hhall {trike 
When fitnefs callsthem on, and know bv meafure 
Of their obfervant toyl, the Enemies weight, 
Why this hath not a fingers dignity: 
They call this Bedwork, Mapp’ry, Clofet-War, 
So that the Ram that batters owe the Wall 
For the great ae and rudenefs of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Or thofe that, with the fincnefs of their Souls, 
By Reafon guide his Execution. 

Neft. Ler this be granted, and Achibes horfe 
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Makes many Theris Sons. 
Aga. Whar Trumpet? Look Menelaus, 
Men, From Troy. 





[Tuckee. 


Enter Æneas. 

Aga. What would youforeour Tent ? 

Tine. Is this great Agamemnon’s Tent, 1 pray you? 

Aga. Even this. . 

«£ne. May one that isa Herald, and a Prince, 
Do a fair meflageto his Kingty ears ? 

Aga, With forety ftronger than Achilles arm, 
Fore all the Greekifh heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon Bead and General. 

eEne. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofe moft Imperial looks, 

Know them from eyes of other Mortals ? 

Aga. How? 

ene. 1: Lask, that I might waken reverence, 
And on the Cheek be ready with a bluth 
Modeftas morning, when fhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Phebus : 

Which is that God in Office guiding men ? 

Whichis the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Aga. This Trojan fcorns us, or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious Courtiers. 

e“Ene. Courtiers as free, as debonair 5 unarm’d, 
As bending Angels: that’s their Fame, in peace : 
But when they would feem Souldiers, they have galls, 
Good Arms, ftrong joynts, true Swords, and Yoves accord, 

| Nothing fo fullof heart. But peace, e4neas, 
|} Peace Trojan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 

The worthinefs of praife diftains his worth, 

If that he prais’d himfelf, bring the praife forth: 

What the repining Enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows, that praife fole pure tranfcends. 
Aga, Sit, youof Troy, call you your felf, Exes ?. 
eine. 1, Greek, that ismy name. 

Aga, Whats your Affair, I pray you ? 

ene, Sir pardon, *tis for Agamemnon’s ears. 

Aga. He hears nought privately, 

That comes from Troy. 
ene. Nor I from 7roy come not to whifper him, 

I bring a Trumpet to awake his ear, 

To fet his fenfe on the attentive bent, 

And then to fpeak. 

Aga, Speak frankly as the wind, 

It isnot Agamemmnon’s fleeping hour ; 

That thou fhalt know, Trojan, heis awake, 

He tells thee fo himfelf. 
e£ne. Trumpet blow loud: 

Send thy brafs voice through all thefe lazy Tents, . 

And every Greek of Mettle, let nim know, 

W hat Troy means fairly, fhall be fpoke alowd. 

(The Trumpets found. 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy, 

A Prince call’d Hector, Priam is his Father : 

Who in this dull and Jong continu’d Truce 

Is rufty grown, he bad me takea Trumpet, 

And to this purpofe fpeak: Kings, Princes, Lords, 

If there be one amongft the fair{t of Greece, 

That holds his Honour higher than his eafe, 

That feeks his praife, more than he fears his peril, ` © 

That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 

That loves his Miftrefs more than in Confeflion, 

(With truant vows to her own {tps he loves) 

And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 

In other: arms than hers: to him this Challenge. 

Hetétor, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, or do his beft todo it. 

He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer, truer, 

Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms, 

And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, 

Midway between your Tents, and Walls of Troy, 

To rowze a Greeian that is true in love. 

Ifany come, Heétor fhall honour him: 
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If none, hell fay in Troy when he retires, 
The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt, and not worth 
The fplinter of a Lance : Even fo much. 

Aga. ‘This fhall be told our Lovers, Lord Æneas, 

If none of them have Soul in fuch a kind, 

We left themall at home: But we are Souldiers, 

And may that Souldier ameer Recreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love; 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Heéfor, if none, le be he. 

Nef. Tell him of Neftor, one that was a Man 

When feélor’s Granfire fuckt , heis old now, 

But if there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Nobleman, that hath one {park of Fire 

Toanfwer for his Love ; tell him from me, 

Ple hide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wither’d brawn, 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady 

Was fairer than hisGrandam, and as chafte 

As may be inthe world: his youth in flood, 

Ile pawn this truth with my three drops of Blood. 
eine. Now Heavens forbid fuch fearcity of youth. 
Ulyf. Amen. 

Aga, Fair Lord e£neas, 

Let me touch your hand: 

To owr Pavillion fhall I lead you firt: 

Achilles fhall have word of this intent, 

So fhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent; 

Your felf fhall feaft wich us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a Noble Foe. 

Manent Ulyfles and Neftor. 
Ulf. Neftor. 
Nef. What fays Ulyffes ? 
Ulyf. 1 have a young conception in my brain, 

Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape. 

Nef. What ist? 
Ulyf. This *tis : 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the feeded Pride 

That hath to this maturity blown up 

In rank Achilles, muft or now be cropt, 

Or (fhedding) breed a Nurfery of like evil 

To over-bulk us all, 

Neft. Well, and how ? 
Ub. This challenge, that the gallant Hector fends, 
| However itis {preadin general Name, 

Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Neft. The purpofe is perfpicuous even as fubftance, 

Whole grof{nefs little Characters fom up, 

And in the publication make no ftrain, 

But that Aches, were his brain as barren, 

Asbanks of Libya, though (Apollo knows) 

"Tis dry enough, will with great {peed of judgment, 

1, with celerity, find Æeċlor’s purpofe 

Pointing on him. 

| Vif And wake him to the anfwer, think you? 
Nest. Yes, tis moft meet; whom may you elfe oppofe 

That can from Heéor bring his honour off, 

If not Achilles; though’t bea fportful Combat, 

Yetib this Tryal much Opinion dwells. 

For here the Trojans tafte our dear’ft repute 

With their fin’it Palate: and truft tome, Viyfes, 

Our imputation fhall be odly poiz’d 

In this wild actioh. For the fuccefs 

(Although particular) fhall give a fcantling 

Of good or bad, unto the General : 

And in fuch Indexes, although {mall Pricks 

To their fubfequent Volums, there is feen 

The baby figure of the Giant-mafs 

Of things to come at large. It is fuppos’d, 

He that meets Hefor, iflues from our choice ; 

And choice being mutual act of all our Souls, 

Makes Merit her election, and doth boy! 

As*twere from forth us all; a man diftill’d 

Out of our Virtues , who mifcarrying, 
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What heart from hence receives the conq’ring part 
To fteel a ftrong Opinion to themfelves, 
Whichrentertain’d, Limbs are his inftruments, 
In no lefs working, than are Swords aad Bows 
Directive by the Limbs. 

Ulyff. Give pardon to my fpecch: 
Therefore tis meet, Achilles meet not Hetlor : 
Let us (like Merchants) fhew our fowleft Wares, 
And think perchance theyll fell: if not, 
The luftre of the better, yet to fhew, 
Shall fhew the better. Do not confent, 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet : 
For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are doge’d with two ftrange Followers. 

Neft. { fec them not with my old eyés: What are they ? 

Ulyf. What glory our Achilles hares from Hettar, 

(Were he not proud) we all fhould wear with him: 
But he already is too infolent: 
And we were better parch in 4frick, Sun 
Than in the prideand falt fcornof his Eyes, 
Should he {cape Heéfor fair. If he were foyl’d, 
Why then we did our main Opinicn crufh 
In taintof our beft man. No, make a Lott’ry, 
And by device let blockith jax draw 
The fort to fight with Hector: Among our felves, 
Give him allowance as the worthyer man, 
For that will Phyfick the great Myrmidon 
Who broyls in lowd applaufe, and make him fall 
His Creft, that prouder than blew Jris bends. 
If the dull brainlefS jax come fafe off, 
Weill drefs him up invoices: if he fail, 
Yet go we under our Opinion ftill, 
That we have better men. But hit or mifs, 
Our projects life this fhape of fence aflumes, 
Ajax imploy’d plucks down Achilles Plumes. _ 
Neft. Now Ulyffes, I begin to relith thy advice, 
And | will give a taft of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon, go we to him f{treight ; 
Two Curs fhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Must tar the Maftiffs on as *twere their bone. 
Enter Ajax and Therfites. 

Aja, Therfites. 

Ther, Agamemnon, how if he had Biles (full) all over 

generally. - 

Aja. Therfites ? 

Ther. And thofe Biles did run, fay fo; did not the 
General run, were notthat a botchy core ? 

Aja. Dog. 

Ther. Then there would come fome matter from him: 
l fee none now. 

Aja. Thou Bitch-Wolfs Son, canft thou not hear ? 
Feel then. . [Serskes him, 

Ther. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
beef-witted Lord. i 

Aya, Speak then, you whinid’t leaven, fpeak, I will 

beat thee into handfomneds. 

Ther. | fhall fooner rail chee into wit and holinefs : but 

I think thy Horfe will fooner con an Oration, than thou 
learn a Prayer without book: Thou canft ftrike, canft 
thou? A red Murren o’thy Jades tricks. 

Aja. Toads-ftool, learn me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doelt thou think, I have no fence thou f{trik’ft me 

Aja. The Proclamation. (thus ? 

Ther. Thouart proclaim’d a Fool, I think. 

Aja. Donot Porpentine, do not: my Fingers itch. 

Ther. I would thou didft itch from head to foot, and 
I had the fcratching of thee, 1 would make thee the loth- 
fom’ft fcab in Grecce. 

Aja. fay, the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou grumbleft and rayleft every hour on Achil- 
Jes, and thou art as full of envy at his greatnefs, as Cerbe- 
rus is at Proferpiza’s beauty, 1, thatthou bark’ft at him. 

Aja. Miftrefs Ther fires. 

Ther, Thoufhould’it ftrike him. 


[ Exeunt. 
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Aja. Cobloaf. 

Ther. He would pnn thee into hivers with his fift, as 
a Sailor breaks a bisket. 

Aja. You whorfon Cur, 

Ther, Do, do. 

Aja, Thou ftool for a Witch. 

Ther. 1, do, do, thou fodden-witted Lord: thou haft 
no more brain than I have in mine elbows: An Afinico 
may tutor thee. Thou fcurvy valiant Afs, thou art here 
but to threfh Trojans, and thou art bought and fold a- 
mong thofe ofany wit like a BarbarianSlave. If thou ufe 
to beat men willbegin at thy heel, and tell what thou art 
by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou. 

‘Aja. You dog. 

Ther. You {curvy Lord. 

Aja. You Cur. 

Ther. Mars his Idiot: do rudenefs, do Camel, do, do. 

Enter Achilles, and Patroclus. i 

Achil. Why how now, Ajax? wherefore do yo this ? 
How now, Therfites? what’s the matter, man? 

Ther. You feehim there, do you? 

Achil. 1, whats the matter ? 

Ther. Nay look upon him. 

Achil. Sol do, what’s the matter ? 

Ther, Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil. Well, why I do fo. 

Ther, Butyet you look not well upon him: for whofo- 
ever you take him tobe, he is Ajax. 

Achil. 1 know that fool. 

Ther.. L, but that fool knows not himfelf. 

Aja. Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther, Lo, lo, lo, lo, what sodicums of wit he utters, his 
evafions have ears thus long. I have bobb’d his Brain 
more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Spar- 
rows for a Penny, and his Pia Mater is not worth the ninth 
part ofa Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Ajax, who wears 
his wit in his belly, and his gutsin his head, Ile tell you 
what I fay of him. 

Achil. What? 

Ther. (fay, this Ajax 

Achil. Nay, Good Ajax. 

Ther. Has not fo much wit 

Achil. Nay, I muft hold yov. 

Ther. As will ftop the Eye of Helens Needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool. 

Ther. 1 would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool 
willnot: he there, that he, look you there. 

Aja, O thoudamn’d Cur, I fhal)——— 

Achil. Will you fet your wit to a Fool’s ? 

Ther. No } warrant you, fora fools will fhame it. 

Pat. Good words, Therfires, 

Achil. W haps the quairel ? 

4ja. | bad thee, vile Owl, go learn me the tenure of 
the Proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. 1 ferve thee not. 

Ajax, We'll, go to, go to. 

Ther. 1 ferve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your laft fervice was fufferance, *twas not vo- 
luntary, no man is beaten voluntary: jax was herethe 
voluntary, and you as under an Imprefs. 

Ther. E’ne fo, agreat deal of your wit too lies in your 
Sinews, or elfe there be Liars: #/effor fhall have a great 
catch, if he knock out cither of your brains, he were 
as good crack a fulty Nut with no Kernel. 

Achil. What with me too, Therfites ? 

Ther. There’s Ulyffes, and old Nefor, whofe Wit was 
mouldy e’re their Granfires had nails on their toes, yoke 
you like draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the wair. 

Ackil. What? what? 

Ther. Yes, good footh, to Achilles, to Ajax, to—- 

Ajax. | thal cut out your tongue. 

Ther. Tis no matter, I fhall fpeak as much as thou 
afterwards. 
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Pat. No more words, Ther fites. 

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles Brooch bids 
me, fall l? 

Achil. There’s for you, Patroclas. 

Ther. 1 will fee you hange like Clotpoles, e’re 1 come 
any more to your Tents, 1 will keep where there is wit 
{tirring, and leave the Faction of fools. Exit. 

Pat. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry this,Sir, is proclaim’d through all our hoft, 
That Heétor by the hfth hour of the Sun, 

Will with a Trumpet, *twixt our Tents and Zroy, 
To morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and {uch a one that dare 
Maintain I know not what: tis trafh, Farewel. 

Ajax. Farewel ? who fhall anfwer him? 

Achil. | know not, ’tis put to Lott’ry : otherwife 
He knew his man: 

Aja. O, meaning you, | will go learn more of it. [ Exit. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and Helenus. 


Pri. After fo many hours; lives, fpeeches fpent, 
Thus once again fays WVeffor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elfe 
(As honour, lofsof time, travel, expence, 

Wounds, friends, and what elfe dear, that is confum’d 
In not difgeftion of this Cormorant War) 
Shall be ftruck off. Heé?or, what fay youto’t? 

Hett. Though no man lefler fears the Greeks than J, 
As far as touches my particular: yet, dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of more fofter bowels, 

More fpungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear, 
More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows, 
Than /eéor is: the wound of peace is furety, 
Surety fecure: but modeft doubt is call’d 
The Beacon of the wife: the Tent that fearches 
Toth’ bottom of the worft. Let Helen go. 
Since the firft Sword was drawn about this Queftion, 
Every Tithe Soul ’mongi{t many thoufand. difmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, 1 mean of ours: 
if we have loft fo many Tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 
(Had it our name) the valueof one Ten ; 
W hat merit’s in that reafon, which denies 
The yielding of her up? 
Troi. Fie, fie, my Brother: 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King. 
(So great is our dread Father) ina Scale 
Of common Ounces? Will you with Counters fum 
The paft proportion of his Infinite ? 
And buckle in a waft, moft fathomlefs, 
With fpans and inches fo diminutive, 
As fears and reafons? Fye for godly fhame ? 

fel, No marvel, though you bite fo fharp at reafons, 
You are empty of them, fhould not our Father 
Bear the great {way of his affairs with reafons, 

Becaufe your fpeech hath none, that tells him fo? 

Trot. You are for dreams and ilumbers, Brother Prieft, 
You fur your Gloves with reafon : here are your reafons, 
You know an Enemy intends you harm: 
You know, a Sword imploy’d is perillous, 
And reafon flies the object of all harm : 
Who marvels then, when /7elenus beholds 
A Grecian and his Sword, if he do fet 
The very wings of reafon to his heels : 
Or like a Star diforb’d. Nay , if we talk of reafon, 
And flye like chidden Afercury from Fove, 
Let’s fhut our Gatcs and fleep: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard hearts, would they but fat their choughts 
With this cramm’d reafon: reafon and refpect 
Makes lovers pale, and luftiehood deject. 

tlett. Brother, fhe is not worth, 
What fhe doth coft the holding. 

Troi, What’s ought, but as’tis valu’d ? 

Hett. But value dwells not in particular will, 
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It holds his eftimate and dignity, 
As well wherein ’tis precious of it felf, 
As in the prizer : °Tis nade Idolatry, 
To make the Service greater than the God , 
And the will dotes, that is inclinable 
To what infectioufly it felf affects, 
Without fome image of th’ affected merit. 

Tros. 1 take to day a Wife, and my eleétion 
Is led on in the conduét of my Will, 
My Will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded Pilots *twixt the dangerous fhores 
Oh Will and Judgment. How may! avoid 
(Although my Will diftaft what is elected) 
The Wife J chofé, there can be no evafion 
Toblench from this, and to ftand frmby honour. 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 
W hen we have fpoil’d them; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in unrefpective place, 
Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris {hould do fome vengeance on the Greeks ; 
Your breath of full confent bellied his Sails, 
The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) took a Trace, 
And did him fervice ; he touch’d the Ports defir’d 
And foran old Aunt, whom the Greeks held Captive, 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whofe youth and frefhnefs 
Wrinkles Apollo’s, and makes {tale the morning. 
Why keepwe her? the Grecians keep our Aunt: 
Is fhe worth keeping ? Why, fhe is a Pearl, 
Whofe Price hath launched above a thoufand Ships, 
And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants. 
If youl avouch, ’cwas Wifdom, Paris went, 
(As you muft needs, for you all cry’d, Go, go:) 
If you’! confefs, he brought home Noble Prize, 
(As youmuft needs, for you all clapt your hands) 
And cry’d, ineftimable ; why do you now 
The iffue of your proper Wifdoms rate, 
And doa deed that Fortune never did, 
Begger the eftimation, which you priz’d 
Richer than Sea and Land? O Theft moft bafe! 
That we have ftollen what we do fear to keep. 
But Thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftoln, 
That in their Countrey did them that difgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our Native place. 


Enter Calandra with ber bair abous her ears. 


Cref. Cry, Trojans, cry. 
Priam. What noife ? what fhriek 1s this ? 
Troi. "Tis our mad Sifter, ! do know her voice. 
Caf. Cry, Trojans: 
Hec. it is Cafandra, 
Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry ; lend me ten thoufand eyes, 
And I will fill them with Prophetick tears. 
Hec. Peace, Sifter, peace. 
Caf. Virgins and Boys, mid-age and wrinkled old, 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my clamour : let us pay Detimes 
A moiety of that mafs of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry, praćtife your eyes with tears, 
Troy muft not be, nor goodly Jion ftand, 
Our Fire-brand Brother Paris burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen and a woe 3; 
Cry, cry, 7roy burns, or elfe let Helen go. (Exit. 
Hec. Now, youthful Troilus, do not thefe high ftrains 
Of Divination ın our Sifter work 
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your Blood 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, 
Nor fear of bad Succefsin a bad caufe, 
Can qualife the fame ? 
Trot, Why Brother /#edZor, 
We may not think the juftnefs of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Becaufe Caffandra’s mad, her brainfick raptures 


Cannot diltaft the goodnefs of a quarrel, 
W hich 
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Which hath our feveral Honours all engag7d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 

f amnomore touch’d, than all Priam’s Sons, 
And Jove forbid there fhould’be done amongft us 
Such things as might offend the weakelt fpleen, 
To fight for, and maintain. 

Par. Elfe might the world coavince of Levity, 
Aswell my undertakings, as your counfels : 
But] atteft the Gods, your full confent 
Gave wings tu my propenfion, and cutoff - 

All fears attending on fo direa projet. 
For what (alas) can thefe my fingle arms ? 
What propugnation is inone mans valour 

To ftand the pufh and enmity of thofe. 

This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protelt, 
Were I alone to pab the difficulties, 

And hadas ample Power, as 1 have Will, 
Paris bould nere retract what he hath dones 
Nor faint in-the purfuit. 

Pri, Paris, you {peak | 
Like onc befotted on your {weet delights 5 
You have the Honey ftill, but thefe the Gall, 

So to be validnt, is no praifeatall. B. 

Par. Sir, 1 propofe not meerly to my felf, 
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with ic: 

But I would have the foyl of her fair Rape 

Wip’d off in honourable keeping her. 

What Treafon were it to the ranfack’d Queen, 
Difgrace to your great worths, and fhameto mec, 
Now to deliver her poffeffion up, 

Ontermsof bafe compulfion ¢ Can it be, 

That fo degenerate a ftrain as this, 

Should once fet foot in your generous bofoms ? 
There’s not the meaneft {pirit on our party, 
Withont a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 
When Zelen is defended : Nor none fo Noble, 
Whofe Life werc if] beftow’d, or death unfam’d, 
Where Helen is the Subject. Then (i fay) 

Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The Worlds large ypes cannot parallel. 

Het. Paris, and Troilus, you have both faid well : 
And on the Caufe and Queftion, now in hand, 
Have gloz’d, but fuperficially 5 not much 
Unlike young Men, whom 4rifforle thought 
Unfit to hear Moral Philofophy, 

The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot paffion of diftemper’d blood, 

Than to make upa free determination 
*Twixt right and wrong: For pleafure and revenge, 
Have Ears more deafthan Adders, to the voice 
Of any true-decifion; Nature craves 

All dues be rendred to theic Owners, now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than Wife. istothe Husband ? If this Law 

Of Nature be corrupted through affection, 

And that great minds of partial indulgence, 

To their benummed wills refift the fame, 

There is a Law in each well-ordered Nation, 

To curb thofe raging 2p etitesthat are . 

Moft difobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be Wife to Sparta’s King, 

(Asitis known fhe is) thefe Moral Laws 

Of Nature, and of: Nation, fpeak aloud 

To haveher backreturn’d. ‘Thus to perfift 

In dojng wrong, -extcnuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. #edfor’s opinion 
Is this in way of truth: yet ne’re the lefs, 

My {pritely Brethren, I~propend to you . 

In refolution to keep Helen {till 

For’tisa caufe that hath no mean dependance, 
Upon our joint and feveral Dignities. 


Trot, Why ? there youtouch’d the Life ofour defign: . 


Were it not Glorythat we more affected, 
Than the performance of our heaving fpleens, 
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[ would not with a drop of Zroaz blood, 
Spent more inher defence. But, worthy Aeéor, 
She isa Theam of Honour and Kenown, 
A Spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whofe prefent courage may beat down our Foes, 
And Fame, in tiime.to come, canonize us. 
For I prefume, brave Hector would not lofe 
So rich advantage of a promis’d Glory, 
As finiles upon the fare-head of this action, 
For the wide V VorIds Revenue. 
Fictt; 1am yours, 
You valiant Off-{pring of great Priamus 
[ have a rotfting challenge fent amongtt 
The dull and factious Nobles of the Greeks, 
VVill trike amazement to their drowfie Spirits. 
I was advertis’d, theirgreat General lept, 
Whilt Emulation inthe Army crept : 
This I prefume wall wake him. 
Enter Therfites folus. 

Now, now, Therfites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy. 
Fury? Shallthe Elephant Ajax, carry itthus ? He beats 
me, and I railat him: O worthy fatisfaction, would it 
were otherwife : that I could beat him, whil’ft he rail’d 
at me : ’Sfoot, Ple learn to Conjure and raife Devils, but 
Ple fee fome iffue of my fpicefulexecrations. Then there’s 
Achillzs, a rare Engineer. if Troy be not taken till chefe 
two undermine it, the walls will ftand till they fall of 
themfelves. O thou great Thunder-darter of Olympus, 
forget that thou are Jove the King of Gods: and Mercury, 
lofe all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take 
not that little little lefs than little wit from them that 
they have, which fhort-arm’d ignoranceit felf knows, is 
fo abundant fcarce, it wil] notin circumvention deliver a 
Fly froma Spider, without drawing the maflie Irons and 
cutting the web: after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that methinks is the 
curfe dependant on thofe that war for a Piacket. I have 
faid ny Prayers, and Devil, Envy, fay, Amen: VVhat 
ho? my Lord Achilles? | 

Enter Patroclas. 

Patr. VVhosthere? Zherfices, Good Therfites come 
in and rail. 

Ther. IfI could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would’ft not have flipt out of my Contemplation, 
but itis no matter, thy felf upon thy felf. The common 
Curfe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great 
Revenue ; Heaven blefs thee from a Tutor, and Difcipline 
come not near thee. Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death, then ifthe that lays theeout, fays thou art a 
fair Coarfe, Vlebe fworn and fworn upon’t, fhe never 
fhrowded any but Lezars,.Amen. VVhere’s Achilles ? 

Parr. V Vhat, att thou devout ?. waft thou in a Prayer ? 

Ther. 1, the Heavens hear me. | 

. Enter Achilles. 

Achil, VVho'sthere ? 

Patr. Thérfites, my Lord. 

Achif. V Vhere, where, art thou come ? why, my cheefe, 
thy digeftion, why haft thon not fery’d thy felf into my 


[Exeunt. 


|Table, fo many meals? Come, whats Agamemnon ? 


Ther. Thy Commander, Achilles, then tell me, Patro- 


fcelus, whats Achilles? 


Patr. Thy Lord, Tkerfites: then tell me, I pray thee, 
what’s thy felf? 

Ther. Thy knower, Pacroclus : then tell me, Patroglus, 
what art thon ? 

Patr. Thou may’ft tell, that know’ff. 

Achil. O tell, tell. ; 

Ther. Ple decline the whole queftion : Agaremnon com- 
mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord, l am Patroclas?s 
knower, and Patroclus isa Fool. 

Patr. You Rafcal. 

Ther. Peace, Fool, I have not done. 

Achil, He isa priviledg’d man, proceed, Therfites. 

Ther. Agamemnonisa Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Ther- 


Yy fates 


242 


fites isa Fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a Fool. 

Achil. Derive this: come ? 

Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool to offer to command Achil- 
les, Achillesisa Fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, 
Therfices is a Fool to ferve fuch a Fool: and Patroclus is a 
Fool pofitive. 

Patr. Why am La Fool ? 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulyfies, Neftor, Diomedes, Ajax, 
| T N and Chalcas: 


Ther. Make that demand to the Creator, it fufices me 
thou art. Look you, who comes here? 

Achil. Patroclus, Vie fpeak with no body: 
with me, Dherfites. i 3 

Ther. Here is fuch Patchery, fuch Jugling , and fuch 
Knavery: all the argument is a Cuckold anda Whore, a 


come in 
Exit 


good quarrel to draw emulatious Factions, and bleed to 


deathupon : Now thedry Serpigo on the fubject, and 
War and Lechery confound all. 

Agam, Whereis Achilles ? 

Patr, Within his Tent, but ill difpos’d, my Lord. 

Agam. Letit be known to him that we are here, 

He fent our Meffengers, and welay by 

Our appertaininents, vifiting of him: 

Let him be told of, Ici perchance he think 
We dare not move the queftion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Parr. I hali fo Gy to him. 

Uhf. Wefaw him atthe opening of his Tent, 
He is not fick. 

Aja. Yes, Lion-iick, fick of a proud heart: you may 
call ic Melancholy if you will favour the Man, but by my 
head, ’tis pride ; but why, why, let him shew us the caufe: 
A word, e ra o s 

Nef. What moves Atex thus to bay at him ? 

Ubf. Achilles hath invetgied his Foo! from him. 

Neft. Who, Zherfites ¢ 

lyf. He. k 

Nef. Then will Ajax lack matter , if he have loft his 
Argument. 

Vlyf: No, youfee heis his Argument, that has his Ar- 
pument, Achikes, 

Neft, Allthebetter, their fraction is more our with 
than their Fa&ion , but it wasa ftrong Counfel that a 
Fool could difunite. 

Ulyf. The amity that Wifdom knits not, Folly may 
eafily untye. Enter Patroclus. 

Here comes Parroclus. 

Neft. No Achilles with him ? 

Ulf. The Elephant hath joints, but none for courtefie; 
His Legsare legs for neceflity, not for flight. 

Patr, Achilles bids me fay, he is much forry, 

Ifany thing more than your fport and pleafire, 
Did move your Greatnefs, and this noble State, 
To call upon him; he hopes it isno other, 
But for your health, and your digeftion-fake ; 
An after Dinners breath. A 

Age, Bear you, Patroctus : 

We are too well acquainted with thefe anfwers : 
But his evafion wing’d thus fwift with f{corn, 
Cannot ontflye onr apprehenfions, 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we afcribe it to him, yet all his virtues, 
(Not virtuoufly of his own part beheld) 
Do in our Eyes, begin to lofe their glofs , 
And like fair Fruit in an unwholfom difh, 

| Are like to rot untafted , go and tell him, - 
We come to fpeak with him, and you fhall not fin, 
If you do fay, we think him over-proud,’ 
And under-honeft : in felf-ailumption greater 
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And under write in an obferving kind 
His humorous predominance, yea, watch 
Bis petti lines, his ebbs, his flows, as if 


The paflage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add; 


That if he over-hold bis price fo much, 


We'll none of him; but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 
A ftirring Dwarf, we do allowance give, 
Beforea ileeping Gyant: tell him fo. 

Pat, I fhall, and bring his anfwer prefently. 

Aga. In fecond voice we'll not be fatisfied, 
We come to {peak with him, Ulyffes, enter you. 
(Exit lilyfes. 
Aja. What is he more than another ? 
ga, No more than what he thinks he is. 
Aja. Ishe fo much? do you not think, he thinks him- 
felf a better Man than I am? 
Aga. No queftion. 
Aja. V Vill you fubferibe his thought,. and fay, he is? 
Aga. No, Noble Ajex, you areas ftrong, as valiant, as 
wife, nolefs noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable. 7 
Aja, V Vhy fhoulda Man be proud? How doth Pride 
grow ? I know not what it is. 

Aga Your mind isthe clearer, Ajax, and your virtaes 
the fairer ; he that ts proud, eats up himfelf, Pride is his | 


-own Glafs, hisown Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and 


what ever praifes it felf but in the deed, devoursthe deed 
in the pralle. 


Enter Ulyffes. 
Aja. Ido bate a proud Man, asI hate the engendring 
of Toads. 


Neft. Yet he loves himflf : is’t not ftrange ? 
Ulyf. Achilles will not to the field to morrow. 
a, V Vhat?s his excufe ? 
Ulf. He doth rely on none, 
But carries on the ftream of his difpofe, 
V Vithout obfervance or refpect of any, 
In will peculiar, and in felf-admiffion. 
Aga. VVhy, will he not upon our fair requeft,. 
Uatent his perfon, and fhare the Ayr with us? . 
Ulf. Things {mall as nothing, for requelts fake only 
He makes important: pofleft he is with greatnefS, 
And {peaks not tohimielf, but witha pride 
That quarrels at felf-breath. Imagin’d wrath 
Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourfe, 
That ’twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom’d chillesin commotion rages, 
And batters *gainft it felf ; what fhould! fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry no recovery. 
Aga, Let Ajax go to him. 
Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his Tent ; 
Tis faid he holds you well, and will be Ied 
At your requéft a little from himéelf. 
Ulf. O, Acamemnon, Yet itnot be fo. 
V Ve'll confecrate the fteps that Ajax makes, 
VVhen they go from Achilles; hall the prond Lord, ' 
That baftes his arrogance with his own feam, 
And never fuffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, fave fuch asdorevalve 


| And ruminate himfelf; Shall he be worhhipt, 


Of that we hold ant Idol, more than he? 

No, this thrice worthy, and right valiant Lord, 
Muft not fo ftaul his Palm, nobly acquir’d, 

Nor by my will affubjugate his Merit, 

As amply titled, as Achilles is, by going to Achilles, 
That were toenlard his fat already pride, 

And add more Coles to Cancer, when he buras 


Than in thenote of judgment : and worthier than himfelf. ue entertaining great Hyperion. 


Here tends the favage ftrangenefs he pats on, 
Difguife the holy ftrength of their command « 


And fay int 


his Lord go to him ? Jupiter forbid, 
er, Achilles go to him. 
Nef. 





Neft. O this is well, he rubs the vein of him. 
Dio. And how his filence drinks up his applaufe. 
Aya, \f1 goto him, with my armed Fift, Ple path him 
o’re the Face. 
Aga. Q no, you hall not go. 
Aja. And abe proud with me, 
me go to him. i 
lyf. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quartet 
Aja. A paultry infolent Fellow. 
Neft. How he defcribes himfelf. 
Aja, Can he not be fociable ? 
Ulf. The Raven chides blacknefs. 
Aja. Vie let his humours blood. 
Aga. He will be the Phyfitian, that fhould be the Patient. 
Aja. And all Men were a my mind. 
Ulyf. Wit would be out of fafhicn. 
Aja. Afhould not bear it fo, a fhould eat Swords firft : 
hal! pride carry it? 
Neft. And’twould, yov’id carry half. 
Ulyf. A would have ten hares. 
Aja. Iwill knead him,. Ple make him fupple, he’s not 
yet through warm. mee 
Neft. Force him with praifes, pour in, pour in, his 
Ambition is dry. ee 
Ulyf. My Lord, you feed too much on this diflike. 
Nef. Our noble General, donotdo fo. 
Dso. You mut prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ubf. Why; ts this naming of him doth him harm. 
Here isa man, but’tis-before his Face, 
I willbe filent. 
Neft. Wherefore fhould you fo ? 
He is notemalous, as Achilles is. 
VUlyf. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
Aja. A horfon Dog, that fhafl palcer thus with us, 
would he were a Trojan. 
Nef. W hat a vice were itin Ajax now 
Ulyf. lf he were proud. 
Dio. Or-covetous of praife. 
Ulyf. 1, or furly born. 
Dio. Orftrange, or felf-affected. 
Ul. Thank the Heavens L. thou art of fweet compofure 
Praife him that got thee, fhe that gave thee fuck : 
Fame bethy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 
Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all erudition 3 
But he that difciplin’d thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide Eternity in twain, 
And give him half, and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
Tofinewy Ajax.: L will nor praife thy wifdom 
W hich, like a bourn, a pale, a hore, confines 
Thy fpacious and dilated parts ; here’s Neftor 
lnftrućted by the Antiquary times : 
He mult, he is,he cannot but be wife. . 
But pardon, Father Ne/for, were your days 
As green as “jax, and your Brain fo temper’d, 
You fhould not have the eminence of him, 
But heas Ajax. 
Aja. Shall I call you Father ? 
Vlyf.!, my good Son. 
Dso. Be rul’d by him, Lord Ajax. 
Ubf. There is no tarrying bere, the Hart Achilles. 
Keeps thicket : pleafe it our General, 
To call together all this ftate of war ; 
Freh Kings are cometo Troy, to morrow 
We muft with all our main of power ftand faft : 
And here’s a Lord (come Knights from Eaft to Welt, 
And cull their flower) Ajax. fhal cope the beft. 
Ag. Gowe to Council, let Achilles ileep ; 
.Light Boats-may fail fwift, though greater bulks draw 
deep. Exennt. Mufick founds within, 
Enter Pandarus, and a Servant, i 
Pan, Friend, you, pray youa word: Do not yov fol- 
low the young Lord Paris ? 
Ser. l, Sir, when he gocs before me. 


Ple phefe his Pride: let 
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Prince, here is good broken Mulick. 


{| med Friend, yoor Brother J roils —— 


| Commends himfelf moft aft 
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Pan, You depend upon him, { mean ? 

Ser. Sir, |} do depend upon the Lord. 

Pan. You dena odes a Noble Gentleman: ! muft 
needs praife him. 

Ser, The Lord be praifed. 

Pan. You know me,. do you not? 

Ser. Faith, Sir, fuperficially. 

Pan, Friend, know me better, | am the Lord Pamdaray. 

Ser. | hope! hall know your Honour better. 

Pan. | dodefire it. 

Ser. You arein the ftate of Grace ? 

Pan. Grace, riot fo, Friend, Honour and Lordhhip are 
my Titles: What Mufick is this ? 

Ser. | do but partly know, Sir: it is Mufick in parts. 

Pan. Know youthe Muficians ? 

Ser. Wholly, Sir. . 

Pan Who play they to? 

Ser, To the hearers, Sir. 

Pan, At whofe pleafure, Friend ? 

Ser, Atmine, Sit, and theirs that love Mufick, 

Pan. Command, I mean, Friend. 

Ser. Who hall I command, Sir ? 

Pan, friend, we underftand not one another : | am too 
courtly, and thou art toocunning. At whofe requeft do 
thefe Men play ? 

Ser. That’s to’t indeed, Sir: marry, Sir, at the requeft 
of Paris, my Lord, who’s there in perfon, with him the 
mortal Venus the heart blood of Beauty, loves invifible foul. 

Pan. Who? my Coufin Creffida. 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen, ceuld you not find out that by her 
attributes ? 

Pan. \t fhould feem, Fellow, that thou haft not feen the 
Lady Creffide, | come to {peak with Paris from the Prince 
Troilus : | will make a complemental aflault upon him, for 
my bufinefs feethes. 

Ser. Sodden bufinefs, there’sa ftew’d phrafe indeed, 

Enter Paris and Helena. 

Pan, Fair be toyou, my Lord, and toall this fair com- 
pany: fair defiresin all fair meafure fairly guide them, 
pecially to you, fair Queen, fair thoughts be your fair 

illow. 
y Hel. Dear Lord, you are full of fair words. 
Pan. You {peak your fair pleafure, fweet Queen: fair 


Par, You have broken it, Coufin: and by my life you 
fhall make it whole again, you fhall piece it ovt with a 
piece of your performance. Wel, he is fall of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, Lady, no. 

Hel. O, Sir. 

Pan. Rudeinfooth, in good footh very rude. 

Par. Well faid, my Lord: well, you fay fo in fits 

Pan. | have bufinefs to my Lord,dear Queen : my Lord 
will you vouchfafe me a word ? 

fici. Nay, this thal] not hedge us out, we’! hear you 
fing certainly. 

Pan. Well, fivect Queen, you are pleafant with me ; 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and moft eltec- 






Hel. My Lord Pandarus, hony-fweet Lord. 
Pan. Go to, fiveet Queen, 20 to, 
lonately to you. 
Hel. You fhall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you do, oar melancholy opon your head. 
Pan. Sweet Qoeen, fireet Queen, that’s a fweet Queen 
Phith—— . | 
Het. And to make a fweet Lady fad, is a fower offenee. 
Pan. Nay, that thall not ferve yoor turn, that fhall it 
notin truth la. Nay, I care rot for fach words, nO, no. 
And, my Lord, he dehiresyon, that if the King cal] for 
him atSupper, you will make his excufe. 
Hel, My Lord Pandarus. i 
Pan. What fays my fweet Queen, my very, very fiveet 
uéen ! . 
Par. What exploit’s in hand, where fups he to night / 
Yy2 Hel; 
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Hel. Nay, but my Lord. 

Pan. What fays my fweet Queen? my Confin will fall 
our with you. 
` Hel. You muft not know where he fups. 

Par. With my difpofer, Creffida. 

Pan. No, no, nofuchmatter, you are wide, come, 
your difpofer ts lick. 

Par. Well, Ple make excufe. 

Pan. 1, good my Lord: why fhould you fay, Creffida? 
no, your poor difpofer’s fick. 

Par, \{py. 

Pan. Youfpy, what do you fpy ? Come, give me an 
Inftrument now, fweet Queen. 

Hel. Why thisis kindly done. | 

Pan. My Niece is horrible in love with a thing you have, 
fweet Queen. 

Hel, She fhall have it, my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paris. 

Pan. He ? no, fhe7ll none of him, they two are twain. 

F7el. Falling in after falling out,may make them three. 

Pan, Come, come, lle hear no morc of this, Ple fing 
you a Song now. 

Fel, 1,1, prithee now: by my troth, {weet Lord, thou 
haft a fine fore-head. 

Pan, 1, youmay, you may. 

Hel, Let thy Song be Love : this-Love will undo us all. 
Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. 

Pan, Love? 1, that it fhall ifatch. 

Par. 1, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. 

Pan. In good troth it begins fo. 





Love, Love, nothing bus Love, frill more: 
For O, Loves Bow 

Shoots both Buck. and Doe: 

The Shaft confounds not that it wounds, 
But tickles fill the Sore: 

Thefe Lovers cry, oh ho they dye ; 

Yet that which feems they wound 10 kill, 
Doth turnoh ho, to ha hahe :; 

So dying love lives fill, 

O ho a while, but haha ha , 

O hogroans out for ha ha ha—hey ho. 


fel, In Love i?faith to the very tip of the Nofe. 

Par. He eats nothing but Doves, Love,and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hort deeds is Love. 

Pan, Is this the generation of Love?. Hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds, why they are Vipers, is Love a 
generation of Vipers ? 

Sweet Lord, who’s a field to day? - 

Par, Heftor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy. { would fain have arm’d to day, but 
my Vell would not have it fo. : 

Hog chance my Brother Troilus went not ? 
ct. He hangs the Itp at fomething s you all 
Lord Phidarast P oe os 

Pan, Not I, hony-{weet Queen: I long to hear how 
they fped to day : 

You’l remember your Brothers excufe ? 

Par. Toa hair. 

Pan, Farewel, {weet Queen. 

fiel. Commend me to your Niege. `. 

Pan. 1 will, fweet Queen. [Sound a Retreat. 

Par. They’re come from Field: let us to Priam’s Hall, 
To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helen, 1 mult woo you, 

To help unarm our Heéfor : his ftubborn buckles, 
With thefe your white enchanting Fingers touche, 
Shall more obey, than to the edg of Steet, 
Or force of Greekifh finews, you fhall do more 
Than all the Ifland Kings, difarm great Heéor. 
fil, “Twill make us proud tobe yourServant, Paris: 
Yea, what he thall receive of us in duty, 
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Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have: 
Yea, over-fhines our felf. 
Sweet above thought, I love thee. 

Enter Pandarus, and Troilus’s Man. 

Pan. How now, where’s thy Malter , at my Coufin 
Creffidas ? 

Man, No, Sir, he ftays for you to conduct him thither. 

Enver Troilus. 

Pan. O, here hecomes: How now, how now ? 

Troi. Sirrah, walk off. 

Pan, Have you feen my Coufin ? 

Troi. No, Pandarus: 1 ftalk about her door 
Like a ftrange Soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, 

And give me fwift tranfportance to thofe Fields, 
Where I may wallow inthe Lilly beds 
Propos’d for the deferver. O gentle Pandarus, 
Fron Cupids fhoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Creffid. 
Pan, Walk here Puy Orchard, I’le bring her ftraight. 
[Ext Pandarus 

Trot, I am giddy ; expectation whirles me round, 
Th’ imaginary relifhis fo fweet, 

That it inchants my fenfe - what will it be 
When that the watry palats tafte indeed 
Loves thrice reputed Mellar ? Death, I fear me 
Sounding deftruction, or fome Joy toofine, 
Too fubtile, potent, and too fharp in fweetnels, 
For the Capacity of my ruder powers 5 
I fear it much, and | do fear befides, 
That I fhall tofe diftintion in my joys, 
Asdotha Battle, when they charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She’s making her ready, fhe’l come ffraight, you 
muft be witty now, fhe does fo bluth, and fetches her wind 
fo fhort, as if fhe were fraid witha fprite: Ile fetch her ; 
it is the prittieft villain, fhe fetches her breath fo fhort as 
a new ta’en Sparrow. [Exit Pand. 

Troi. Even fuch a paffion doth embrace my bofom : 

My Heart beats thicker than a feavorous Pulfe, 
And all my powers do their beftowing lofe, 
Like vaffalage at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majefty. 

Emer Pandarus avd Creflida. - 

Pan. Come, come, what need you bluth ? 

Shame’s a Baby; here fhe is now, fwear the oaths now 
to her, that you have fworn to me. Whatare you gone a- 
gain, you muft be watcht e’re you be made tame, muft 
you? come your ways, come your ways, and you draw 
backward we'll put you ith’ Files: why do younot {peak 
to her ? Come draw this Curtain, and lets fee your Picture. 
Alas the day, how loath you are to offend day light? and 
*twere dark you’ld clofe fooner. $o,fo, rubon and kifs 
the Miftrefs ; how now, akifs in fee-farm? build there 
Carpenter; the Ayr isfweet. Nay, you fhall fight your 
Heartsoute’rel part you. The Faulcon, as the Tercel, 
for all the Ducks th’ River : go to, goto: 

Troi You have bereft me of all words, Lady. 

Pan, Words pay no debts , give her deeds: but fhe'll 
bereave you o’th’ deeds too, if fhe call your activity in 
queftion : what, billing again ? here’s in witnefs whereof 
the Parties interchangeably. Comein, come in, Ile go 

et a fire. f Exit Pand. 

Cref. Will you walk in, my Lord? 

Trot. O Creffida, how often have! wifht me thus ? 

Cref. Wit, my Lord ? the Gods grant , O, my Lord. 

Iros. What fhould they grant, what makes this pretty 
abruption : what too curious dreg efpies my {weet Lady in 
the Fountain of our love ? 

Cref. More dregsthan water, if my tears have eyes. 

Tro, Fears make Devils of Cherubins , they never fee 

truly. 
Cref. Blind fear, that feeing reafon leads, finds fafer 
footing 


[Exeunt. 
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footing, than blind reafon, ftumbling without fear : to 
fearthe worft, oft cures the worfe. 

Troi. O let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

In all Cupsd’s Pageant there is prefented no Montfter. 

Cref. Nor nothing monftrons neither ? 

Tro. Nothing, bat their undertakings, when we vow 
to weep Seas,live in Fire,eat Rocks, tame Tygers , think- 
ing it harder fot our Miftrefs to devife impofition enough, 
than for us toundergo any difficulty impofed. This Is 
the monftrofity ip love (Lady,) that che will is infinite, 
and the execution confin’d ; that the defire is boundlefs, 
and the act a flave to limit. 

Cref. They fay all Lovers fwear more performance 
than they are able, and yet referve an ability that they 
never perform vowing more than the perfection of ten; 
and difcharging lefsthan the tenth part of one. They 
that have.the voice of Lions, andthe act of Hares, are 
| they not Monfters ? 

Troi. Are there fuch ?fuch are not we: Praife us as we 
are tafted, allow us as we prove: our head fhall go bare, 
till merit crown it : no perfection in reverfion fhall have a 
praife in prefent: we will not name defert before his birth, 
and being born, his addition fhall be humble: few words 
to fair faith. Troilus fhal] be fuch to Creffida, as what En- 
vy can fay worlt, fhallbe a mock for his truth; and what 
truth can ipeak trueft, not truer than Zroilxs. 

Cref, Will you walk in, my Lord ? 


Enter Pandarus. 
Pan, What, blufhing fill? have you not done talking 
et 
f Cref. Well, Uncle, what folly I cofnmit, I dedicate to 


ou. . 
f Pan. ï thank you for that: if my Lord get a Boy of 
you, youl give him me: be true to my Lord; if he finch, 
chide me forit. : 

Troi. Youknow now yonr Hoftages: your Unckles 
word.and my firm faith. ^ 

Pan. Nay, l’le give my word for her too : our kindred 
though they be long e’re they are wooed, they are com- 
ftant being won : they are Burs, E can tell you, they’l 
{tick where they are thrown. 

Cref. Boldnefs comes tome now, and brings me heart : 
Prince 7 oilus, { have lov’d you night and day, for many 
weary Months. _ 

Trot, Why was my Creffide then fohard towin ? 

Cref. Hard to feem won: but] was won, my Lord, 
Withthe firit glance that ever: pardon me, 

If Icopfefs much, you will play the Tyrant: 
I loveyou now, but not till now fo much 
But I might malter it; in faith! lye: 
My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 
Tco head-ftrong for their Mother : fee we Fools, 
Why have I blab’d ? who fhall be truc to ws, 
W hen we are fo unfecret to our felves ? | 
But though! lov’d you well, I wooed you not, 
And yet good faith I witht my felfa Man: 
Or-thatthe Women had mens priviledge 
Of {peaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
For in this rapture I fhall forely {peak 
The thing I fhallrepent: fee, fee your filence 
Coming in dumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws 
My Soul of Counfel from me. Stop my mouth. 
Troi. And fhall, albeit fweet Mufick iffues thence. 
Pan. Pretty, i’taith. 
- Cref My Lord, I do befeech you pardon. me, 
"Twas not my purpofe thusto beg a kifs: 
lam afham’d 5; O Heavens, what have I done! 
For this time willl take my leave, my Lord. 
Troi, Your leave, fweet Creffid 3 
_ Pan, Leave! and you take leave tillto morrow mor- 
ming 
7 Cref. Pray yau, content yov. 


Troi. What offends you, Lady ? 
Cref. Sir, mine own company. ‘ 
Tro. You cannot fhun your felf. 
Cref. Let me go and try: 
| havea kind of felf refides with you: 
Butan unkind felf, that it felf will leave, 
To be anothers Fool. Where is my Wit ? 
I would be gone: I fpeak I know not what. 
Troi. Well know they what they Speak, that {peak fo 
wifely. 
Cref. Perchance, my Lord, I hew more craft than love. 
And fell fo roundly to a large Confeffion, 
To angle for your thoughts: but you are wife, 
Or elfe you love not: for tobe wife and love, 
Exceeds mans might, that dwells with Gods above. 
Troi. O that l thonght it could be in a woman, 
And if it cah, 1 will prefume in you, 
To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love, 
To keep her conftancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living beauties outward, with 2: mind 
That doth renew fwifter than blood decays: 
Or that perfwafion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of fuch a winnowed purity in love : 
How were I then up-lifted ! but alas, 
I am as true, as truth’s fimplicity, 
And fimpler than the infancy of truth. 
Cref. Inthat le war with you. 
Troi. O vertuous fight, i 
When right with right wars, who fhould be moft right? 
True Swains in love, fhall inthe world tocome | 
Approve their truths by Troilus, when their Rhimes, 
Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare, 
Want fimilies: truth tir’d with iteration, . 
As true as Steel, as plantage to the Moon, 
As Sun to day, as Tortle to her mate, 
Aslron to Adamant, as Earth toth’ Center: 
Yet after al-comparifons of truth, 
(As truths Authentick anthor tobe cited) c 
As true as Zroslus, fhall crown up the verfe, 
And fanétifie the numbers. 
Cref. Prophet may you be: 
If Ibefalfe, or fwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot it felf, 
When water-drops have worn the {tones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion fwallow’d Cities up, 
And mighty States characterlefs are grated 
To dufty nothing ; yet let memory, 
From falfe to falfe, among falfe Maids in love, 
Upbraid my falfehood, when they’ave faid as falfe, 
As Air, as Water, as Wind, as fandy Earth 5 
As Fox to Lamb ; as Wolf to Heifers Calf; 
Pard tothe Hind, or Stepdame to her Son; 
Yea, let them fay, to ftick the heart of falfchood,; 
As falfe as Creffid. 

Pand. Goto, abargain made: fealir, fealit, Ile be, 
the witnefs , here] hold your hand: here, my Coufins, 
if ever you prove falfe.to one another, fince | have taken 
fuch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful goers 
between be call’d to the worlds end after my name: call 
chem al) Panders; let al} conftant men be Trotluffes, all | 

} 


falfe Women Creffida’s, and all brokers between, Panderi 
fay, Amen. 


Troi. Amen. 
Cref. Amen. 
Pand. Amen. 
Whereupon. I will hew you a Chamber, which Bed, be- 


caufe it {hall not ffeak of your pretty encounters, prefs it 
todeath: away. 7 


And Capid grant all Tongue-ty’d Maidens here, 
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. 
CExerer, 


` Ester 


Yy3 
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The Tragedy of Troilus and Creffida. 


‘Enter Ulyflcs, Diomedes, Neftor, Agamemrion, Mene- 
laus, ad Calcas. 


Cal. Now, Princes, for the ferviceI have done you, 
Th advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call.for.recompence: appear it to your mind, 
That through the fight I bear in things to come, 
‘[-have abandon’d Troy, left my pofleflion, 
Incurr’d a Traytors name, expos’d my felf, 
“From certain und pofleft coriveniencies, 
To doubtful Fortunes, fequeftring from me all 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuftom, and Condition, 
Made tame, and moft familiar to my nature : 
And here to do you fervice ani become 
As new,into the World, ftrange, unacquainted. 
I dofbefeech you, as in way of tafte, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thofe' many regiftred in promife, 
Which\you fay live to'come in my behalf. 
Aga. What would’ thou of us, Trojan ? make de- 
mand: ? 
Cal. You havea Trojan prifoner, call’d Anthenor, 
Yefterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you, thanks therefore) 
Defir’d my Creffid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath ftillden’?d: but this Axthexor, 
I know is fuch a wreft in their affairs, 
That their negotiations all'muft flack, 
Wanting his manage: and they will almoft 
Giveus a Prince o’th’ blood, a Son of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be fent, great Princes, 
And he fhall buy my Daughter : and her prefence 
Shall quite {trike off all fervice! have done, 
| In moft accepted pain. 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Creffid hither: Calcas fhali have 
What he requefts of us : good Diomede, 
Furnifh you fairly for this enterchange ; 
With all, bring word, if Hetter will to morrow 
Be anfwer’d in his Challenge. Ajaxisready. 
Dio, This hall I undertake, and’tisa burthen l 
Which! am proud to bear. [Exit. 


Enter Achilles, and Patroclus in their Tent. 


` Ulyf. Achilles {tands ith’ entrance of his Tent;. 
Pleafe it our General to pafs ftrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot: and Princesall, 
Lay negligent and loofe regardupon him 5 
I willcome laft, ?tis like hell queftion me, 
Why fuch nnplaufive Eyes are bent? why turn’d on him? 
If fo, Ihave decifion medicinable, 
To ufe between your ftrangenefs and his pride, 
Which his own will fhall have defire to drink 5 
It may do good, Pride hath no other glafs 
To fhew it felf, but Pride : for fupple knees 
Feed arrogance, end are the proud mans fees. 
Agam. Weel execute your purpofe, and put on 
A formof ftrangenefs as we pafs along, 
So do each Lord, and either greet him not, 
Or elfe difdainfully, which fhall fhake him more, 
Thanif not look’ton, Iwifllead the way. 
Achif, What, comesthe General to fpeak with me ? 
You know my mind. Ile fight no more ’gainit Troy. 
Aga.. What fays Achilles, would he ought with us 4 
Neft. Would you, my Lord, ought with the General ? 
Achil. No. 
Neft. Nothing, my Lord. 
Aga: Thebetter. 
-Achil. Good day, good day. 
Men. How do you? how do you? 
Achil. What does the Cuckold feorn me ? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 


Å 





Achil Good morrow, Ajax. 
Ajax, Ha. 
Achil. Good morrow. 
Ajax. 1, and Good next day too. CExennt. 
Achıl. What mean thefe Fellows ? know they noc 4. 
chilles ? 
Patr, They pafs ftrangely : they were us’d to bend, 
To fend their {miles before them to Achilles; ` 
To comeas humbly, as they usd to creep to holy Altars. 
Achil. Whatam I poor of late ? 
*Yis certain, Greatnefs once fal’n out with Fortune, 
Mutt fall out with Men too: what the declin’d is, 
He fhall as foon read in the Eyes of others, 
As fcel in his own fall: for Men like Butter. flies, 
Shew not their mealy wings, but tothe Summer; 
And not a Man, for being fimple Man, 
Hath.any Honour, but Honour’d by thofe Honours 
That are without him ; as Place, Riches, Favour, 
Prizes of accident, as oft as merit: 
Which when they fall (as being flippery ftanders) 
The love that lean’d on themas flippery too, 
Dathone pluck down another, and together 
Dyein the fall: But tis not fo with me, 
Fortune and | are Friends, | do enjoy 
Atample pointall that | did poffefs, 
Save thefe men’s looks, whodo methinks fird out 
something not worth in me fuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyfes, 
le interupt his reading : How now, Ulyffer? 
Ulf. Now, great Zhetis Son. 
Achil, W hat are you reading ? 
Ulyf. A ftrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what heows, but by reflection , 
As when his virtues fhining upon others, 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firft giver. a 
Achil, This is not ftrange, Ulyfes, 
The beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The bearer knows not, but commends it felf, 
Not going from it felf, but eye to eye oppos’d, 
Salute each other, with each others form. 
For fpeculation turns not to it felf, 
Till tc hath travell’d and is married there 
Where it may fee it felf; thisis not ftrange at all. 
Ulf. 1 do not {train ic at the Pofition, 
Itis familiar; but atche Authors drift, 
Who in hiscircumftance, exprefly proves 
That no man is the Lordof any-thing, 
(Though in and of him there is much confifting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himfelf know them for ought, , 
Till he behold them formed in th’ applaufe, 
Where they’re extended - who like an arch reverb’rates 
The voice again , or like a gate of Steel, 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back 
His Figure, and hisHeat. I was much rapt in this, 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. i 
Heavens, what aman is there?a very. Horfe, 
That has he knows not what Nature,what things thereare 
Moft abject in regard, and dear in ufe; 
What things again moft dear in the efteem, 
And poor in worth : now fhall we fee to morrow, 
And aĉ that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown’'d ' O Heavens, what fome men do, 
While fome men leavetodo ! n 
How fome men creep in skittifh fortunes Hall, 


-| VVhiles others play the Idiots in her eyes: 


How one man eats into anothers Pride, 
VVhile Pride is feafting in his wantonnefs 


| To fee thefe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, 


They: 
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They clap the lubber 4jex on the fhoulder, 
As if his foot were on brave Hetor’s brealt, 
And pon Troy fhrinking . 
Achil. Udo believe it, 
For they paft by me, as Mifers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave tome good word, nor good look : 
VVhat, are my deeds forgot ? 
Ulyf. Time hath (my Lord) a wallet at hisback, 
VVherein he puts alms for oblivion ¢ 
A great-fiz’d Montter of ingratitudes : 
| Thofe fcraps are good deeds paft, 
Which are devour’d as faft as they are mad c, 
Forgot as foonasdone: perfeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright: to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fafhion, like arufty Male, 
In monumental mockr’y : take the inftant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight fo narrow, 
Where one but goes abreaft, keep then the path, 
For Emulation hath a thoufand Sons, 
That one by one purfue; if you give way 
Or hedge afide from the direct forth-right, 
Like to anentred Tide, they all rufh by, 
And leave you hindmotft 5 
Or like a gallant Horfe fal’n in firft rank, 
Lye there for pavement totheabject, near 
Q’re-run and trampled on : then what they doin prefent, 
Though lefs than yours in paft, muft o’retop yours: 
For time is like a fafhionable Hoft, 
That flightly fhakes his parting Gueft by th’ hand ; 
And with his arms out-ftretch’d, as he would fiye, 
Grafps inthe comer: the welcome ever fmiles, 
And farewels goes out fighing : O let not virtue feek 
Remuneration for the thing it was: for Beauty, Wit, 
High-birth, vigor of Bone, defert in Service, 
Love, Friendfhip, Charity, are fubjects all 
To envious and calumniating time: 
One touch of nature makesthe whole World kin ; 
That all with one confent praife new-born gauds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things paft, 
And go to duft, that isa little gilt, 
More laud in gilt o’re-dufted. 
The prefent Eye praifes the prefent object. 
Then marvel not, thou greatand compleat Man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worlhip Ajax; 
Since things in motion "gin to catch the Eye, 
Than what not ftirs, the cry went outon thee, 
And fill it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou would’{t not entomb thy felfalive, 
And cafe thy reputation inthy Tent, 
Whofe glorious deeds, but in thefe fields of late, 
Made emulous miflions ’mongft the Gods themfel ves, 
And drave great Afars to Faction. 
Achil. Of this my privacy, 
l have {trong reafons. 
Ubf. But ’gainft your privacy, 
The reafons are more potent and heroical : 
°Tis known, Achilles, that you arein love 
VVith one of Préams Daughters. 
Achil. Ba? known? 
Ulyf. Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that’s ina watchful State, 
Knows almoft: every grain of Pluto’s Gold 3 
Finds bottom inth’ uncomprehenfive deeps 
Keeps place with thought ; and, almoft like the Gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles : 
‘There isa Myftery (with whom relation 
Durft never meddle) in the foul of ftate; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than Breath or Pen can give expreflure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Heéfor than Polyxena, 
But it muft grieve youog Pyrrbus now at home, 
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When Fame fhall in her Ifand found her Trump; 
And all the Grecksfb Girles thall tripping fing, 
Great Aeétor’s Silter did Achslles win ; 
But our Great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
Farewel, my Lord: 1, as your Lover, fpeak ; 
The Fool flideso’re the Ice that-you fhould break. 
Patr. To this efft, Achilles, have | mov’d you; 
A woman impudent and mannik grown, 
Is not more loath’d, than an effeminate nian 
In time of action: I ftand condemn’d for this ; 
They think my little ftomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, reftrains you thus - 
Sweet, roufe your felf: and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloofe his amorous fold, 
And likea dew-drop from the Lions mane, 
Be fhook to airy air. 
Achil, Shall Ajax fight with Hector ? 
Parr. 1, and perhaps receive much Honour by him. 
Achil. 1 fee my Reputation is at ftake, 


| My Fame is threwdly gored. 


Patr, O then beware : 
Thofe wounds heal ill, that men do give themfelvcs: 


-Omiflion to do what is neceflary, 


Seals a Commiflion toa blank of danger, 
And danger, like an Agne, fubtly taints 
Even then when, we fit idly in the fun. 

Ach.l. Go call Therfites hither, fweet Patroclirs, 
ile fend the Fool to jax, and defire him 
T’invite the Trqan Lordsafter the Combat 
To fee us here unarm’d: | have a Womans longing, 

An appetite that I am fick withall, 

To fee great Hector in the weeds of peace. 
Enter Therfites. 

To talk with him, and to behold his vifage, 

Even to my full of view. A labour fav'd. 

Ther. A wonder. 

Achil. What? 

_ Ther. Ajax goesup and down the Field, asking for 
himfelf. 

Achil, Bow fo? 

_ Ther. He muft fight fingly to morrow with efor, and 
1s fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that 
he raves in faying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be? 

Ther. Why, he flalks up and down likea Peacock, a 
ftride and a ftand : ruminates, like an Hoftefs, that hath no 
Arithmetique, but her Brain to fet down her reckoning: 
bites his lip with a politique regard, as who fhould fay, 
there were witin hishead, and *twoud out; and fo there 
is, butit lies as coldly in him, as Fireina Flint, which 
will not hew without knocking. The man’s undone for 
ever 5 for if Afeéor break not his Neck i'th? Combat, hee’! 
break’t himfelfin vam-glory. He knows not me: I faid, 
good morrow Ajax. And he replies, thanks Azamemnen. 
W hat think you of this man, that takes me for the Gene- 
ral ? He’s growna very Land-fith, languagelefs, a Montter, 
a Plague of Opinion, a man may wear it on both fides like 
a Leather Jerkin. 

Achil, Thou muft be my Embaflador to him, Therfices. 

Ther. Whol? while he'll anfwer no body: he pro- 
fefles not anfwering ; {peaking is for Beggars : he wears his 
Tongue in’s Arms : I will puton his prefence; let Parreclus 
make his demands to me,you fhall fee the Pageant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus, tell him, 1 hombly delire the 
valiant jax, to invite the moft valorous efor, to come 
unarm’d tomy Tent, and to procure fafe conduct for his 
perfon, of the magnanimous, and moft illuftrious, fix or fe- 
ven times honour’d Captain, General of the Grecian Ar- 
my, Agamemnon, &c. do this. 

Patr. Jove blefs great Ajax, 

Ther. Hum. 

Patr. | come fromthe worthy Achibes, 

. Ha? 

Patr. Who moft humbly defires you to invite Heétor. 

to his Tent. Ther. 
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Ther. 
Patr. 
Ther. 
Patr, 
Ther. 
Patr. 
Ther. 


Hum. 

And to procure fafe conduct from Agamemnon, 
Agamemnon ? 

1, my Lord. 

Ha ? 

What fay you to’t. 

Godb’you, with allmy Heart. 

Patr Your anf{wer, Sir. 

Ther. 1f to morrow be a fair day, by elevena Clock it 
will go one way. or other; howfoever, he thall pay for me 
ere he has me. 

Patr. Your anfwer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare you wel with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, ishe ? 

Ther’ No, but he’s out a tune thus: what Mufick will he 
be in when Heétor has knockt out his brains, 1 know not: 
but'I am fure none, unlefs the Fidler pcko get his Sinews 
to make Catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou fhalt bear a Letter to him ftraight. 

Ther, Let me carry another to his Horfe ; for that’s the 
more capable creature. 

Achil.. My mindis troubled like a Fountain ftirr?d, 

‘+ Andimy felf {ce not the bottomof it. 

Ther. Would the Fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that | might water an A{3 at it : I had rather be a 
Tick in a Sheep, than fuch a. valiant ignorance. 


Enter at one Door Æneas with æ Torch, at another Paris, 
‘Deiphobus, Anthenor, Diomede the Grecian, with Torches. 


Patr. See ho, whois that there ? 
Deip. It is the Lord eZneas, 
ene. Isthe Prince there in perfon ? 
Had 1 fo good occafion to lie long 
As you Prince Paris, nothing but Heavenly bufinefs, 
' Should rob my Bed-mate of my company. 
Diom. That’s my mind too: good morrow, Lord o£Æneas; 
Par. A valiant Greek, eneas, take his Hand, 
Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech within ; 
You told how Diomede, in a whole week by days 
Did haunt you in 4 Field. 
| ene, Health to you, valiant Sir, 
‘During all queftion of the gentle Truce : 
But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance, 
As heart can think, or courage execute, 
Diom. The one and other Diomede embraces, 
Our Bloods are now in calm; and fo long health: 
But when contention, and occafion meet, 
By ove, Ple play the Hunter for thy life, 
‘With all my-Force, Purfuit, and Policy. 
c£xe. And thou fhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
With his Face backward, in humane. gentlenefs ; 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Axchifes’s life, 
Welcome seo > by Venus hand I {wear, 
No Man alivecan love in fucha fort, 
The thing he meansto kill, more excellently. 
Diom, We fympathize. ove let eEneas live 
(If to my Sword his fate be not the glory) 
A thoufand compleat courfes of the Sun: 
But in mine emulous Honour let him die, 
Vith every joynt a wound, and that to morrow. 
eEne. We know each other well. 
Dio. Wedo, and long to know each other worfe. 
Par. This is the moft defpighrful’t gentle greeting ; 
The nobleft hateful love, that e’re I heard of. 
What bufinefs, Lord, fo early ? 
cEne. | wasfent for to the King; but why, I knownot. 
Par, His purpofe nteets you ; it was to bring this Greek 
To Calchas’s houfe: and there torender him, 
For the enfreed Axthenor, the fair Creffid : 
Lets have your company ; or if you pleafe, 
Hafte there before us, | conftantly do.think 
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge) 
My Brother. Troilus lodges there to Night. 
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Roufehim, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality, whereof l fear 
We fhall be much unwelcome. 

fine. That I affure you: 

Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Creffid born from Troy, 

Par. There is no help: 
The bitter difpofition of the time will have it fo. 
On, Lord, wee’l follow yon. 

fine. Good morrow ail. 

Par. And tell me, Noble Diomede s faith 
Even in the Soul of found good fellowhhip, 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moft ? 
My felf, or Atenelans ? 

Dsom. Both alike. d 
He merits well to have her, that doth feek her, 
Not making any fcruple of her foylute, 

With fucha Hellof pain, and world of charge. 
And you as well to keep her that defend her, 
Not palating the taft of her difhonour, 

With fuch a coftly lofs of wealth and friends; 
He, likea puling Cuckold, would drink up 

The Lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 

You like a letcher, out of whorifh Loins, 

Are pleas’d to breed out your Inheritors : 

Both merits poiz’d, each weighs no lefs nor more 
But heas he, which heavier for a Whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman. 

Dio. She’s bitter to her Countrey: hear me, Paris, 
For every falfe dropin her baudy Veins 
A Grecians life hath funk: for every Scruple 
Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been flain. Since the could fpeak, 
She hath not given fo many good words breath, 
As for her Greeks and Trojans fuffred death. 

Par. Fair Diomede, you do as Chapmen do, 

Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy : 
But we in filence hold this virtue well ; 
We'll not commend, what we intend to fell. 
Here lies our way. 

Enter Troilus and Creflida. 

Troi, Dear, trouble not your felf: themorn-is cold. | 

Cref. Then, fweet my Lord, Ile call my Uncle down: 
He fhall unbolt the Gates. 

Troi. Trouble him not: 

To Bed, to Bed: fleep killthofe pretty Eyes, 
And give as foft attachment to thy Sences, 
As Infantsempty of all thought. 

Cref. Good morrow then. 

Tro. | prithee now to Bed. 

Cref. Are you a weary of me? 

Troi. O Creffida! but that the bufy day 
Wak?d by the Lark, has rovz’d the Ribald Crows, 
And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer : 

I would not from thee. $ 

Cref. Night hath beentoo brief. (ftays, 

Tros. Befhrew the Witch! with venemous weights fhe 


[Exit Eneas. 
tell me true, 


[Exeunt. 


-| As hideoufly as Hell , but flies the grafps of love, 


With wings more momentary, fwifter than thought : 
You will catch cold and curfe me. 

Cref. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; 
O foolifh Crefida, I might have ftill held off, 
And then you would havetarried. Heark there’s one up. 

Pan. within, What's all the doors open here-? 

Troi. It is your Uncle. 

Ta LEnter Pandarus. 

Cref. A Peftilence on him : now will he be mocking : 
I fhall have fuch a life. 

Pan. How now, how now? how go Maiden-heads ? 
Hear, you Maid: where’s my Coufin Creffid ? 

Cre/. Go hang your felf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 


| You bring me to do——and then you flout me too. 


Pan, Todo what? todowhat? Jet her fay, what : 
What have | brought you todo ? E 
Cref. 
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Cref. Come, come, befhrew your heart: yaou’l ne’re be 
good, nor fuffer others. 

‘Pan. Ha, ha: alas poor wretch: a poor Chepochia, halt 
not flept tonight è would he not (a naughty man) let it 
fleep : a bug-bear take him. [One knocks. 

Cref. Did not! tell you ? would he were knock’d i’th’ 
head. Who’s that at door ? good Uncle, go and fee. 

My Lord, come you again into my Chamber : 
You fmile and mock me, as if I meant navghtily. 

Troi. Ha, ha. 

Cref. Come, you are deceiv’d, J think of no fich thing. 
How earneftly they knock: pray yoncome in. [Knock 
I would not for half Zroy have you feen here.  [Exennr. 


Pan. Who's there? what’s the matter? will you beat | 


down the door ? Hownow, what’s the matter ? 

ene. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who's there, my Lord e4neas? by my troth | 
knew you not: what news with you fo early ? 

ene. ls not Prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here? what fhould he do here? 

c4ne. Come, he is here, my Lord, do not deny him: 

[t doth import him much to (peak with me. 

Pan, Is he here fay you? ’tis more than E know, Piebe 
fworn: For my own part, | came in Jate, what fhould 
he do here ? 

ene. Who, nay then : Come, come, you'll do him 
wrong, e’re y’? are ware - you'll be fo true to him, to be 
falfe to him: Do not you know of him, but yet go feccir 
him hither, go. 

| Ener Troilus. 

Troi, How now, what’s the matter ? 

cine. My Lord, ! {carce have leifure to falute you, 
My matter is forafh : therets at hand, 

Paris your Brother, and Desphobus, 

The Grecian Dsomede, and our Anthenor 

Deliver’d to us, and for him forth-with, 
E’re che firft Sacrifice, within this hour, 

We mutt give up to Diomedes hand 

The Lady Creffida. 

Troi. Isit concluded fo ? 

eÆne, By Priam, and the general State of Troy, 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Tro, How many atchievments mock me ? 
i will go meet them: and my Lord «eas, 
We met by chance, you did not find me here. 

ene. Good, good,my Lord, the fecrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. [Exeunt, 

Enter Pandarus and Crellid. 

Pan. 19't poffible ? no fooner got but loft: the Devil 
take Anrhenor, the young Prince will go mad: a plague 
upon Anthenor ; | would they had broke’s neck. 

Cref. How now? what’s the matter ? who was here ? 

Pan, Ah, ah? 

Cref. Why figh you fo profoundly ? where’s my Lord ? 
gone? tellme, fweet Uncle, what’s the matter ? 

Pan, Would | were as deep under the earth, as I am 
above. 

Cref. O the Gods! what’s the matter ? 

Pan, Prithee get thee in: would chou hadft ne’re been 
born; | knew thou would’ft be his death. O poor Gen- 
tleman: a plague upon Anthexor. 

Cref. Good Uncle, | befeech you, on my knees, I be- 
feech you, what’s the matter ? 

Pan. Thou muft be gone, wench, thou muft be gone ; 
thou art chang’d for Axthenor : thou muft to thy Father, 
and be gone from Troslns : twill be his death: “twill be 
his bane, he cannot bear it. 

Cref. O you immortal Gods ! I will not go. 

Pan. Thou muft. 

Cref. | will not, Uncle: Ihave forgot my Father. 

I know no touch of confanguinity : 

No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul fo near me, 
As the fweet 7 roles ; O you Gods divine ! 

Make Creffid’s name the very crown of falfhood, 
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If ever fhe leave Troilus: time, and death, 
Do to this body what extremity you can : 
But the {trong Bafe and building of my love 
Is as the very Centre of the earth, 
Drawing all things toit. 1 will goin, and weep. 
Pan. Do, do. 
Cref. T my bright Hair, and fcratch my praifed 
cheeks, 
Crack my clear voice with fobs, and break my heart 
With founding Troilus. I will not go from Troy,  { Exir. 


Enter Paris, Troilus, Æneas, Deiphobus, Anthenor, 
and. Diomedes. 


Par. \tis great morning, and the bour prefixe 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faft upon: good my Brother Troslas, 
Tell you the Lady what fhe is to do, 

And hafte her to the purpofe. 

Tros. Walk into her hoafe : 
le bring her to the Grecian prefently ; 
And to his hand when! deliver her, 
Think it an Altar, and thy Brother Troilus 
A Prieft, there offering to it his heart. 

Par, | know, what "tis to love, 

And would, as I fhall pity, I could help. 
Pleafe you walkin, my Lords. 
Entey Pandarus and Creflid. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cref. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief isfine, full perfect that! rafte, 
And no lefs ina fenfe as ftrong, as chat 
Which caufeth it. How can | mod’rate it ? 
If 1 could cemporife with my affection, 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palat, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits do qualifying crofs. 

Enter Troilus. 
No more my grief, in fuch a precious lofs. 

Pan, Here, here, here he comes, afweet Duck. 

Cref. O Troilus, Troslus, 

Pan. What a pair of Spectacles ts here ? let me embrace 
too: oh Heart, asthe goodly faying is; O Heart, heavy 
Heart, why fitceft thou without breaking ? where he an- 
fwers again; becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fmarc by 
friendhhip, nor by fpeaking : there was never a truer time ; 
let uscatt away nothing, for we may live to have need of 
fuch 2 Verfe; we fee it, we fee it: how now, Lambs? 

Trot. Creffid, | love thee in fo ftrangea purity ; 

That the bleft Gods, as angry with my fancy, 
More bright in zeal, than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities, take thee from me. 

Cref. Have the Gods envy ? 

Pan. 1,1, 1,1, "ustoo plain a cafe. 

Cref. Andis ittrue, that! muft go from Troy? 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

Cref. What, and from Troilus too ? ` 

Troi. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cref. [s’t poflible ? 

Troi. And faddenty, where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by 
Alltime of paufe: rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoyndure: forcibly prevents l 
Our lock’d embrafures ; ftrangles our dear vows, 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath. 
We two, that with fo many thoufand fighs 
Did buy each other, maft poorly fell our felves, 
With the rude brevity and difcharge of one, 
Injurious time, now with a Robbers hafte 
Crams his rich Theevery up, he knows not how. 
As many farewels asbe ftarsin Heaven; 

With diftingt breath, and confign’d killes to them, 
He fumbles up ina loofe adieu: 
And fcants us with a fingle famifht kifs, 


[Excunt 


Diftafting 
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Diftalting with the Salt of broken tears. 
Enter Æneas. 
e#neas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
Trot. Hark, you are cail’d; fome fay the Genius fo 

Cries, come, to him that inftantly muft die. 

Bid them have patience ; fhe fhall come anon. 
Pan. Where are my tears? rain, tolay this wind, o? 

my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 
Cref. I mult then to the Grecsans ? 
Troi. No remedy. 

_ Cref. Awoful Crefid ’mongit the merry Greeks. 
Troi. When fhall we fee again ? 

Hear me, my Love: be thon but true of Heart. 
Cref. Ltrue? hownow? what wicked deem is this ? 
Trot. Nay, we muft ufe expoftulation kindly, 

For it is parting from. us: À 

[ fpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 

For I will throw my Glove to death himfelf, 

That there’s no maculation in thy Heart ; 
But be thou true, fay 1, to fafhion in 
My fequent Proteftation : be thou true, 
And I will fee thee. 
Cref. Q you hall beexpos’d, my Lord, to dangers 
Asinfinite, asimminent: but le be true. 
Troi, And V’le grow friend with danger ; 
Wear this Sleeve. 
Cref. And you this Glove. 
When fhall I fee you ? 
Troi. | will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 
To give thee nightly vifitation : 
But yet be true. 
Cref. O Heavens, be true again ? 
Troi. Hear why I {peak it, Love: 
The Grecian youths are full of quality, 
‘Their loving well compos’d, with gift of Nature, 
Flowing and {welling o’re with Arts and exercife : 
‘How novelties may move, and parts with perfon, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealoufie, 
Which I befeech you call a vertuons fin, 
Makes me afraid, 
Cref. O Heavens, you love me not! 
Tro. Dye La villain then : 
In this I do not call your Faith in queftion 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot fing, 
Nor heel the high Lavolc; not fweeten talk ; 
Nor play at fubtle games ; fair Virtues all : 
To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant : 
But I can tell that in each grace of thefe, 
There lurks a {till and dumb-difcourfive devil, 
That tempts molt. cunningly : but be not tempted. 
Cref. Do not think, I will. 
Troi. No, but fome thing may be done that we will not: 

And fometimes we are Devils to our felves, 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 

.Prefuming on their changeful potencie. 

e“Eneas within, Nay, good my Lord. 

Troi. Come kifs, and let us part. 

Paris within, Brother Troilus. 
| roi, Good Brother, come you hither, 
Í And bring «Æneas and the Grecian with you. 
Cref. My Lord, will you be true ? 
Troi. Who 1? alas itismy vice, my fault: 
While others Fifh with craft for great Opinion, 
$, with great truth, catch meer fimplicity ; 
Whil'ft fome. with canning gild their Copper Crowns, 
} With truth and plainnefs I do wear mine bare. 
| Enter the Greeks, 
Fear not my truth; the moral of my Wit 
Is plain and true, there’s all the reach of it. 
Welcome, Sir- Dsomede, heré is the Lady. 
Which for Anthenor we deliver you. 
| Ac the Port (Lord) I’le give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poffefs thee what fhe is. 
Entreat her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 






If e’re thou ftand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creffid, and thy life fhall be as fafe 
As Priam is in Ilion, 
Diom, Fair Lady Creffid, 
So pleafe you, fave the thanks this Prince expects: 
The luftre in your Eye, Heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair ufage, and to Diomede 
You fhall be Miftrefs, and command him wholly. 
Tros. Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly: 
To fhame the Seal of my Petition towards, 
I praifing her. | tellthee, Lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-foaring o’re thy praifes, 
Asthou unworthy to be call’d her Servant: 
I charge thee ufe her well, even for my charge: 
For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou do’ not, 
(Though the great bulk chilies be thy Guard) 
le cut chy Throat. 
Diom, Oh be not mov’d, Prince Troilus ; 
Let me be privileg’d by my place and meflage, 
To be a fpeaker free: when I am hence, 
Ple anfwer to my luft : and know, my Lord, 
Ple nothing do on charge : to her own worth 
She fhall be priz’d : but that you fay, be’t fo; 
\le {peak in my Spirit and honour, no. 
Troi. Come tothe Port. Ple tell thee, Diomede, 
- This Brave fhal oft make thee to hide thy Head : 
Lady, give me your hand, and as we walk, 
Toour own felves bend we our needful talk. 
[Sound Trumpet, 
Par. Hark, Hettor’s Trumpet. 
e£ne. How have we fpent this morning ? 
The Prince muft think me tardy and remifs, 
That fwore to ride before him in.the Fietd. 
Par. *TisTroilas fault: come, come, to Field with him. 
[Excunt. 
Dio. Letus make ready ftreight. 
eEne, Yea, with a Bridegroom’s frefh alacrity 
Let us addrefsto tend on feéor’s heels : 
The glory of our Zroy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and fingle Chivalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agamemnon, Me- 
nelaus, Ulyfles, Neftor, Calcas, ec. 


4ga, Here art thou in appointment frefh and fair, 
Anticipating time. With ftarting courage, 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appauled-Air 
May pierce the head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 
Aja. Thou Trumpet, there’s my Purfe ; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and fplit thy Brafen Pipe : 
Blow villain, till thy fphered Bias Check 
Out-fwell the Cholick of puft Aguilon: 
Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy Eyes fpout Elood: 
Fhou blowelt for Hector, 
Ubff. No Trumpet anfwers. 
Achil, >Tisbut early days. z 
Enter Diomede and Crefiid. 
Aga. {st not young Diomede with Calcas Daughter ? 
Ulf, ?Tis he, [ken the manner of his Gate, 
He rifes onthe Toe: that Spirit of his 
In afpiration lifts him from the Earth.. 
“ga. Is this the Lady Creffid ? 
Dio, Even fhe. 
= Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks, {weet 
Lady. | 
Neft. Our General doth falute you with a Kifs. 
Ulyf. Yetis your kindnefs but particular; *twere better 
fhe were kift in general. 
Nest. And very courtly counfel : Ple begin, Somuch 
for Neftor 
Achil. Pletake that- Winter from your Lips: fair Lady, 
Achilles bids you welcome. i 
ne, 
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Men. \ had good argument for kiffing once. 

Patro. Butthat’s no argument for kiffing, now 5 

For thus pop’d Paris in his hardiment. 

Ulyff, Oh deadly gall, and theam of all our {corns, 
For which we lofe our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patro. The firit was Menelans kifs, this mine; 
Patreclus kifles you. 
"Men, Oh this is trim. 

Patr. Paris and | kifs evermore for him. 

Men. Vle have my kif, Sir: Lady, by your leave, 

Cref. in kiling do you render, or receive ? 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Cref. Ple make my match to give, 

The kifs you take is better than you give : therefore no 
kifs. 

' Men, Vic give you boot, I’le give you three for one. 
Cref, Youare an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Afen. An odd Man, Lady ? every man is cdd. 

Cref. No, Parisisnot, for you know ’tis truc, 

That youare odd, and he is even with you. 

AMen. You fillip me Pth? head. 

Cref. No, Ple be fworn. bann 

Ulyf. It wereno match, your Nail againft his Horn : 
May 1, fweet Lady, beg a kifs of you 3 

Cref. You may. 

Ulyf. 1 do defire it. 

Cref. Why beg then. ' 

Ulyf. Why then for Vents fake, giveme a kifs: 

When Heltn isa Maid again, and his - 

Cref. | am your debtor, claim it when ’tis due. 

Ulyf. Never’s my Day, and then akifs of you. 

Dion. Lady, a word, Pie bring you to your Father. 
Neff. A Woman of quick Sence. 

Ulyf. Fie, fie upon her: 
There’s language imher Eye, her Cheek, her Lip; 
Nay, her-Foot fpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 
Aftevery joynt, and motive of her Body : 

Oh thefe encounters fo glib of Tongue, 

That give a coafting welcome c’re it comes 5 
And wide unclafp the Tables of their thoughts, 
To every tickling Reader: fet them down, 
For fluttifh fpoils of opportunity ; 

And Daughters of the game. 





f Exceunt. 


Enter all of Troy, Hector, Paris, Aneas, Helenus, and 
Artendants, 


Ali, The Trojans Trompet. 

Aga, Yonder comes the Troop. 

Ene. Hail all you {tate of Greece: what fhall be done 
To him that Victory commands ? or do you purpole, 
A: Viktor fhall be known: will you, the Knights 
| Shall to the edge of all extremity 
!-Purfue each other 5 or fhall bedivided 
| By any voice, or order of the Field: /¥eéFor bad ask ? 

Aga, Which way would Heéfor have it ? 

ene. He caresnot, he'll obey conditions. 

Aga. "Tis done like Hettor, but fecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal difprifing 
The Knight oppos’d. Ë 

ene, If not Achilles, Sir, what 1s your name ? 

Achil. 1f wot Achilles, nothing. 

ene, Therefore Achilles: but what ere, know this, 
In the extremity of great and little : 

Valour and Pride excel themfelves in Aeétor ; 

The onc almoft as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing : weigh him well - 

And that which looks like Pride; is Courtefie : 

This Ajax is half made of Heétor’s Blood, 

In love whereof, half Aeéfor ftay’s at home: 

Half heart, half hand, half Heéfor, comes to feek 

This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greek, 
Achil. A Maiden Battel then ? O I perceive you. 
Aga. Here is Sir Diomede ; Go gentle Knight, 
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Stand by our Ajax: as you and Lord e£ncas 
Confent upon the order of their fight, 
So be it ; either to the uttermoft, 
Or elfea breach: the Combatants being kin, 
Half itints their ftrife, before their ftrokes begin. 
ps They arc oppos’d already. 
ga, What Troan is that fame, that looks fo heavy? 
Ulf. The youngelt Son of Priam, 
And a true Knight , they call him 7roiles ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchlefs, firm of word, 
Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his Tongue; 
Not foon provok’d, nor being provok’d, foon calm'd; 
His heart and hand both open, and both free: 
For what he has, he gives; what thinks, he fhews; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with Breath; 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; 
For Heétor in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes 
To tender Objects; but he in heat of Action 
ls more vindicative than jealous love. 
They call hin Tross; andon him erett 
A fecond hope, as fairly built as sYecZor. 
Thus fays «£neas, one that knows the youth, 
Even to lis inches: and with private Soul, 
Didin great Jison thus tranflate him to ms. 
Aga. They are inaction. 
Neft. Now Ajax hold thine own. 
Troi, Heétor thou fleep’{t, awake thee. 
Aga. His blows are well difpos’d there, Ajax. [Trumpets 
Diom. You muft no more. ceafe. 
eÆne. Princes, enough, fo pleafe you. 
“ja. lam not warm yet, Ict us fight again. 
Dicm. As Heétor pleafes. 
Flet. Why then will I no more: 


[ .4Alerum, 


Thou art, great Lord, my Father’s Sifter’s Son ; 


A Coulin German to great Priams Sced: 

The obligation of our Blood forbids 

‘A gory emulation ’twixt us twain : 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan fo, 

That thou could’ fay, this hand is Grecian all, 
And this ts Zrojan: the Sinews of this Leg 

All Greek, and thisall Zroy: my Mother?s Blood 
Runson the dexter Cheek, and this Sinifter 
Bounds in my Father’s: by Fez multipotent, 
Thou fhould’ft not bear from me.a Greekifh member 
Whercin my Sword had not impreffure made 
Of our rank feud: but the juft Gods gainfay, 


_Tchat any drop thou borrow’dft from chy Mother, 


Myfacred Aunt, fhould by my mortal Sword 
Be drain’d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
By him thatthunders, thouhaft lufty Arms; 
Heitor would have them fall upon him thus, 
Coufin, all honour to thee. 
Aja. I thank thec, Afector : 
Thouart toogentle, and too free 3 man :, 
Icameto kill thee, Coufin, and bear hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. 
Helt, Not Neoptolemus fo mirable, 
On whofe bright Creft, Fame with her loud’ft (O yes) 
Cries, This is he, could promife to himfelf, 
A thought of added Honour, torn from Aer, 
eEne, There is expectance here from both the fides: 
What further you will do. 
Feit, We'll anfwer it: 
The iffue is embracement : Ajax, farewel. 
Aja. {f I might inentreaties find fuccefs, 
As feld I have the chance, I would defire. 
My famous Coulin toour Grecian Tents. 
Diom, ?Vis Agamemnon’s with, and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee unarm’d the valiant Aecior. 
Fleck. ~Eneas, call my Brothes Zroilas to me: 
And fignifie this loving enterview 
Tothe expectors of our Zrojan part : 
Defire them home. Give me thy hand,.my Coufin - se 
i W 
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I will goeat with thee, and fee your Knights. 
Enter Agamemnon and the reft. 
Aya. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Heit. The worthicl ofthem, tell me name by name: 

But for Achilles, mine own fearching eyes 

Shall find him by his large and portly fize. 

Aza, Worthy of Arms: as welcome asto one, 

That would be rid of fuchan Enemy. 

But that’s no welcome: underftand more clear, 

What’s paft and what’s to come, is ftrew’d with husk’s 

And formlefs ruin of oblivion: 

But inthis extantmoment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing, 

Bids thee with moft divine integrity, 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 
Heé, \ thank thee, moft imperious Agamemnon, 
Aga. My well fam’d Lord of Troy, no lefs to you. 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brothers greeting, 

You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Hett. Whom muft we anfwer ? 
eÆne. The Noble Menelan. 
Het. O, you my Lord, by Mars his gauntlet, thanks, 

Mock not, that 1 affect th? untraded Oath, 

Your quondam wife {wears ftillby Venus Glove; 

She’s well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Aten, Name her not now; Sir, hes a deadly Theam. 
Hett. O pardon, I offend. 
Neft. 1 have (thou gallant Trojan) feen thee oft 

Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way 

Through ranks of Greckifhi youth, andI have feen thee, 

As hot as Perfeus, fpur thy Phrygian Steed, 

And feen thee {corning forfeits and fubduements, 

When thou hat hung thy advanced Sword Pth’ Air, 

Nor letting it decline on the declined : 

That I have faid unto my ftanders by, 

Lo jupiter is yonder, dealing life. 

And J have feen thee paufe, and take thy breath, 

When that a Ring of Greeks, have hemm’d thee in, 

Like an Olympian wraftling. Thishave! f{een, 

But this thy countenance (till lockt in Steet) 

I neverfawtillnow. Iknewthy Grandfire, 

And once fought with him 5 he wasaSouldier good, 

But by great Mars (the Captain of us all, ) 

Never like thee. Let an Old Man embrace thee, 

And (worthy Warrior) welcome to our Tents. 
e£ne, 7Tis the old Neffor. 

Heit, Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 

That haft {fo Jong walkt hand in hand with time: 

Mott Reverend Neffor, 1am glad to clafp thee. 

Neft. 1 would my Arms could match theein contention, 

As they contend with thee in courtefic. 

Hetk. I would they could. i 
Nest, Ha? by this white beard Pld fight with thee to 
morrow. Well,welcoine. welcome : I have feen the time--- 
Ulf. | wonder now how yonder City ftands, 
When we have here her Bafe and Pillar by us. 
Heét. 1 know your favour, Lord Ulyfes, well. 

Ah, Sir, there’s manya Greek and Trojan dead; 

Since firft I faw your felf and Diomede 

In Zion, on your Greekifh Embafie. 

Ulyf. Sir, 1 foretold you then what would enfue, 

My Prophecy is but half his journey yet 

For yonder Walls that partly front your Town: 

Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufs the Clouds, 

Muft kifs their own Feet, 

Het, 1 mft not believe you: 

There they ftand yet: and modeftly I think, 

The fall of every Phrygian Stone will coft 

A drop of Grecian Blood : the end crowns all, 

And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one Day end it. 

Ulyf. Soto him we Jeave it. 
Moft gentle, and moft valiant Heétor, welcome; 
After the General, | befeech you next 


ilus and Creflida. 


To feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. 

Achill. 1 fhall foreftal thee, Lord U/pfes, thou : 

Now /eétor I have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
I have with exact view perus’d thee, /7ecfor, 
And quoted joynt by joynt. 

Heck, sthis Achilles ? 

Achil. I am Achilles, 

Hei. Stand fair, 1 prithee, let me look on thce, 

Achil, Behold thy fill. 

Heil, Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thouart too brief, 1 will the fecond time, 

As I wonld buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. 

Fitt, O like a Book of fport thou’lt read me o’re: 
Butthere’s more in me than thou underftand’ft. 

Why doeft thou fo opprefs me with thine Eye ? 

Achil, Tellme, you Heavens, in which part of his Body 
Shall I deftroy him? Whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may give the Local wound a name, 

And make diftinétthe very breach, where-out 
Hettor’s great Spirit lew. Anfwer me, Heavens. 

He, kt would difcredit the bleft Gods, Proud Man, 
To anfwer fuch a Queftion : Stand again ; 

Think’ thou to catch my life fo pleafantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Achil. 1] tell thec, yea. 

Hett. Wert thon the Oracle to tell me fo, 

Pid not believe thee: henceforth guard thee well, 

For le not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 

But by the Forge that ftythied Aars his Helin, 

Ile kill thee every where, yea o’re and o’re. 

You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this brag, 

His infolence draws folly from my Lips, 

But le endeavour Deeds to match thefe Words, 

Or may I never 
Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Confin: 

And you Achilles, let thefe threats alone 

Till accident, or purpofe bring you to’. 

You may haveevery day enough of #eéfor, 

If you have Stomach. The general ftate, I fear, 

Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 

Hett, 1 pray you, letus fee you inthe Field, 
We have had pelting Wars fince you refus’d 
The Grecian’s Caufe. 

Achil, Dorft thou intreat me, Heétor ? 

To morrow dol meet thee, fell asdeath, 
ToNight, all Friends. 

Hett. Thy hand upon that match. 

Aga, Firft, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, 
There inthe full convive you: Afterwards, 

As Heétor’s leifre, and your bounties fhall 

Concur together, feverally intreat him. 

Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow. 

That this great Souldier may his welcome know. (E-xeunt. 

Troi. My Lord Uljffes, tellme, I befeech you, 
In what place of the Field doth Calcas keep ? 

Ulyf. At Menelaus Tent, molt Princely Troilus, 
There Diomede doth feaft with him tọ Night, 
Who neither looks on Heaven, nor on Earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creffid. 

Troi. Shall 1 (f{weet Lord) be bound to thee fo much, 
After we part from Agamemnon’s Tent, 

To bring me thither ? 
Ulf. You hall command me, Sir: 

As gentle tell me, of what Honour was 

This Creffidain Troy, had fhe no Lover there, 

That wails her abfence ? 
Troi, O Sir, to fuch as boafting fhew their {cars, 

A mock is due: will you walk on, my Lord? 

She was belov’d, fhe lov’d; fhe is, and doth. 

But ftill, fweet love is Food for Fortunes tooth. [Exennt. 

Enter Achilles avd Patroclus. , 
Achil, Vie heat his Blood with Greekifh Wine toein 
ic 
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Patroclus, fet us Feaft him co the height. 
Pair. Here comes Ther fites. 
Enter Therfites. 

Achil, How now, thov core of Envy ? 
Thov crufty batch of Nature, what’s the news? 

Ther. Why, thou Picture of what thou feem’ft ,and Idol 
of Idiot worthippers, here’sa Letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why, thou full dih of Fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the Tent now ? 

Ther. The Surgeon’s Box, or the Patient’s Wound. 

Patr. Well faid, Adverhity, and what need thefe tricks? 

Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy, ! profit not by thy talk, 
thou art thought to be Achilles’s male Varlet. 

Patr, Male Varlet, you Rogue ? What’s that ? 

Ther, Why, his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten 
difeafes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, 
Loads o’ gravel i’th’ backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and the 
like, take and take again fuch prepofterous difcoyeries. 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of Envy, thou, what 
mean’ft thou to Curfe thus ? 

Ther, Dol Curfe thee ? 

Patr. Why no, youruinous Butt, you whorfon indi- 
ftinguifhable Cur. 

ber. No? Why art thouthen exafperate , thou idle 
immaterial skein of fleyd Silk ; thou green Sarcenet flap 
for a fore Eye, thou toffel of a Prodigals Purfe, thou ? Ah, 
how the poor World ts peftred with fuch water-flies, di- 
minutives of Nature. 

Patr, Out gall. 

Ther, Finch Egg. 

Achil. My fweet Patroclus, | am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrows battel : 

Here is a Letter from Queen Mecubz, 

A Token from her daughter, my fair Love, 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 

An Oath that I have fworn. I will not break it, 

Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ftay, 

My major Vow lies here s this I’le obey : 

Come, come, Jherfites, help totrim my Tent, 

This night in banqueting muft all be fpent. 

Away, Patroclus. [ Exit, 

Ther, With too much blood, and too little brain, thefe 
two may run mad: but if withtoo much brain, and too 
little blood, they do, Ile be a Curer of Mad-men. Here's 
Agamemnon, an honeft Fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quails, but he has not fo much Brain as Ear-wax , andthe 
good transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, the 
Bull, the primitive Statue, and obligue memorial of Cuc- 
kolds, a thrifty fhooing-horn in a chain, hanging at his 
Brothers Leg ; towhat form, but that he is, fhould wit 
larded with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him 
to? to an Afs were nothing, he is both Afs and OX; to 
an Ox were nothing, he ts both Ox and Afs; to be a 
Dogg, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an 
Owl, a Puttock, or a Herring without a Roe, | would 
not care: But to be Adenclaws, | would confpire againft 
Deftiny. Ask me not what I would be, if l were not Ther- 
fites: for t care not to be the Lowfe ofa Lazar, fo | were 
not Adenelans. Hoy-day, Spirits and Fires. 


Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyfles, Neftor, Dio. 
mede, wrth Lights. 


“ga. We go wrong, we £o wrong. 
Aja. No, yonder tis, there where we fee the Light. 
Fret, 1 trouble you. 
Ajax. No, not a whit. 
Enter Achilles. 
Ulyf. Here comes himfelfto guide you. 
Achil. Welcome brave Heftor, welcome Princes all. 


Agam. So, now fair Prince of Troy, | bid good night,, 


Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. 
Het. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks General, 
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Men, Good night, my Lord. 
Het, Good night, fweet Lord Menelaus, 
Ther. Sweet draught: {weet quoth a? fweet Sink, 
{weet Sure. 
Achil Good night, and welcom, both at once, to thofe 
that go, or tarry. 
ga Good night. 
chil. Old Nejlor tarries, and you too, Dsomede, 
Keep Aisttor company aa hour or two. 
Dro. Icannot, Lord, I have important bufine(s, 
The tide whereof is now, Good night, great Hector. 
Hett. Give me your hand. 
Ulyf. Follow his Torch, he gocs to Calchas’s Tent 
le keep you company. , i 
Troi. Sweet Sir, you honour me. 
Het. And fo Good night. 
Achil. -Come, come, enter my Tent. [ E xesrt, 
Ther. That fame Diomed’sa falfe-hearted Rogue, a moft 
unjuft Knave ; I will no more truft him when he leers, than 
l willa Serpent when he hiffes: He wili fpend his mouth 
and promife, like Brabler the Hound ; but when he per- 
forms, Aftronomers foretel it, that itis prodigious, there 
will come fome change: The Sun borrows of the Moon, 
when Diomede keepshis word. { will rather leave to fee 
Hector, than not to dog him: they fay, he keeps a Trojan 
Drab, and ufes the Traytor Calchas his Tent. Ple af 
ter Nothing but Lechery ? All incontinent Varlets. 
[Exennre, 
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TS Enter Diomede. 
10, at are you uphere, ho? {peak. 
Cia. Winans en 
Dio. Diomede, Calchas, } think, where’s your Daughter? 
Chal. She comes to you. 
Emer Troilus, ad Ulyfles. 
Ulyf. Stand where the Torch may not difcover us. 
Enter Creffid. 
Troi. Creffid come forth to him. 
Dio. How now, my charge ? 
Cref. Now my fweet Guardian: hark, a word with you. 
Tro. Yea, fo familiar ? 
Ulyf. She will fing any man at firft fight. 
Ther. Andany man may find her, if he can take her 
life : he’s noted. 
Dio. Will you remember ? 
Cref. Remember ? yes. 
Dio. Nay, but do then ; and let your mind be coupled 
with your words. 
Troi. What fhould fhe remember ? 
Ulyf. Lift. 
Cref. Sweet honey, Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 
Ther. Roguery. 
Dio. Nay, then. 
Cref. Vletell you what. 
Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forfworn—— 
Cref. In Faithi cannot: what would you have me do? 
Ther, A jugling trick, to be fecretly open. 
Dio. What did you {wear you would beftow on me ? 
Cref.1 prethee do not hold me to mine Oath , 
Bid me do any thing but that, fiveet Greek, 
Dio. Good night. 
Tro. Hold, Patience. 
Ulyf. How now, Trojan? 
Cref. Diomede. 
Dio. No, no, good night: Ple be your Fool no more. 
Troi. Thy better muft. 
Cref. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Tro. O Plague and Madnefs! 
Ulyf. Youare mov’d, Prince, let us depart, 1 pray you, 
Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felf 
To wrathful terms : this place ts dangerous, 
The time right deadly: | befeech you go. 
Troi, Behold, I pray you. 
Ulyf. Nay, good my Lord go off : 
You lon to great diftraction: come, my Lord. 
L2 Tro. 
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Trot. | pray thee ftay ? : Dio. | do not like this fooling. 
Ulyf. You have not patience, come. Iher. Nor 1, by Plato : but that that likes not me lea 
Troi. | pray you ftay, by Hell, and all Hells torments, | fes me beft. he 
Į will not Ipeak 2 ers a k» we fhall f come ? the hour. 
Dio. And {fo good night. ref. 1, come: O, Fove! do, come: ] ; 
Cref. Nay, but you part in anger. Dio, Farewel till tis = ae 
Tros. Doth that grieve thee ? O withered truth! Cref. Good night : | prithee come : 
Ulf. Why, how now, Lord? Troilus, farewel ; one Eye yet looks on thee 
Troi. By Jove, | will be patient. But with my Heart, the other Eye doth fee 
Cref. Guardian ? why, Greek ? Ah poor our Sex; this fault inus! find, 
Dio. Fo, fo, adieu, you palter. The error of our Eye, directs our mind. 
Cre. In faith, I do not: come hither once again. What error leads mufterr: O then conclude 
Ubf. You thake, my Lord, at fomething 3 will you go ? | Minds fway’d by Eyes, are full of turpitude. ( Exit 
You will break out. Ther. A proof of ftrength the could not publith more: | 
Troi. She {troaks his Cheek. Unilefs the fay, my Mind is now turn’d Whore. 
Ulyf. Come, come. Uif. AlPs done, my Lord. 
Troi. Nay, itay, by Jove, I will not fpeak a word, Troi. Ut is. 
There is between my will, and all offences, Ulyf. Why ftay we then ? 
A guard of patience, ftay alittle while. Tro. To make a recordation to my Sow, 
her. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and | Of every fyllable that here was {poke : 
Potato Finger, tickles thefe together: fry, Lechery, fry. | Butif! tell how thefe two did co-att ; 
Dio. But will you then ? Shall I not lye in publifhing atruth ? 
Cref. In Faith 1 will go; never truft meelfe. Sith yet there is acredence in my Heart, 
Dio. Give me fome token for the {urety of it. An efperance fo obftinately ftrong, 
Cref. Ple fetch you one. That doth invert that teft of Eyes and Ears ; 
Ulyf. You have {worn patience. As if thofe Organs had. deceptious Functions, 
Tro. Fear me not, fweet Lord. Created only to calumniate. 
[ willnot be my felf, nor have cognition WasCreffid here ? 
‘Of what I feel: Lamail patience. - Ulyf. Leannot conjure, Trojan. 
Enter Creffid. Trot. She was not fure. 
Ther. Now the pledge, now, now, now. Ulyf’ Moft fure fhe was. 
Cref. Here, Diomede, keep this Sleeve. Trot. Why, my negation hath no taft of madnefs. 
Troi. O Beauty ! where is thy Faith ? Ubf. Nor mine, my Lord: Creffid was here but now. 
Ulyf. My Lord. Troi. Let it not be believ?d for woman-hood : 
Tro. 1 will be patient, outwardly I will. Think we had Mothers, do not give advantage 
Cref. You look upon that Sleeve ; behold it well : Yo ftubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme 
He lov’d me: O falfe Wench : give’t me again. For depravation, to {quare the general Sex, 
Dio. Whofe was’t ? By Creffid’s rule. Rather think this not Creffid, 
Cref. It is no matter now I havet again. Uyf. V Vhat hath fhe done, Prince, that can foyl our 
[ will not meet with youto morrow night: Mothers? 
I prithee, Diomede, vilit me no more. Troi. Nothing atall, unlefs that this were fhe. 
Ther. Now he tharpens : well faid Whetftone. Ther. VVillhe fwagger himfelf out on’s own Eyes ? 
Dio. | thal} have it. Troi. This the? no, this is Dsomede?s Creffid : 
Cref. What, this ? If Beauty have aSoul, this is not fhe: 
Dio. J, that. If Souls guide vows, if yows are Sanctimony ; 
Cref. O all you Gods! O pretty, pretty pledge ; If Sanctimony be the Gods delight : 
Thy Mafter now lies thinking in his Bed, If there be rule in unity it felf, l 
Of thee and me, and fighs, and takes my Glove, This is not fhe: O madnefs of difcourfe ! 
And gives memorial dainty kifles toit : That Caufe fets up, with, and againft thy felf, 
As I kifs thee. By foul Authority : where reafoncan revolt 
Dio. Nay, do not {natch it from me. V Vithout Perdition, and lofs affume all Reafon, 
Cref. He that takesthat, takes my Heart withall. V Vithout Revolt. Thisis, and is not Creffid : 
Dio. | had your Heart before, this follows it. Within my Soul, there doth conducea fight 
Troi. } did fwear patience. Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate, 
Cref. You hall not have it, Diomede : faith you fhall not, Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 
Ple give you fomething elfe. And yet the fpacious breadth of this divifion, 
Dro. I will have this: whofe was it ? i Admits no Orifice for a point as fubtle, 
Cref. It isno matter. As 4riachnes broken woof to enter ; 
Dio. Come tell me whofe it was? Inftance, O inftance-’ ftrong as Plzto’s Gates ; 
Cref. ?Twas one that lov’d me better than you will. Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of Heaven , 
But now youhave it, take it. Inftance, O inftance! {trong as Heaven it felf, 
D&# Wholesussit? | The bonds of Heaven are flipt, diflolv’d, and loos?d: 
Cref. By all Diana’s waiting Women yonder, | And with another knot five fnger’d tied, 
And byher felf, {will not tell you whofe. The fractions of her Faith, ortsof her Love : 
Dio. To morrow willl wear it on my Helm, The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greafie Reliques, 
And grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. Other o’re-eaten Faith, are bound to Dromede. 
Troi, Wert thou the Devil, and wor'ft it on thy horn, } Uh/. May worthy Troilus be half attached 
It fhould be challeng’d. V Vith that which here his paflion doth exprefs ? 
Cref. Well, well, ’tis done, "ths paft $ and yet it is not, | Troi. I, Greek, and that fhall be divulged well 
| will not keep my word. _tn Characters, as red as Mars hisheart 
Dio. Why then (arewel, Anflam’d with Venus; never did young man fancy 
Thou never fhalt mock Diomede again. With fo Eternal, and fo fixt a foul. 
Cref. Youfhall not go: one cannotfpeak a word, > } Hark, Greek: as muchas 1 do Crefida love; 
But it ftreight flarts you. ` {Somuchby weight, hate I her Diomede : +, 
at 
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That Sleeve is mine, that he’! bear in his Helm : 
Were it a Cask compos’d by Vulcan's skill 
My Sword fhould bite it: Not the dreadful fpout, 
Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, 
Conftring’d in mafs by the Almighty Fenn, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Weptune?s ear 
In his defcent, than fhal! my prompted Sword 
Falling on Diomede. 

Ther. He ltickle it for his Concupy. 

Trot. O, Creffid! O falfe Creffid! falfe, falfe, falfe : 
Letall untruths ftand by thy ftained name, 
And they’! feem glorious. 

Ulyf. O contain your felf : 
Your Paffion draws ears hither. 

Enter Æneas. 

Aine. 1 have been feeking you this hour, my Lord: 
Hettor by this is arming him in Troy. 
Ajax, your Guard, ftays to conduct you home. 

Trot. Have with you,Prince : my courteous Lord, adicu : 
Farewel, revolted fair : and, Diomede, 
Stand faft, and wear a Caftle on thy head. 

Ulyf. Vile bring you to the Gates. 

Troi. Accept diftracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, Eneas, and Ulyfles. 

Ther. Would I could meet that Rogue Diomede, | 

would croak likea Raven : I would bode, 1 would bode : 


Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 


this Whore: the Parrot will not do more for an Almond, 
than he fora commodiousdrab: Lechery, Lechery, ftill 
warsand Lechery, nothing elfe holds fafhion. A burning 
Devil take them. (Exit. 


Enter Hector, and Andromache. 


And, When was my Lord fo much angently temper’d, 
To ftop his Ears again{t admonifhment 
Unarm, unarm,a nd donot fight to day. 
Hett. You train me to offend you: get you gane. 
By the everlafting Gods, Ple go. 
And. My Dreams will fure prove ominous to the day. 
Hett. No more, I fay. 
Enter Caffandra. 
Caf. Where is my Brother Hector ? 
And, Here Sifter,arm’ d, and bloody in intent: 
Confort with mc in loud and dear Petition : 
Purfue we himon knees: for I have dreamt 
OF bloody turbulence; and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but fhapes, and forms of laughter. 
Caf. O, tis true. 
Hett. Ho? bid my Trumpet found. 
Caf. No notes of fally, for the Heavens, {weet Brother. 
Hett, Be gone, I fay : che Gods have heard me {wear. 
Caf. The Gods are deaf to hot and peevihh Vows; 
They are polluted Offerings, more abhorr’d 
Than fpotted Livers in the Sacrifice. 
And, O be perfuaded, donot count it holy, 
To hurt by being juft ; itis as lawful: - 
For we would count give much to as violent thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of Charity. 
Caf. It isthe purpofe that makes ftrong the Vow; 
But Vows to every purpofe muft not hold: 
Unarni, fweet Hector. 
Heé, Hold you till, Hay ; 
Mine Honour keeps the weather of my Fate: 
Life every man holdsdear, but the dear man 
Holds Honour far more precious-dear than life. 
Ener Troilus. 
How now, young man? mean’ft thou to fight to day ? 
And. Caffandra, call my Father to perfuade. 
[Exit Cafandra. 
Hett. No Faith,young Troilus ; doff thy harnefs, Youth - 
Jam to day i’th? vein of Chivalry : 
Let grow thy Sinewstill their knots be ftrong ; 
And tempt not yet the bruthes of the war. 


Unarm thee, go,and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 
le ftand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 
Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you ; 
Which better fitsa Lion, than a Man. 
Fiett. What vice is that? good Trozlus chide me for it. 
Tro. When many times the Captive Grecian falls, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair S word, 
You bid them rife, and live. 
fect, O, tis fair play. 
Troi, Fools play, By Heaven, Heétor. 
Fett, Bow now ? how now ? 
Troi. For th? love of all the Gods, 
Let?s leave the Hermit pity with our Mothers 
And when we have our Armors buckled on, 
The venom’d vengeance ride upon our Swords, 
Spur them to rueful work, rein them from ruth. 
dictt. Fie, Savage, fic. 
Troi, Heftor, then tis wars. 
Hett. Troilus, I would not have you fight to day. 
Troi. Who thould with-hold me ? 
Not Fate, Obedience, nor the hand of Afars, 
Beckning with ficry Truncheon my retire; 
Not Priamus, and Hecubaon knees ; 
Their Eyes o’re-galled with recourfe of Tears i 
Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
Oppos’d to hinder me, fhould ftop my way ; 
But by my ruin. 
Enter Priam and Caffandra. 
Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faft : 
He is thy Crutch 5 now if thou lofe thy ftay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Trey on thee, 
Fall all together. 
Priam. Come, Heétor, come, go back : 
Thy Wife hath dreamt, thy Mother hath had vifions, . 
Caffandra doth forefee ; and I my felf, 
Am like a Prophet fuddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee that this day is Ominous : 
Therefore come back. 
Hett, e4veas is a-field, 
And I do ftand engag’d to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour to appear 
This morning to them. 
Priam. 1, Dut thou fhalt not go. 
Heit. 1 muft not break my Faith : 
You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not shame refpect , but give me leave 
To take that courfe by your confent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam, 
Caf. O, Priam, yield not to him. 
And. Do not, dear Father. 
Fett. Andromache, i am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 
(Exit Andromache. 
Tro. This foolith, dreaming, fuperftitious Girl, 
Makes all thefe bodements. 
Caf. O farewel, dear Heéfor : 
Look how thou dicft , look how thy Eye turns pale 5 
Look how thy wounds do bleed at many vents; 
Hark how Troy roars; how Hecuba cries out ; 
How poor Andromache fhrils her dolour forth ; 
Behold diftraction, frenzy, and amazement, 
Like witlefs Anticks, one another meet, 
Andall cry, Heéor, Heftor’sdead : O Hektor ! 
Troi. Away. 
Caf. Farewel: yet, foft: Heéor, I take my leave ; 
Thou do’ft thy felf, and all our Troy deceive. Exit, 
Heit. You are amaz7d, my Liege, at her exclaim: 
Goin and cheer the Town, we'll forth and fight - 
Do deeds of praife, and tell you them at night. 
Priam, Farewel : the Gods with fafety ftand about thee. 
[ Alar urs, 
Troi. They are atit, hark : proud Diomede, believe 
I come to lofe my Arm, or win my Sleeve. 
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Enter Pandar. 

Pand. Do you hear, my Lord? do you hear? 

Troi. What now ? 

Pand. Here’s a Letter come from yond poor Girl. 

Troi. Let me read. 

Pand. Awhorfontifick, a whorfon rafcally tifick, fo 
troublesme: and the foolifh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, what another, that I fhall leave you one 
o’th’days ; and I have a Rheum in mine Eyestoo, and fuch 
an achinmy Bones, that unlefsa Man were curlt { cannot 
tell what to think on’t. What fays fhe, there ? 

Tro:. Words, words,. meer wards, no matter from the 
Heart: 

Threffect doth operate another way. 

Go wind to wind, there, turn and change together : 
My love with words and errors {till fhe feeds , 

Bur edifies another with her deeds. 

Pand. Why, but hear you ? 

Troi. Hence, brother Lacky ; Ignominy and Shame 
Purfue thy life, and live aye with thy name. 

Alarum, 
Enter Therfites iz excurfion. 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another, Ple 
go lookon: that diflembling abominable varlet, Dsomede, 
has got that fame fcurvy, doting, foolifh young Knaves 
Sleeve of Troy, therein his Helm: l would fain fee them 
meet, that, that fame young Trojan afs, that loves the 
Whorethere, might fend that Greeksfh Whore-matterly 

Villain, with the Sleeve, back to the diflembling luxurious 
Drab, ofafleevelefs errant. O°th’tother fide, the Policy 
of thofe crafty fwearing Rafcals; that ftale old Moule- 
eaten dry-cheefe, Neffor : and that fame dog-fox Ubyffes is 
not prov’d worth aBlack-berry. They fet me up in Poli- 
cy, that mungril Cur jax, again{t that Dog of as bad 
a kind, Achilles. Andnowisthe Cur Ajax prouder than 
the Cur Achilles, and will not arm to day. Whereupon 
the Grecians began to proclaim Barbarifm, and Policy 
grows into an ill opinion. 
Enter Diomede, and Troilus. 
Soft, here comes Sleeve, and th’ other. 

Troi. Flynot: for fhould’{t thou take the River Styx, 
| would fwim after. 

Diom. Thon do’ft mifcall, retire: 

I do not flye, but advantagious care 
With-drew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee. 

Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian : now for thy Whore, 

Trojan: Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 
Enter Hector. 

Heét. What art thou,Greek ? art thou for Heltor’s match? 
Art thou of Blood, and Honour ? 

Ther. No, no: fama Rafcal ,a Scurvy railing Knave, 
a very filthy Rogue. 

Heét. 1 do believe thee, live. 

Ther. God amercy, that thou wilt believe me; but a 
‘plague break thy neck———for frighting me: what’s be- 
come of the Wenching Rogues? 1 think, they have fwal- 
lowed oneanother. I would laugh at that miracle yet 
ina fort, Lechery eatsitfelf: Vle feek them. [Exit. 

Enter Diomede and Servant. 

Dio, Go, go, my Servant, take thou Lroilas’s Horfe ; 
Prefent the fair Steed tomy Lady Creffid : 
Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty : 
Tellher, I have chaftis‘d the amorous Trojan, 
And am her Knight by proof. 

Ser. | go, my Lord. Enter Agamemnon. 

Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon : Baftard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus Prifoner, 

And ftands, Coloffus wife, waving his beam, 
Upon the pafhed courfes of the Kings, 
Epiftropus and Cedus, Polyxines is fain; 
Amphimachus, and Thous, deadly hurt ; 
Patroclus ta’ne or flain, and Palamedes 
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Sore hurtand bruifed ; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers, hafte we, Diomede, 
To re-inforcement, or we perifh all. 
Enter Netftor. 
Neft. Go bear Patroctus’s Body to Achilles, 
And bid the Snail pac’d Ajax arm for fhame, 
There isa thoufand /7eélors in the Field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his Horfe , 
And there lacks work: anon he’s there a- foot, 
And there they flye or dye, Jike fcaled Sculs, 
Before the belching Whale: then is he yonder, 
And there the ftraying Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall downbefore him, like the Mawer’s Swath; 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity fo obeying appetite, 
That what he will, he does, and does fo mach, 
That Proof is call’d Impoffibility. 
Emer Ulyiles. 
Ulyf.Oh Courage, Courage, Princes : great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing Vengeance ; 
Patroclas’s wounds have rouz’d his drowfie blood, 
Together with his mangled Af4yrmidons. 
That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt, and chipt, come to him, 
Crying on Heélor, Ajax hathloft a Friend, 
And foams at Mouth, and he isarm’d, and at it ; 
Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to day, 
Mad and fantaftick execution ; 
Engaging and redeeming of himfelf, 
With fuch a carelefs Force, and forcelefs Care, 
Asif that luck, in very fpight of cunning,bad him win all. 
Enter Ajax. 
Aya. Troilus, thou Coward, Troilus. 
Dio. 1, there, there. 
Nef. So, fo, we draw together. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Heétor ¢ 
Come, come, thou Boy-killer, fhew thy Face : 
Know what it isto meet Achilles angry. 
Hector, where’s Hettor ? 1 will none but Secor. 
Enter Ajax. 
Aja, Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, hew thy head. 
Enter Diomede. 
Diom. Troilus, | fay, where’s Trontus ? 
Aja. What would’it thou ? 
2)i0. I would correct him. 
Aja. Were I the General, 
Thou fhoul’dft have my Ofhce, 
E’re chat Correction : Iroilus, I fay, what, Troilus ? 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Oh Traytor Diomede! 
Turn thy falfe Face, thou Traitor, 
And pay thy life, chou owelt me for my Horfe. 
Dio, Ha, art thou there? 
Aja. Vie fight with himalone, ftand, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I willnot look upon. i 
Troi. Come both you cogging Greeks, have at you both. 
[Exit Troilus. 


| LExie. 
[ Exit. 


(Exit. 


Enter Hector. 
Hett. Yea,Troilus ? O well fought,my youngeft Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now dol fee thee; haveat thee, Heétor. 
Heét, Paufe,if thou wilt. 
Achil. | do difdain thy Courtefie, proud Trojan ; 
Be happy that my Armsare out of ufe: 
My reltand negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon fhalt hear of me again : 
Till when, go feek thy Fortune. 
Heit. Fare thee well: 
I would have been much more a frefher Man, 
Had | expected thee : how now, my Brother ? 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi, Ajax hath ta’ne ~4neas ; fhallit be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heaven, 


He fhall not carry him: Vle be ta’ne too, od 
r 
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The Tragedy of Troilus and Creffida. 


Or bring him off: Fate,hear me what I fay ; 
I wreak not, though thou end my Life to day. 
; Enter one 1m Armour. 
Heft. Stand, {tand, thou Greek, 
Thou art a goodly Mark: 
No? wilt thou not? I like thy Armour well, 
Ple fruit, and unlock the Rivets all, 
But Plebe Matter of it: wilt thou not, beaft, abide? 
Why then fly on, Ple hunt thee for thy Hide. (Exit. 
Encer Achilles with Myrmidons : 
Achil, Come here about me, you my A/yrnndons : 
Mark whatl fay ; attend me where I wheel : 
Strikenot a {troak, but keep your felves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Heéttor found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about: 
[n felleft manne: execute your Arms, 
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding Eye ; 
Itisdecreed, Heétorthe great muft die. 
Enter Therfites, Menelaus, avd Paris. 
Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it: 
now Bull, now Dog, loo; Paris, loo; now my double 
hen’d fparrow ; "loo, Paris, °loo, the Bull has the game: 
ware Horns, ho. 


(Exit. 


[ Exut. 


[Exit Paris, avd Menelaus. 
Enter Ba ftard. 

Baft. Turn, Slave, and fight. 

Ther. Whatartthou ? 

Baft. A Baftard Son of Préam’s. 

Ther, 1 ama Baftard too, I love Baftards, | am a Ba- 
ftard begot, Baftard inftructed, Baftardin mind, Baftard 
in valour, in every thing illegitimate: One Bear will not 
bite another, and wherefore fhould one Baftard ? Take 
heed, the quarrel’s moft ominous tous: If the Son of a 
Whore fight for a VVhore, he tempts Judgment : fare- 
wel, Baftard. 

aft. The Devil take the Coward. 
Enter Hector. 

Heft, Moft putrified Core fo fair without : 
Thy goodly Armour thus hath coft thy Life. 
Now is my days work done , Ple take good breath; 
Reft Sword thou haft thy fill of Blood and Death. 

Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons. 

Achil. Look, Aettor, how the Sun beginsto fet, 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his heels, 

Even with the veil and darking of the Sun. 
Toclofe the day up, Hettor’s Life is done. 

Het. Lam unarm’d, forgothis vantage, Greek. 

Achil. Strike, Fellows, ftrike, this is the Man 1 feek. 
So, lion, fall thou : now, Troy, fink down: 
Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews, and thy Bone. 
On, Myrmidons; cry you allamain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Heéfor {lain. 
Hark, a Retreat upon our Crecian part. 

Gree. The Trojan Trumpets founds the like, my Lord. 

Achil. The dragon wing of Night,o’re. fpreads the Earth. 
And, Stickler-like, the Armies feparates; 

My half fupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 

Pleas’d with this dainty bit, thus goes tobed. 

Come, tye his Body to my Horfes ‘Tail: 

Along the Field, L will the Trojan trail. 
Sound Retreat, 


( Exexnt. 


{ Xeereat. 


[ Exennt. 
Shout, 


Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neftor, Diomede, 
and the reft marching. 


Aga Wark, hark, what fhout is that ? 


Neft. Peace Drums. 
Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Hettor’s flain, Achilles 
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Dio. The bruit is, Hector flain, and by Achilles. 
Aja. If it be f, yet braglefs let it be: 
Great Heltor was a man as good as he. 
Aga. March patiently along; let one be fent 
To pray Achilles fee us at out Tent. 
Ifin his death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great Troyis ours, and oar fharp Wars are ended. 
[ Exeunt. 
Enter FEneas, Paris, Anthenor and Deiphobus. 


Ene. Stand ho, yet are we Mafters of the Field, 

Never go home; here ftarve we out the night. 
Enter Troilus. 

Troi. Hefor is flain. 

All. Hleftor? the Gods forbid. 

Trot. He's dead: and at the Murtherers Horfes tail, 
in beaftly fort,drage’d through the fhameful Field, 
Frown on, you Heavens, effet your rage with {peed : 
Sit Gods upon your Throns, and fmile at Troy. 
| fay at once, let your brief Plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our fure deftructions on. 

eine. My Lord, you do difcomfort all the Hoft. 

Trot, Youunderftand me not, that tell me fo: 
I do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of death, 
Bat dare all tmminence, that Gods and Men 
Addrefs their dangersin. Heétor is gone : 
Who fhall tell Prsazm fo ? or Hecuba? 
Let him that will a feriech-oul ay be call'd, 
Goin to Troy, and fay there, Heétor’s dead < 
There is a word will Prsam turn to ftone ; 
Make wells, and sob’s of the Maids and Wives ; 
Cool ftatues of the youth , and in a word, 
Scare Zroy out of felf. But march away, 
Hettor is dead: there is no more to fay. 
Stay yet: you vile abominable Tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian Plains; 
Let Tiran rile, as early as he dare, 
lle throughi,and through you, and thou great fiz’d coward, 
No {pace of Earth fhall funder our two hates, 
Ple haunt thee, likea wicked Confcience Rill, 
That mouldeth Goblins fwift, as frenfies thoughts. 
Strike a free march to 7roy, with comfort go: 
Hope of revenge, hall hide our inward woe. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Pand. But hear you? hearyou? . 

Troi. Hence brothel, lacky, ignominy and hame 
Purfue thy Life, and live aye with chy name. [Exemt. 

Pan.A goodly med’cine for mine aking bones : oh world, 
world, world! thus is the poor Agent defpis’d: Oh Trai- 
tors, and Bawds ; how earneftly are you fet a work, and 
how tll requited ? why should our endeavour be fo de- 
fir’d, andthe performance fo loath’d ? What Verfe for 
it? what Inftance for it ? let me fee, 

Full merrily, the Humble Bee doth fing, 

Till he hath loft his honey, and his fting ; 

And being once fubdu’d in armed tail, 

Sweet Honey, and {weet Notes together fail. 
Good Traders in the Fleh, fet this in your paiaced cloaths, 
As many as be here of Pandars Hall, 

Your Eyes half out, weep out at Pandar’s Fall, 

Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans; 
Though not for me, yet for your aking bones , 
Brethren and Sifters of the hold-dore Trade, 
Some two months hence, my will hall here oe made 
It thould be now, but that my fear is this, 

Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hifs : 

Till then, Mle fwear, and feek about for eafes ; 


And at chat time bequeath you my difeafes. (E-xeunt. 
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CORIOLANUS. 





Alus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 





Enter a Company of Mutinons Citizens , with Staves, Clubs, 
and other Weapons, 


1 Cisizen. 
Efore we proceed any further, hear me fpeak. 
All, Speak, Speak. : 
B 1 Cit. Youare all refolv’d rather to die than to 
famifh ? 

All, Refolv’d, refolv’d. — 

1, Cit. Firft, you know, Cains Martins is chief Enemy 
to the People. 

All, We know’t. 

1 Cy. Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our own 
price. Is’ca Verdict ? 

All, No more talking on’t, Let it be done, away, away. 

2 Cit. One word, good Citizens. J 

1 Cst. We are accounted poor Citizens, the Patrici- 
ans good : what Authority furfcitson, would relieve us; 
If they would yield us but the fuperfiuity, while it were 
wholefom, we might guefs they relieved us humanly : 
But they think weare too dear , the leannefs that afflicts 
us, the object of our Mifery, isasan Inventory to parti- 
cularife their abundance, our fufferance is again to them. 
Let us revenge this with our Pikes, e’re we become Racks. 
For the Gods know, l {peak this in hunger for Bread, not 
in thirft for Revenge. l i | 

2 Cit Would you proceed efpecially againft ‘Cains 
Martius ? 

All, Againit him firft: He’s a very Dog to the’ Com- 
monalty. 

2 Cit. Confider you what Services he has done for his 
Country ? a 

1 Cit. Very well, and could be content to give him good 
report fort, but that he pays himfelf with being proud. 

All, Nay, but {peak not malicioufly. 

1 Cit. { fay unto you, what he hath done Famoufly, 
he did itto that end: though foft confcienc’d men can be 
content to fay it was for his Country, he didit to pleafe 
his Mother, and to be partly proud, which he is, even to 
the altitude of his virtue. 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his Nature , you ac- 
counta Vice inhim: You muft in no way fay, he is Cove- 
tous. 

ı Cit. If | muft not, I need not be barren of Accufa- 
tions, he hath faults (with furplus) totire in repetition. 

(Shouts within. 


What fhouts are thofe ? The other fide o’th? City is rifen. 
why ftay we prating here? To th’ Capicol. 

All. Come, come. 

1 Ct. Soft, who comes here ? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2Cit. Worthy Aenenins Agrippa, one that hath 
lov’d the People. 

1 Cit. He’s one honeft enough,would allthe reft were fo. 

Men. What works my Country-men in hand ? 
Where go you with your Bats and Clubs? The matter, 
Speak, I pray you. l 

2 Cit. Our bufinefs isnot unknown to th? Senat, they 
have had inkling this fortnight, what we intend to do, 
whichnow well fhew’m in deeds - They fay, poor Suiters 
have ftrong Breaths, they fhall know we have ftrong 
Arms too. 

Men, Why Mafters, my good Friends, mine honeft 
Neighbours, will you undo your felves ? 

2Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 

Men. | tell you, Friends, moft charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you, for your wants, 
Your fuffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your Staves, as lift them 
Againft the Roman State, whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes : cracking ten thoufand Curbs 
Of more {trong link’d afunder, than can ever 
appear in your impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and 
Your Knees to them (not Arms) muft help. Alack, 
Youare tranfported by Calamity 
Thither, whete more attends you, and you flander 
The Helmso’th’ State, whocare for you, like Fathers, 
When you curfe them, as Enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for us ? True indeed, they ne’re cared for us 
yet. Suffer us to famifh, and their Store-houfes cramm’d 
with Grain : Make Ediéts for Ufury, to fupport Ufurers 3. 


always 


repeal daily any wholefome Act eftablifhed againft the 


Rich, and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to chain 
up and reftrain the Poor. Ifthe Warseat us not up, they 
will, and there’s all the love they bear us. 
Men, Either you mutt 
Confefs your felves wondrous Malicious, 
Or be accus’d of Folly. hall tell you 
A pretty tale, it may be you have heard it, 
But fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 
To feale’t. a little more. 
2Cit. Well, 


Ple 


a a a 


"le hear it, Sir: yet you muft not think,’ 
To fobb offour difgrace with a tale: | 
But and’t pleafe you deliver. 

Men. There wasa time, when all the bodies Meinbers 

Rebell’d againft the Belly ; thus accus’d tt, 

Vhat only like a Gulf it did remain 

Pth’ mid’it orh’ Body, idle and unatlive, 

Still cubbording the Viand, never bearing 

Like labour with the reft, where th’ other Inftruments 
Did fee, and hear, devife, inftruct, walk, fecl, 

And mutually participate, did minilter 

Untothe Appetite, and affection common 

Of the whole Body, the Belly anfwer.’d 

2Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the Belly. 

Men. Sit, | fhall cell you with a kind of fmile, 
Which ne’er came from the Lungs, but even thus: 
For look you, 1 may make the Belly finile, 

As well as fpeak , it tauutingly reply’d 

To th’ difcontented Members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receic: even fo moft fitly, 

As you malign our Senators, for chat 

They are not fuch as you. 

2Cst. Your Bellies anfwer : What 

The Kingly Crown’d head, the vigilant Eye, 

The Counfellor Heart, the Arm our Suuldier, 

Our Steed the Leg, the Tongue our Trumpeter 3 

With other Muniments and petty helps 

In this our Fabrick, if that they 

Men, Whatthen? For me, this fellow {peaks. 
What then ? What then? 

2Cit. Should by the Cormorant Belly be reftrain’d, 
Whois the fink o’th’ body. 

Men, Well, what then ? 

2Cu. The former Agents, if they did complain, 
What could the Belly anfwer ? 

Men, 1 willtell you, 

If youl beftowa fmal]l (of what you have little) 
Patience a while; yout hear the Bellies anfwer. 
2Cit. Y’are long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good Friend ; 

Your moft grave Belly was deliberate,- 

Not rafh like his Accufers, and thus anfwered ; 
True ts it, my incorporate Friends (quoth he ) 

That | receive the gencral Food at firft 

Which you do live upon : and fit it is, 

Becaufe [am the Store-houfe, and the Shop 

Of the whole body. Butif you do remember, 

| fend it through the Rivers of yonr Blood 

Even to the Court, th? Heart, to th’ feat o’th’ Brain, 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, 

The ftrongeft Nerves, and fmall inferiour Veins 
From me receive that natural competency 

W hereby they live. And though that all at once, 
(You, my good Friends, this fays the Belly) mark me. 

2 Cir, l, Sir, well, well. 

Men. Though all at once, cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 

Yet 1 can make my Audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flowr of all, 
And leave me but the Bran. What fay you to’t ? 

2 Cit. It wasananfwer, how apply you this ? 

Men, The Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, 
And you, the mutinous Members : For examine 
Their Counfels, and their Care ; difgeft things rightly, 
Touching the Weal otb? Common, you fhall find 
No publick benefit which you receive, 

Bur it proceeds, or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your felves. What do you think ? 
You, the great Toe of this Affembly ? 

2 Cit. the great Toe ? Why the great Toe? 

Men. For that being one o'th’ loweft, bafeft, pooreft 
Ofthis moft wife Rebellion, thou goelt formoft : 
Thou Rafcal, that art worft in Blood to run, 

Lead’ft firft to win fome vantage. 
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But make you ready your ftiff Bats and Clubs, 
Rome, and her Rats, are at the- point of Battel; 
The one fide muft have Bail. 

Emer Caius Martius. 
Hayl, Noble Martins. 

Mar. Thanks. W hat’s the matter, you dillentious Rogues? 
That rubbing the poor iteh of your Opinion, 

Make your felves Scabs. 

2 Cit. We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will fatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you Curs, 
That like not Peace, nor War? The oneaffrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that truftsco you, 
Where he fhould find you Lions, finds you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geefe you are: No furer, no, 

Than is the coal of Fire upon the Ice, 

Or Hailftone inthe Sun. Your Virtue is, 

To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him, 

And curfe that Juftice did it. Who deferves Greatnefs, 
Deferves your Hate: and your Affections are 

A fick mans Appetite ; who defires moft that 

Which would encreafe his evil. He that depends 

Upon your favours, fwims with finns of Lead, 

And hews down Oaks with rufhes. Hang ye: truft ye? 
With every Minute you do change a Mind, 

And call him Noble, that was now your Hate : 

Him vile, that was your Garland. What?sthe matter, 
That in thefe feveral places of the City, 
You cry again{t the Noble Senate, who 

(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe 

Would feed on one another? What’s their fecking ? 

Men. For Corn at their own rates, whereof they fay, 
The City is well ftor’d. ` 

Mar. Hang’em: They fay, 

They’! fit by th’ Fire, and prefume to know 

What’s done i’th’ Capitol: Who’s like to rife, 

Who thrives,and who declines : Side Factions, and give out 
Conjectural Marriages, making parties ftrong, 

And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking, 

Below their cobled Shoes. They fay, there’s Grain enough, 
Would the Nobility lay afide their Ruth, 

And let me ufe my Sword, Pde make a Quarry 

With thonfandsof thefe quarter’d Slaves, as high 

As I could pick my Lance. 

Men, Nay, thefe are almoft throughly perfuaded : 
For thovgh abundantly they lack difcretion, 

Yet are they pafling cowardly. But, I befeech you, 
What fays the other Troop? 

Mar. They are diffolv'd > Hang ’em ; 

They faid they were an hungry, figh’d forth Proverbs, 
That Hunger broke Stone walls: that Dogs muft eat, 
That Meat was made for Mouths. That the Gods fent not 
Corn for the Rich men only: With thefe fhreds 

They vented their Complainings, which being anfwer’d, 
And a Petition granted them, a ftrange one, 

To break the heart of generofity, 

And make bold power look pale, they threw their Caps 
Asthey would hang them on the horns o’th’ Moon, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Men, What is granted them ? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms, 
Of their own choice. One’s Fursnus Brurxs, 

Sicinins Velutus, andi know not. S’death, 
The rabble fhould have firft unroo’ft the City 
E’re fo prevail’d with me ; it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater Themes 
For Infurredctions arguing. 
Men. This ts ftrange. 
Mar. Go get you home, you Fragments, 
: Enter a Melfencer haftily. 
Mef. Wheres Cains Martius? 
Mar. Here: what's, the matter? 
Alf. The News is, Sir, the Volfcses are in Arms. 
dar. 1am glad on’t, then we fhall haye means to vent 


Our 
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Our mufty fuperfluity. See our beft Elders. 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Comimus, Titus 
Lucius, with other Senators. 


1 Sex, Martins, tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Volfcies are in Arms. 
Mar. They have a Leader, 
Tallus Aufidius that will put you to’t : 
[ fin in envying his Nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I could wifh me only, he. 
Com. You have fought together ? 
Mar. Were half to half the World by th’ ears, and he 
Upon my party, Pde revolt to make 
Onely my Wars with him. Heis a Lion 
That lam proud to hunt. 
t Sen, Then worthy Matrens, 
Attend upon Cominius to thefe Wars. 

Com. It is your former promife. 

Mar. Sir, it is, 
AndI am conftant: Titus Lucius, thou 
Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tullus’s Face. 
What art thou {tiff ? Stand’ft out ? 

Tit. No, Catus Martius, 

Ple Iean upon one Crutch, and fight with tother , 
E’re ftay behind this bufinefs. 
Men, Oh true-bred. 
Sen, Your company to’th? Capitol, where I know 
Our greateft Friends attend us. 
Tit. Lead you on: Follow Cominins, we muft follow 
you, right worthy your Prioritie. 
Com. Noble Martius. 
Sen. Hence to your homes, be gone. 
Mar. Nay, let them follow, 
The Yolfcies have much Corn: take thefe Rats thither 
To gnaw their Garners. Worfhipful Mutiners, 
Your valour puts well forth. Pray, fotlow. [ Exeunt. 
(Citizens fleal away. Manent Sicin. and Brutus. 
Siesn, Was ever man fo proud, as is this Martins ? 
Bru, He hasno equal. 
Sic. When we were chofen Tribunes for the People-— 
Bru. Mark’d you his Lip and Eyes. 
Sic. Nay, but his taunts. , . 
Bru. Being mov’d, he will not fpare to gird the Gods. 
Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon. 
Bru, The prefent Wars devour him, he is grown 
Too proud to be fo valiant. 
Sicin. Such a Nature, tickled with good fuccefs, dif- 
dains the fhadow which he treads on at noon, but I do 
wonder, his Infolence can brook to be commanded under 
Cominius ? 
Bru, Fame, at the which he ayms, 
In whom already he is well grac’d, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d than by 
A place below the firft : for what mifcarries 
Shall be the Generals fault, though he perform 
To th’ utmoft of a man, and giddy cenfure 
Will then cry out of Martius: Oh, if he 
Had born the bufinefs. 

Sic. Befides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that fo fticks on Martins, fhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come: half all Comininus’s Honours are to Martius, 
Though Martius carn’d them not: and all his faults 
To Martius fhall be Honours, though indeed 
In ought he merit not. 

Ste. Let’s hence, and hear 
How the difpatch is made, and in what fafhion, 

More than his fingularity, he goes 
Upon this prefent Action 
Bra. Lers along. 


LExeunt. | Son, l therein would have found iffue. 
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Ener Tullus Aufidius with Senators of Coriolus, 


1 Sen, So, your Opinion is, Aufidius, 
That they of Rome are entred in our Counfels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Isitnot yours ? 
Whatever hath been thought on in this State, 
That could be brought to bodily att, e’re Rome 
Had circumvention ? *tis not four Days gone 
Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, | think 
I have the Letter here, yes, here it is; 
They have preft a power, but it is not known 
Whether for Eaft or Weft: the Dearth is great, 
The People Mutinous: And it is rumour’d 
Cominius, Martius your old Enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lucius, a moft valiant Roman, 
Thefe three lead on this Preparation 
Whither °tis bent: moft likely, ’tis for you: 
Confider of it. 

1 Sen, Our Army’s in the Field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
To anfwer us. 

Auf, Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veil’d, 7till when 
They needs muft fhews themfelves, which in the hatching 
It feem’d appear’d to Rome, By the difcovery, 
We fhall be fhortned in our atm, which was 
To take in many Towns, ¢’re (almoft) Rome 
Should know we are a-foot: 

2 Sen. Noble Anfidtus, 
Take your Commiflion, hie youto your Bands, 
Let us aloncto guard Coriolus - 
If they fet down before’s, for the remove 
Bring up your Army : But (1 think) you’! find 
Th’ have not prepar’d for us. 

Axf, OQ, doubt not that, 
I {peak from certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your Honours. 
If we, and Carus Martins chance to meci, 
Tis fworn between us, we fhall ever ftrike, 
Till one can do no more. 

All. The Gods affift you. 

Auf. And keep your Honours fafe. 

1 Sen, Farewel. 

2 Sen, Farewel. 


All, Farewel. ( Exex nt omnes. 


Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, Mother and Wife to Martius: 
They fet -them down on two low Stools, and Sew. 


Volu. I pray you, Daughter, fing, or exprefs your felf 
in a more comfortable fort: If my Son were my Huf- 
band, I would freelier rejoyce in that abfence wherein he 
won Honour, than in the embiacements of his Bed , 
where he fhould fhew moft love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only Son of my Womb; when 
Youth with Comlinefs pluck’d all gaze his way : when 
for a Day of Kings entreaties, a Mother fhould not fell 
him an hour from her beholding, | confidering how Ho- 
nour would become fuch a Perfon, that it was no better. 
than Picture-like to hang by th’ wall, if Renown made it 
not ftir, was pleas’d to fet him feek Danger, where he 
was like to find Fame: Toa cruel War I fent him, from 
whence he return’d, his Brows bound with Oak. I tell 
thee, Daughter, ! fprang no more in joy at firft hearing 
he was a Man-child, than now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ved himfelf a Man. 
ig But had he died in the bufinefs, Madam, how 
then: | 

Volum. Then his good Report fhould have been my 
Heare me pro- 
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fefs fincerely, had { a dozen Sons each in my love alike, 
and none lefs dear than thine, aod my gocd Martins, Í 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly for their Countrey, than 
| one voluptuoufly furfeit our of Action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 


Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vilit you, 
Virg. Befeech you, give me leave to retire my felf. 
Volum. Indeed thou fhalt not: - 
Methinks, I hear hither your Husband’s Drum : 
Sec bim pluck Aufidius down by th? Hair. 
(As Children from a Bear ) the Yolfcies fhunning him : 
Methinks I fee him ftamp thus, and call thus, 
Come on, ye Cowards, you were got in fear 
Though you were born in Rome his bloody brow, 
With his mail’d hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Liketo a Harveft-man, what’s task’d to mow, 
Or all, or lofe his hire. 
Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Jupiter, no Blood. 
Volum. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilt his Trophy. The breft of Hecuba 
W hen the did fuckle Hector, look’d not lovelicr 
Than Hcéfor?s Forchead, when it fpit forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending: tell Valeria 
We arc fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent, 
Virg. Heavens blefs my Lord from fell Aufidsus. 
Vol, He'll beat Asfidins’s Head below his Knee, 
And tread upon his Neck. 


Enter Valeria mith an Ufher, and a Gentlewoman. 


Val. My Ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Swect Madam. 

Vir. I am glad to fce your Ladyfhip 

Val. Howdo you both ? You are manifeft Houfe-keep- 
ers. What are you fcwing here ? A fine fpot in good 
faith. How does your little fon? 

Vir. U thank your Lady-fhip: Well, good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather fee the Swords, and hear a Drum, 
than look upon his Schoolmafter. 

Val, A my word the Fathers Son: Ple fwear tis a 
very pretty Boy. _ A my troth! look’d upon hima Wed- 
nefday half an hour together: h’as fuch a confirm’d coun- 
tenance. l faw him run after a gilded Butterfly, and 
when he caught it, he let it go again, and after it again, 
and over and over he comes, and up again, and caught it 
again: or whether his fall enrag’d him, or how ’twas, he 
did fo fet his teeth, and tear it. Oh, I warrant how he 
mammockt it. 

Vol. One o’s Fathers moods. 

Val. Indecd 1a, *tisa Noble Child. 

Virg. A Crack, Madam. __ 

Val. Come, lay afide your ftitchery, I muft have you 
play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoon. 

Virg. No (good Madam) 

l will not out of Doors. 

Val. Not out of Doors? 

Vol. She fhall, fhe fhall. 

Vir. \Indecd, no, by your patience ; le not over the 
threfhold, tillmy Lord, return from the Wars. 

Val, Fie, you confine your felf moft unreafonably : 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lies in. 

Virg. Iwill wih her fpeedy ftrength, and vifit her with 
my Prayers, but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, 1 pray you? 

Virg. *Tisnotto fave labour, nor that I want love. 

Val. You would be another Penelope: yet they fay, all 
the Yarn fhe {pun in U/yffes’s abfence, did but fill /ehaca 
full of Mothes. Come,! would your Cambrick were fen- 
fible as your Finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
pity. Come, you fhall go with us. 

i Virg. No, good Madam, pardon mc, indeed I will not 
orth. 


| ing, and to make it brief 
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Val. in truth la go with me, and Ple tell y 
News of your aad Á "eh 

Var. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 

Val. Verily Í do not jeft with you: there came News 
from him laft Night. 

Vir. Indeed, Madam ? 

Val. in earneft it’s true; I heard a Senator {peak ir. 
Thus it is: the Volfcies havean Army forth, againft whom 
Comimins the General is gone, with one part of our Ro- 
man Power. Your Lord, and Titus Lucius are fet down 
before their City Coriolut, they nothing doubt prevail- 
Wars. This is true on mine 
Honour, and fo, 1 pray, go with us. 

Vir. Give meexcufe, good Madam, 
ae ad hereafter. 

ol. Lether alone, Lady, as fhe is now 
She will but difeafe our Rene siti 
*Val. la troth, 1 think fhe would 
Fare you well then. Come, good fweet Lady. 
Prithec, Virgilia, turnthy folemnefs out a Door, 
And go along with us. 

Virg. No, 

Ata word, Madam; indeed} muft not, 
I wifh you much mirth. 
Val, Well, then farewel. 





I will obey you 11 


{ Exeunt Ladies. 


Enter Martius, Titus Lucius, with Drum and Colours, 
with Captains and Souldiers, as before the City Coriolus: 
to them a Meffenger. 


Mart, Yonder comes News: 
A Wager they have met. 

Luc. My Horfe to yours, no. 

Mar, Tis done. 

Luc. Agreed. 

Mar, Say, ha’s our General met theEnemy ? 

Mef. They lycin view ; but have not fpoke as yet. 

Luc. $o, the good Horfeis mine. 

Mart. Ple buy him of you. 

Luc.No,le not fell,nor give him: Lend him you, I will, 
For half a hundred years, Summon the Town, 

Mar. How far off liesthefe Armies ? 

Afef. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then fhall we hear their Larom, and they Ours. 
Now, Mars, | prithce make us quick in work: 
That we with fmoaking Swords may march from hence 
To help our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft. 


They found a Parley. Enter two Senators with others on 
the Walls of Coriolus. 


Tullus Aufidius, is he within your Walls ? 

1 Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you Iefs than he, 
That’s lefler than a little ; [ Drum afar off. 
Hark, our Drums 
Are bringing forth our Youth: We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they fhall pound us up; our Gates, 

Which yet feem fhut, we have but pinn’d with Ruthes, 
They’l open of themfelves. Hark you far off. 
[Alarwm far off. 
There ts Aufidius. Lift, what work he makes 
Amongit your cloven Army. 
Mar, Oh, they are at it. 
Luc. Their noife be our inftruction. Ladders, hoe, 


Enter the Army of the Volicies. 


Mar. They fear vs not, batiffue forth their City. 
Now put your Shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than Shields. 

Advance, brave Tirns, 
They do difdain us much beyond our Thoughts, 


Which inakes me fweat with wrath. Comeon, my fellows 
He 
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He that retires, Ple.take him for a Volfcie, 
And he fhall feel mine edge. 
Alarum, the Romans are beat back to their Trenches, 
Enter Martius Curfing. 

Mar. All the contagion of the South, light on you, 
You fhames of Rome: you Herd of Biles and Plagues 
Plaifter you o’re, that you may be abhorr’d 
Farther than feen, and one infect another 
Againft the Winda mile: You Souls of Geefe, 

That bear the fhapes of Men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat ? Plutoand Hell, 
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued fear? mend, and charge home, 
Or by the Fires of Heaven, Ile leave the Foe, 
And make my Wars on you - Look to’t: Come on, 
If you"! ftand faft, well beat them to their Wives, 
As they us to our Trenches followed. 
Another Alarum, and Martius follows them to 
the Gates, and ts fhut in. 
So, now the Gatesare ope: now prove good Seconds, 
Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the Flyers: Mark me, and do the like. 
Enter the Gates. 

1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I. 

2 Sol, Nor |. 

1 Sol. See they have fhut him in. 

All. To th’ pot! warrant him. _ 

Enter Titus Lucius. 

Tit. What is become of Martixs ? 

All, Slain (Sir) doubtlefs. 

t Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heels, 

With them he enters ; who upon the fudden 
Clapt to their Gates: he is himfelf alone, 
To anfwer all the City. 

Luc. Oh Noble Fellow! Í 
Who fenfibly out-dares his fencelefs Sword, 

And when it Bows, ftand’ft up: Thou art left, Martius, 
A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, 

Were not foricha Jewel. Thou waft a Souldier 

Even to Calves wifh, not fierce and terrible 

Only in ftrokes, but with thy grim looks, and 

The Thunder-like percuffion of thy founds 

Thou mad’ft thine Enemies fhake, asif the World 
Were feavorous, and did tremble. 


[ Alarum continues. 


Enter Martius bleeding, affaulted by the Enemy, 


I Sol. Look Sir. 
Luc. O, tis Martsus. 
Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 
j [Thy fight, and all enter the City. 


Enter certain Romans with fporls. 


1 Rom, This will } carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A Mourrain on’t, I took this for Silver. [E-xeune. 
i [ Alarum continues ftill a far off. 


Enter Martius, and Titus with a Trumpet. 


| Mar. See here, thefe Movers, that do prize their hours 
Atacrack’d Drachm, Cufhions, Leaden Spoons, 

lrons of a Doit, Doublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe Slaves, 
E’re yet the fight be done, pack up, down with them. 
And hark, what noife the General makes: To him, 
There is the Manof my Souls hate, Arfidins, 
Piercing our Romans : Then Valiant Tirus take 
Convenient Numbers to make good the City, 
Whilft { with thofe that have the Spirit, will hafte 
To hetp Cominius. 

Luc. Worthy Sir, thou bleed’ft, 
Thy exercife hath been too violent, 
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For a fecond courfe of Fight. 
Mar. Sir, praife me not : 
My work hath yet not warin’d me. Fare you well: 
The BloodI drop, israther Phyfical 
Than Dangerous to me. To Aufidius, thus I will appear 
Luc. Now the fair Goddefs Fortune, (and fight. 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms 
Mifguide thy Oppofers Swords, bold Gentleman : 
Profperity be thy Page. 
Mar. Yhy Friend.no lefs, 
Than thofe fhe placeth higheft : So farewel. 
Luc. Thou worthieft Adar tins, 
Go found thy Trumpet in the Market-place, 
Call thither all the Officers o’th? Town, 
Where they fhall know our mind. Away. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Cominius as it were in retire, with Soulders, 


Com. Breathe you, my friends,well fought, we are come 
Like Romans, neither Foolifh in our ftands, (off 
Nor Cowardly in retire: Believe me, Sirs, 
We fhall be charg’d again. Whiles we have ftruck 
By interims and conveying gults, we have heard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods 
Lead their fuccefles, as we with our own, 
That both our Powers, with {miling Fronts encountring, 
May give you thankful Sacrifice. Thy news? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef, The Citizens of Corolus have ifued, 
And givento Luciusand to Martius Battel. 
I faw our Party to their Trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou fpeakeft truth, 

Methinks thou fpeak’ft not well. How long is’t fince? 

Mef. Above an hour, my Lord. 

Com. >Tis nota mile: briefly we heard their Drums. 
How could’ft thou in a mile confound an hour, 

And bring thy News fo late? | 

Mef. Spies of the Molfcies 
Held me in chace, that I was forc’d to wheel 
Three or four Miles about, elfe had I, Sir, 

Half an hour fince, brought my report. 
Enter Martius. 

Com. Whofe yonder, 

That does appear as he were Flea’d ? O Gods, 
He has the {tamp of Martins, and I have 
Before time feen him thus. 

Mar. Come I toolate ? 

Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Taber, 
More than I know the Sound of Martins’s Tongue 
From every meaner Man. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. I, if you come not in the Blood of others, 

But mantled in your own. 

Mar. Oh ! let me clip ye 
In Arms as found, as when I woo’d in Heart; 

As merry as when our Nuptia! Day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 

Com. Flower of Warriors, how 1s’t with Jetus Lucias? 

Mar. As witha Man bufied about Decrees : 
Condemning fome to Death, and fome to Exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th’ other; 
Holding Coriolus in the name of Rome, . 

Even likea fawning Grey-hound in the Leafh, 
To Jet him flip at will. 

Com, Whereis that Slave 
Which told me they had beat you to your Trenches ? 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

Mar, Let himalone, 

He did inform thetruth: But for our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a Plague Tribunes for them) 
The Moufe ne’re fhunn’d the Cat, as they did budge 
From Rafcals worfe than they. 

Com. But how prevail’d you? 

Ma. 


LS ll 





The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 263 


Mar. Will the time ferve totell? Ido not think: And the Gods doom him after. 
Where isthe Enemy ? Are you Lordso’th? Ficid ? Auf., 1f l fie, Martius, hollow me like a Hare. 
If not, why ceafe you till youare fo? Mar. Within thefe three hours Tullus 
Com, Martins, we have at difadvantage fought, Alone I fought in yout Corislxs Walls, 
And did retire to win our purpofe. ` | And made what work I pleas’d - *Tis not my Blood 
Mer. How lies their Battel ’ Know you on what fide | Wherein thou feeft me maskc, for rhy Revenge 
they have plac’d their Menof traft ? Wrench up thy power to th’ higheft. 
Com. As | guefs, Martius, Auf. Weri thou the Hefor, $ 
Their Bands th? Vaward arethe Ancients That was the whip of your brage’d Progeny, 
Of their beft truft: O’re them Aufidius, Thou fhould’ft not fcape me here. 
Their very heart of Hope. Here they fight, and certain Volf{cies come to the aid o 
Mar. \ do befeech you, Aufid. Martius fights cill chey be driven in breathlef. 
By all the Battels wherein we have fought, Officious and not valiant, you have fham’d me 
By th’ Blood we have fhed together, In your condemned Seconds. 
By th’ Vows we we sonia 
To endure Friends, that you directly fet me Flourifh, Alarum, A Retreat is founded. Enter at 
Againlt Aufidius, and his Antsats, Door Cominius, with the aon At ii Nm 
And that you not delay the prefent (but Martius, with bss Arm sn a Scarf. 


Filling the Air with Swords advanc’d) and Darts, 


We prove this very hour. Com. If 1 fhould tell thee o’re this thy Days work, 





Com, Though | could wifh Thou’lt not believe thy deeds: but Ple report it, 
You were conducted toa gentle Bath, Where Senators fhall mingle tears with fmiles, 
And Balms applied to you, yet dare I never Where great Patricians hall attend, and fhrug, 
Deny- your asking, take your Choice of thofe Mth’ end admire : where Ladies fhall be frighted, 
That belt can aid your action. And gladly quak’d, hear more: wherethedu!! Tribnnes, 

Mar. Thofeare they That with the fulty Plebeians, hate thine Honours, 
That moft are willing ; if anyfuch be here ? Shall fay againft their hearts, wethank the Gods 
(As it twere finto doubt) that love this painting Our Rome hath fuch a Souldier 
Wherein you fee me {mear’d, if any fear Yet cam’ft thou toa Morfel of this Feaft, 
Leffler his perfon, than an ill report: Having fully din’d before. 
If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life, 
And that his Country’s dearer than himfelf, Enter Titus with bis Power, from the Purfuse, 
Let him alone, (or, fo many fo minded) i 
Wave thus, to exprefs his difpofition, Titus Lucius. Oh General - 
And follow Martins. Here is the Steed, we the Caparifon: 
They all fhout, and wave their Swords, take him up im their Hadft thou beheld 

Arms, and cast up their Caps. Mar, Pray now, no more: 

Oh me alone, make youa Sword of me: My Mother, who has a Charter to extol her Blood, 
Ifthefe fhews be not outward, which of you When fhe does praife me, grieves me: 
But is four Volfcies? Noncof you, butis I have done as you have done, that’s what | can, 
Able to bear againft the great Aufidius. Induc’d as you have been, that’s for my Country : 
A Shield as hard as his. A certain number He that has but effected his good will, 
(Though thanks to all) muft I felect from all: Hach overta’ne mine Ad. 
The reft fhall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight Com, You hail not be the Grave of your deferving, 
As caufe will be obey’d: pleafe you to march, Rome muft know the value of her own: 
And four hall quickly draw out my Command, °T were a Concealment worfe thana Theft, 
Which Men are beft inclin’d. No lefs than a Traducement, 

Com. March on, my fellows: To hide your doings, and to filence that, 
Make good this oftentation, and you fhall Whichto the fpire and top of praifes vonch’d, 
Divide in all, with us. CExennt. | Would feem but modeft : therefore, 1 befeech you, 


In fign of what you are, not to reward 


Titus Lucius, ae fee @ Guard npon Coriolus, going What you havedonc, before our Army hear me. 
with Drum and Trumpet toward Cominius , and Caius | _ 44. | have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart 
Martius, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Soldiers, and | 10 hear themfelves remembred. 
a@ Scour, - Com, Should they not: 
Well might they felter *gainft ingratiude, 
Luc. So, let the Ports be guarded, keep your Duties | And tent themfelves with death: of all the Horfes, 


As 1 have fet them down, If ido fend, difpatch W hereof we have ta’ne good, and good {tore of all, 
Thofe Centuries to our aid, the reft will ferve The Treafure in this Field atchiev’d, and City, 
For a fhort holding , ifwe lofe the Field, We render you the tenth, to be ta’ne forth, 
We cannot keep the Town. Before the common diftribution, 

Liew, Fear not our care, Sir, At your only choice. 

Luc. Hence; and fhut your Gates upon’s : ' Mar. | thank you, General : 


Our Guider comc, to th? Roman Camp conduct us. [Exst. | But cannot make my heart confent to take 
[ Alarum asin Battel, | A Bribe, to pay my Sword: I do refufe it, 
And ftand upon my common part with thofe, 


Emer Martius and Aufidius at feveral Doors, That have beheld the doing. 
Mar, Vie fight with none but thee, for! dohatethce | A long foxrifh. They all Martius, Martius. ca 
Worfe than a Promife-breaker. l ae ao and ia? Gantinatit D Lacat ias 
Asf. We hate alike : bare. 
Not Africk owns a Serpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame and Envy : Fix thy Foot. Afar. May thefe fame Inftruments, which you prophane, 
Asr. Ler the firft Budger dic the others Slave, Never found more : when Droms and Trumpets fhalt 
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Mth? Field prove flatrerers, let Courts and Cities be 
Made of all falfe-fac’d foothing : 
When Steel grows foft, as the Parafires Silk, 
Let him be made an Overture for th? Wars: 
Nomore, | fay, for that I have not wafh’d 
My Nofe that bled, o1 foil’d fome debile wretch, 
Which without note, here’s many elfe have done, 
You fhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if I lov’d my little fhould be dieted 
In praifes, fawc’d with Lies. 
Com. Too modelt are you: 
More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
Tous, that give you truly : by your patience, 
If againft your felf you be incens’d, we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in Manacles, 
Then reafon fafely with you: Therefore be it known, 
As to us, toallthe World, that Cains Martius 
Wears this Wars Garland : in token of the which, 
My noble Steed, known to the Camp, I give him, 
With all his crim belonging, and from this time, 
For what he did before Corsolus, call him, 
With all th’ applaufe and clamor of the Hoft, 
Martius Cains Coriolanus, Bear th’ addition Nobly ever ? 
Flourifh. Trumpets found, and Drums 
Omnes, Martins Cains Coriolanus, 
Mar. I will go wah : 
And when my Face is fair, you fhall perceive 
Whether I blufh, or no: Howbeit, I thank you. 
l] mean to ftride your Steed, and at all times 
To under-creft your good Addition, 
Toth’ fairnefs of my power. 
Com. So, toour Tent: 
Where, e’re we do repofe us, we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefs: you Litas Lucius 
Mutt to Corrolus back, fend us to Rome 
The beft, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
Luc, I shall, my Lord. 
Mar. The Gods begin to mock me ; 
I that now refus’d moft Princely gifts, 
Am bound to beg of my Lord General. 
Com, Yake’t, "tis yours, what is’t ? 
Mar. \fometime lay here in Corsolits, 
At a poor mans Houfe: He us’d me kindly. 
He cry’d to me: I faw him Prifoner : 
But then Aufidius was within my view, 
And wrath o’re-whelm’d my pity: 1 requeft you 
To give my poor Hoft freedom. 
Com. Oh well begg’d : 
Were he the Butcher of my Son, he fhould 
Be free as is the Wind, deliver him, Zérus. 
Luc. Martius, his name. 
Mar. By Fupiter, forgot : 
I am weary, yeamy Memory ts tir?d : 
Have we no Wine here ? 
Com. Go weto our Tent: 
The Blood upon your Vifage drics, °tis time 
It fhould be look’d too: come. 


A Flonrifh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius, bloody, with 
twoor three Souldiers. 


Auf. The Town ista’ne. 
Soul. ?Twill be deliver’d back on good Condition. 
Anf. Condition ? 
I would | werea Roman, For I cannot, 
Being a Volfcie, be, thatlam. Condition? 
What good Condition can a Treaty find 
Pth? part that isat mercy ? five times, Martius, 
| have fought with thee ; fooften haft thoa beat me: 
And would’ft do fo, I think, fhould we encounter 
As often as we eat. By the Elements, 
If e’re again! meet him beardto beard 
He’s mine, or] am his: Mine Emulation 


( Excunt, 


Hath not that honour in’t it had: For where 

[ thought to crufh himin an equal Force, 

True Swordto Sword: Ple porch at him {ome way, 
Or Wrath, or Craft may get him. 

Sol. Hes the Devil. 

Auf, Bolder, though not fo fubtle : my valor’s poifon’d, 
With only fuffering ítain by hım ; for him 
Shall fie outof ir felf, nor fleep, nor fanétuary, 
Being naked, fick; nọrPhane, nor Capıtol, 

The Prayersof Priefts, nor time of Sacrifice : 
Embarquements allof Fury fhall lift up 

Their rotten Priviledge, and Cuftom ’gaintft 

My hate to Martius. Where l find him, were it 

At home , upon my Brothers Guard, even there 
Againft the Hofpitable Cannon, would i 

Wath my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you tothe City, 
Learn how 7us held, and what they are that mutt 
Be Hoftages for Rome. 

Sol. Will not you go ? 

Auf, \ am attended at the Cyprus Grove. I pray you 
(Tis South the City Mill) bring me word thither 
How the World goes, that to che pace of it 
i may {pur on my Journey. 

Sol. i hall, Sir. 





Alus Secundus. 


Emer Menenius wirh the two Tribunes of the People, 
Sicinius and Brutus. 


Men, The Augurer tells me, we fhall have News to 
Night. 

Bru. Good or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the Prayer of the People, for 
they love not Martius, 

Sicın. Nature teaches Beafts to know their Friends. 

Men. Pray you, who does the Wolf love? 

Stein. The Lamb. 

Men. 1,to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Martins. 

Bru. He’s a Lamb indeed, that baes likea Bear. 

Men. He’s a Bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb. 
You two are Old Men, tell me one thing that I fhall ask 


you. 
Both, Well, Sir. 
Men. In what enormity is Martius poor in, that you 


two have not in abundance ? 


Bru. He’s poor in no one fault, but ftor’d with all. 

Sıcin. Efpecially Pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boaft. 

Men, This is ftrange now: Do you two know, how 
you are cenfured here in the City, I mean of us o’th’ right 
hand File, do you? 

Bru, Why ? how are we cenfured ? 

Men. Becaufe you talk of Pride now, will you not be 
angry ? 

Borb. Well, well Sir, well. 

Men. Why ’tisno great matter, for a very little thief 
of Occafion, willrob you of a great dealof Patience: 
Give your difpofitions the Reins, and be angry at your 


| pleafures (at the leaft) if you take it as a pleafure to you, 


in being fo, you blame Martins for being proud. 

Bru. Wedo it not alone, Sir. 

Men. 1 know you can do very little alone, for your 
helps-are many, or elfe your actions would grow won- 
drous fingle : your abilities are too Infant-like, for doing 
muchalone. Youtalk ot Pride: Oh, that you could turn 
your Eyes toward the Napes of your Necks, and make 
but an interior furvey of your good felves. Oh that you 


‘i could ! 


Men. What then, Sir? 
Men, Why chen you fhould difcover a brace of un- 
meriting, 
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meriting, proud, violent, tefty Magiftrates (alias Fools) 
as any in, Rome. ' 

Sicin, Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. 1 am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves acupof hot Wine with not a drop of allay- 
ing Tiber in’t : Said tobe fomething imperfect in favou- 
ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tinder-like upon, to 
trivial motion: One, thatconverfes more with the But- 
tock of the Night, than with the Fore-head of the, Mor- 
ning. What I think [utcer, and {pend my Malice in my 
Breath. Meeting two fuch Weals-men as you are ( lcan- 
not call you Licurguffes) if thedrink you give me, touch 
my Palat adverfly, I make a crooked face at it. I can fay, 
your Worthips have deliver’d the matter well, when 
[ find the Afs in compound with the Major part of 
your Syllables. And though! muft be content to bear 
with thofe, that fay you are Reverend Grave, yet they lyc 
deadly, that tell you have good Faces , if you feethts tn 
the Map of my Microcofm, follows it that! am known 
well enough too? VVhat harm can your Befom Con- 
fpectuities glean out of this Charaéter, if [ be known 
well enough too ? 

Bru, Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, your felves, nor any 
thing: you are ambitious for poor Knaves Caps aud 
Legs: You wear out a good wholefom Fore-noon, in 
hearing a Caule between an Orange-wife, anda Faufet- 
feller, and then rejonrn the Coutroverfie of three- pence 
to a fecond day of Audience. Y Vhen you are Hearing a 
matter betwcen a Party and Party, if you chance to be 
pinchd with the Cholick, you make Faces like Mum- 
mers, fet up the bloody Flag againft all Patience, and 
in roaring for a Chamber-pot, difmifs the Controverhie 
bleeding, the more intangied by your hearing : All the 
Peace youmake in their Caufe, is calling both the Parties 
Knaves. Youarea Pair of ftrange ones. 

Bru, Come, come, you are well underftood to be a 
perfecter gyber forthe Table, than a neceflary Bencher 
in the Capitol. 

Men, Our very Priefts muft become Mockers, if they 
fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Subjects as you are , when 
you {peak beft unto the purpofe , it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your Beards, and your Beards deferve not fo 
honourable a Grave, as to ftuffa Botchers Cufhion, or to 
beintomb’din an Afles Pack-faddle, yet you muft be 
faying, Adartins is proud: who in acheap eftimation, is 
worth all your Predeceffors fince Deucalion, though per- 
adventure fome of the beft of °cm were hereditary Hang- 
men.Good-e'en to your Worfhips, more of your Conver- 
fation would infect my Brain, being the Heardfmen of the 
Beaftly Plebeians, [willbe bold to take my leave of you. 

{Brutus and Sicintus. Afide. 


Enter Volumnia and Valeria. 


How now(my as Fair as Noble)Ladies,and the Moon were 
fhe Earthly, no Nobler 5 whither do you follow your Eyes 
fo faft ? 

Volum. Honourable Adenentns, my Boy, Martius, approa- 
ches : for the love of Juno let’s go. 

Men, Ha? Martins coming home ? 

Volum. 1 worthy Menenius and with moft profperous Ap- 
probation. 

Men, Take my Cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee: hoo, 
Mar tists coming home ? 

2 Ladies. Nay, tis true. 

Volum, Look, here’s a Letter from him, the State hath 
another, his Wife another, and (1 think) there’s one at 
home for you. 

Menen, | willmake my very houfe reel to night: 

A Letter forme ? 

Virgil. Yes, certain, there’sa Letter for you, | faw’t. 

Menen. A Letter for me? it gives me an Eftate of fe- 
ven years health ; in which time, I will make a Lip at 
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the Phyfician: The moft Soveraign Prefcription in Galen 
is but Empericktigue , and to this Prefervative, of no 
better report thana Horfe-drench. fs he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded ? 

Virgil. Oh no, no, no. 

Volum, Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for’t. 

Menen. So do ltoo, ifhe be not too much: brings a 
Victory in his Pocket ? the wounds become him. 

Volum. On's Brows. Menenius, he comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen. Has he difciplin’d Asfidius foundly ? 

Volum, Titus Lucius writes, they fought cogether , but 
Aufidsus got off. 

Menen, And twas time for him too, Ple warrant him 
that: and he had ftay’d by him, L would not have been 
fo fiddious’d, for all the Chefts in Coriolus, and the Gold 
thatv’sin them. Is the Senate pofleft of this ? 

Volum. Good Ladies, let’s go. Yes, yes, yes: The 
Senate has Letters from the General, wherein he gives 
my Son the whole Name of the War, he hath in this 
Action out-done his former Deeds doubly. 

Valer. In troth there’s woudrous things {poke of him. 

Menen. Wondrous ? 1, 1 warrant you, and not with- 
out his true Purchafing. 

Virgil. The Gods grant them true. 

Volum. True? pow waw. 

Mene. True? Vle be fworn they are true, where is 
he wounded, God fave your good Worhhips ? Martins 
iscoming home : he has tore caufe to be proud: where 
is he wounded ? 

Volum. Pth Shoulder, and i'th’ left Arm, there will 
be large Cicatrices to fhew the People,when he fall ftand 
for his place : he recciv’d inthe Repulfe of Tarquin feven 
hurts ith? Body. 

Men, One th’ Neck, and two i’th? 
that | know. 

Volum. He had, before his laft Expedition, 
five Wounds upon him. 

Men. Now it’s twenty feven, every gah was an Enc- 
mies Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. 

(4 Shout, and Flourish. 

Volum, Thefe are the Uhhers of Martius: 

Beforehim, he carries Noife ; 

And behind him, he leaves Tears - 

Death, that dark Spirit, in’s nervy Arm doth lye, 
Which being advane’d, declines, and then Men dye. 


Thigh, there’s nine 


twenty 


A Soner. Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the G eneral, and 
Titus Lucius : beemeen them Coriolanus, Crorn’d with an 
Oaken Garland with Captains and Souldiers ard a Herald. 


Fiera, Know, Rome, that all alone Martins did fight 
Within Coriolus Gates: where he hath won, 
With Fame, a Name to Afartins Cans: 
Thefe in Honour follows, Martins Caius, Coriolanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanns. 

Sound. Flourifh. 

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 

Corio. Nomore of this, it does offend my heart ; pray 
now no more. 

Com, Look, Sir, your Mother. 

Corio. Oh! you have, I know, petition’d all the Gods 
for my Profperity. [Kveels. 

Volum, Nay, my good Souldier, up - 
My gentle Martins, worthy Cains, 
And by deed-atchieving Honour newly nam’d, 
What is it (Coriolanns ) muft 1 call thee ? 
But oh, thy Wife. 

Corio, My gracious filence, hail: 
Would?ft thou have laugh’d, had1 come Coffin’d home, 
That weep’ft to fee me Triumph? Ah, my Dear, 
Such Eyes the Widows in Coriolas wear 
And Mothers that lack Sons. 

Afen. Now the Gods Crown thee. 
* Aaa 


















? 
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Com. And live you yet? Oh my {weet Lady, Pardon. 
Volum. 1 know not where to turn. 
Oh welcome home : and welcome General, 
And y’are welcome all. 
M:n. A hundred thoufand Welcomes : 
I could weep, and J could laugh, 
lam light, and heavy, welcome: 
ACurfe begin at very root on’s Heart, 
That isnot glad to fee thee. 
You are Three, that Rome fhould dote on: 
Yet by the Faith of Men, we have 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Relthh. 
Yet welcome Warriors : 
WecallaNettle, buta Nettle ; 
And the faults of Fools but Folly. 
| Com, Ever right. 
Cor. Menenins, ever, ever. 
Hera. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and yours? _ 
E’re in our own Houfe 1 do fhade my head, 
The good Patricians mutft be vifited, 
From whom I have receiv’d not only Greetings, 
But with them, change of Honours. 
Volum. \ have lived, 
To fee inherited my very Wihhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy : 
Only there’s one thing wanting, 
Which (1 doubt not) but our Rome 
Willcaft upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their Servant in my way, 
Than fway with them in theirs. 
[Flourifh. Cornets. 


Com, On, to the Capitol. 
(Exeunt in State, as before. 
Enter Brutus avd Sicinius. 
Bru. All Tongues {peak of him, and the bleared fights 
Are fpectacled to fee him. Your pratling Nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, 
While fhe chatshim: the Kitchin Malkin pins 
Her richeft Lockram *bout her reechy neck, 
Clambring the Walls to eye him: 
Stalls, Bulks, Windows, are fmother’d up, 
Leads fill’d, and Ridges hors’d 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing 
In earneftnefS to fee him: feld-fhown Flamins 
Do prefs ’mong the popular Throngs, and puff 
To wina vulgar ftation- our veil’d Dames 
Commit the War of White and Damask 
In their nicely gawded Cheeks, to th’ wanton fpoil 
Of Phebusburning Kifles: fucha poother, 
As if that whatfoever God, who leads him, 
Were flily crept into his humane powers, 
And gave him graceful pofture. i 
Sicin. On the fudden, I warrant him Conful. 
Bru. Then our Office may, during his Power, go fleep. 
Sicin. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his Honours, 
From where he fhould begin and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath won. 
Bru. In that there’s comfort. 
Sici. Doubt not, 
The Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget 
With the leaft caufe, thefe his new Honours, 
Which that he will give them, make] as little queftion, 
As he is proud to do’t. 
Bru. { heard him fwear 
Were he toftand for Conful, never would he 
Appear i'th’ Market-place, nor on him put 
The Naples Veiture of humility, 
Nor fhewing (as the manner is) his Wounds 
To th? people, beg their ftinking breaths. 
Sicin, ?Tis right. 
Bru. 1t was his word ; 
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Oh he would mifs it, rather than carry it, 
But by the fuit of the Gentry to him, 
= the eae the Nobles. 
icin, } wifh no better, than have hi 

pofe, and toputitin execution, ae 

Bru, 7Vis moft like, he will. 

Stein. It thall be to him then, 
deftruction. 

Bre, So it muft fall out 
To him, or our Authorities, for an end. 
We muft fuggeft the People, in what hatred 
He ftillhath held them: that to’s power he would 
Have made them Mules, filenc’d their Pleaders, 
And difproportioned their Freedoms; holding them 
In humane Action, and Capacity, i 
Of no more Soul, nor fitnefs for the, World 
Than Camels in their War, who have their Provand 
Only for bearing Burthens, and fore blows 
For finking under them. 

Sicin, This (as you fay) fuggefted, 
At fome time, when his foaring infolence 
Shall teach the People, which time fhall not want 
If he be put upon’t, and that’s as eafie, ~ 
As to fet Dogs on Sheep, will be his fire 
To kindle their dry Stubble: and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Bru. What’s the matter ? 

Mef. You are fent for tothe Capitol : 
Tis thoughr, that Martius hall be Conful : 
{ have feen the dumb men throng to fee him, 
And the blind to hear him {peak : Matrons flung Gloves 
Ladies and Maids their Scarfs, and Handkerchiefs, j 
Upon him, as he pafs’d : the Nobles bended 
As to Joves Statue, and the Commons made 
A Showre, and Thunder, with their Caps, and Shouts : 
I never faw the like. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol, 
And carry with us Ears and Eyes for th’ time, 
But Hearts forthe event. 

Sicin, Have with you. 


as our good wills, a fur 


[Exeunt. 
Enter two Officers, to lay Cuflions, as it were, in the Capitol. 


1 Of. Come, come, they are almoft here: how many 
ftand for Confulfhips ? 

2 Of. Three, they fay: but°tisthought of every one, 
Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off. That’sa brave Fellow, but he’s vengeance proud, 
and loves not the Common People. 

2 Of. ’Faith, there have been many great men that 
have flatter’d the People, who ne’re loved them,and there 
be many that they have loved, they know not wherefore : 
fo that if they love they know not why , they hate upon 
no better a ground. Therefore, for Coriolanus neither to 
care whether they love, or hate him, manifefts the true 
knowledge he hasin their difpofition, and out of his No- 
ble carelefnefs lets them plainly fee’t. 

1 Of. If hedid not care whether he had their love, or 
no, he waved indifferently , *twixt doing them neither 
good, nor harm: but he feeks their hate with greater 


-devotion,than they can render it him; and leaves nothing 


undone, that may fully difcover him their Oppofite. Now 
to feem to affectthe Malice and Difpleafure of the Peo- 
ple, isasbad, as that which he diflikes, to fatter them 
for their love. 

2 Off He hath deferved worthily of his Countrey, 
And his afcent is not by fuch eafie degrees as thofe, who 
ou been fupple and courteous to the People, Bon- 
netted, without any further deed, to have them at all into 
their eftimation, and report: buthe hath fo planted his 
Honours in their Eyes,and his Actions in their Hearts,that 
for their Tongues to be filent, and not confefs fo much, 


were 2 kindof ingrateful injury: to report otherwife, 
| were 
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were a Malice, that giving it felf the Lye, would pluck 
reproof and rebuke from every Ear that heard it. 

1 Of. Nomore of him, he’s a worthy man: make 
may, they arc coming. 


A Sonet. Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo- 
ple, Littors before them, Coriolanus, Menenius , Comi- 
nius she Conful : Sicinius and Brutus take their places by 
themfelves : Coriolanus frands. 


Men. Havmg determin’d of the Volfcies, 
And to fend for Titus Lucius : it remains, 
Asthe main Point of this our after-meeting, 
To gratifie his Noble fervicc, that hath 
Thus ftood for his Country. Therefore pleafe you, 
Moft Reverend and Grave Elders, to defirc, 
The prefent Conful, and laft General, 

In our well-found Succefles, to report 

A little of that worthy Work perform’d 

By Martins Caius Coriolanus: whom 

We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himfelf. 

r Sex, Speak, good Comsmius : l 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather our State’s defective for requital, 

Than we to ftretch it out. Maflerso’th’ People, 
Wedo requeft your kindeft Ear, and after, 
Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yield what pafles here. 

Sicin, We are convented upon a pleafing Treaty , and 
| have Hearts inclinable to Honour, and advance the Theam 
of our Affembly. 

Bru, Which the rather we fhallbe bleft to do, if he 
remember akinder valuc of the People, than he hath 
hereto priz’d them at. 

- Men. That’s off, that’s off: I would you rather had 
been filent: Pleafe you to hear Comins {peak ? 

Brn, Moft willingly: but yet my Caution was more 

pertinent than the rebuke you giveit. i 

Men. He loves your people, but tye him aot to be their 

Bedfellow : Worthy Cominius, fi peak. 
Coriolanus rifes, and offers to go away. 
Nay, keep your place. 

Senat, Siv, Coriolanus, never fhame to hear 
W hat you have Nobly done. 

Corto. Your Honours pardon : 

Thad rather have my Wounds to heal again, 
Than hear fay how | got them. 

Brn. Sir, | hope my words dif-bench’d you not ? 

Corio. No, Sir, yetoft, 

W hen blows have made me ftay, I fled from words. 
You footh’d not, therefore hurt not: but your People, 
I love them as they weigh-—— 

Mon. Pray now, fit down. 

Corio. | had rather have one fcratch my Head rch? Sun, 
| When the Alaruin were ftruck, than idly fit 
To hear my Nothings montter’d. [Ext Coriolanus. 

Mev, Matters of the People, 

Your multiplying Spawn how can he flatter? 
That’s thoufand toone good one, when you now fee 
Be had rather venture all his Limbs for Honour, 
Than once o’s Ears to hear it. Proceed Comimus. 

Com. \ thall lack Voice: the Deeds of Cortalanus 

Should not be utter’d feebly : itis held, 

That Vatour is the chiefeft Virtue, and 

Moft dignifics the Haver: ifit be, 

The man! {peak of cannot in the World 

Be fingly counter-poys’d. At fixtecn years, 
When Tarquin made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then Dictator, 
Whom with all praife ! pointat, faw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian Chin he drove 

The brizled Lips before him : he beftrid 

An o’re-preft Roman, and i’th’ Conful’s view 
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Slew threcoppofers: Zarquins felf he met, 
And ftrack him on his Knee: in that days feats, 
When he might act the woman in the Scene, 
He prov’d beft man i’th’ Field, and for his meed 
Was Brow-bound with Oak. His Pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waited like a Sea, 
And in the brunt of feventeen Battels fince, 
He lurcht all Swords o’th? Garland : for this Jaft, 
Before, and in Cortolas, Iet me fay 
I cannot {peak him home: he ftopt the flyers, 
And by his rare example made the Coward 
Turn terror intofport: as Wayes before 
A Veflel under fay], fo men obey’d, 
And fell below his Stem: his Sword (Deaths ftamp) 
Where it did mark, tt took from Faceto Foot : 
He was a thing of Blood, whofe every motion 
Was trimm’d with dying Cries: alone heentred 
The mortal Gate o’th’ City, which he painted 
With fhunlefs defamy : aidlefscame off, 
And witha fudden re-inforcement ftruck 
Corsolus, \ikea Planet : now all’s this, 
W hen by and by the dinof War ’gan pierce 
His ready fence, then ftre ight hus doubled Spirit 
Requickned what in ficfh was fatigate, 
And to the Battel came he, where he did 
Run reeking o’re the lives of Men, as if 
"Twere a perpetual {poyl, and till we call’d 
Both Field and City ours, he never ftood 
Tocafe his Breaft with panting. 

Men, Worthy man. 

Senat. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honours 
which wedevife him, 

Com. Our [poils he kickt at, 

And look’d upon things Precious, as they were 
The common Muck oth’ Wortd: he covets lefs 
Than Mifery it felf would give, rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and is content 

To fpend the time, toend it. 

Men, Hes right Noble, let him be call’d for. 

Senat, Call Coriolanus. 

Off. Hedoth appcar. 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Men, The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’d to make 
thee Conful. 

Corio. 1 do owe them fill my Life, and Services. 

| Afen. Itthen remains that you do fpeak to the Peo- 
ple. i 
Corio. I do befeech yov, 

Let me o’re-leap that Cuftom: for I cannot 

Put onthe Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake, to give their fuffrage: 
Pleafe you that | may pafs this doing. 

Siciz, Sir, the People muft have their Voices, 
Neither will they bateone jot of Ceremony. ` 

Men, Put them not to't: 

Pray you go fit you to the Cuftom, 
And takc to you, as your Predeceflors have, 
Your Honour with your form. 

Corio. lt isa Part that l fhall bluh in Acting, 
And might well bc taken from the People. 

Bru. Mark you that. 

Corio. Yo brag untothem, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th’unaking Skars, which I fhould hide, 
Asif 1 had receiv’d them for the hire 
Oftheir Breath only. 

Afen. Do not ftand upon’t: 

We recommend to you, Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpofeto them, and to our Noble Conful 
With we all Joy, and Honour. 

Senar. To Coriolanus come all Joy and Honour. 

Flourifh Cornets, 
Then Exeunt. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. You fee how he intends to ufe the People. 

Sics. May they perceive’s intent: be will require them 
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As ifhe did contemn what he requetted, 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru, Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here on tl’ Market place, 
I know they do attend us. ™ 

Enter feven or eight Citizens. 

1 Cit. Once if he dorequire our Voices, we ought not 
to deny him. i , 

2 Cit. Wemay, Sir, if we will. A 

3 Cit. We have power inour felves to doit, but it is 
a power that we have no powertodo: For , if he thew 
us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 
Tongues into thofe wounds, and fpeak for them: So, if 
he tell us his noble deeds, we muft alfo tell him our noble 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monftrous, and for the 
multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a Monfter of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being Members, fhould 
bring our felves to be monftrous Members, . 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of a little 
help will ferve : for once we ftood up about the Corn, 
he himfelf {tuck not to call us the many-headed Multi- 
tude. 

3 Cis. Wehave been call’d fo of many , not that our 
heads arc fome brown, fome black, fome auburn, fome 
| bald; butthat our wits are fo diverfly Colour’d ; and tru- 
ly,i think, ifall our wits were to iffue out of one Scull, 
they would fiye Ealt, Weft, North, South, and their con- 
fent of onedirett way, fhould beat once to all the points 
o’th’ Compafs. 

2 Cit. Think you 
wit would fiye ? 

3 Cie. Nay your wit will not fo foon out as another 
mans will, *tis ftrongly wedg’d up ina Block-head: but 
if it were at liberty, ?twould fure Southward. 

2 Cit. Why, that way ? 

3 Cit. To lofe itfelf in aFog, where being three parts 
melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return 
for Confcience fake, to help to get thee a Wife. 

2 Cit. Youare never without your tricks, you may, 
you may. 

3 Cit. Are you allrefolved to give your Voices ? But 
that’s no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. Ifhe 
wouldincline to the People, there was never a Worthier 
man. : 


fo? Which way do you judge my 


Enter Coriolanus in a Gown of Humility, with Menenius. 


| Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility , mark his 
behaviour : we are not to ftayall together, but to come 
| by him where he ftands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He’s to make his requefts by particulars, where every one 
of us has a fingle Honour, in giving him our own Voices 
with our own Tongues, therefore follow me, and Pledi- 
rect you how you fhall go by him. 

All, Content, content. 

Men. Oh, Sir, you are notright; have you not known 
The worthieft men have don’t ? 

Corio. What muft I fay, I pray, Sir ? 
Plauge upon’t, I cannot bring 
My Tongue to fuch a pace. Look, Sir, my wounds, 
I got them inmy Countries Service, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar’d, andran 
From the noife of our own drums. 

Men. Oh methe Gods you muft not {peak of that, 
You muft defire them to think upon you. 

Corio. Think upon me ? Hang ’em, 
I would they would forget me, like the Virtues 
Which our Divines lofe by em. 

Men. Yowi mar all, 
Ple leave you: Pray you fpeak to ’em, I pray you 
In wholefome manner. 

Enter three of the Citizens. 

Corto. Bid them wath their Faces, 

And keep their Teeth clean: So here comes a brace, 
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You know the caufe (Sir) of my ftanding here. 
3 Cst. We do, Sir, tellus what hath brought you to't. f 
Corso, Mine own defert. ? 
2 Cx. Your owndefert ? 

Corio. I, not mine own defire. 

3 Cit. How, not your own defire ? 

Corso, No, Sir, "twas never my defire yet to trouble the f 
poor with pegging, 

3 Cit. You mult think, if we give you any thing, we 
hope to gain by you. 

Coro. Well then! pray, your price o’th’ 

1 Cit. The priceis, to ask ic kindly. 

Corto. Kindly, Sir, I praylet meha’t: I have wounds 
to fhew you, which fhall be yours in private: your good 
Voice, Sir, what fay you? 

2 Crt. You fhall ha'r, worthy Sir. 

Corio. A match, Sir, there’sin all two worthy Voices 
begg’d: l have your Alms, Adicu. 

3 Cit. But this is fomething odd. 

2 Ci. And *twere to give again: but ’tisno matter, 

Exeunt. Enter two other Citizens. 

Corio. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune of 
your Voices, that I may be Conful, I have here the Cufto. 
mary Gown. 

1. You have deférved Nobly of your Country, and you 
have not deferved Nobly. : 

Corto. Your Enigma ? | 

1. You have been a fcourge to her Enemies, you have | 
been a Rod to her Friends, you have not indeed loved 
the Common People. 

Corto. You fhould account me the more Virtuous, that | 
I have not been common in my Love; | wil, Sir, flatter 
my {worn Brother, the People to earn a dearer eftimati- 
on of them, “tis a condition they account gentle : and fince | 
the wifdom of their choice, is rather to have my Hat, } 
than my Heart, I will practife the infinnating nod, and be 
off to them moft counterfeitly, that is, Sir, I will counter- 
feit the bewitchment of fome popular man, and give it 
bountiful to the defires: Therefore, befeech you, I may 
be Conful. 

2. We hope to find youour Friend : and therefore give 
you our Voices heartily. 

1. You have received many wounds for your Coun- 
trey. 

Corto. Twill not Seal your knowledge with mewing 
them. J will make much of your Voices, and fo trouble 
you no farther. 

Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily. 

Corso. Moft {weet Voices: 

Better itis to dye, better to ftarve; 

Than crave the hire, which firft we do deferve. 

Why in this Woolvifh Gown fhould I ftand here, 

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 

Their needlefS Vouches? Cuftom calls me to’t : 

What Cuftom wills in all things, fhould we do’t ? 

The Dutt on antique Time would lie unfwept, 

And mountainous Error be too highly heapr, 

For truth too’re-peer. Rather than fool it fo, 

Let the high Office and the Honour go, 

Toone that would do thus. Iamhalf through, . 

The one part fuffer’d, the other will I do. 

Enter three Citizens more, 

Here come more Voices. 

Your Voices? for your Voices I have fought, 

Watch’d for your Voices: for your Voices, bear 

Of Wounds, two dozenodd : Battels, thrice fix 

I have feen, and heard of : for your Voices, 

Have done many things, fome lefs, fome more : 

Your Voices? indeed I would be Conful. 

1 Cit. He has done Nobly, and cannot gowithout any 

honeft Mans Voice. 

2Cit. Therefore let him be Conful : the Gods give 
him joy, and make him good Friend to the People. 

Ali, Amen, Amen. God favechee, Noble Coalal. 
orio, 


Confulhhip. ? 
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Corio. VVorthy Voices. 


Enter Menenius, with Brutus, and Sicinius. 


Men. You have ftood your Limitation - 
And the Tribunes enduc you with the Peoples Voice, 
Remains ,that inth? Official Marks invefted, 
You anon do meet the Senate. 
Corio. Is this done ? 
Sict. The Cuftom of Requeft you have difcharg’d : 
The People do admit you, ‘and are fummon’d 
To meet anon upon your Approbation. 
Corio. Where ? at the Senate-houfe ? 
Sici. There, Corsolanus, 
Cort. May | change thefe Garments ? 
Sicin. You may, Sir. 
Corio. That Pie ftraight do: and knowing my felf again 
Repair to th’ Senate-houfe. 
Men. Vie keep youcompany. Will you along? 
Bru. We ftay here for the People. 
Sicin. Fare you well. [ Exennt Coriol. and Men. 
He ha’sit now : and by his Looks, methinks 
Tis warmat’s heart. 
Bru, Witha proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will you difinifs the People ? 
Enter the Plebeians. 
Sici. How now, my Mafters, have you chofe this man ? 
1 Cit, He has our Voices, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may dcferve your loves. 
2 Cit. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock’d us, when he bege’d our Voices. 
3 Cit. Certainly he flowted us down-right. 
1 Cit, No, ’tis his kind of fpeech, he did not mock us. 
2 Cit. Not onc amongit us, fave your felf, but fays 
He vs’d us Fcornfully : he fhould have fhew’d us 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds recciv’d for’s Country. 
Sicin. Why fo hedid, l am fure. 
All. No, no; noman faw ’em. 
3 Cit. He faid he had Wounds, 
Which he could fhew in private: 
And with his Hat, thus waving it in {corn, 
| would be Conful, fayshe : aged Cuftom, 
But by your Voices, ‘will not fo permit me. 
Your Voicestherefore : when we granted that, 
Here was, I thank you for your Voices, thank you 
Your moft fwcet Voices : now you have lett your Voices 
Ihave no further with you. Was not this Mockery ? 
Sicin. Why, either were you ignorant to fee’t ? 
Or feeing it, of fuch Childihh friendlinefs, 
To yield your Voices ? 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were Ieflon’d ; when he had no Power, 
But wasa petty Servant to the State, 
He was your Enemy, ever fpake again {t 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear 
Pth? Body of the Weal: and now arriving 
At place of Potency, and {way o’th’ State, 
If he fhould ftill malignantly remain 
Falt Foctoth’ Pleben, your Voices might 
Be Curfes to your felves. You fhould have faid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no lefs 
Than what he ftood for : fo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you, for your Voices, and 
Tranflate his Malice towards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 
Sicin. Thus to have faid, ‘ 
As you were fore-advis’d, had toucht his Spirit, 
Aad try’dhis Inclination: from him pluckt, 
Either his gracious Promife, which you might 
As caufe had call’d you up, have held him to; 
Orelfe it would have gail’d his furly Nature ; 
Which cafily endures not Article, 
Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rages 
You fhould have ta’ne th’ advantage of his Choler, 
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And pafs’d him unelcéted. 

Bru. Did you perccive, 
He did folicit you in free Contempt, 
When he did reed your Loves : and do you think, 
That his Contempt thall not be bruifing to you, 
When he hath Power tocrofh ? Why had your Bodies 
No Heart among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againft the Rectorfhip of Judgment? 

Sicin. Have you, e’re now, deny’d the Asker : 

And now again, of him that did notvask, but mock, 
Beftow your fu’d-for Tongues ? 

3 Cur. He’snot conhrm’d, we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him - 
le have five hundred Voices of that found. 

'Cit.L,twice five hundred,and their Friends,to piece cm. 

Bre. Get youhence inltantly, and tell thofe Friends, 
They have chofe a Conful, that will from them rake 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voice 
Than Dogs, that are as often beat for Barking, 

As thercfore kept todo fo. 

Sicin. Let them aflemble: and ona fafer Judgment, 
All revoke your ignorant Election : Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate unto you : befides, forget not, 

With what Contempt he wore the hunible Weed, 
How in his Suit he fcorn’d you: but your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 
T happrchention of his prefent portance, 
Which moft gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion 
After the inveterate Hate he bears you. 

Brn, Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 
That we tabour’d (no impediment berwcen) 
But that you muft caft your Election on him. 

Sici. Say, you chofe him,morce after our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own truc Affećtions, and that 
Your minds, pre-occupi’d with what you rather muft do 
Than what you fhould, made you againft the grain 
To Voice him Conful. Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. I, {pareus not: Say, weread Lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ferve his Country, 

How long continued, and what ftock he {prings of, 
The Noble Houle o’th’ Martians : from whence came 
That Ancus Martins, Numa’s Daughtcr’s Son : 
Who after great Hoftilixs here was King, 
Of the fame Houle Pablins and Quintas were, 
That onr belt Water brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam’d, fo twice being Cenfor, 
Was his great Anceftor. 
Sici. Onethus defcended, 
That hath befide well in his perfon wrought, 
To be fer high in Place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you have found, 
Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft, 
That he’s your fixed Enemy; and revoke 
Your fudden Approbation. 
Bru. Say, you nere had don’t, 
(Harp on that itill) but by our putting on : 
And prefently, when you have drawn your Number, 
Repair to th? Capitol. 


All. We will fo: almoft all repentin their Election. 
[Excune Plebevans, 
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Brn. Let them goon : 
This Mutiny were better putin hazard, 
Than ftay palt doubt, for greater : 
If, ashis Nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
Sitcom, Toth?Capitol, come : 
We will be there before the ftream o’th’ People : 
And this hall feem, as partly "tis, their own, 


Which we have goaded onward. Exen. 
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Adus Tertius. 


Cornets, Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, al the Gentry, Co- 
minius, Titus Lucius, and other Senators, 


Corio. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head. 

Lu. He had, my Lord, and that it was which caus’d 
Our f{wifter Compofition. 

Corio. So then the Vol/cies {tand but as at firlt, 
Ready whentime fhall prompt them, to make road 
Upon’s again. 

Com. They are worn (Lord Conful) fo, 

That we fhall hardly in our ages fee’ 
Their Banners wave again. 

Corto. Saw you Aufidins ? 

Lu, On fafe-gard he came to me, and did curfe 
Againft the Yolfcies, for they had fo vilely 
Yielded the Town: he is retired to Antium, 

Corto. Spoke he of me ? 

Lu. He did, my Lord. 

Corio, How ? what ? 

Lx», How oftenhe had met you Sword to Sword : 
That of all things upon the Earth, he hated 
Your Perfon moft : That he would pawn his Fortunes 
To hopelefs Reftitution, fo he might 
Be call’d your Vanquihher. 

Corio. At Antinm lives he? 

Lu, At Antium. 

Corio. I wifhI had a cavfe to feck him there, 

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 
Enter Sicinius, and Brutus. 
Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, _ 
The Tongues o’th’ Common Mouth, 1 dodefpife them: 
For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againft all Noble fufferance. 

Sicin, Pafs no further. 

Corso, Hah ? what is that ? 

Bru. It willbe dangerous to go on-—No further. 

Corso. What makes thischange ? 

Afen. The matter ? 

Com. Hath he not pafs’d the Noble, and the Commons ¢ 

Bru. Cominius, no. 

Corio. Have I had Children’s Voices ? 

Senat. Tribunes give way, he fhall to th? Market place. 

Bru. The People are incens’d againft him. 

Siciz, Stop, or all will fall in broyl. 

Corio. Are thefe your Herd ? 
Muft thefe have Voices, that can yield them now, 
And {traight difclaim their Tongues? what are your Offices? 
You being their Months, why rule you not their Teeth ? 
Have you not fet them on ? 

Men. Be calm, becalin. 

Corto, It isa purpos’d thing, and grows by Plot, 
Tocurb the will of the Nobility : 
Sufter’t, and live with fuchas cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be ruled. 

Bru, Call’t not a Plot: 

The People cry you mock’d them : and of late, 
When Corn was given them, gratis, you repin’d, 
Scandal’d the Suppliants forthe People, call’d them 
Time-pleafers, Flatterers, Foes to Noblenefs. 

Corio. Why this was known before. 

Bru, Not to them all. 

Corio.. Have you inform’d them fithence ? 

Bru, How ? IT inform them ? 

Com. Youare like to do fuch bufinefs. 

Bru, Not unlike each way to better yours. 


Corio. Why then fhould I be Conful ? by yond Clouds | Sometime in Greece 


Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 


Stein. You fhew too much of that, 
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For which the People ftir : if you will pafs 
To where you are bound, you muft enquire your way 
Which you are out of, with a gentler Spirit, i 
Or never be fo Noble as a Confiul, 
Nor yoak with him for Tribune. 
Men. Let’s be calm. 
Com, The People are abus’d: fet on, this paltring 
Becomes not Rome : Nor has Coriolanus 
Deferv’d this fo difhonoured Rub, laid falfely 
Pth’ plain way of his Merit. 
Corio. Tellme of Corn! this was my fpecch, 
And I will fpeak’t again. 
Men. Not now, not now. 
Senat. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Corio. Now, as I live, I will. 
My Nobler Friends, I crave their pardons: 
For the mutable rank-fcented Many, 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
And therein behold themfelves : I fay again, 
In foothing them, we nourifh ’gainft our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 
Which we our felves have plowed for, fow’d and {eatter’d 
By mingling them with us, the honor’d Number i 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but I 
Which they have given to Beggars. 
Alen, Well, no more. 
Senat. No more words, we befeech you. 
Corio. How ? no more ? 
As for my Country, I have fhed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force : So fhall my Lungs 
Coin words till their decay, againft thofe Meazels 
Which we difdain fhould Tetter us, yet fought 
The very way to catch them. 
Bru. Youfpeak o’th’ People, asif youwere a God 
To punifh , not a Man of their infirmity. 
Sicin, >Twere well, we Ict the People know’t. 
Afen, What, what? his Choler ? 
Cor. Choler ? Were I as Patient as the midnight-fleep 
By Sove, *twould be my mind. , 
Sicim. It isa mind that fhall remain a Poifon 
Where it is, not poifon any further. 
Corio, Shall remain ? 
Hear you this, Triton of the Minnones ? Mark you ` 
His abfolute Shall ? 
Com, °Twas froni the Cannon. 
Corio. Shall ? O God! but moft unwife Patricians: why 
Yon grave, but wrcaklefs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chufe an Officer, 
That with his peremptory Shall, being but 
The horn, and noife o’th’ Monfters, wants not Spirit 
To fay, he’ltturn your Current in a Ditch, 
And make your Channel his ? if he have power, 
Then vail yourlIgnorance: ifnone, awake 
Your dangerous Lenity: if you are Learn’d 
Be not ascommon Fools; if you are not, 
Let them have Cufhions by you. You are Pleberanz, 
lf they be Senators : and they are no lefs, 
V Vhen both your voices blended, the great’ft taft 
Moft palats theirs. They chufe their Magiftrate, 
And {ucha oneas he, who puts his Shall ; 
His popular Shall, againftagraver Bench 
Than ever frown’d ın Greece. By Fove himfelf, 
It makes the Confuls bafe , and my Soul akes 
Toknow, when two Authorities are up, 
Neither Supream, how foon Confufion 
May enter *twixt the gap of Both, and take 
The one by th’ other. 
Com. V Vell, onto th Market-place. 
Corio. VVhoever gave that Counfel, to give forth 
The Corn o’th’ Store-houfe, gratis, as *twas us’d 





Men, Well, well, no more of that. 
Cor. Though there the People had more abfolute power ; 
1 fay,they nourifh’d difobedience, fed the ruin of the State. 
Bru 
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Bru. Why fhallthe People give 
One that {peaks thus, their Voice ¢ 

Corio, Plegive my Reafons, 
More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
Was not our recompence, refting well affur’d 
They ne’re did fervice for’t, being preft toth? War, 
Even when the Navel of the State was touch’d, i 
They would not thred the Gates: This kind of Service 
Did notdeferve Corn Gratis. Being Pth? War, 
Their Mutiniesand Revolts, wherein they hew’d 
Moft Valour, fpoke not for them. Th’ Accufation 
Which they have often made againft the Senate, 
Allcanfe unborn, could never be the Native 
Of our fo frank Donation. Well, what then ? 
How fhall this Bofom-multiplied, digeft 
The Senates courtefie ? Let deeds exprefs 
What’s liketo be their words. We did requeft it, 
We are the greater Pole, and in truc fear 
They gave us our demands. Thus wc debafe 
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 
Call our Cares, Fears ; whichwillin time 
Break openthe Locks o’th’ Senate, and bring in 
The Crows to peck the Eagles. 

Aten. Come, enough. 

Brx, Enough, with over-meafure. 

Corto. No, take more. 

What may be fworn by, both Divine and Human, 
Seal what | end withal. Thisdouble worhhip, 
Whereon part does difdain withcaufe, the other _ 
Infult without all feafon ; where Gentry, Title, Wifdom, 
Cannot conclude, but by the Yea and No 

Of general ignorance, it muft omit 

Real Necelfities, and give way the while 

To unftable Stightnefs : purpofe fo barr’d, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, befeech you, 
You that willbe lefs fearful, than difercet, 

That love the Fundamental part of State 

More than you doubt the change ofc - that prefer 

A Noble lifc, before a Long, and with, 

To jumpa Body with a dangerous Phyfick, 

That’s fure of death without it: at once pluck out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 

The fweet which is their poifon. Your difhonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the State 

Of chat Integrity which fhonld becom’et: 

Not having the power to do the good it would 
Forth? ill which doth controul’t. 

Brn. Has faid enough. 

Sicin. Has {poken like a Vraytor, and fhall anfwer 
As Traytors do. 

Corio. Thou Wretch, defpight o’re-whelm thee : 
What fhould the People do withithefe bald Tribunes ? 
On whomdepending, their obedience fails 
To th’ greater Bench, in a Rebellion: 

When what’s not meet, but what muft be, was Law, 
Then were they chofen: in abettcr hour, 
Let whatis meet, be faid it muft be mect, 
And throw their power Pth? duft. 
Bru. Manifeft Treafon. 
Sicin. Thisa Conful? No. 


Enter an Ædile. 


Bru, The -£#diles, ho , Let himbe apprehended. 

Sicin. Go call the People, in whofe name my Self 
Attach thee asa Tratterous Innovator - 
A Foe to tl’ publick Weal. Obey, l charge thee, 
And follow to thine anfwer. 

Corio, Hence old Goat. 

Al, Weil Surety him. 

Com. Ag’d Sir, hands off. 


Corio, Hence rotten thing, or I fhall shake thy bones 


Outof thy Garments. 
Sicin. Helpme, Citizens. 


Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with rhe FEdiles. 


Men, On both fides more refpett. 
Sicin. Here’she, that would take from you all your 
power. 
Bru. Seize him, e#dites. 
All. Down with him, down with him. 
2 Senat. Weapons, Weapons, V Veapons: 
. (They all bufile abou Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens: what hoe: 
Sscenius, Brutus, C ortdlanus, Citizens. 
All. Peace, peace, peace, ftay, hold, peace. 
Men. VVhat isabout tobe? Lam out of Breath 
Confufion’s near, {cannot fpeak. You Tribunes 
To th? People : Coriolanus, patience: ff peak good Sicinius. 
Sicin. Hear me, People, peace. 
All, Let’s hear our Tribune ; 
fpeak. , 
Sici. You arcat point to lofe your Liberties: 
Martins would have all from you ; Martius 
V Vhom late you have nam’d for Conful. ; 
Men. Fie, fie,fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 
Sena. Tounbuild the City, and co lay all Rat. 
Sici. VV hat is the City, bur the People ? 
ll. True, the People are the City. 
Bru, By the confent of all, we were eftablithed the 
Peoples Magiftrates. 
All. You fo remain. 
Men, And fo are like to do. 
Com. ‘That is the way to Jay the City flat, 
To bring the Roof to the Foundation, 
And bury all, whichyet diftinly ranges, 
In heaps, and piles of ruin. 
Sic, This deferves death. 
Bru, Or let us ftand to our Authority, 
Or let us lofe it + we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o’th’ People, in whofe power 
We wereelected theirs, AZartsus is worthy 
Of prefent Death. 
Sicin. Therefore lay hold of him: 
Bear him to th’ Rock 7arpeian, and from thence 
[nto Deftruétion calt him. 
Bra, e#diles feize him. 
All Ple. Yield, Martins, yield. 
Mm. Hear me one word, ’befeech you Tribunes, hear 
me but a word. 
eEdiles. Peace, peace. 
Aten, Be that youfeem, truly your Countries friend, 
And temp’rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefs. 
Brn. Sir, thofe cold ways, 
That feem like prudent helps, are very poyfonous, 
Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hands upon him, 
And bear him tothe Rock. CCorio. draws bis Sword, 
Corio. No, Vle dye here: 
There?s fome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Cometry upon your felves, what yon have ften me. 
MA ow Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 
Brn. Lay handsupon him. 
AMen; Help Martins, help; you that be noble, help 
him young and old. 
Al, Down with him, down with him. CExcunt 
[ln this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the FEdiles, and 
the People are beat sn, 
Men. Go, get you to our Honfe: be gonc, away, 
All will be naught elfe. 
2 Senat. Get you gone. 
Com, Stand faft, we have as many Friends as Enemies. 
Afen. Shall it be put to that? 
Senat, The Gods forbid : 
| prithee, noble Friend, home to thy hovfe, 


peace, {peak fpeak, 


Leave 
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Leave us to cure this Caufe. 

Men. For *tis a Sore upon us, 

You cannot Tent yoar felf: begone, *befeech you. 

Com. Come Sir, along with us. 

Men, \ would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter’d: not Romans, as they are not, 
Though calved rth? Porch o? th’ Capitol : 

Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 
One time will owe another. 

Com. On fair ground, I could beat forty of them. 

Men. 1 could my felf take up a Brace o’th’ beft of them, 
yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now *tis adds beyond Arithmetick, 
And Manhood is call’d Fool’ry, when it ftands 
Againft a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the Tag return, whofe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o’re-bear 
What they are us’d to bear. 

Men, Pray you be gone : 
Ite try whether my old Witbe in requeft 
With thofe that have but little: this muft be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. a 
CExeunt Coriolanus and Comunius. 

Patri. This man has marr’d his Fortune. 

Men. His Nature is too noble for the World: 

He would notflatter Neptune for his Trident, 

Or Jove, for’s power to thunder : his Heart’s his Mouth: 
What his breaft forges, that his tongue muft vent, 

And being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of Death. [A nosfe within. 
Here’s goodly work. 

Patri. I would they were a-bed. 

Men, \ would they were in Tyber. 

What the vengeance, could he not {peak ’em fair ? 
Enter Brutus, and Sicinius with the Rabble again. 

Sitin. Where is this Viper, 

That would depopulate the City,and be every man himfelf? 

Men, You worthy Tribunes. 

Sicin. He fhallbe thrown down the Tarpesan Rock 
With rigorous hands: he hath refifted Law, 

And therefore Law fhall fcorn him further Tryal 
Than the feverity of the Publick Power, 
Which he fo fets at nought. 

1 Cit. He fhall well know the Noble Tribunes are 
The Peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

All. Re fhall fure out. 

Men. Sir; Sir. 

Sicin. Peace. 

Men. Do not cry havock, where you fhould but hunt 
With modeft warrant. 

Sicin. Sir, how com’ft that you have holp 
To make this refcue ? 

_ Men, Hearme fpeak, As] do know 
The Confuls worthinefs, focan I name his faults. 

Sscin. Conful? what Conful ? 

Men. The Conful Coriolanus. 

Bru. He Conful ? 

All. No, no, uo, nO, no. 

Men, \f by the Tribunes leave, 
And yours, good People, 
I may be heard, I would crave a word or two, 
The which fhall turn you to no further harm, 
Than fo much lofs of time. 

Sicin, Speak briefly then, 
For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This viperous Traitor : to eject him hence 
Were butone danger, and to keep him here 
Our certain death : therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to night. 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 

That our Renowned Rome, whofe gratitude 
Towards her deferved Children, is enroll’d 
In Joves own Book, like an unnatural Dam 
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Be thus to them. 


Should now eat up her own. 


Sicin. He’sa Difeafe that muft be cut away. 
Men, Ob, he’s a Limb, that has but a Difeafe 
Mortal, to cut it off, to cure it, eafie. 
What has hedone to Rome, that’s worthy death? 
Killing our Enemies, the Blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an Ounce) he droptit for his Country : 
And what is left, to lofe it by his Country, 
Were tous al} that do’r, and fuffer ic 
A brand to th’ end o’th? World. 
Sicim, Thisis clean kam. 
Bru, Meerly awry : 
When he did love his Country, it honour’d him. 
Men, The fervice of the Foot 
Being once gangren’d, isnot then refpected 
For what before it was. 
Bru. We'll hear no more: 
Purfue him to his Houfe, and pluck him thence, 
Left his Infection being of acatching nature, 
Spread further. 
Men, One word more, one word : 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it fhall find 
The harm of unskann’d fwiftnefs, will (too late) 
Tye Leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by Procefs, 
Left Parties (as he is belov’d) break out, 
And fack great Rome with Romans. 
Bru. If it were fo 
Sicsn, What doye talk ? 
Have we not had a taft of his Obedience ? 
Our Ædiles fmote, our felves refited, come. 
Men, Confider this: He has been bred i?th? Wars 
Since 2 could draw a Sword, and is ill-fchool’d 
In boulted Language, Meal and Bran together 
He throws without diftinétion. Give me leave, 
Ple goto him, and undertake to bring him in peace, 
Where he fhall anfwer by a lawful Form 
(In peace) to his utmoft peril. 
1.Sen. Noble Tribuncs, . 
Itis the humane way: the other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. | 
Sic. Noble Menenius, be you then as the Peoples Officer: 
Mafters, lay down your Weapons. 
Bru. Go not bome. 
Sic, Meeton the Market-place: we’llattend you there, | 
Where, if you bring not Martins, we'll proceed 
In our firft way. 
Men. Vie bring him toyou. 
Let medefire your company: he maft come, 
Or what is worft will follow. 
Sena, Pray you let’s to him. [Exexnt omnes. 
Enter Coriolanus with Nobles. 
Corio. Let them pull all about mine Ears, prefentme 
Death on the Wheel, orat wild Horfes heels, 
Or pile ten Hills on the Zarpesan Rock, 
That the Precipitation might down ftretch 
Below the beamof fight, yet willl ftill 





Enter Volumnia. 

Noble. You do the Nobler. 

Corio. 1 mufe my Mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To cal} them Wollen Vaflals, things created 
To buy and fell with Groats, to fhew bare heads 
In Congregations, to yawn, be ftill, and wonder, 
When one but of my Ordinance {tood up 
To fpeak of Peace, or War, I talk of you, 
Why did you wifh me milder ? Would you have me 
Falfe tomy Nature? Rather fay, 1 play 
The Manl am. 

Volum. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir. 
I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 
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Corio. Let’s go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man yoo are, 
With ftriving lefs to be fo. Lefler had been 
The things of your difpofitions, if 
Youhad not fhew’d them how ye were difpos’d 
E’re they lack’d power to crofs you. 

Corio. Let them hang. 

Volum. 1, and burn too. 

Enter Menenius with the Senators. 


Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, fomething 


toorough: you muftreture, and mend it. 

Sen, There’s no remedy, 
Unlefs by not fo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midft and perihh. 

Volum. Pray be counfell’d ; 
| have a Heart as little apt as yours, 

But yet a Brain that leads my ule of Anger 
To better vantage. 

Men. Wellfaid, Noble Woman: 

Before he fhould thus ftoop to th? heart, but that 
The violent fit o'th’ time craves it as Phy fick 

For the whole State, I would put mine Armour on, 
Which | can fcarcely bear. 

Corio. What muft 1 do ? 

Men. Return to th’ Tribunes. 

Corio, Well, whatthen ? what then ? 

Men, Repent what you have {poke. 

Corio. For them ? | cannot doit to the Gods, 
Mutt | then do’t to them ? 

Volum, You are too abfolute, 

Though therein you can never be too Noble, 

But when extremities fpeak. 1 have heard you fay, 
Honour and Policy, likeunfever’d friends, 

Pth? War do grow together : Grant that, and tell me 
In Peace, what each of them by th’ather lofe, 

That they combine not there ? 

Corio. Tuh, tuhh. 

Men. A good demand. 

Volum. If it be Honour in your Wars, to feem 
The fame you are not, which for your beft ends 
You adapt your Policy: How is it lefs or worfe 
That it {hall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour, asin War; fince that to both 
It ftands in Itke requeft. 

Corto. Why force you this ? 

Volum. Becaufe, that 
Now it lies you on to {peak to th’ People: 

Not by your own inftruction, nor by the nratter 
Which your Heart prompts you to, but with fuch.words 
That are but roated in your Tongue : 
Though but Baftards, and Syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bofoms truth. 
Now, thisnomore difhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a Town with gentle words, 
Which elfe would put you to your Fortune, and 
The hazard of much Blood. 
| would diffemble with my Nature, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake, requir’d 
I fhould do foin Honour. 1 am in this 
Your Wife, your Son: thefe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather fhew our general Lowts, 
How you can frown, than fpenda fawn upon ’em, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and fafegard 
Of what that want might ruine. 

Men. Noble Lady, 
Come go withus, {peak fair : you may falve fo, 
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs 
Of what is paft. 

Volum. \ prithee now, my Son, 
Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ftretcht it (here be with them) 
Thy Knee buffing the Stones: for in fuch bufinefs 
Adtion is eloquence, and the Eyes of th’ ignorant 
More learned than the ears, waving thy head, 
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Which often thus correcting thy ftout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry, 
‘That will not hold the handling: or fay to them, 
Thouart their Souldier, and being bred in broyls 
Haft not the foft way, whichthou do’ft confefs 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as they co claim, 
In ey their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far, 
As thou haft power and perfon. 

Men, This but done, 
Even as fhe fpeaks, why their heartswere yours ; 
For they have Pardons, being ask’d, as free, 
As words to little purpofe. 

Volum, Prithee now, 
Go and be ral’d: although I know thou hadft rather 
Follow thine Enemy ina Fiery Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 


Emer Cominus. 


































Here is Cominius. 


Com. | have been Pth’ Market place, and Sir, ’tis fit, 
You make ftrong party, or defend your felf 
By calmnefs, or by abfence: alPs in anger. 

Men, Only fait {peech. 

. Com, I think "ewill ferve, if he can thereto frame his 
pirit. 

Volum. He muft and will: 

Prithee now fay you will, and go abont it. 

Corio. Muft I go fhew them my unbarb’d Sconce 
Muft I with my bafe Tongue give to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, thatic muft bear well? I willdo’t: 

Yet were there but this fingle plot, to lofe 

This Mould of Adartzus, they to Daft fhould grind it, 
And throw’t again{ft the Wind. To the Market place: 
You have put me now to fuch a part, which never 

I fhall difcharge to th? Life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Volum, | prithee now, fweet Son, as thou haft faid 
My praifes made thee firfta Sonldier: fo 
To have my praife for this, performa part 
Thou haft not done before. 

Corio. Well, 1 muft do’t: 
Away my difpofition, and poffefs me 
Some HarlotsSpirit: my Throat of War be turn’d, 
Which quier’d with my Drum intoa Pipe, 
Small asan Eunuch, or the Virgin voice 
That Babies lnil a-tleep: The {miles of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glaffes of my fight: A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my Armd Knees 
Who bow’d but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiv’d an Almes. 1 will not do’t, 
Left 1 furceafe to honour mine own Truth, 
And by my Bodies Action, teach my Mind 
A moft inherent bafenefs. 

Volum. Atthy choice then: 
To beg of thee, itis my more dif-honour, 
Than thou ofthem. Come all to ruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous Stoucnefs : For 1 mock at Death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift, 
Thy Valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck it from me : 
But own thy Pride thy felf. 

Corto. Pray be conteut : 
Mother, | am going to the Market place: 
Chide me no more. Ple Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov’d 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, l am going : 
Commend me to my Wife, Ile return Conful, 
Or never truft to what my Tongue can do 
Peh? way of Flatcery further. 

Volum. Do your Will. [LEx:t Volumnia. 

Com. Away, the Tribuncs do attend you: Arm your 
To anfwer mildly : for they arc prepar’d (felf 
With Accufations, as I hear, more ftrong 


Than! 
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Than are upon you yet. As fhall be prov’d upon you ? 
Corio. The word is, Mildly. Pray you let us go, Cario, lam content. ; 

Let them accufe me by Invention : Í Mene. Lo, Citizens, he fays heis Content 

Will anfwer in mine Honour. The warlike Service he ha’s done, confider ; Think 
Men. \, but mildly. Upon the wounds his Body bears, which hew 


Corio. Well, mildly be it then, Mildly. 


m 
try 


xeunt. | Like Graves Pth? Holy Church yard. 
Corio. Scratches with Bryars, Scars to move 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. Laughter only. 
' Men, Confider further : 
Bra, \nthis Point charge himhome, that he affects That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen, 


Tyrannical Power: if he evade us there, You find him like a Souldier : do not take 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, His rougher Acttons for malicious founds : 
Andthat the Spoil got on the Anriars But as | fay, fuch as become a Souldier, 
Was ne’re diftributed. What, will he come? Rather than envy you. 
Enter an e£Ædile. Com, Well, well, no more. 
e“Adile. Ele?s coming. Corio. What isthe matter, 
Bru. How accompanied ? That being paft for Conful with full Voice : 
c#Adil, Withold Menenius, and thofe Senators I am fo difhonour’d, thatthe very hour 
That always favour’d him. You take it off again ? 
Sscin, Have you a Catalogue : Sics. Anfwer to us. 
Of all the Voices that we have procur’d, fet down by th’| Corto. Say then: °tis true, I ought fo. 
eÆdile. 1 have: 7tis ready. (Pole: } _ Sscs. Wecharge you, that you have contriv’d to take 
Sicin, Have you collected them by Tribes ? From Rome all feafon’d Office, and ro wind 
cAdil, \have : *tis ready. Your felfunto a Power Tyrannical, 
Sicin. Affemble prefently the People hither : For which you area Traytor to the People. 
) And when they hear me fay, it fhall be fo, Corto. How ? Traytor? 
th? right and {trength o’th? Commons: be it either Mene, Nay, temperately: your promife. 
For Death, for Fine, or for Banifhment, then Jet them, Corio. The Fires ith’ loweft Hell, Fould inthe People: 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine, if Death, cry Death, Call me their Traytor, thou injurious Tribune. 
Infifting on the old Prerogative Within thine Eyesfate twenty thoufand Deaths, 
And power rel? Truth o’th? Caufe. in thy hands clutcht as many Millions, in 
edil. \ fhall inform them. Thy lying Tongue, both numbers, 1 would fay 
Bru. And when fuch time they have begun to cry, Thou lyeft unto thee, witha voice as free, 
Let them not ceafe, but witha din confus’d, As I do pray the Gods. 
Inforce the prefent Execution Sicin, Mark you this, People ? 
Of what we chance to Sentence. All. To th’ Rock with him. 
cdl. Very well. Sicin, Peace : 
Sicin, Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint We need not put new Matter to his Charge: 
When we fhall hap to giv’c them. What you have feen him do, and heard him {peak , 
Bru. Go about it, Beating your Officers, curfing your felves, 
Put him to Choler ftreight, he hath been us’d Oppofing Laws with ftroaks, and here defying 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth Thofe whofe great power mutt try him, 
Of Contradittion. Being once chaft, he cannot Even this fo Criminal, and in fuch Capital kind, 
Be rein’d again to Temperance ; then he fpeaks Deferves th? extreameft death. i 
What’s in his heart, and that is there which looks Bru. But fince he hath ferv’d well for Rome—— 
With us to break his neck. Corio, What do you prateof Service ? 


Bru. | talk of that, that know it. 
Enter Coriolanus , Meninius, and Cominius, with others, | Corto. You? i 
Men.-\s this the promifethat you made your Mother? 


Sicin. Well, here he comes. Com. Know, | pray you. 
Men, Calmly, 1 do befeech you. Corto. Ple know no farther: 
Corio. 1, asan Hoftler, that for the pooreft piece Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian death, 
Will bear the Knave byth? Volume: Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
Th’ honour’d Gods But witha grain a day, 1 would not buy 
Keep Rome iun fafety, and the Chairs of Juftice Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Supplied with worthy men, plant lave amongft you, Norcheck my Courage for what they can give, 
Through our large Temples, with the fhews of Peace, To hav’t with faying, Good morrow. 
And not our ftreets with War. Sicin. For that he ha’s 
L Sen, Amen, Amen. (As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Men, A Noble with. Envy’d againft the People s feeking means 
To pluck away their Power; as now at laft, 
Enter the Ædile with the Plebejans. Given Hoftileftroaks, and that not in the prefence 
Of dreaded Juftice, but on the Minifters | 
Sicin. Draw near, ye People. That do diftribute it. In the name o’th’ People, 
Ldile. Liftto your Tribunes: Audience 3 Andin the power ofus the Tribunes, we 
Peace, I fay. (Ev’n from this inftant ) banifh himour City 
Corio, Firft, hear me {peak. In peril of Precipitation 
Both Tri. Well, fay : Peace: ho. From off the Rock Tarpeian, never more 
Corio. Shall! be charg?d no further than this prefent? | To enter our Rome Gates. Ith? Peoples name, 
Muft all determine here ? I fay it fhal! be fo. 
Sicn, 1 do demand, All. \tfhall be fo, it thall befo: let him away: 
If you fubmit you to the Peoples Voices, He’s banith’d, and it fhall be fo. 
Allow their Officers, and are content Com. Hear me, my Mafters, and my common Friends. 
To fuffer lawful Cenfure for fuch faults Sicin. He’sfentenc’d : No more hearing. > 
Com 
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Com. Let me {peak : 
I have been Conful, and can fhew from Rome, 
Her Enemies marks upon me. 1 do love 
My Countries good, witha refpect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear Wives eftimate, her wombs encreafe, 
And treafure of my Loyns: then if] would 
Speak that 
Sicin, We know your drift. Speak what? 
Bru. There’sno more to be faid, but he is baniftrd 
As Enemy tothe People, and his Country. 
It fhall be fo. 
All. It fall be fo, it fhal! be fo. 
Corio. You common cryof Curs, whofe breath l hate, 
As reck o’th’ rotten Fenns: whofe Loves | prize, 
Asthe dead Carkafles of unburied Men, 
That docorrupt my Air: | banifh you, 
And here remain with your uncertainty. 
Letevery feeble Rumour fhake your Hearts : 
Your Enemics, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into defpair : Have the power {till 
To banifh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels, 
Making but refervation of your felves, 
Still your own Foes) deliver you 
As moft abated Captives, to fome Nation 
That won you without blows, defpifing 
For you the City. Thus | turn my back ; 
There is a World elfewhere. 
CExennt Coriolanus, Cominius, cam aliis. 
They all Shout, and throw up their Caps. 
c#dile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. 
All, Our Enemy is banifh’d, he is gonc. Hoo, hoo. 
Sicin. Go fec him out at Gates, and follow him 
Ashe.bath follow’d you, withall defpight, 
Give him deferv’d vexation. Leta Guard 
Attend us through the City. 
All, Come, come, lets fec him outat the Gates, come. 
The Gods prelerve our Noble Tribunes, come. [Excunt. 








Atlus uartus. 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comini- 
us, with the young Nobiliy of Rome. 


Cor. Come,leave your Tears: a brief farewel : the Beaft 
With many heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage ? You were us’d 
To fay, Extremity was the trier of Spirits, 

That common chances common men could bear, 

That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike 

Shew'd Mafterfhip in floating. Fortunes blows, 

When moft {truck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble cunning. You were us‘dto load me 

With precepts that would make invincible 

The Heart that conn’d them. 

Virg. Oh Heavens! O Heavens ! 

Corio. Nay, | prithece woman. 

Vol.Now the Red Peftilence ftrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations perih. 

Corto. What, what, what : 

I fhall be lov’d, when lam lack’d. Nay, Mother, 
Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 

If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 

Six of his Labours youl’d have done, and fav’`d 
Your Husband fo much Sweat. Cominins, 
Droopnot, Adieu: Farewel my Wife, my Mother, 
Ple do well yet. Thou old and true Akvenins, 

Thy Tears are falter than a younger Mans, 

And venomous to thine Eyes. My (fometime) General, 
I have feen thee ftern, and thou halt oft beheld 
Heart-hardning {pectacles. Tell thefe fad women, 
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H- fond : wail inevitable ftrokes, 
s'us to laugh at ’em. My Mother, you wo 
My hazards {till have been p folace, aut = 
Believ’t not lightly, though! goalone, 
Like toa lonely Dragon, that his Fen 
Makes fear’d, and talk’d of more than feen: Your Son 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 
Volum. My firit Son, 
Whither will you go? Take good Cominins 
With thee a while; determine on fome Courfe 
More thana wild expofture, to cach chaace 
That ftarts ith? way before thee. 

Corto. O the Gods ! 

Com. Ile follow theea Month, devife with thee 
Where thou fhalt reft, that thou mayft hear of us, 
And weofthee. So if the time thruft forth 
A caufe for thy Repeal, we thall not fend 
O’re the vaft world, to feek a fingle man, 

And lofe advantage, which doth ever coo! 
I’th’ abfenceof the needer. 

Corio. Fare ye well: 

Thou haft years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the Wars furfcits, to go rove with one 
That’s yet unbruis’d : bring me but out at Gate. 
Come my fweet Wife, my deareft Mother, and 
My Fricnds of Noble touch : when f am forth, 
Bid me Farewel, and fmile. | pray you, come: 
While! remain above the ground, you fhall 
Hear from me ftill, and never of me ovght 

But what is like me formerly. 

Men, That’s worthily 
Asany ear canhear. Come, Ict?s not weep, 

If I could fhake offbut one feven ycars 


‘From thefe old Arms and Legs, by the good Gods 


[Pd with thee every foot. 
Corio, Give methy hand, come. ( Exeunt. 


Enter the two Tribunes Sicinius and Brutus, with the “Edile. 


Sici7,Bid them all home,he’s gone : and well no further, 
The Nobili ty are vexed, whom we fee have fided 
In his behalf. 

Bru; Now we have fhewn our Power, 
Let us fcem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was 2 doing. 

Sicin. Bid them home, fay their great Enemy is gone, 
And they ftand in their antient ftrength. 

Bru. Difmifsthem home. Here comes his Mother. 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 


Sicin. Let’s not meet her. 

Bru. Why? 

Sicin. They fay, fhe’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’ne note of us: keep on your way. 

Volum, Ohy’are well met : 

Th’ hoorded plague o’th’ Gods requite your love. 

Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 

Volum, Vf thati could for weeping, you fhould hear, 
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. Will you be gone’ 

Virg. Youfhall ftay too: I would I had the power 
To fay fo to my Husband. 

Sicin- Are you Mankind ? | 

Volum. I Fool, is that a hame? Note but this Fool, 
Was not a man my Father ? Had'ft thou Foxfhip 
To banifh him that ftruck more blows for Ree 
Than thou haft fpoken words. 

Sicin. Oh blefled Heavens ” , 

Vol, More noble Blows, than ever thou wife Words. 
And for Rome’s good, Vle tell thee what; yet £05 
Nay, but thou fhalt ftay too: E would my Son 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 

His good Sword in his hand. 


Sicin, 
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Sicin. What then ? 

Virg.What then?He'ld make an end of thy pofterity. 

Volum. Baftards, and all. 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome ! 

Menen. Come, come, peace. 

Sicin. 1 would he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not unknit himfelf 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. | would he had. 

Vol. | would he had: ? T'was you incens’d the Rabble. 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his Worth, 

As I can of thofe Myfteries which Heaven 
Will not have Earth to know. 

Bru, Pray let’s go. 

Volum. Now, pray Sit, get you gone. 

You have done a brave deed: E’re you go, hear this: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 

The meaneft Houfe in Rome ; fo far my Son 

This Ladies Husband here , this (do you fee) 

Whom you have banifh’d, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we'llleave you. 

Sicin, Why ftay you to be baited 
Wich one that wants her Wits ? 

Volum, Take my Prayers with you. 

I would the Gods had nothing elfe to do, 
But to confirm my Curfes. Could I meet ’em 

But oncea day, it would unclog my Heart 

Of what lies heavy to’t. 

Men, You have told them home, 

And by my troth you have caufe: you’l {up with me ? 

Volum, Angers my Meat : I fup upon my felf, 
And fo hall {tarve with Feeding: Come, let’s go, 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as I do, 
InAnger, Sano-like : Come, come, come. 

Aden. Fie, fie, fie. 

Enter a Roman, anda Volicie. 

Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: your 
Name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol{cie. It is fo, Sir, truly] have forgot you. 

Rom. | ama Roman, and my Services are as you are 
againft em. Know you me yet? 

Volfcie. Nicanor ? no, 

Rom, The fame, Sir. 

Volfcie. You had more Beard when 1 laft faw you , but 
your Favour is well appear’d by your Tongue. What’s 
the News in Rome? [havea Note from the Volfctan ftate 
to find youout here. You have well faved me a days 
Journey. 

Rom, There hath been in Rome ftrange Infurreéti- 
ons: the People, againft the Senators, Patricians, and 
Nobles. . 

Vol. Hath been , isit ended then ? Our State thinks 
not fo, theyare in a moft warlike preparation, and hope 
to come upon them in the heat of their divifion. 

Rom. The mainblaze of it is paft, but a fmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive fo 
toheart the Banifhment of that worthy Cortolanus, that 
they are ina ripe aptnefs, totake all Power from the Peo- 
ple, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lies glowing I caa tell you, and is almoft mature for 
the violent breaking out. 

Vol. Coriolanus Banifb’d ? 

Rom. Banifb’d, Sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this Intelligence, V:- 
canor, 

Rom, The day ferves well for themnow. I have heard 
it faid, the fitteft time to corrupt a Mans VVife, is when 
fhe’s faln out with her Husband. Your Noble Tallus An- 
fidius will appear well in thefe V Vars, his great Oppofer 
Coriolanus being now in no requeft of his Country. 

Val. We cannot chufe: 1 am moft fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bu- 
finefs, and 1 will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. | shall between this and Supper tell you moft 


CExeunt Tribanes, 


f Exeunt. 
[ Exit: 
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trange things from Rome: all tending to the good of 
their Adverfaries. Have you an Army ready, fay you ? 

Vol. A moft Royal one. The Centurions, and their 
Charges dictinétly billetted already in th? entertainment, 
and to beon foot atan hours warning. 

Rom. I amjoyful to hear of their readinef, and am 
the man Ithiok, that fhall fet them in prefent Adion. 
So, Sit, heart’ly well met, and moft glad of your Company. 

Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, | have the mof ! 
caufe to be glad of yours. 

Rom. Well, let us go together. LExeun., 
Enter Coriolanus iz mean Apparel, difeuisrd and muffied, 


Corio. A goodly City is this Antium. City, 
’Tis I that made thy Widows: Many an Heir 
Of thefe fair Edifices for my Wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop: Then know me not, 
Left that thy Wives with Spits,and Boys wich Stones 
In puny Battel flay me. Save you, Sir. 
Enter a Citizen, 
Cit. And you. 
Corio. Direét me, if itbe 
dius lies: Is he in Antium ? 
Cit. Heis, and Feafts the Nobles of the State, at his 
Houfe this Night. ) 
Corso. Which is his Houfe, befeech you ? 
Cit, This here before you. $ 
Corio. Thankyou, Sir, Farewel. [Exit Citizen. 
Oh World, thy flippery turns / Friends now faft {worn, 
Whofe double bofoms feem to wear one Heart, 
Whofe Hours, whofe Bed, whofe Meal and Exercife 
Are {till together : who Twine (as ’twere) in Love, 
Unfeparable, fhall within this hour, 
Ona difflention ofa Doit, break out 
To bittereft Enmity. So felleft Foes, 
Whofe Paffions, and whofe Plots have broke their flecp 
To take the onethe other, by fome chance, 
Some trick not worth an Egg, fhall grow dear Friends, 
And inter-joyn their iffues. So with me, 
My Birth-place have I, and my Lover left ; upon 
This Enemy’s Town Ple enter, if he flay me, 
He does fair Juftice : if he give me way, 
Ple do his Country Service. ’ LExie. 
Mufick plays, Enter a Servingman, 
1Ser, Wine, Wine, Wine: What Service is here ? I 
think our Fellows are afleep. 
Enter another Servingman, 
2 Ser.Where’s Cotus? my Matter calls for him:Corus. 
Enter Coriolanus. (Exit, 
Corio, A goodly Houfe ; 
The Feaft {mells, but l appear not like a Gueft. 
Enter the firft Serving-man, 
1 Ser, What would you have, Friend ? whenteare you ? 
Here’s no place for you: Pray goto the Door. [Exit. 
Corio. I have deferv’d no better entertainment, in be- 
ing Coriolanus, . 


your will, where great Anfi- 


Enter fecond Servant. 

2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir ? Has the Porter his Eyes in 
his head, that he gives entrance to fuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. 

Corto. Away. 

2 Ser. Away? Get you away. i 

Corio. Now th’ art troublefome. - 

2 Ser, Are you fo brave : le have youtalkt with anon 

Enter thyce Servingmen, the firft meets him, 

3. What Fellow’s this ? 

1. Aftrange one asever Ilook’don: I cannot get him 
out o’th’ Houfe : Prithee call my Mafter to him. 

3. What have you to do here, Fellow? Pray you avoid 
the Houfe. 

Corio. Let me but ftand,I will not hurt your Hearth. 

3. Whatare you ? 

Corio, A Gentleman. 
3. A 
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3- A marv’}lous poor one. 

Corso. True, fol am. 

3. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up fome other fta- 
tion, here’s no place for you, pray you avoid : Come. 

Corio. Follow your Function, go and batten on cold 
bits. [ Pufbes him away from him. 

3. What, you will not ? Prithee tellmy Mafter, what a 
ftrange Gueft he has here. 

z. And’ J fhall. 

3. Where dwell’ thou ? 

Corio. Under the Canopy. 

3. Under the Canopy ? 

Corio. I. 

3. Where’s that? 

Corio. Ith? City of Kites and Crows. a 

3. Ith’ City of Kites and Crows. What an Afs it 1s, 
then thou dwell’ft with Daws too ? 

Corio. No, I fervenot thy Mafter. 

3. How, Sir, do you meddle with my Matter ? ' 

Corio, Y, *tis an honefter Service, than to meddle with 
thy Miftrefs: Thou prat’ft, and pravft, ferve with thy 
trencher : Hence. C Beats him away. 


[Exit fecond Servingman. 


Enter Aufidius with a Servingman. 


Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 
2. Here, Sir, Pde have beaten him likea Dog,but for di- 
fturbing the Lords within. (Name ? 
Anf. W hence com’ft thou ? What would’ft thou ? Thy 
Why fpeak’ft not ? Speak man: what’sthy Name? 
Corio. Mf, Tallus, not yet thou know’ft me, and fecing 
me, doft not think me for the Man 1 am, neceflity com- 
mands me name my Self. 
Auf, What is thy Name ? 
Corio. A Name unmufical to the Volfcrans Ears, 
And harfh in found to thine. 
Auf. Say, what’s thy Name? 
Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy Face 
Bears a Cominand in’t: Though thy Tackle’s torn, 
Thon fhew’ft a Noble Veflel: What’s thy Name ? 
Corio.Prepare thy brow to frown: know’ft thou me yet ? 
Auf. I know thee not; thy Name ? 
Corio. My Name is Cains Martius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volfcses, 
Great hurt and mifchief: thereto witnefs may 
My Sir-name, Corrolanus. The painful Service, 
The extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood 
Shed for thy thanklefs Country are requited : 
But with that Sirname, a good memory 
} And witnefs of the Malice and Difpleafure 
Which thou could’ft bear me, only that Name remains. 
The Cruelty and Envy of the People, 
Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who 
Have all forfook me, hath devour’d the reft : 
And fnffer’d me by th’ voice of Slaves to be 
Hoop’d ont of Rowe. Now this extremity, 
Hath brought me to thy Hearth, notout of hope 
(Miftake me not) to fave my Life: for if 
1 had fear’d death, ofall the Men Pth? World 
| would have voided thee. But in meer fpight 
Vo be full quit of thofe my Banibhers, 
Stand l before thee here: Then if thou haft 
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maims 
Of hame feen through thy Country, {peed thee ftraight 
And make my mifery ferve thy turn : So ufeit, 
That my revengeful Services may prove 
As benefits to thee. For 1 will hght 
Againft my Cankred Country, with the fpleen 
Of ali the under Fiends. But iffobe, ` 
Thou dat’ft not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 
Thart tyr’d, thenina word, I alfo am 
Longer to live molt weary , and prefent 
My Throat to thev, and to thy ancient Malice : 
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W hich not to cut, would hew thee but a Fool, 
Since! have ever follow’d thee with hate, 
Drawn Tunsof Blood out of thy Countries Breaft, 
And cannot live bat to thy fhame, unlefs 
It be todo thee Service. 
Anf. Oh, Martins, Martins, 
Each word thou halt fpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
A root of Antient Envy. If Fapsrer 
Should from yon Cloud fpeak divine things, 
And fay, ’tis true: Pde not believe them more 
Than thee, all-Noble Martixs. Let me twine 
Mine Armsabout that Body, where againft 
My grained Afh an hundred times hath broke, 
And fearr’dthe Moon with Splinters: here J cleep 
The Anvile of my Sword, and doconteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 
Asever in Ambitious ftrength, I did 
Contend againft thy Valour. Know thou firft, 
I lov’d the Maid I married: never Man 
Sigh’d truer Breath. But that J fee thee here, 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt Heart, 
Than when I firft my wedded Miftrefs faw 
Beftrid my Threfhold. Why, thon Afars, | tell thec, 
We have a Power on foot: andI had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 
Or lofe mine Arm for’t : Thou haft beat me out 
Twelve feveral times, and! have nightly fince 
Dream’t of Encounters *twixt thy felf and me: 
We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, fifting each others Throat, 
And wak’d halfdead with nothing. Worthy Afartias, 
Had weno Quarrel elfeto Rome, but that, 
Thon art thence banifh’d,we would mufter all 
From twelve tofeventy: And pouring War 
Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Likea bold Flood o’re-beat. Oh come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by th’ Hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
W ho am prepar’d againft your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it felf. 
Corso, You blefs me, Gods. 
Auf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own Revenges, take 
Th’ one half of my Commiffion, and fet down 
As beft thou art experienc’d, fince thou know’ft 
Thy Countries ftrength and weaknefs, thine own waies 
Whether to knock againft the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vifit them in parts remote, 
To frightthem, e’re deftroy. But come in, 
Let me commend thee firft to thofe that fhall 
Say yeato thy defires. A thoufand welcomes,” 
And more a Friend, than e’rean Enemy, 
Yet, Martins, chat was much. Your hand: moft welcome. 


(Exense. 
Enter two of the Sercingmmen, 
1. Here’s a ftrangealteration. 
2. By my hand, I had thought to have ftrucken him 


with a Cudgel, and yet my mind gavc me, his cloaths 
made a falfe reportof him. 

t. Whatan Arm he has, he turn’d me about with his 
Finger, and his Thumb, as one would fet upa Top. 

2. Nay, | knew by his Face, thar there was fomething 
in hum. He had, Sir, akind of Face methought. I cannot 
rell how to term it. 

1. He had fo, looking as it were, would I were hang’d 
but | thought there was more in him, than! could think. 

2. Sodidl, Vle be fworn : He ts fimply the rareft man 
th’ world. 

1. [think he is: but a greater Souldier than he, 
You wot one. — 

2. Who, my Mafter ? 

1. Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

2. Worth fixon him. - 

1. Nay, not fo neither ; but I take him to be the greater | 
Souldier. r BOD 2. Faith} 
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2. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay that : for , About their Functions friendly. 


the Defence of a Town, our General is excellent. 
1, 1, and for an Affault too. | y 
Enter the third Servingman. `: 

3. OhSlaves, I can tell you News, News, you Rafcals : 

Both, What, what, what ? Let’s partake. 

3. l would not bea Rowman of all Nations ; | had as 
Lieve bea condemn’d Man. -- ee: 

Both, Wherefore ? Wherefore? =) : 

3. Why here’s he that was wont to thwack our Gene- 
ral, Caius Martius, meet os, 
1. Why do you fay, thwack our General ? 

3. I donot fay thwack our General, but he was al- 
ways good enough for him. 

2. Come, we are Fellows and Friends: he was ever too 
hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himfelf. 

1. He was too hard for himdireétly, to fay the Troth 
omt before Corioliss 5 he fcotchthim, and notcht him like 
a Carbonado. —_ * s 

2. And he had been Cannibally given, he might have 
boyPd and eaten him too. 

| ,1 But more ofthy News. -=-= | 

3. Why he is fornade on here within, as if he were 
Son and Heir to Adars, fet at upperend o’th’ Table: No 
Queftion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ftand 
bald before him. Our General himfelf makes a Miftrefs 
of him, Sanétifies himfelf with’s Hand, and turns up the 
white o’th’ Eye to his difcourfe. But the bottom of the 
News is, our General is cuti’th? middle, and but one half 
of what he was yefterday. For the other has half by 
the intreaty.and grant of the whole Table. He’llgo, he 
fays, and fole the Porter of Rome Gates by th’ Ears. He 
will mow all down. before him, and leave his paflage 
poured. = = | aoa 

2. And he’sas like todo’t, asany Man I can imagine. 

3. Dot? he will do’t : for look you, Sir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies : which Friends,Sir,as it were,durft 
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not (look you, Sir) fhew themfelves (as we term it) his. 


Friends, whil’ft he’s in Dire¢titude. 

1, Directitude ? Whats that ? 

3. But when they fhall fee, Sir, hisCreft up again., and 
the man in Blood, they willout cf their Burroughs (like 
Contes after Rain) and revel all with him. 

. 1. But when goes this forward ? 
3. To morrow , to day, prefently, youfhall have the 
Drum ftruck up this afternoon : ’Tis asit were a parcel 
of their Feaft, and to be executed e’re they wipe their lips. 

2. Why then we fhall have a ftirring World again: 
This Peace is worth nothing, butto ruft Iron, encreafe 
Taylors, and breed Ballad-makers. 

1. Let me have War, fay1, itexceeds Peace, as far as 
day does night , it’s fprightly walking, audible, and full 
of Vent. Peaceisa very Apoplexy, Lethargie , mull’d, 
deaf, fleepy, infenfible, a. getter of more Baftard Chil. 
dren, than Wars adeftroyer of Men. 

2. ?Yis fo,and as Wars in fome fort may be faid to be a 
Ravier, foit cannot be denied, but Peace isa great ma- 
ker of Cuckolds. 

1. I, and it makes Men hate one another. 

3. Reafon, becaufe they then lefs need one another : 

‘The Wars for my:Money. 1 hope to fee Romans as cheap as 
Vol{cians. They are riling, they are rifing. 
Both. in, imin, in. [Exennt. 


Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius and Brutus. 


Srcin. We hear not ofhim, neither. need -we fear him, 
His remedies are tame, the prefent Peace, 
And Quietnefs of the People, which before " 
Were in wild hurry. Heredo we make his Friends 
Bluhh, that the World goes well: who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by’c,; behold 
Dilfentious numbers peftring ftreets, than fee 
Our Trades-men finging intheir Shops, and going 


Enter Menenius. 

Bru, We ftood to’t in good time. ls this AZenenins ? 

Stcin. Tis he, tis he: O'he is grown moft kind of late: 
Hail, Sir. Men, Hail to you both. 

Sicin, Your Coriolanus is not much mitt, but with his 
Friends: the Common-wealth doth ftand, and fo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

Men, All’s well, and might have been much better, if 
he could have temporiz’d. ‘aan 

Sicin, Where is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing : | 
His Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Citizens, 

All, The Gods preferve you both. 

Sscin. Good-e’en, Neighbours. 

Bru, Good-e’en to you all, good-e’ep to youall. 

1 Our Selves, our Wives, and Children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. | 

Sicin, Live, and thrive. 

Bru, Farewel, kind Neighbours: 
We witht Coriolanus had lov’d you, as we did. 

All, Now the Gods keep you. 

Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. (Ex. Citizens, 

Sicin, This isa happier, and more comely timc, 
Than when thefe Feliows ran about the ftreets, 

Crying, Confufion. 

ru, Cains Martius was 
A worthy Officer i’th’ War, but Infolent, 

O°recome with Pride, Ambitious paft all thinking, 
Self-loving. 

Sicé. And affecting one fole Throne, without afliftance. 

Men. | think not fo. 

Sicin, We should by this to all our Lamentation, 

If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. 

Bru, “The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 

Sits fafe and ftill without him. 
Enter edile. 
“Ldile, Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put into Prifon, 
Reports the Val/cies with two feveral Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeft malice of the War, 
Deftroy what lies before em. 

Men Tis Aufidius, 
Who hearing of our Martins’s Banifhment, 
Thrufts forth his Hornsagain into the World, 
Which were In-shell’d, when Martins ftood for Rome, 
And durft not once peep out. 

Sicin, Come, whattalk youof Martius? 

Bru. Go fee this Rumonrer whipt, it cannot be, 
The Volfcies dare break with us. 

Aken. Cannot be? 


Wehave Record, that very well it can, 


And three Examples of the like have been 
Within my Age. But Reafon with the Fellow 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this, 
Left you fhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beat the Meflenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be Dreaded. 

Sicin, Tell notme: 1 know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not poflible. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. The Nobles in great earneftnefs are going 
All to the Senate-houfe: fome News is coming 
That turns their Countenances. | 

Sicin, > Vis this Slave : 

Go whip him fore the Peoples Eyes : His raifing, 
Nothing but his report. 
Mef. Yes, worthy Sir, 
The Slaves report is feconded, and more, 
More fearful is deliver’d. 

Sicin, What more fearful ? 

Akf. It is Spoke freely out of many mouths, g 

ow 
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How probable | do not know, that Martins 
Joyn’d with Aufidius, leadsa Power gainft Rome, 
And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between 

The young’ht andoldeft thing. 

Sicin. This ismoft likely. j 

Bru. Rais’d only, that the weaker fort may wih 
Good Martius home again. 

Sicin, The very trick on’t. 

Men. This is unlikely, 

He and Aafidins can no more 2tone 
Than violent’ft Contrariety. 
Emer Meffenser. 
Mef. You are fent for to the Senate : 
A fearful Army, led by Cains Martins, 
Aflociated with Aufidsus’s Rages 
Upon our Territories, and have already 
O’re-born their way, confum’d with Fire, and took 
What lay before them. 
Enter Cominius. 

Com, Oh, you have made good work. 

Men, What news? What news? 

Com. Youhave holp to ravifh your own Daughters,and 
To melt the City Leads upon your pates, 

To fee your Wives difhonour’d to your Nofes. 

Men. What?s the news? Whavsthencws? 

Com, Your Temples burned in their Cement , and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin’d 
Into an Augers bore. 

Men. Pray now the news ? 
You have made fair work, | fear me: pray, your news : 
If Martins fhould be joyn’d with Volfesans. A 

Com. ìf? Heistheir God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, _ 

That fhapes man better: and they follow him 
Againft us Brats, with no lefs Confidence, 
Than Boyes purfuing Summer Butter-flies, 
Or Butchers killing Flyes. 

Men. You have made good work, 

You and your Apron-men: you, that ftood fo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The Breath of Garlike.caters. 

Com. He'll hake your Rome about your Ears. 

Men. As Hercules did hake down mellow Fruit ¢ 
You have made fair work. 

Brn. Butisthis true, Sir ? 

Com. I, and you'll look pale 
Before you find itother. All the Regions 
Dofmilingly revolt, and who refilts 
Are mock’d for valiant Ignorance, 
And perifh conftant Fools: whois’t canblame him ? 
Your Enemies and his find fomething in him. 

Men. Weare all undone, unlefs 
The Noble man have Mercy. 

Com. Who thall ask it? 

The Tribunes cannot do't for fhame ; the People 
Deferve fuch pity of him, as the Wolf 

Do’s of the Shepherds: For his beft Friends, ifthey 
Should fay, be good to Rome, they charg’d him even 
As thofe fhould do that had deferv’d his hate, 

And therein fhew'd like Encmies. 

Me.’ Tis true,if he were putting to my Houfe, the brand 
That fhould confume ir, I have not the Face. 
Tofay, befeech you ceafe. Youhave made fair hands, 
You and your Crafts, you have crafted fair. 

Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
S*tncapable of help. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How ? Was’t we? We lov’d him, 

But like Beafts, and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gave way unto your Clufters, who did hoot 
Him out orch’ City. 

Com. But I fear 


They’l roar him in again. Tallus Anfidius, 








The fecond Name of Men, obeys his points 
Asif he were his Officer : Defperation, 
Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can make againft them. 
Enter a Troop of Citizens. 
Men. Bere come the Clofters. 
And is Aufidius with him ? You are they 
That made the Ayr unwholfome, when you caft 
Your ftincking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
At Corsolanus Exile. Now he’s coming, 
And not Hair upon a Souldiers Head 
Which will not prove a whip: As many Coxcombes 
As you threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your Voices. Tis no matter, 
If he could burn us all into one Coal, 
We have deferv’d it. 

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful News. 

ı Cit. For mine own part, 

When I faid bani him, 1 faid twas pity. 

2. And fo did I. 

3. And fodid! ; and to fay the truth, fodid very ma- 
ny of us, that we did, wedid for the belt: and though we 
willingly confented to his Banifhment, yet it was againft 
our will. 

Com. Yare goodly things, you Voices. 

Men. Yov have made you good work, 

You and yonr cry. Shall’sto the Capitol ? 

Com. Oh I, what elfe ? CExennt bosh, 

Sicin, Go, Malters, get you home, be not difmaid, 
Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home, 

And fhew no fign ot Fear. 

1 Cit. Fhe Gods be good to us: Come, Matters, tevs 
home, I ever faid we were i'th’ wrong, when we banifh’d 
him- 

2 Cit. So did we all, but come, let’s home. 

Bru. l do not like this News. 

Sicin, Nor I. 

Bru, Let’s tothe Capitol: would half my wealth 
W ould buy this for a Lye. 

Sicin. Pray lets go. 


[ Ex. Crt, 


LExenns Tribunes. 


Enter Aufidius with bis Lieutenant. 


Anf. Do they fill Rie to th? Roman ? 
Licu. Ido not know what Witchcraft’s in him: but 
Your Souldiers ufe him as the grace fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at end, 
And you are darkned in this action, Sir, 
Even by your own. 
Auf. | cannot help it now, 
Unlefs by ufing means I lame the Foot 
Ofour defign. He bears himfelf more proudly, 
Evento my Perfon, than I thought he would 
When firft | did embracehim. Yet his Nature 
[nchat’s no Changeling, and! mult excufe 
What cannot be amended, 
Lien. Yet l wilh, Sir, 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 
Joyn’d in Commillion with him: but eirher have born 
The action of your felf, or elfe to him had left it folely. 
Auf. l underftand thce well, and berthou fure, 
When he fhall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge again{t him, although it feems 


‘| And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent 


To th’ vulgar Eye, that hebcears all things fairly, 

And fhews good Husbandry for the olfcsan State, 

Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon - 

As draw his Sword: yzthe hath left undone 

That which fhall break his Neck, or hazard mine, 

When e’re we come to our account. 
Liew. Sir, | befeech you, think you he'll carry Rome ? 
Auf. All places yield to him e’re he fits down, 

Aud the Nobility of Rome are his: 
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The Senators and Patricians love him too : 

The Tribunes are no Souldiers: and their People 
V Villbe as raih in the repcal, as hafty 

Toexpel him thence. I think he'll be to Rone, 
Asis the Afpray to the Fih, who takes it 

By Soveraignty of Nature. Firft, he was 

A Noble Servant tothem, but he could not 
Carry his Honours even - whether twas Pride 

V Vhich out of daily Fortune ever taints 

The happy Man ; whether defect of Judgment, 
To fail in the difpofing of thofe Chances 

VVhich he was Lord of - or whether Nature, 
Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From th? Cask toth’ Cufhion: but commanding Peace 
Even with the fame aufterity and garb : 
Ashe controll’d the VVar. But ane of thefe, 

(Ashe hath {pices of them all) not all, 

For I dare fo far free him, made him fear’d, 

So hated, and fo banifh’d: but he has a Merit 

To choak it in the utt’rance: So our Virtues, 

Lie in th’interpretation of the time, 

And Power unto it felf moft commendable, 

Hath not a Tomb foevidentas a Chair 

T’extol what it hath done. 

One Fire drives out one Fire, one Nail, one Nail; 
Rights by rights fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail. 
Come let’saway : when, Catus, Rome is thine, 
Thou art poor’ft of all,then fhortly art thou mine. 





Adus Quintus. 


Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, żhe two Tri- 
bunes, with others. 


Men. No, Plenot go: you hear what he hath faid 
V Vhich was fometime his General: who loved him 
Ina moft dear particular. He call’d me Father ; 
But what o’that ? Go you that banifh’d him 
A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 
The way into his mercy: Nay, if he coy’d 
Tohear Cominius fpeak, Vle keep at home. 

Com. He would not feem to know me. 

Men, Do you hear ? 
> Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
J urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Corsolanus, | 
He would not anfwerto: Forbad all Names, 
He was a kind of Nothing, Titlelefs, 
Till he had forg’d himfelf a Name o’th’ Fire 
Of burning Rome, 

Men. Why, fo: you have made good work - 
i A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack’d for Rome, 
To make Coals cheap: A Noble memory. 

Com. I minded him, how Royal *twas to pardon 
When it was lefs expected. He reply’d, 
It was a bare Petition of a State 
To one whom they had punifh’d. 

Afen. Very well, could he fay lefs ? 

Com. | offered to awaken his regard 
Fors private Friends. His anfwer to me was 
He could not {tay to pick them, ina pile 
Of noyfome mufty Chaff. He faid, ?twas folly 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt 
And ftill to nofe th’ offence. 

Men, For one poor grain or two ? 
lam one of thofe: his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
And this brave Fellow too: we arethe Grains, 
You are the Mufty Chaff, and you are fmelt 
Above the Moon. We muft be burnt for you. 

Sicin, Nay, pray be patient: If you refufe your aid 
In this fo never-needed help, yet donot 
Upbraid’s with our diftrefs. But fure if you 
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Would be your Countries Picader, your good Tongue 
More than the inftant Army we can make 
Might ftop our Country-man. 

Men. No : Ile not meddle. 

Sicin, Pray you go to him. 

Men, What fhouid | do ? 

Brn, Only make tryal what your Love can do 
For Rome, towards Martins. 

Men, Well, and fay that Martins return me, 
As Commius return’d, unheard : what then? 
But as a difcontented Friend, grief-fhot 
With his unkindnefs. Say?t be fo? 

Sieim, Yet your gocd will 
Mutt have that thanks from Rome, after the meafure 
As you intended well. 

Men. (le undertake’t : 
{ think he?l hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominins, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din’d, 
The Veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the Morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have ftuffc 
Thefe Pipes, and thefe Conveyances of our blood 
With Wine and feeding, we have fuppler Souls 
Than in our Prieft-like Fafts: therefore le watch him 
Till he bedieted to my requelt, 
And then Ile fet upon him. 

Bru. You know the very Rode into his kindnefs, 
And cannot lofe your way. 

Men. Good faith, Ple prove him, 
Speed how it will. 1 fhalj c’re long have knowledge 
Of my fuccefs, 

Com. He'll never hear him. 

Sicin, Not? 

Com. 1 tell you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye 
Red as’twould burn Rome: and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity. { kneel’d before him, 
“Twas very faintly he faid, Rife: difmift me 
Thus with his fpeechlefs hand. What he would do 
He fentin writing after me: whathe would not, 
Bound with an Oath to yield to his Conditions: 
So that aj] hope,is vain, unlefshis Noble Mother, 
And his Wife (who as1 hear) mean to folicite him 
For Mercy to his Country : therefore let’s hence, ` 
And with our fair intreaties hafte them on. [Exennt, 


LExit. 


Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 


1 Wat. Stay : whence are you? 
2 War. Stand, and go back. 
Men, You guard like men, ’tis well. But by your leave 
i am an Officer of State,and come to fpeak with Corsolanns. 
1, From whence ? Men, From Rome, 
1, You may not pafs, you muft return: our General 
will no more hear from thence. 
2. Youll fee your Rome embrac’d with Fire, before 
You’l {peak with Coriolanus, 
Men, Good my Friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, itis Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath toucht your Ears: it is Adenentus. 
1. Be itfo, goback: the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paflable. 
Men, | tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy General is my Lover : I have been 
The Book of his good A@s, whence Men have read 
His Fame unparallel’d, happily amplified : 
For [ have ever verified my Friends, 
(Of whom he’s Chief) with all the fize that verity 
W ould without lapfing fuffer : Nay, fometimes, 
Like toa Bow! upon a fubtil ground 
1 have tumbled paft the throw: and in his praife 
Have (almoft) {tampt the Leafing. Therefore, Fellow, 
i muft have leave to pafs, i 
1. Faith, 
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1, Faith,Sir, if you had told as many lies in his behalf, 
as you have uttered words in your own, you fhould not 
‘pafs here: no, though it were as virtuous to lye, as to 
live chaftly. Therefore go back. | 

Men. Prithee, Fellow, remember my name is Menenius, 
always Factionary on the party of your General. 

2. Howfoever you have been his Lyar, as you fay you 
have; lamone thattelling true under him, muft fay you 
cannot pafs. Therefore go back. 

Men. Has he din’d, can’{t thou tell? For! would not 
{peak with him, till after Dinner. 

s. You are a Roman, ate you? 

Men. 1 am, asthy General is. 

1. Then'you fhould hate Rome, ashedoes. Can you, 
‘when you have pufht out your Gates the very Defender 
of them, and ina violent popular ignorance, given your 
Enemy your Shield, think to front his Revenges with the 
eafie groans of Old Women, the Virginal palms of your 
Daughters, or with the palficd interceffion of" fach a de- 
cay’d Dotard, as you fecm tobe? Can you think to blow 
ouc the intended Fire,your City is ready to flame in, wich 
fuch weak breath as this ? No,youaredeceiv’d, therefore 
back to Rome, and prepare for your Execution: you are 
Condemn’d, our General has {worn you out of Reprieve 
and Pardon. 

Aen, Sirrah, if the Captain knew I were here, 

He would ufe me wich Eftimation. 

1. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Akn. 1 mean thy General. . 

1, My General cares not for you. Backyl fay, go: left 
I let forth your half pint of Blood. Back, that’s the ut- 
moft of your having, back. 

Men, Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius. 

Corio. What’s the matter ? 

' Men. Now you, Companion : Ple fay an Errant for you: 
you fhall know now that 1 am in Eftimation: you fhall 
perceive, thata Jack-gardant cannot Office me from my 
Son Coriolanus , guefs but my entertainment with him : if 
thon ftand’ıt not i'th’ State of Hanging, or of fome death 
more long in Spectatorfhip, and Crueller in fuffering, be- 
hold now prefently, and fwoon for what’s to come upon 
thee. The glorious Gods fic in hourly Synod about thy 
particular, profperity, and love thee no worfe than thy old 
Father Adenemus does. O my Son, my Son- thouart pre- 

ating Fire forus : look thee, here’s Water co quench it. 
i as hardly mov’d to come to thee: but being allured 
none but my felf could move thee, Ihave been blown 
out ofour Gates with fighs, and conjure thee to par- 
don Remé, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good 
Gods aflwage thy wrath, and tnrn the dregs of it upon 
this Varlet here: This, who like a Block hath denied 
ny Accefs to thee, 

Corto. Away. 

Men, How ? Away ? 

Corio, Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affairs 
Are fervanted to others: Though I owe 
My Revenge properly, my Remiffion lies 
In Volfcian Breafts. That we have been familiar, 

Ingrate forgetfulnefs thal] poifon rather 

Than pity: Note how much, therefore be gone. 

Mine Ears againft your Suits are ftronger than 

Your Gates againft my Force. Yet for I loved thee, 

Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 

And would have fent it. Another word, Menemus, 

I will not hear thee fpeak. ThisMan, Aàfidius, 

Was my belov’d in Rome: yet thoubehold’it—— 
Auf. You keepa conftant temper. i 

Manent the Guard and Menenius. 

1. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius ? > 

2. ’Tis a fpell you fee of much Power : 

You know the way hame again. r. 

1, Do you hear how we arc fhent for kecping your 
grcatuefs back ? 
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- 2. What caufe do you think I! have to fwoon ? 

Men, I neither care for th? World, nor your General : 
for fuch things as you, I can fcarce think there’s any, yare 
ío flight. He that hath a willto dye by himfelf, fears it 
not froin another : Let your General do his worlt. For 
you, be that youare, long ; and your mifery increafe with 
your Age. I fay toyou, as Iwas faid to, Away. (Exs. 

1, A Noble Fellow, I warrant him. 

2. The worthy Fellow is our General. He’s the Rock, 

the Oak not to be wind-fhaken, [Exits Watch. 
Enter. Coriolanus and Aufidigs. 

Corio, We will before the Walls of Rome to morrow 

Sct down our Hoft. My Partner in this Action, 
You muft report to th’ Vol/cian Lords, how plainly 
I have born this Bufinefs. 

Auf. Only their Ends you have refpedted. 

Stopt your Ears againft the general Suit of Rome: 
Never admitted a private whifper,no not with fuch Friends 
That thought them fure of you. 

Corto. This laft old man, 

Whom with a crack’d Heart I have fent to Rome, 
Lov’d me, above the meafure of a Father, 

Nay, Gedded me indeed. Their lateft refuge, 
Wasto fead him, for whofe Love] liave 

(Though Ifhew'd fow’rly ro him) once more offer’d 
‘The firft Conditions which they did refufe, 

And cannot now accept, to grace himouly, 

Vhat thought hecoulddo more: Avery little 
[have yieldedto. Freth Embaflies, and Suits, 

Nor from the State, nor private Friends hereafter 
Will I lend Ear to. Ha ? what fhout is this ? (Shour within, 
Shall] betempted to infringe my Vow 

In the fame time *cis made? I will not. 








Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, youne Martius, mish 
Attendants. 


My Wife comes formoft, then the honour’d Mould 
Wherein this Trunk was fram’d, and in her hand 
The Grand-child to her blood. But our Affection, 

All bond and priviledge of Nature break ; 

Let it be Virtuous to be Obftinate. 

What is that Curt’fie worth? Or thofe Doves Eyes, 
Which can make Gods forfworn? I melt, andam not 
Of ftronger Earth than others: my Mother bow Sy 
As if Olympus to a Mole-hill fhould 

In fupplication nod: and my young Boy 

Hath an afpect of interceflion, which 

Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volfcics 
Plough Rome, and harrow Jraly, Ple never 

Be fuch a Gofling to obey Inftinét : but ftand 

Asifa man were Author of himfelf, and knew no cther kin,; 

Virgil, My Lord and Husband. 

Corio. Thefe Eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome, 

Virg. The forrow that delivers us thus chang’d, 

Makes you think fo. 

Corso, Like a dull Actornow, I have forgot my part, 
And I am out, even to a full difgrace. Beft of my Flet, 
Forgive my Tyranny, but do not fay, 

For that forgive our Rómans. O akifs 
Long asmy Exile, fweet asmy Revenge! 
Now by the jealous Queen of Heaven, that kifs 
I carried from thee, Dear , and my true Lip 
Hath Virgin’d ite’re fince. You Gods, I pray, 
And the moft Noble Mother of the World 
Leave unfaluted : Sink my knee i’ch’ Earth ; 
Of thy deep duty, more impreflion thew 
Than that of common Sons. 

Volum. O ftand up bleft ! 
Whil'ft with no fofter Cufhion than the flint 
I kneel before thee, and unproperly 
Shew Duty as miftaken, all this while, 
Between the Child and Parent. 

Corio. What’s this? your knees to me? 
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To your Correćted Son ? 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
Fillop the Stars > Then, let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proud Cedars gainft the fiery Sun : 
Murd?ring impoflibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight work. 
Volum. Thou art my Warrior, 
Do you know this Lady ? | 
Corio. The Noble Sifter of Publicola ; 
The Moon of Rome, Chaft as the-Ificle 
That’s curdied by the Froft from pureft Snow, 
And hangs on Draws Temple: Dear Valeria, 
Volum, This is a poor Epitome of yours, 
Which by th’interpretation of full time, 
May thew like.allyour felf. 
Corio. The God of Sonldiers, 
With the confent of fipream Fove, inform 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefs, that thou maift prove 
To fhameunvulnerable, and ftrike ith’ Wars - 
Like a great Sea-mark ftanding every flaw, 
And faving thofe that eye thee. 
Volum, Your knee, Sitrah. 
Corio. That?s my brave Boy. — 
Volum, Evenhe, your Wife, thisLady, and my felf, 
Are‘Suiters to you. 
Corio, I befeech you, Peace : 
Or if you"ld ask, remember this before ; 
The thing | have forfworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Difmifs my Souldiers, or Capitulate 
Again with Romes Mechanicks. Tell me not 
Wherein I feem unnatural: Defire not tallay 
My Ragesand Revenges, with your colder Reafons. 
Volum. Oh, nomore: no morc: 
You have {aid yon will not grant us any thing : 
For we have nothing elfe to ask, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we will ask, 
That if you fail in our requeft, the blame 
May hang upon your hardnefs, therefore hear us. 
Corio. Aufidins, and you, Volfcies, mark, for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeft? 
Volum, Should we be filent and not f{peak, our Ratment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what Life 
We have led fince thy Exile. Think with thy felf, 
How more unfortunate than living Women. _ 
Arewe come hither > fincethatthy fight, which fhould 


I hope to frame thee, 


Make our Eyes flow with Joy,Hearts dance with Comforts, 


Conftrains them weep, and fhake with Fear and Sorrow, 
Making the Mother, Wife, and Child to fee, 
FheSon, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out : and to poor we, 
Thine Enmity’s moft Capital : Thou barr’ us 
Our Prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but weenjoy. For how can we? 
Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray, 
‘Whereto we are bound ? together withthy Victory, 
W hereto we are bound ? Alack, or we nuft lofe 
The Country, our dear Nurfe, or elfe thy Perfon 
{ Our comfortinthe Country. We muft find 
An evident Calamity, though we liad 
Our wifh, which fide fhould win. For either thon 
Muf as a Foreign Recreant be Jed 
With Manacles through ont Streets, or elfe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Countries ruine, 
And bear the Palm, for having bravely Meg 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood: Formyfelf, Son, 
I purpofe not to wait on fortune, till 
Thefe Wars determine: If] cannot perfuade thee 
Rather to fhew a Noble grace to’both parts 
Than feek the end of one; thou fhalt no fooner 
March to aflaulte thy Country, than to-tread 
(Trut tot, thou fhalrnot) on thy Mothers Womb 
That brought thee to this World. 
Virg. I, and mine, brought you forth this Boy, 
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To keep your Name living to time. 

Boy. Athall not.tread on me: Ple run away 
Tilllam bigger, but then I’le fight. 

Corio. Notof a Womans tendernelfs to be 
Requiresnor Child, nor Womans Face to fee: 
I have fate too long. 

Volum, Nay, gonot from usthus: 

If it were fo, that our Requeft did tend 
To fave the Romans, thereby to deftroy 


The Polfcies whom yon ferve, you might condemn us, 


As poyfonous of your. Honour. No, our Suit 
Is that you reconcile them + While the Vol/cies 
May fay, this Mercy we have fhew’d; the Romazs, 
This we receiv’d, and each in either fide 
Give the All-hail to thee, and cry, be bleft 
For making up this Peace. Thou know’ft (Great Son) 
The-end of War’s uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou fhalt thereby reap, is fuch å Name, 
W hofe Repetition will be dogg’d with Curfes : 
W hofe Chronicle thns writ, The Man was Noble, 
But with his laft Attempt, he wip’d it out, 
Deftroy’d his Country, and his Name remains 
To th'infuing Age, abhorr’d. Speak tome, Son: 
Thou haft affected the five {trains of Honour, 
‘To imitate the Graces of the Gods. 
To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks oth? Air, 
And yet to change thy Sulphur with a Boult, 
That fhould but rive an Oak. Why do’ft not fpeak ? 
Think’ft thou it Honourable for a Noble man 
Still to remember Wrongs ? Daughter, {peak you: 
He cares not for yonr weeping. Speak thou, Boy, 
Perhaps thy Childifhnefs will move him more 
Than can our Reafons. There isno Man in the World 
More bound to’s Mother, yet here he lets me prate 
Like one ’th’ Stocks. Thou haftnever in thy Life, 
Shew?d thy-dear Mother any curtefie, 
W hen fhe (poor Hen) fond of no fecond Brood, 
Has cluck’d thee to the Wars, and safely home 
Loaden withHonour. Say my Requeft’s unjult, 
And fpurn me back : But if it be not fo, 
Thou art not Honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftrain’ from me the Duty, which . 
To a Mothers part belongs, He turns away - 
Down Ladies: let us fhame him with our Knees. 
To his Sir-name, Coriolanus, longs more Pride, 
Than Pity to our Prayers. Down: andend, 
This is the laft. So, we will home to Rome, 
And dye among our Neighbours: Nay, behold’s 
This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up Hands for Fellowhhip, 
Does reafon our Petition with more ftrength, 
Than thon haft to deny’t. Come, let us go: 
This Fellow had a Volfcian to his Mother : 
His Wife is in Corolus, and his Child 
Like him by chance: yet give us our difpatch : 
am hufht until ourCity be afire,and then Ile fpeak a little. 
. {Holds her by thc hand, filene. 
Corio. O Mother, Mother ! 
What have youdone? Behold, the Heavens do ope, 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural Scene 
They laugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother: Oh! 
You have won a happy Victory to Rome, 
But for your Son, believe it, Oh belicve it, 
Moft dangeronfly you have with him prevail’d, 
lf not moft mortali to him, But letit come ; 
Aufidius, though Icannot make true Wars, 
Ple frame convenient Peace. Now, good Jufidins, 
Were you iù.my ftead, wouid you have licard 
A Mather lefs ? Or granted lefS, Asfidius ? 
Auf. I was mov’d withal. 
Corio. I darebe fworn you were : 
And, Sir; it is no little thing to make 
Mine Eyes to fweat Compaflion. But (good Sir, ) B 
at 
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What Peace you’l make, advife me: For my part, 
Ple not to Rome, Ple back with you, and pray you 
Stand to mc inthis Caufe. O Mother! Wife! 

Auf 1am glad thon haft fet thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
A difference in thee: Out of that Pile work 
My felf a former Fortune. pe 

Corio. 1,by and by , but we will drink together : 

And you fhall bear 
A better witnefs back, than words, which we 
On like Couditions, will have counter-feal’d. 
Come enter with us: Ladies, you deferve 
To havea Temple built you : All the Swords 
In /ealy, and her Confederate Arms 
Could not have made this Peace. 

Enter Menenius and Sicintus. 

Me.Sec you yond’Coino’th’ Capitol,yond’Corner ftone? 

Sicin, Why, what.of that ? -a 

Aten. if it be poffible for you to difplace it with your 
little Finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome, elpe- 
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. But | fay, there 
isno hope in’t, our Throats are fentenc’d, and ftay upon 
Execution. 

Sicin. Is't poflible, that fo fhort a time can alter the 
condition of a Man. 

Aen. There is difference between a Grub and a But- 
terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub: this Martius ts 
growmrfrom Manto Dragon: He has wings, he’s more 
than a creeping thing. 

Sicin, Hc lov’d his Mother dearly. s 

Afen. So did heme: and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, thanancight ycars old Horfe. The tartnefs 
of his Face fours ripe Grapes. When he walks, le moves 
like an Engine, and the ground fhrinks before his ‘Trea- 
ding. He is able to pierce a Corflet with his Eye: Talks 
like a Knell, and hishumisa Battery. Hefitsin his State 
asa thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done is 
finift’d with his bidding. He wants nothing ofa God, but 
Eternity, and a Heavento Throne in. 

Stcin. Yes, Mercy, if you report himtruly. 

Aten. \ paint himinthe Character. Mark what Mercy 
his Mother fhall bring from him: Thereisno more Mer- 
cy inhim, than there is Milk ina Male-Tyger, that fhall 
our poor City find ; and all this is long of you. 

Sicin. ‘The Gods be good unto us. : 

Afen. No, in fucb a cafe the Gods will not be good 
unto us. When we banilh’d him, we refpected not them : 
and he returning to break our Necks, they refpect not us. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Afef. Sir, if yold fave your Life flye to your Houle, 

The Plebeians have got your Fellow Tribune, 
And hale him up and down ; all {wearing, it 
The Roman Ladies bring not Comfort home, 
They’! give him death by Inches. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Sicim, What's the News? : 

Atef.Good News, good News,the Ladies have prevail’d, 
The Yolfcians are diflodg’d, and Adartius gone : 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th’expulfion of the Zarquins. 
Sich? Friend, art thou certain this is truc? 
lst moft certain ? 
Mef. As certainasÌ know the Sun is Fire : l 
W here have you lurk’d that you make doubt ofit ? 
Ne’re through an Arch fo hurried the blown Tide, 
As the recomforted through th’ gates. Why, hark you. 
CTrumper s, Hoboys, Drums beat, altogether. 
The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pfalteries, and Fifes, 
Tabors, and Cymbals, and the fhouting Romans ye 
Make the Sundance. Hark you. CA fhout within. 
Men. Thisis good News : : 
} will go meet the Ladies. This Volun:nia 
Is worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City fuil: Of Tribunes, fuch as you, 
A Seaand Land full: you have pray’d well to day: 


[ Exeunt. 





283 


This Morning, for ten thoufand of your Throats, 
Pd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy. 
(Sound ftill with the Shouts. 
Sic, Firft, the Gods blefs you for your Tidings : 
Next , accept my thankfulnefs. 
Mef. Sir, weshave all great caufe to give great thanks. 
Sicin. They are near the City ? 
Mef. Almoft at point to enter. 


Sicin. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [ Exeune. 


Enter two Senators, with Ladies paffing over the Stage with 
other Lords. 


Senat. Behold our Patronefs, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
And make Triumphant Fires, ttrew Flowers before them: 
Unthoot the noife that banifh’d Afarrius > j 
Repeal him, with the welcome of his Mother: 
Cry welcome, Ladies, welcome. 

All, Welcome Ladies, welcome. [Exeunt, 


[AF lours(h with Drums and Lvumpets. 


Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants. 


Auf. Go tellthe Lords o’th’ City, 1am here: 
Deliver them this Paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to th’ Market-place, where | 
Even intheirs, and inthe Commons Ears, 
Will vouch the truthofit. Him laccufe 
The City Portsby this hathenter’d, and 
Intends t’appear before the People, hoping 
To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch. 


Enter three or four C onfprrators of Aufidius’s F.tftion. 


Molt welcome. l 

1 Con. How isit with our General ? 

Auf, Even fo, as witha Man by his own Alms impoy- 
fon’d, and with his Charity fain. 

2 Con, Moft Noble Sir, if youdo hold the fame intent, 
Wherein you wifh'd us Parties: We'lldeliver you 
OF your great danger, 

Anf. Sir, l cannot tell, 
We muft proceed as we do find the People. 

-3 Con. The People will remain uncertain, whilft 


“Twixt you there's difference : but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 


Auf, | know it: 
And my pretextto ftrike at him admits 
A good Conftruction. I rais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mine Honour for his Truth: who being fo heighten’d, 
He watered lis new Plants with dews of E lattery, 
Seducing fo my Friends: and t this end, 
He bow’d his Nature, never known before, 
But to be rough, unfwayable, and free. 
3 Con. Sir, his ftoutnefs 
When he did ftand for Conful, which he loft 
By lack of ftooping. 
Auf. Vhat I would have fpoke of : 
Being banif’d for’t, hecame unto my Hearth, 
Prefented to my Knife his Throat : 1 took him, 
Made him joynt-fervant with me: Gave him way 
lo all hisowndefires : Nay, let him chufe 
Out of my Files, his Projects to accomplih, 
My beft and frefheft Men, {erv’d’his Defignments 
In mine own Perfon : hop’d to reap the Fame 
W hich he did make all his, and took fome Pride 
Todo my felf this wrong ; till at the laft, 
| feem’d his Follower, not Partner 5 and 
He wag’d me with his Covntenance, as if 
l had been Mercenary. 
1 Con. Sohedid, my Lord: i 
The Army marvell’d atit, andin the haft, 
When he had carried Rome, and that we look’d 


For! 
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For no lefs Spoil, than Glory—— Look’d wond’ring each at others. 


: Corio. Hear’lt thou, Afars ? 
uf. There was it: $ 
F s which my finews fhall be ftretcht upon him: Auf. Name not the God, thou Boy of Tears. 
At a few drops of Womens Rheum, which are Corio. Ha 
As cheap as Lies, he fold the Blood and Labour Auf. No more. 
Of our great Action , therefore fhall he dye, Corio. Meafurelefs Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
And Ile renew me in his fall. But hark. Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O Slave. 
[Drums and Trumpets found, with great Pardon me, Lords, ’tis the firft time that ever 
foouts of the People. | was forc’d to fcould. Your Judgements, my grave Lords, 
i Con. Your Native Town you enter’d like a Poft, Muft give this Cur the Lye : and bis own Notion, 
And had no Welcomes home, but he returns Who wears my ftripes impreft upon him, that 
Splitting the Air with noyfe. Moft bear my beating to his Grave, fhall joya 
2 Con. And patient Fools, To thruft the Lye unto him. 
Whofe Children he hath fain, their bafe throats tear I Lor d. Peace both, and hear me fpeak. 
With giving him Glory. Corso. Cut me to pieces, Volfeses, Men and Lads, 
3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, Stain all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound : 
E’re he exprefs himfelf, or move the People If you have writ your Annals true, tis there, 
With what he would fay, let him feel your Sword: That like an Eagle in a Dove-coat, I 
Which we will fecond, when he lies along, Flutter d your oe in Coriolus, 
After your way. His Tale pronoune’d fhall bury Alone I did it, Boy : 
His Reafons, with his Body. Auf. . Why, Noble Lords, l 
Auf. Say no more, here come the Lords. - Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune, 
_ was sgt by "p unholy Braggart ? 
pes Fore your own Eyes and Ears? 
Enter the Lords of the City. on Gh =e ‘aie 
All Lords. You are moft welcome home. All People, Tear him to pieces, do it prefently : 
Auf. | bave not delerv’d it. He kill’d my Son, my Daughter, he kill’d my Covfin 
But, worthy Lords, have you with heed perufed Marcus, he kill’d my Father. 
What | have written to you? 2 Lord. Peace, hoe: no out-rage, peace : 
All, We have. The Man is Noble, and his Fame foldsin 
1 Lord. And grieve to hear’t This Orb o’th? Earth : His laft Offences to us 
What faults he made before the laft, I think Shall have Judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius, 
Might have found eafie Fines: But there to end And trouble not the peace. 
‘Where he wa; to begin, and give away Corio. O that 1 had him, with fix Asfidsnffes, or more : 
The benefit of our Levies, anfwering us His Tribe to ufe my lawful Sword. 
With our owncharge, making a Treaty, where Auf. Infolent Vilain. P 
There wasa yielding 5 this admits no excule. All Con, Kill, kill, kill, kal, kill him. 


Anf. He approaches, you shall hear him. 
Draw both the Confpivators, and kill Martins, who fak:, 


Enter Coriolanus marching with Drum and Colours, the and Aufidius ftands on hirn, 
Commons being with him, 
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Corio. Hail Lords, Iam return’d, your Souldier : Auf. My Noble Mafters, hear me fpeak. 
No more infected with my Countries love, 1 Lord, O, Tullus, 
Than when I parted hence , but ftill fubfifting 2 Lord. Thou haft done adeed, whereat 
Under your great Command. You are to know, Valour will weep. 
That profperoufly I have attempted, and 3 Lord. Tread not upon him, Matters, all be quiet, 
W ith bloody paflage led your Wars, even to Put up your Swords. 
The Gates of Rome: Our fpoils we have brought home Anf. My Lords, 
Doth more than Counterpoifea full third part When you fhall know, (as in this Rage 
The charges of the Action. We havemade peace Provok’d by him, you cannot) the great danger 
With no lefs Honour to the Axtiates, Which this mans Life did owe you, you’! rejoyce 
Than bame to th’ Romans. And we here deliver That he ts thus cut off. Pleafe ic your Honours 
Subferib’d by th? Confuls, and Patricians, To call me to your Senate, Ile deliver 
Together with the Seal o’th’ Senate, what My felf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
We have Compounded on. Your heavieft Cenfure. 

Anf. Read it no, Noble Lords, 1 Lord. Bear from hence his Body, 
But tell the Traytor in the higheft degree And mourn you forhim. Let him be regarded 
He hath abus’d your Powers. As the moft Noble Coarfe, that ever Herald 

Corio. Traytor ? How now ? Did follow to his Urn. 

Auf. 1, Traytor, Martras. 2 Lord. His own impatience 

Corio, Afartius? | Takes from Aufidias a great part of blame ; 

Auf. 1, Martins, Cains Martins: Do'ft thon think Let’s make the beft of it. 
Ple grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftoln name d Auf. My Rage is gone, 
Coriolanus in Cortolus ? And I am ftruck with Sorrow: Take him up : 
You Lords and Head o’th’ State, perfidioufly alt Help three o’th’ chiefeft Souldiers ; Ile be one. 
He has betray’d your bufinefs, and given up Beat thou the Drum that it {peak mournfully - 
For certain drops of Salt, your City Rome, Trail your fteel Pikes. Though in this City he 
| fay your City, to his Wife and Mother, Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Breaking his Oath and Refolution like | Which to this hour bewail the Injury, 
A twill of rotten Silk, never admitting Yet he fhall havea Noble memory. Ailift. 
Counfel oth? War : but athisNurfes Tears [ Exeuns bearing the Body of Martius, 4 dead March 
He whin’d and roar’d away your Victory, : Sounded, 


That Pages blufh’d at him, and Men of heart 
al THE} 
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Che Lamentable 


TRAGEDY 





OF 


Titus Andronicus. 





Atlus Primus. 





Scena Prima. 





Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft. And then enter Satur- 
ninus avd his Followers at one door, and Bafhanus and lis 
Followers at the other, with Drum and Colours. 


Saturminus. 
Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the Juftice of my Caufe with Arms. 
And Country men, my loving Followers, 
Plead my Succeflive Title with your Swords. 
[ was the firft-born Son of him that laft 
Wore the Imperial Diadem of Rome : 
Then let my Fathers Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity. 
Baffian, Romans, Friends, Followers, 
Favourers of my Right: 
If ever Baffianus, Cefar’s Son, 
V Verc gracious in the Eyesof Royal Rome, 
Keep then this paflage to the Capitol ; 
And fuffer not Difhonour to approach 
Th’ Imperial Seat to Virtue , Confecrate 
To Juftice, Continence, and Nobility : 
But let Defert in pure Election fhine , 
And Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 
Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crowz. 
Princes that ftrive by Factions, and my Friends, 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empery : 
Know, that the People of Rome, for whom we ftand 
A fpecial Party, have by Commen Voice 
In Eleétion for the Roms: Empery, 
Chofen Andronicus, Sur-nam’d Pius, 
for many good and great deferts to Rome. 
| A Nobler Man, a braver V Varior, 
Lives not this day within the City V Valls. 
He by the Senate is accited home 
From weary V Vars againft the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his Sons (a terror to our Foes) 
Hath yoak’d a Nation ftrong, traiwd upin Arms. 
Ten years are fpent, fince firft he undertook 
This Caufe of Rome, and chaltifed with Arms 
Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons 
In Coffins from the Field. 
And now at laft, laden with Honours Spoyls, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowged ZJitas, tlourifhing in Arms. 


Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 

VVhom (worthily) you would have now fucceed, 

And in the Capitol and Senates Right, 

V Vhom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 

Difmifs your Followers, and as Suiters fhould, 

Plead your Deferts in Peace and Humbiencfs. 
Saturnin. How fair the Tribune fpeaks, 

To calm my thoughts. 

Baffia. Marcas Andronicus, {o I do afie 

In thy Uprightnefs and Integrity : 
And fo I Love and Honour thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother 7stas, and his Sons, 
And her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Romes rich Ornament, 
That I will here difmifs my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh’d. 
[Ex. Sonldsers. 

Saturnin. Friends that have been 
Thus forward in my Right, 

Ithank you all, and here difmifs you all, 

And to the Love and Favour of my Countrcy, 
Commit my Self, my Perfon, and the Caufe : 
Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me, 

As I am confident and kind to thee. 

Open the Gates, and let me in. 

Bafia. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor. 
[They go up into tie Senatc-Foufe, 

Enter a Captain. 

Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus, 
Patron of Virtue, Rome’s belt Champion, 
Succefsful in the Battels that he fights, 

V Vith Honour and with Fortune is return’d, 
From whence he circum{cribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, And then Enter two of Titus’? 
Sons; After them, two Men 2e a Cofin covered with 
black, then two other Sons, After them, Titus Androni- 
cus, andthen Tamora, the Queencef Gothes, ard ber two 
Sons, Chiron and Demetrius, with Aaron rhe Afcor, and 
others, as many ascante: They fer down the Cofin, and 
Titus /peaks. 


Andronicus. Hail, Rome: 
Victorious 
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Vidtoriousin thy mourning Weeds : 

Loe as the Bark that hath difcharg’d her Franght, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whenceat firft fhe weigh’d her Anchorage : 
| Cometh Andronicus bound with Laurel Boughs, 
To refalute his Country with his Tears, 

Tears of true Joy for his return to Rome, 

Thou great Defender of this Capito}, 

Stand gracious to the Rites chat we intend. 
Romans, of five and twenty Valiant Sons, 

Half of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the Poor remains alive and dead ! 

Thefe that Survive, let Rome reward with Love : 
Thefe that I bring unto their lateft home, 

With burial amongft their Anceftors. 

Here Gothes have given me leave to fheath my Sword : 
Titus unkind, and carelefs of rhine own, 

Why fuffer?it thou thy Sons unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx ? 

Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 

[ They open the Tomb. 

There greet in filence as the dead are wont, 

And fleep in peace, flain in your Countries Wars: 
O facred receptacle of my Joys, 

Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 

How many Sons of mine haft thou in ftore, 

That thou wilt never render to me more? ` 

Luc. Give vus the prondelt Prifoner of the Gothes, 

That we may hew his Limbs, and on a Pile, 
Ad manes fratrum, Sacrifice his Flefh, 
Before this Earthly prifon of their Bones, 
That fo the fhadows be not unappeas’d, 

Nor we difturb’d with Prodigies on Eartli. 

Tit. } give him you, the Nobleft thac furvives, 
The Eldeit Son of this diftrefled Queen. 

Tam, Stay, Roman Brethren, gracious Conquerour, 
Victorious Titas, ruth the Tears I fhed, 

A Mothers Tears in pafon for her Son; 

And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 

Oh think my Sons tobe as dear to me. 
Sufhceth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautifiethy Triumphs, and return 
Captivetothee, and to thy Roman Yoak ; 

But muft my Sons be flaughtred in the Streets, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries Caufe ? 
O! Ifto fight for King and Common-weal, 
Were Piety in thine, it is inthefe : 
Andronicus, ftain not thy Tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the Natureof the Gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 
Thrice Noble Tirus, {pare my firft born-fon. 

Tit. Patient your felf, Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are theBrethren, whom you Gothes behold 
Alive and dead, and for their Brethren flain, 
Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice, 

To this your Son is markt, and die he muft, 
To appeafe their groaning fhadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a Fire ftreight. 
And with our Swords upon a Pileof Wood, 

Let’s hew his Limbs till they be clean confum’d. 
[ Excunt Sons with Alarbus. 

Tam. O cruel irreligious Piety. > 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 

Dem, Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus go to reft, and we furvive, 

To tremble under Zitus’s threatning looks, 
Then, Madam, fltand refolv’d, but hope withall, 
The felf-fame Gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy, 
With opportunity of fharp Revenge 

Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May favour Tamora, the Queen of Gorhes, 
(When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queen) 
To quit the bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. 





The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 





Enter the Sous of Andronicus again, 


Luc. See, Lord and Father, how we have perform’d 
Our Roman Rites, Alarbus’s Limbs are lopt, 
And Intrals feed the facrificing Fire, 
Whofe Smoke, like Incenfe doth perfume the Skye. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our Brethren, 
And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let itbe fo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewel to their Souls. 


Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins in the Tomb. 


In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 
Romes readieft Champions, repofe you here in reft, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Mifhaps - 
Here lurks no Treafon, here no Envy fwells, 
Here grow nodamned Grudges, here no ftorms, 
No noife, but fitence and Eternal fleep: 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons. 
Enter Lavinia. ; 
Lav. In Peace and Honour, live Lord Titws longe 
My Noble Lord and Father, live in Fame : 
Loe at this Tomb, iny tributary Tears 
l render for my Brethrens Obfequies : 
Andat thy Feet] kneel with Tears of Joy 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome. 
O blefs me here with thy victorious hand, 
W hofe Fortune Romes beft Citizens applaud. 
Tit. Kind Rome, 
That haft thus lovingly referv’d 
The Cordial ofmine Age, to glad mine Heart, 
Lavinia, live, out-livethy Fathers days : 
And Fames Eternal date for Virtues praife. 
Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the Eyes of Rome. 
Ist. Thanks, gentle Tribune, 
Noble Brother Marcus. 
Mar, And welcome Nephews from faccefsful Wars, 
You that furvive, and you that fleep in Fame: 
Fair Lords, your Fortunes are all alike in all, 
That in your Countreys Service drew your Swords. 
But fafer Triumph is this Funeral Pomp, 
That hath afpir’d to Soloxs happinef&, 
And Triumphs over Chance in Honours bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the People of Rome, 
Whofe Friend in Juftice thou haft ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft, 
This Palliament of whiteand fpotlefS Hue, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire 
With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sons: 
Be Candidates then, and put iton, 
And help to fet a Head on headlefs Rore. 
fit. A better Head her Glorious body fits, 
Then his that fhakes for age and feeblenefs : 
What fhould I d’6n this Robe and trouble you ? 
Be chofen with Proclamations to day, 
Tomorrow yteld up Rule, refign my Life, 
And fet abroach new bufinefs for you all. 
Rome, | have been thy Souldier forty years, 
And led my Countries ftrength fuccefafully, 
And buried one andtwenty Valiant Sons, 
Knighted in Field, flain manfully in Arms, 
In Right and Service of their Noble Country : 
Give me a ftaffof Honour for mine Age, 
But nota Scepter to controul the World, 
Upright he held ir, Lords, that held it laft. 
Mar. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and ask the Empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, cap’ft thou tell ? 
Titus. Patience, Prince Saturninns. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords, and fheath them not, 
Till Saturninus be Romes Emperour : 
Andro 


eel 
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The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


Andronicus, would thou wert fhipt to Hell; 
Rather than rob me of the Peoples Hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble-minded Zztus means to thee. 

Tit. Content thee Prince, I willreftore to thee, 

‘The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themlelvcs. 

Bafs. Andromeus, \ do not flatter thec, 

But Honour thee, and will do till I die : 

My Faction, if thou ftrengthen with thy Friends, 
{ will moft thankful be, and Thanks to men 
OfWNoble minds is Honourable Meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and Noble fribunes here, 
I ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Tri. To gratifiethe good Andronicus, 

And gratulate his fafe return to Rome, 
The People will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this fnit I make, 

That you create your Emperours Eldeft Son, 
Lord Saturnite, whofe Virtues will, | hope; 
Reflect on Rome, as Titans Rays on Earth, 

And ripen Juftice in this Common-weal : 

Then if you will Elect by my advife, 

Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperour. 
Mar. An, With Voices and applaufe of every fort, 

Patricians and Plebeians, we Create 

Lord Saturninus, Romes Great Emperor. 

And fay, Long lve our Emperour, Saturnine. | 

[A long Flosrifh rill chey come down. 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done, 

Tous in our Election this day, 

l give thee thanks in part of thy Deferts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs : 

And for an Onfet, Zitus, toadvance 

Thy Name, and Honourable Family, 

Lavinia will] make my Emperels, 

Romes Royal Miftrefs, Miitrefs of my Heart, 

And in the Sacred Pantheon her Efpoufe : 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this Motion pleafe thee ? 
Tit. it doth, my worthy Lord, and in this Match, 

l hold me highly Hononr’d of your Grace, 

And here in fight of Rome, to Saturnine, 

King and Commander of our Common-weal, 

The wide Worlds Emperour, do I Confecrate 

MySword, my Ckarior, and my Prifoners, 

Prefents well worthy Romes ImperialLord. 

Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, 

Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my Feer. 
Sat. Thanks Noble Zir#s, Father of my Life, 

How proud | amof thee, and of thy Gifts, - 

Rome {hall record, and when I do forget 

The leaft of thefe unfpeakable Deferts, 

Romans forget your Fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, Madam, are you Prifoner to an Emperour, 
To him that for your Honour and your State, 

Willufe you Nobly, and your Followers. 

Sat. A goodly Lady, truft me of the Hue 
That ! would chufe, were 1 to chufe a new : 

Cleer up, Fair Queen, that cloudy countenance, 

Though chance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com’ ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome: 

Princely fhall be thy ufage every way. 

Relt on my word, and Jet not difcontent 

Daunt a)l your hopes; Madam, he comforts you, 

Can make your Greater than the Queen of Gorhes ? 
Lavinia, you are not dilpleas’d with this ? 

Lav. Notl, my Lord, fith true Nobility 
Warrants thefe words in Princely Conrtefie. 

Sat. Thanks, fweet Lavinia, Romans, let us go : 
Ranfomlefs here we fet our Prifoners free, 
Proclaimour Honors, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 

Bafs. Lord Titus by your leave this Maid is mine. 

Tit. How, Sir ? Are you in carneft then, my Lord ? 

Bafs. 1, Noble Titus, and refolv’d withall, 


Se Tee 





There thal] we Confummate our Sponfal Rites. 
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To do my felf this teafon, and this right. 
Mar, Suum i 1s or Ronan Jultice : 
This Prince in Joftice feifeth but his own. 
Luc, And that he will, and thall, if Lucius live. 
Tit, Traytors, avant, where is the Emperours Guard ? 
Treafon, my Lord, Lavinia is {urpris‘d. 
Sat. Surpris’d, by whom ? 
Bafs. By him that juftly may 
Bear his Betroth’d from all the World away. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my Sword I’le keep the door clofe. 
Tit, Follow, my Lord, and Pie foon bring her back. 
Mut. My Lord, you pafs not here. 
Tst, What Villain, Boy, barrft me my way in Rome ? 
Mut, Help, Lucius, help. C He kills him. 
Lu. My Lord, youare unjuft, and more than fo, 
In wrongful Quarrel you have flain your Son. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any Sons of mine, 
My Sons would never fo difhonour me. 
Traytor, reftore Lavinia to the Emperour. 
Luc, Dead, if you will, but not co be his VV ife, 
That is anothers lawful promis’d Love. 


Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamora, and her two Sons, and 
Aaron the Ator. 


Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock : 
Ile truft by leifure him that mocks me once, 
Thee never , nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons, 
Confederates al], thus to difhonour me. 
Was there none elfe in Rome tomake a {tale of 
But Sarurnine? Full well, Andronicus 
Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 
That faid’ft, | begg*d the Empire at thy hands. 
Zit. O monftrous, what reproachful words are thefe ? 
Sat. But go thy ways, go give that changing piece, 
To him that flourifh’d for her with his Sword : 
A Valiant Son in Law thon fhalt enjoy : 
Once, fit to bandy with thy lawlefs Sons, 
To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 
Tit. Thefe words are Razors to my wounded Heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Zarz, Queen of Gorhes, 
That like the ftately Phebe ’mongft her Nymphs, 
Doft over-fhine the Gallanc’ft Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas’d with this my fudden Choice, 
Behold! chufe thee, Zamora, for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emperefs of Rove. 


“Speak, Queen of Gorbes, doft thou applaud my Choice ? 


And here I fwear by allthe Roman Gods, 
Sith Prieit and Holy-water are fo near, 
And Tapers burn fo bright, andevery thing 
tn readinefs for Hymenexs ftand, 
1 will not re-falute the Streets of Rome, 
Or climb my Palace, till from forth this place 
1 lead efpous’d my Bride along with ine. 
Tam. And herein fight of Heaven to Rome I fwear, 
lf Saturnine advance the Queen of Gorkes, 
She wil] a Hand-maid be to his defires. 
A loving Nurfe, a Mother co his Youth. 
Sat. Afcend, Fair Queen, 
Pantheon Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour, and his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the Heavens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whofe V Vifdom hath her Fortune Conquered, 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
Tit, Lam not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
Titus when wer’c tho wont to walk alone, 
Difhonoured thus, and Challenged of wrongs ? 


Enter Marcus and Tinys’s Sons. 


Mar, O Titr: fee, O fee what thou haft done f 
: In 
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Victoriousin thy mourning Weeds: 
Loe as the Bark that hath difcharg’d her Fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firft fhe weigh’d her Anchorage : 
| Cometh Andronicus bound with Laurel Boughs, 
To refalute his Country with his Tears, 

Tears of true Joy for his return to Rome, 

Thou great Defender of this Capito}, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 
Romans, of five and twenty Valiant Sons, 

Half of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the Poor remains alive and dead! 

Thefe that Survive, let Rome reward with Love : 
Thefe that I bring unto their lateft homie, 

With burial amongft their Anceftors. 

Here Gothes have given me leave to fheath my Sword : 
Titus unkind, and carelefs of thine own, 

Why fuffer°ft thou thy Sons unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx ? 

Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 

[They open the Tomb. 

There greet in filence as the dead are wont, 

And fleep in peace, flain in your Countries Wars : 
O facred receptacle of my Joys, 

Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 

How many Sons of mine haft thou in ftore, 

That thou wilt never render tome more? © 

Luc. Giveusthe prondeft Prifoner of the Gerhes, 

That we may hew his Limbs, and on a Pile, 
Ad manes fratrum, Sacrifice his Flefh, ; 
Before this Earthly prifonof their Bones, 
That fo the fhadows be not unappeas’d, 

Nor we difturb’d with Prodigies on Earth. 

Tit, I give him you, the Nobleft that furvives, 
The Eldeft Son of this diftreffed Queen. 

Tam, Stay, Roman Brethren, gracious Conquerour, 
Victorious 74s, ruth the Tears I fhed, 

A Mothers Tears in paflion for her Son: 
And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 
Oh think my Sons tobe as dear to me. 
|Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautifiethy Triumphs, and return 
Captivetothee, and to thy Roman Yoak ; 
But muft my Sons be flaughtred in the Streets, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries Caufe ? 
O! If tofight for King and Common-weal, 
Were Piety in thine, it is in thefe : 
Andronicus, ftainnot thy Tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the Nature of the Gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 
Thrice Noble Zitus, fpare my firft born-fon. 

Tit. Patient your felf, Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gothes behold 
Alive and dead, and for their Brethren flain, 
Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice; 

To this your Son is markt, and die he mutt, 
To appeafe their groaning fhadows that are gone. 

Luc, Away withhim, and make a Fire ftreight. 
And with our Swords upona Pileof Wood, 

Let’s hew his Limbs till they be clean confum’d. 
[ Exennt Sons with Alarbus. 

Tam, O cruel irreligious Piety. 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus go to reft, and we furvive, 

To tremble under Titus’s threatning looks, 

Then, Madam, ftand refolv’d, but hope withall, 
The felf-fame Gods that arm’d the Queen of Joy, 
With opportunity of harp Revenge 

Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May favour Tamora, the Queen of Gorhes, 
CWhen Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queen) 
To quit the bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. 
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Enter the Sons of Andronicus again, 


Luc, Sec, Lord and Father, how we have perform’d 
Our Roman Rites, Alarbus’s Limbs are lopt, 
And Intrals feed the facrificing Fire, 
W hofe Smoke, like Incenfe doth perfume the Skye. 
Remaineth nought butto inter our Brethren, 
And with loud Larums weleome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let itbe fo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewel to their Souls. 


Then Sound T rumpets, and lay the Cofins in the Tomb. 


In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 
Romes readieft Champions, repofe you here in ref, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Mifhaps - 
Here lorksno Treafon, here no Envy fwells, 
Here grow nodamned Grudges, here no ftorms, 
No noife, but filence and Eternal fleep: 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons. 
Enter Lavinia. 

Lav, In Peace and Honour, live Lord Titws long. 
My Noble Lord and Father, live in Fame: 

Loe at this Tomb, my tributary Tears 
I render for my Brethrens Obfequies : 
Andatthy Feet! kneel with Tears of Joy 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome. 
O blefs me here with thy victorious hand, 
W hofe Fortune Romes beft Citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, 

That haft thus lovingly referv’d 

The Cordial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 
Lavinia, live, out-livethy Fathers days : 

And Fames Eternal date for Virtues praife. 

Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, 
Gracious Tritimpher in the Eyes of Rome. 

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, 

Noble Brother Marcus. 

Mar, And welcome Nephews from fuccefsful Wars, 
You that furvive, and you that fleep in Fame: 
Fair Lords, your Fortunes are all alike in all, 

That in your Countreys Service drew your Swords, 
But fafer Triumph is this Funeral Pomp, 

That hath afpir’d to Solons happinefs, 

And Triumphs over Chance in Honours bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the People of Rome, 

Whofe Friend in Juftice thou haft ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft, 
This Palliament of white and fpotlefs Hue, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire 
With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sons: 
Be Candidates then, and put iton, 

And help to fet a Head on headlefs Rose. 

Zit. A better Head her Glorious body fits, 

Then his that fhakes for age and feeblenefs : 

What fhould I d’6n this Robe and trouble you ? 

Be chofen with Proclamations to day, 

To morrow yield up Rule, refign my Life, 

And fet abroach new bufinefs for you all. 

Rome, { have been thy Souldier forty years, 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccefsfully, 

And buried one andtwenty Valiant Sons, 

Knighted in Field, flain manfully in Arms, 

In Right and Service of their Noble Country : 

Give me a ftaffof Honour for mine Age, 

But nota Scepter to controul the World; 

Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laff. 
Mar, Titus, thou fhalt obtain and ask the Empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, can’ft thou tell ? 
Titus, Patience, Prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 

Patricians draw your Swords, and fheath them not, 

Till Saturninus be Romes Emperour : 
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Andronicus, would thou wert hipt to Bell, 

Rather than rob me of the Peoples Hearts. 

Luc. Proud Sarurnine, interrupter of the good 

That Noble-minded Tstus means to thee. 

Tit. Content thee Prince, I willreftore to thee, 
‘The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themlelvcs. 
Bafs. Andromcus, 1 do not flatter thee, 

But Honour thee, and will do till I die : 

My Faction, if thou ftrengthen with thy Friends, 

{ will moft thankful be, and Thanks to men 

OfNoble minds is Honourable Meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and Noble Tribunes here, 

I ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Tri. To gratifiethe good Andronicus, 

And gratulate his fafe return to Rome, 

The People will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this fnit I makc, 

That you create your Emperours Eldeft Son, 

Lord Saturnine, whofe Virtues will, | hope, 

Reflect on Rome, as Titans Rays on Earth, 

And ripen Juftice in this Common-weal : 

Then if you will Elect by my advifc, 

Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperour. 
Mar. An, With Voices and applaufe of every fort, 

Patricians and Plebelans, we Create 

Lord S.turninus, Romes Great Emperour. 

And fay, Long live our Emperour, Saturnine. 

[A long Flourifh tili they come down. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done, 

Tous in our Election this day, 

i give thce thanks in part of thy Deferts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs : 

And for an Onfet, Titus, to advance 

Thy Name, and Honourable Family, 

Lavinia willl make my Emperels, 

Romes Royal Miftrefs, Miitrefs of my Heart, 

And in the Sacred Pantheon her E fpoufe : 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this Motion pleafe thee ? 
Tit. It doth, my worthy Lord, and in this Match, 

l bold me highly Honour’d of your Grace, 

And herc in fight of Rome, to Saturnine, 

King and Commander of our Common-weal, 

The wide Worlds Emperour, do I Confecrate 

My Sword, my Chariot, and my Prifoners, 

Prefents well worthy Romes ImpcrialLord. 

Receive them then, the Tribute that 1 owe, 

Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my Feet. 

Sat. Thanks Noble Zit#s, Father of my Life, 

How proud I amof thee, and of thy Gifts, - 

Rome thal! record, and when I do forget 

The leaft of thefe unfpeakable Deferts, 

Romans forget your Fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, Madam, arc you Prifoner toan Emperour, 

To him that for your Honour and your State, 

Willufe you Nobly, and your Followers. 

Sat. Agoodly Lady, truft me of the Hue 

That | would chufe, were 1 to chufe anew : 

Cleer up, Fair Queen, that cloudy countenance, 

Though chance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, 

Thou com’ft not to be made a {corn in Rome: 

Princely fhall be thy ufage every way. 

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 

Daunt all your hopes: Madam, he comforts you, 

Can make your Greater than the Queen of Gorhes ? 

Lavinia, you are not difpleas’d with this ? 

Lav. Not l, my Lord, fith true Nobility 

Warrants thefe words in Princely Conrtelic. 

Sat. Thanks, fwect Lavinia, Romans, let us go : 

Ranfomlefs here we fet our Prifoners free, 

Proclaim our Honotirs, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 
Bafs. Lord Titus by your leave this Maid is mine. 
Tit. How, Sir ? Are you in carneft then, my Lord ? 
Bafs. 1, Noble Titus, and refolv’d withall, 
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To do mi felf this reafon, and this right. 
Mar, Suum cuigue, is our Roman Juttice : 
This Prince in Jaftice feifech but his own. 
Luc, And that he will, and hall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traytors, avant, where is the Emperours Guard ? 
Treafon, my Lord, Lavinia is furpris’d. 
Sat. Surpris’d, by whom ? 
Bafs. By him that juftly may 
Bear his Betroth’d from all the World away. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my Sword Ple keep the door clofe. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and Ple foon bring her back. 
Mut. My Lord, you pafs not here. 
Tse. What Villain, Boy, barr’ft me my way in Rome ? 
Mut, Help, Lucins, help. CHe kills him. 
Lu. My Lord, youare unjuft, and more than fo, 
In wrongful Quarrel you have flain your Son. 
fit, Nor thou, nor he, are any Sons of mine. 
My Sons would never fo difhonour me. 
Traytor, reftore Lavinia to the Emperour. 
Lac. Dead, if you will, but not to be his VV ife, 
That is anothers lawful promis’d Love. 


Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamora, and her two Sons, and 
Aaron the Ator. 


Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperour needs her rot, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock : 
Ple truft by leifure him that mocks me once, 
Thee never , northy Traiterous haughty Sons, 
Confederates all, thus to difhonour me. 
Was there none elfe in Rome to make a {tale of 
But Sarurnine ? Full well, Andronicus 
Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 
That faid’ft, 1 begg?d the Empire at thy hands. 
Lit. O monftrous, what reproachful words are thefe ? 
Sat, But go thy ways, go give that changing piece, 
Tohim that flourifh’d for her with his Sword : 
A Valiant Son in Law thou fhalt enjoy : 
One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefs Sons, 
To ruffle inthe Common-wealth of Rome. 
Tit. Thefe words are Razors to my wounded Heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Gorhes, 
That like the ftately Phebe *mongft her Nymphs, 
Doft over-fhine the Gallan’ it Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas’d with this my fudden Choice, 
Behold 1 chufe thee, Zamora, for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emperefs of Rove. 
Speak, Queen of Gorkes, doft thou applaud my Cheice ? 
And here { fwear by allthe Roman Gods, 
Sith Prieit and Holy-water are fo near, 
And Tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 
(n readinefs for Aymenexs ftand, 
I will not re-falute the Streets of Rome, 
Or climb my Palace, till from forth this place 
1 lead efpous’d my Bride along with ine. 
Tam. And here in fight of Heaven to Rome I fwear, 
If Saturmne advance the Queen of Gorhes, 
She will aHand-maid be to his defires. 
A loving Nurfe, a Mother to his Youth. 
Sat. Afcend, Fair Queen, 
Pantheon Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour, and his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the Heavens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whofe V Vifdom hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There fhall we Confummate our Sponfal Rites. 
[E-xeunt omnes. 
Tie, 1am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
Titus when wert thou wont to walkalone, 
Difhonoured thus, and Challenged of wrongs ? 


Enter Marcus and Tinys’s Sons. 


Mar, © Titns fee, O fee what thou haft done ! 
In 
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in a bad quarrel flaina Vertuous Son. Baf. Rape call you it, my Lord, to feife my own, 
Tit. No, foolifa Tribune, no: No Son of mine, _| My true betrothed Love, and now my Wife? 
Nor thou, nor thefè Confederates in the deed, į Butler the Laws of Rome determine all, 
That hath difhonoured all our Family, Mean while I am poffeft of that is mine. 
Unworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. Sat. °Tis good, Sir: you are very fhort with us, 
Lue. But let us give him Burial as becomes. But if we live, well beas harp with you. 
Give Matins Burial with our Brethren. Baf. My Lord, what I have done, asl may, 
Tit. Traitorsaway, he refts not in this Tomb: Anfwer I muft, and fhall do with my Life, 
This Monument five hundred years hath ftood, Only thus much I give your Grace to knew, 
Which Ihave fumptuonfly re-edified : By all the duties that 1 owe to Rome, 
Here none but Souldiers, and Romes Servitors, This Noble Gentleman, Lord Tirus here, 
Repofe in Fame: None bafely flain in Brawls. Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. That in the refcue of Lavinia, 
. Mar, My Lord, this is Impiety in you, With his own hand did fay his youngeft Son, 
My Nephew Adutius’s deeds do plead for him, In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath, 
He muit be buried with his Brethren. To be controll’d in that he frankly gave: 
l CTitus’s ¿wo Sons fpeak, | Receive him then to favour, Sarurnine, 
Sons, And fhall, or him we will accompany. That hath expreft himfelf in all his deeds, 


it, And hall! What Villain was it fpake that word ?| 4 Father and a Friend to thee, and Kome. 
b CTitus’s Son fpeaks.| it. Prince Baffianas, leave to plead my Deeds, 
1 Son. Hethat would vouch it in any placebut here. |°Tisthou, and thofe, that have difhonour’d me, 


Tst. What would you bury himin my defpight ¢ Rome and the Righteous Heavens be my Judge, 
Mar. No, Noble Titus, but intreat of thec, How I have lov’d and honour’d Saturrine. 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. Lam, Myworthy Lord, ifever Tamora 
Tit. Marcus, even thou haft {truck upon my Creft, Were gracious in thofe Princely Eyes of thine, 
And with thefe Boys mine Honour thou hat wounded, Then hear me fpeak indifferently for all : 
My Foes, I do repute you every one.. And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paft. 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. Sat, What, Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
1 Son, He isnot himfelf, let us withdraw. And bafely put it up without Revenge? 
2 Son, NotI, till A@eins Bones be buried. Tam, Not fo, my Lord, 


. [The Brother and the Sons kneel, | The Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
Mar, Brother, for inthat name doth Nature plead. | 1 fhould be Author todifhonour you, 


2 So. Father, and in that Name doth Nature {peak. But on mine Honour dare I undertake 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed. For good Lord Trrtsss innocence in all : 
Afar. Renowned Titus, more than half my Soul, Whofe Fury not diflembled fpeaks his griefs : 
Luc, Dear Father, foul and fubftance of usall, . Then at my Suit look gracioufly on him, 
Mar. Suffer chy Brother Marcus to inter Lofe not {o Noble a Friend on vain fuppofe, 
His Noble Nephew here in Virtues neft, Nor with fowre looks afflict his gentle Heart. 
That died in Honour, and Lavinias Caufe. My Lord, be rul’d by me, be wonat laft, 
Thouart a Roman, be not barbarous - Diffemble all your Griefs and Difcontents, 
The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax You are but newly planted in your Throne; 
That flew himfelf: And Laertes Son Left then the People, and Patricians too, 
Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals : Upon a juft furvey take Tirus part, 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, And fo fupplant us for Ingra titude, 
| Be barr’d hisentrance here. Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin. 
Tit. Rife, Marcus, rife, Yield at intreats, and then let me alone : 
The difmalP’ft day is this that e’re I faw, Ple find a day to maffacre rhem all, 
To be dilhonoured by my Sons in Rome : And raze their Faction, and their Family, 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. The cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons, 


(They put him in che Tomb. } To whom! {ued for my dear Sons Life ; 
Luc. There lie thy Bones,fweet Mutinus with thy friends, And make thei know what’tis to let a Queen 


Till we with Trophies do adornthy Tomb. Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace in vain. 
[They ak kneel and fay. | Come come, {weet Emperour, (come Andronicus) 
No Man fhed tears for Noble Mutius. Take up this good old Man, and chear the Heart, 
He lives in Fame, that di’d in Virtues Caufe. (Exe, | That dies in tenipeft of chy angry frown. 
Mar, My Lord, to ftep out of thefe fudden dumps, Sat. Rife, Titus, rife, 

How comes it that the fubtle Queen of Gothes My Emperefs hath prevail’d. 
Js ofa fodden thus advanc’d in Rome ? Tie. I thank your Majefty, 

| Tit. I know not, Marcus : but I know it is, And her, my Lord. 

(Whether by devife or no) the Heavens can teH, Thefe words, thefẹ looks, 

Lsfhe not then beholding to the man, Infufe new Life in me. 

That brought her for this high good turn fo far ? Lam, Titus, lam incorporate in Rome, 

Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. A Roman now adopted happily : 


And muft advife the Emperour for his good, 


Flourifh. Enter the Emperour, Tamora, and her two Sons, This day all quarrels die, Avdronicus, 
with she Voor at one Door. Enter at the other Door Bafia, | And letit be my Honour, good my Lord, 


nus end Lavinia with others. That I have reconcil’d your Friendsand you. 
For you, Prince Baffianus, Ihave paft 

Sat, So, Baffianus, you have plaid your prize, My word and promife to the Emperour, 
God give you joy, Sir, of your Gallant Bride. That you will be more mild and tractable. 

Baf. And you of yours, my Lord: I fay no more, And fear not, Lords : 
Nor with no lefs, and fol take my leave. And you, Lavinia, 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have Law, or we have Power, By my advife all humbled on your Knees, 
Thov and thy Faction fhall repent this Rape. You fhall ask Pardon of his Majefty. 


Son. 
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Son. We do, E 
And vowto Heaven, and to his Highnefs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our Sifters Honour and our own. 

Mar. Thaton mine Honour here | do proteft. 

Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 

Tam. Nay, na 
lsat Ena oi ’we muft all be friends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kncel for Grace, 
[ will notbe denied, Sweet-heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, 
For thy fake and 7 Brothers here, 
And at my lovely Tamora’s intreats, 
I do remit thefe young mens heinous faults. 
Stand up, Lavinia, though you left me like a churle, 
| found a Friend, and fure as death I fware, 
] would not part a Batchelor from the Prieft. 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my Gueft, Lavinia, and your Friends: 
This day hallbe a Love day, Tamora. 

Tit. To morrow, and it pleafe your Majefty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With Horn and Hound, 

Wel give your Grace Bor jour. 
Sat. Beit fo, Titus, and Gramercy too. 


$ 


Aflus Secundus. 


Enter Aaron alone, 


[ Exeunt. 





Aaron, Now climbeth Zamora Olympus top, 
Safe out of Fortunes fhot, and fits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flafh, 
Advanc’d above pale Envies threatning reach : 
As when the golden Sun falutes the morn, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 
Gallops the Zodiack it his gliftring Coach, 
And over looks the higheft piring Hills : 
So Tamora. 
Upon her Wit doth early Honour wait, 
And Virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then Aaron arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts, 
To mountalofe withthy Empertal Miftrefs, 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Haft Prifoner held, fettred in amorous Chains, 
And fafter bound to Aarons charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty’d to Cauca[us, 
Away with flavihh weeds, and idle thoughts, 
| willbe bright, and fhine in Pear? and Gold, 
To wait upon this new made Emperefs, 
To wait, faid 1? To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddefs, this Semirams, this Queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine, 
And fee his fhipwrack, and his Common-weals. 
Holla, what ftorm is this ? 


Emer Chiron and Demetrius braving. 


Dem, Chiron, thy years want Wit, thy wit wants edge 
And mannets to intrude where I am grac’d, 
And may for ought thou know’ft affected be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all, 
And fo in this, to bear me down with Braves, 
"Tis not the difference of a year or two 
Makes ine lefs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate: 
lam asable, and as fit as thou, . 
To ferve, and to deferve my Miftrefs Grace, 
And that my Swordupon thee fhall approve, 
And plead my paflions for Lavinia’s love. 
Aar. Clubs, Clubs, thefe Lovers will not keep the Peace. 
Dem, Why Boy, although our Mother (unadvis'd ) 
Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide, 
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Arc you fo defperate grown to threat your Friends? 
Go to: have your Lath glued within your Sheath, 
Till = know better how to handle it. 
Chi. Mean while, Sir, with the little skillI have, 
Full well fhale thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem, | Boy, grow ye fo brave ? [They draw, 
Aar. Why now, Lords? 
So near the Emperours Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain fuch a Quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot, the ground of ali chis grudg. 
I would not for a million of Gold, 
The caufe were known to them it moft concerns. 
Nor would your Noble Mother for much more 
Be fo difhonoured in the Court of Rome. 
For fhame put up. 
Dem. Not I, till Lhave theath’d 
My Rapier in his Bofom, and withal 
Thruft thefe reproachful fpeeches down his Throat, 
That he hath breath’d in my difhonour here. 
Ci, For that! am prepar’d, and full refolv’d, 
Foul fpoken Coward, 
That cthundreft with thy Tongue, 
And with thy Weapon nothing dar’ft perform. 
Aar. Away, I fay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty brabble will undo us all: 
Why Lords, and think you not how dangerous 
lt is to fet upon a Princes right ? 
What ts Lavinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Baffianus fo degenerate, 
That for her love fuch Quarrels may be broacht, 
Without Controulment, Juftice, or Revenge ? 
Young Lords, beware, and fhould the Emprefs know 
This difcord’s ground, the Mufick would not pleafe. 
Chi. I care nort, I, knew fhe and all the World, 
l love Lavinia more than all the World. 
Dem. Youngling, 
Learn thou to make fome better choice, 
Lavinia is thine elder Brothers hope. 
Mar, Why areyemad? Or know ye not in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook Competitors in love ? 
I tell you, Lords, you do but plot your Deaths 
By this devife. 
Cht, Aaron, athoufand deaths would | propofe, 
To atchieve her whom | do love. 
Adar. To atchieve her, how ? 
Dem. Why mak’ft thou it fo ftrange ? 
She isa Woman, therefore may be woo’d, 
She isa Woinan, therefore may be won, 
She is Lavinia, therefore mult be lov’d. 
What man, more Water glideth by the Mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and eafie it is 
Of a cut Loaf to fteala Shive we know: 
Though Baffianus be the Emperours Brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcans badge. 
Aar. 1, and as good as Saturninus may. 
Dem, Then why fhould he defpair that knows to court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What haft thou not full ofcen {truck a Doe, 
And born her cleanly by the Keepers Nofe? 
Aar. Why then it feems fome certain {natch or fo 
Would ferve your turns. 
Chi. 1, fo the turn were ferved. 
Dem. Aaron, tiov hafthit it. 
Aar. Wouldyou had hit it too, 
Then fhould not we betir’d with this ado: 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, and are you fuch Fools, 
To fquare for this? Would it offend you then? 
Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dem. Nor me, fol were one. 
Alar. For fhame be friends, and joyn for that you jar. 
*Tis policy and ftratagem mult do 
That you affect, and {fo nmuft you refolve, 
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That what you cannot as you would atchieve, A very excellent piece of Villany: 
You muft perforce accomplifh as you may - And fo repofe fweet Gold for their unreft, 
Take thisofme, Lucrece was not more chaft That have their Alms out of the Emprefs Cheft. 
Than this Lavina, Baffianus’s Love, Enter Tamora to the Moor. 
A {peedier courfe this lingring languifhment Tam. My lovely Aaron, 
Muft we purfue, and! have found the path: Wherefore look’lt thon fad, 
My Lords, a folemn hunting isin hand, When every thing doth make a Gleeful boaft ? 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop: The Birds chaunt melody on every bufh 
The Forreft walks are wide and fpacious, The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 
And many unfrequented Plots there are, The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany : And make a checquer’d fhadow on the ground : 
Single you thither then this dainty Doe, | Under their fweet fhade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And {trike her home by force, ifnot by words: , And whilft the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 
This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope. Replying fhrilly to che well-tun’d Horns, 
Come, come, our Emprefs with her Sacred Wit As ifa double hunt were heard at once, 
To Villany and Vengeance confecrate, Let us ficdown and mark their yelping noife: 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend, And after conflict fuch as was fuppos’d 
And fhe fhall file our Engines with advice, The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy’d, 
That will not fuffer you to fquare your felves, When witha happy ftorm they were furpriz’d, 
Butto your wifhes height advance you both. And Curtain’d with a Counfel-keeping Cave, 
The Emperours Court is like the Houfe of Fame, We may each wreathed in the others arms, 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Ears: (Our paftimes done) poffefs a Golden flumber, 
The Woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull: Wnhiles Hounds and Horns, and fweet Melodious Birds 
There {peak, and ftrike, brave Boys, and take your turns. | Be unto us, asis a Nurfes Song 
There ferve your lufts, fhadow’d from Heavens Eye, Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe afleep. 
And revel in Lavinia’s Treafury. Aar Madam, 

Chi. Thy Counfel, Lad, fmells of no Cowardife. Though Venus govern your defires, 

Dem, Si fas aut nefas, till I find the ftreams Saturn is Dominator over mine: 
To cool this heat : a Charm to calm their fits, What fignifies my deadly ftanding Eye, 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor. [E-xeunt. | My filence, and my Cloudy Melancholy, 


My Fleece of Woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 
Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, making a noife | Even asan Adder when fhe doth unrowl 


with Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. To do fome fatal Execution ? 
No, Madam, thefe are no Venereal figns, 

Tit, The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gray, Vengeance isin my Heart, death in my Hand, 
The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, Blood and revenge are hammering in my Head, 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, Hark, Tamora, the Emprefs of my Soul, 

And wake the Emperour and his lovely Bride, Which never hopes more Heaven, thanrefts in thee, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunters peal, This is the Day of Doom for Baffianus ; 

Thatall the Court may Eccho with the noife. His Philomel muft lofe her Tongue to Day, 

Sans, let it be your charge, as itis ours, Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chaftity, 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully : And wafb their Handsin Baffianns’s Blood. 

l have been troubled in my fleep this Night, Seeft thou this Letter, take itup I pray thee. 

But dawning Day new comfort hath infpir’d. And give the King this fatal plotced Scrowl , 


Now queftion me no more, weare efpied, 
Wind Horns, Here acry of Hounds, and wind Horns in a | Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty, 
Peal, then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baflianus, Lavinia, {| Which dreads not yet their lives deftruction. 
Chiron, Demetrius, and their Atrendants, 


| i Enter Baffianus and Lavinia. 
Tit. Many Good morrows to your Majefty, 


Madam, toyou, asmany and as good. Tam. Ah my {weet ‘oor, 
[ promifed your Grace a Hunters Peal. Sweeter to me than Life. 
Sar, And you have rung it luftily, my Lords, Aar. No more, Great Emprefs, Baffianus comes, 
Somewhat too early for new married Ladies. Be crofs with him, and I’le go fetch thy Sons 
Baf. Lavinia, How fay you ? To back thy Quarrels whatfoe’re they be. 
Lav. I fay, no : Baf. W hom have we here? 
I have been awake two hoursand more. Romes Royal Emprefs, 
Sat. Come on then, Horfe and Chariots let us have, Unfurnifh’d of ovr well-befeeming troop ? 
And to our fport: Madam, now fhall ye fee Or is it Diaz habited like her, 
Our Roman Hunting. Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
Mar. \have Dogs, my Lord, To fee the general Hunting in this Foreft ? 
Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, Tam. Sawcy controller of our private fteps: 
And climb the higheft Promontory top. Had 1 the Power that fome fay Dian had, 
Tit. And | have Horfe will follow, wherethe Game {| Thy Temples fhould be planted prefently 
Makes away, and runlike Swallows o’re the plain. With Horns as was Aéteons, and the Hounds 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horfe nor Hound, | Should drive upon his new transformed limbs, 
But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to Ground. CExensnt. Unmannerly Intruder as thou art. 
Enter Aaron alone. Lay. Under your Patience, gentle Emprefs, 
Aar. He that had Wit, would think that I had none, ’Tis thought you have a goodly gift in Horning, 
To bury fo much Gold under a Tree, And to be doubted, that your Mbor and you 
And never after to inherit it. Are fingled forth to try Experiments : 
Let him that thinks of me fo abjely, Fove fhield your Husband from his Hounds to Day, 
Know that thisGold muft coin a ftratagem, ’Tis pity they fhould take him for a Stag, 
Which cunningly effected, will beget Baf, Believe me, Queeen, your fwarth ae A 
; ot 
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Doth make your Honour of his bodies hue, 

Spotted, detefted, and abominable. i 

Why are you fequeltred fromall your train ? 

Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 

And wandred hither toan obfcure plor, 

Accompanied with a barbarous oor, 

If foul defire had not conducted you ? 

Lav, And being intercepted in your fport, 

Great reafon that my Noble Lord be rated 

For Saucinefs; I pray you'let us hence, 

And Jet her joy her Raven-coloured love, 

This valley fits the purpofe pafling well. ! 
Baf. The King my Brother fali have notice of this. 
Lav, \, for thefe flips have made him noted long, 

Good King, tobe fo mightily abufed. 

Tam. Why have | patience to endure all this ? 
Entey Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem, How now, dear Soveraign 

| And our gracious Mother, 

Why doth your Highnefs look fo pale and wan? 
Tam, Have I net reafon, think you, to Jook pale ? 

Thefetwo have tic’d me hither to this place, 

A barren, detefted vale you fee it is. 

The Trees (though Summer) yet forlorn and lean, 

O’re-come with Mofs, and baleful Miffelro. 

Here never fhines the Sua, here nothing breeds, 

Unlefs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. 

And when they hew’à me this abhorred Pit, 

They told me, here at dead time of the night, 

A thoufand Fiends, a thoufand hifling Snakes, 

Ten thoufand {welling Toads, as many Urchins, 

Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries, 

Asany mortal body hearing 1, 

Should ftreight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly. 

No fooner had they told this hellifh Tale, 

But ftreight they told me they would bind me here, 

Unro the body ofa difmal Yew, 

And leave me to this miferable death. 

And then they call’d me foul Adulterefs, 

Lafcivious Goth, andall the bittereft terms 

That ever Ears did hear to fuch effect. 

And had you not by wondrous forcune come, 

This vengeance on-me had they executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your Mothers life, 

Or be ye nor henceforth call’d my Children. 
Dem, This isa witnefls that I am thy Son. 
Chi. And this for me, 

Struck home to fhew my ftrength. 

Lav. {I come Semiramis, nay Barbarous Tamora, 

For no Name fits thy Nature bur thy own. 

Tam, Give methy Poygnard: you fhall know, my Boys, 

Your Mothers hand thal] right your Mothers wrong. 
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her, 

Firft thrafh the Corn, then after burn the Straw: 

This Minion ftood upon her Chaftity, 

Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, 

And with that painted hope fhe braves your Mightinefs, 

And hhall fhe carry this unto her Grave ? 

Chi. And if fhedo, 

I would 1 were an Eunuch. 

Drag hence her Husband to fome fecret Hole, 

And make his dead Trunk Pillow toour Luft. 

Tam, But when ye have the Honey ye defire, 

Let not this Wafp out-live us bothto fting. 

Chi. | warrant you, Madam, we will make that fure; 

Come Miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy, 

That nice-preferved honelty of yours. — 

Lav. O Tamora, thou bear’{t a Womans Face. 
Tam. \ willnot hear her {peak, away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords,intreat her hear me but a word. 
Dem. Liften, fair Madam, Ictit be your glory 

To fee her tears, but be your heart to them, 

As unrelenting flints to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the Tygers young-ones teach the Dam? 


{Stabs him. 
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O do not learn her wrath, the taught it thee, 
The Milk thou fack*ft from her did turn to Marble, 
Even at thy Teat thou had’ft thy Tyranny, 
Yerevery Mother breeds not Sons alike, 
Do thou intreat her thew a Woman pity. 
Chi. What, 
Would’ft thou have me prove my felf a Baftard ? 
Lav, Tis true, 
The Raven doth not batch a Lark, 
Yet havel heard, O could I find it now, 
The Lion mov’d with pity, did indure 
To have his Princely Paws par’d all away. 
Some fay, that Ravens fofter forlorn Children, 
The whibft their own Birds fami in their pelts : 
Oh be to me though thy hard heart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind but fomething pitiful. 
Tam, 1 know not what it means, away with her. 
Lav. Ohlet me teach thee for my Fathers fake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have flain thee: 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. 
Tam. Had?t thou in Perfon ne’re offended me, 
Even for his fake am 1 now pitilefs : 
Remember, Boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
‘To fave your Brother from the Sacrifice, 
Bat fierce Andronicus would not relent, 
Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will, 
The worfeto her, the better lov’d of me. 
Lav. O Tamora, 
Be call’d a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own Hands kill mein this place, 
For ’tis not life that J bave begg’d fo long, 
Poor I was flain when Baffianus dy?d. 
Tam. What bege*ft thou then? fond Woman, let me go. 
Lav. *Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell, 
Oh keep me from their worfe than killing luft, 
And tumble me into fome loathfome Pir, 
Where never mans Eye may behold my Body : 
Do this, and be a Charitable Murderer. 
Lam. Sofhould | rob my fweer Sons of their Fee 
No, let them fatisfie their Luft on thee. - 
Dem. Away. 
For thou haft ftaid us here too long. 
Lav. No Grace ? 
No Woman-hood ? Ah beaftly Creature, 
The biot and Enemy ro our general name, 
Confufion all 
Cbi. Nay then l’le {top your Mouth, 
Bring thou her Husband, 

This isthe Hole where Aaron bid ushide him. [Exexnr. 
Tam. Farewel, my Sons, fee that ye makc her fure, 
Ne’re det my heart know merry cheer indeed 
Till all the Andronicé be made away : i 

Now will 1 hence to feek my lovely Moor, 
And let my fpleenful Sons this Trul deflour. 





[Exst, 
Enter Aaron with two. of Titus’s Sons. 


Aaron. Comeon, my Lords, the better foot before, 
Straight will | bring you to the loathfomme Pit, 
Where! efpied the Panther faft afleep. 

Quin, My fight is very dul! what e’re it bodes. 

Mar, And mine, | promife you, were it not for fhame 


‘Well could [leave our fport to fleep a while. 


Qun, What, art thou fallen? 
What fubrle Hole is this, 
W hofe Mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers 
Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-fhed blood ; 
As frefh as morning Dew diftill’d on flowers ? - 
A very fatal place ıt feems to me : 
Speak, Brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ? 
Mar. Oh Brother, 
With the difmal ft object 
That ever Eye with fight made Heart lament. 


GCC = Aar, Now 
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Aar. Now willl fetch the Kiug to find them here, 
That he thereby may have a likely guefs, 
How thefe were they that made away his Brother, 


[Ext Aaron. 


Mar. Why doft not comfort me and help me out, 

From this unhallow’d and blood-ftained Hole ? 

um, 1 am furpriz’d with an uncouth fear, 

A chilling fweat o’re-runs my trembling joynts, 

My heart fufpects more than mine eye can fee. 

Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining heart, 

Aaron and thou look down into this Den, 

And fee a fearful fight of Blood and Death. 

Quin, Aaron ts gone, 

And my cotnpaflionate heart 

Will not permit mine Eyes once to behold 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife - 

Oh tell me how it is, for ne’re till now 

Was I a Child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baffianus lies embrewed here, 

All ona heap like to the flaughter’d Lamb, 

In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit. ) 
Quin, If it be dark, how doft thou know ’tis he ? 
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 

A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole: 

Whichlike a Taper in fome Monnment, 

Doth fhine upon the dead mans earthly Cheeks, 

And fhews the ragged intrails of the Pit : 

So pale did fhinethe Moon on Pyramus, 

When he by night lay bath’d in Maiden blood : 

O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, 

Out of this fell devouring reeeptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus miftie mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that { may help thee out, 

Or wanting ftrength co do thee fo much good, 

I may be pluckt into the fwallowing womb 

Of this deep pit, poor Baffianus Grave: 

I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mar. Nor I no ftrengthto climb without thy help. 
nn. Thy hand once more, I will not loole again, 

Till thou art here aloft, or I below: 


Thon can’ft not cometo me, Icometothee. [Borh fallin. 


Enter the Emperour, Aaron the Moor. 


Sat. Along with me, Ile fee what hole is here, 
And what he is that now is leapt into it. 
Say, whoart thou that lately did?ft defcend 
Into this gaping Hollow of the Earth ? 
Mar. The unhappy Son of old Andronicus, 
Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour, 
To findthy Brother Baffianus dead. 
Sat. My Brother dead? I know thou do’ft but jeft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodg, 
Upon the North fide of this pleafant Chafe, 
?Tis notan honr fincel left him there. . 
Mar. \We know not where you left himall alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 


Enter Tamora, Andronicus, avd Lucius. 


Tam, ‘Whereis my Lord, the King ? 
Sat. Here Tamora, though griev’d with killing grief. 
Tam. Where isthy Brother Baffianus ? 
Sat. Now tothe bottom do’ft thou fearch my wound, 
Poor Baffianus here lies murthered. 
Tam, Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of thistimelefs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that Man’s Face can fold 
in pleafing {miles fuch murderous Tyranny. 


[She m Saturnines Lerter. 


Saturninus reads the Letter. 
And if we mif to meet him handfomly, 
Sweet Huntfman, Baffianus, ’ris we mean, 
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Do thou fo much as dig the Grave for him, 

Thou know ft our meaning, look for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 

Which orer-fkades the month of that fame Pit, | 
Where we decreed to bury Baflianus ; 

Do this, and purchafe us thy lafting friends. 


Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like ? 
This is the Pit, and this the Elder-tree, 

Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntfman out, 
That thould have murthered Baffian: here. 

Aar. My gracious Lord, here is the Bag of Gold. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 
Have here bereft my Brother of his life: 

Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Prifon, 
There let chem bide until we have devis’d 
Some never heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Tam, Whatare they in this Pit ? 
Oh wondrous thing ! 
How eafily Murder is difcovered ? 
Tit. High Emperour, upon my feeble Knee, 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly fhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sons, 
Accurfed, ifthe faults be prov’d in them 
Sat. Ititbe prov’d ? ‘you fee it is apparent, 
Who found this Letter, Zamora, was it your 
Tam, Andronicus himfelf did take it up, 
Tir. | did, my Lord, 
Yet let me be their bail. 
For by my Fathers reverend Tomb I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnefs Will, 
To an{wer their fufpition with their lives. 

Sat. Thou fhalc not bail them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murthered Body, fome the Murtherers, 
Let them not {peak a word, the Guilt is plain, 

For by my Soul, were there worfe end than death, 
That end upon them fhould be executed. 

Tam, Andronicus, | will intreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they fhall do well enough. 

Tit. Came Lucius, come, 

Stay not to talk with them. 





[ Exeune. | 


Enter the Emprefs’s Sons, with Lavinia, ber Hands cut off, and 
ber Tongue cut out, and ravilhe. 


Dem. So now go tell, and if thy tongue can fpeak, 
W ho *twas that cut thy tongue and ravifht thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And if thy ftumps will let thee play the Scribe. 
Dem, Sec how with figns and tokens fhe can fcowl. 
Chi. Go home, 
Call for fweet water, wafh thy hands. 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wath. 
And fo let’s leave her to her filent walks. 
Chi. And*twere my caufe, I fhould go hang my felf. 
Dem, If thou had?ft hands to help thee knit the Cord. 
[ Exeune, 
Wind Horns. Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavinia. 
Mar, Who isthis, my Niece, that flies away fo faft ? 
Confin, a word, where is your Husband ? 
If [dodream, would all my wealth would wake me, 
if I do wake, fome Planet {trike me down, 
That I may flumber in eternal fleep. 
Speak, gentle Niece, what ftern ungentle hands 
Hath lop’d and hew’d, and made thy Body bare 
Of her two branches, thofe {weet Ornaments, 
Whofe circling fhadows, Kings have fought to fleepin, 
And might not pan fo greata happinefs 
Ashalf thy love? why do“ft not fpeak to me ? 
Alas, a Crimfon River of warm blood, 
Like toa bubling Fountain ftir’d with Wind, 
Doth rife and fall between thy rofed lips, 
Coming, and going with thy Honey breath. - b 
ut 


Taema R yr nb rrp gape 


The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


But fure fome Tereus hath deflour’d thee, 

And left thou fhould’ft detect them, cut thy Tongue » 
Ah, now thon turn’ft away thy Face for fhame : 
And notwithftanding all this lols of blood, 

As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Tstans Face, 
Blufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall | {peak for thee? Shall I fay, ’tis fo ? 
Ohthat I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaft, 
That I might rail at him to eafe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ftopt, _ 

Doth bhurn the heart to Cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, fhe but loft her Tongue, 

And in atedious Sampler fewed her mind. 

But lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 

A craftier Tezeus haft thon met withall 

And he hath cut thofe pretty Fingers off 

That coufd have better fewed than Philomel. 

Oh had the Monfter feen thofe Lilly hands 
Tremble like Afpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the filken ftrings delight to kifs them, 
He would not then have toucht them for his Life. 
Or had he heard the Heavenly Harmony, 
Which that fweet Tongue hath made , 

He would have dropt his Knife and fell afleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feet. i 
Come, letus go, and make thy Father blind, 
For fuch a fight wilt bliñd a Father’s Eye. 

One hours ftorm will drown the fragrant Meads, 
What will whole Months of Tears thy Father’s Eyes ? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee: 


Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. (Exeunt. 





Atlus Tertius. 


Enter the.Fudges and Senators, mith Titus’s two Sons bound, 
paffing om the Stage to the place of Execution, and Titus go- 
ing before, pleading, 


Tit. Hear me, grave Fathers, Noble Tribunes ftay, 
For pity of mine Age, whofe youth was {pent 
In dangerous Wars, whilft you fecurely ilept : 
For all my blood in Romes great quarrel hed, 
For allthe frofty Nights that I have watcht, 
And for thefe bitter Tears, which now you fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 
Be pitifulto my condemned Sons, 
Whofe Souls are not corrupted, as tls thought : 
For two and twenty Sons] never wept, 
Becaufe they died in Honours lofty Bed. 
Andronicus lyeth down, and the Judges pafs by him. 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the duft | write 
My hearts deep languor, and my Souls fad Tears : 
Let my Tears ftench the Earths dry appetite, 
My Sons fweet blood will make it fhame and blufh : 
O Earth! 1 will befriend thee more with rain, 
That fhall diftul from thefe two ancient ruins, 
Than youthful April thall with all his Showers 
In Summers drought : Ple drop upon thee ftill, 
In Winter with warm Tears Ple melt the Snow, 
And keep Eternal Spring-time on thy Face, 
So thou refufe to drink my dear Son’s Blood. 


Enter Lucius with his weapon drawn. 


Oh Reverend Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 
Unbind my Sons, reverfe the doom of Death, 
And fet me fay (that never wept before ) 
My Tears are now prevailing Orators. 

Lu, Oh Noble Father, you lament in vain, 
The Tribunes heat you not, noman is by, 
And you recount your forrows toa Stone. 


CExeunt. 
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Tit, Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead, 
Grave Tribunes, once more | intreat of you—— 

Lu, My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you fpeak. 

Tit. Why, *tis no matter, Man, if they did hear, 


| They would not mark me: oh if they did hear, 


They would not pity me. 

Therefore | tell my forrows bootlefs to the ftones, 
Who though they cannot anfwer my diftrefs, 

Yet in fome fort chey are better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 

WhenI do weep, they humbly ac my Feet 

Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me, 

And were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 

A {tone is as foft Wax, 

Tribunes more hard than Stones : 

Aftone is filent, and offendeth not, 

And Tribunes with their Tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore ftand’{t chou with thy weapon drawn ? 

Lx. ‘To refcue my two Brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Judges have pronounc’d 
My everlafting doom of Banifhment. 

Tt. O happy man, they have befriended thee - 
Why foolith Lucias, dott thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a Wildernefs of Tigers ? 

Tigers muft prey, and Rome affords no prey 

But me and mine: how happy art thou then, 

From thefe devourers to be benifhed ? 

But who comes with our Brother Marcus, here ? 
Emer Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep, 
Or if not fo, thy Noble Heart to break: 

I bring confuming Sorrow to thine age. 

Tst, Will it confome me? Let me fee it then. 

Mar. This was thy Danghter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, fo fhe is. 

Lu. Ay me, this Objc& kills me. 

Tst. Fainted-Hearted Boy, arife, and look upon her, 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handiefs in thy Fathers fight ? 
What Fool hath added Water tothe Sea ? 

Or i a faggoc to bright-barning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou cant, 
And now like Notas it difdaineth bounds : 
Give mea Sword, lle chop off my hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain: 
And they have nurs’d this woe, 

In feeding Life: 

In bootlefS Prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferv’d me to effeétlefs ufe. 

Now all the Service | require of them, 

Is, that the one will help to cut the other : 
*Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no Hands, 
For Handsto do Rome fervice, is but vain. 

Ln. Speak, gentle Sifter, who hath martyr’d thee ? 

Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 
Thar blab’d them with fuch pleafing Eloquence, 
ls torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 

Where like a fweet melodious Bird it fung 

Sweet various notes inchanting every Ear. 
Lu. Oh fay thou for her, 

Who hath done this deed ? 

Mar. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Park, 
Seeking to hide her felf, as doth the Deer 
That hath receiv’d fome unrecuring Wound. 

Tit. Itwas my Deer, 

And he that wounded her 

Hath hurt me more, than had he kill’d me dead: 
For now | ftand, asone upon a Rock, 
Environ’d with a Wildernefs of Sea, 

Who makes the waxing Tide 

Grow Wave by Wave, 

Expecting ever when fome envious Surge 

Wil io his brinifh Bowels {wallow him. 
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This way to death my wretched Sons are gone : 

Here ftands my other Son, a banifh’d man, 

Andhere my Brother weeping at my woes. 

Butthat which gives my Soul the greateft fpurn 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my Soul. 

Had | but feen thy Picture in this plight, 

It would have maddedme. What fhall 1 do? 

Now | behold thy lively body fo? 

Thou haft no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 

Nor Tongue totell me who hath martyr’d thee ; 

‘Thy Husband he is dead, and for his death 

Thy Brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this. 

Look Marcus, ah Son Luctus look on her: 

When I did name her Brothers, then frefh tears 

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the Honey dew, 

Upon a gather’d Lillie almoft withered. 

Mar, Perchance fhe weeps becaufe they kild her Huf- 
band. 

Perchance becaufe fhe knows him innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy Husband, then be joyful, 
Becaufe the Law hath ta’ne revenge on them. 

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed, 

Witnefs the forrow that their Sifter makes. 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy lips, 

Or make fome figns how I may do thee eafe : 

Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Luctns, 

And thou and | fit round about fome Fountain, 

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks 

How they are ftain’d in Meadows yet not dry 

With miery flime left on them by a flood : 

And in the Fountain fhall we gaze fo long, 

Till the frefhtafte be taken from that clearnefs, 

And made a Brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 

Or hhall we cut away our hands like thine? 

Or fhal] we bite our tongues, and in damb Shows 

Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What fhall we do ? Let us that have our Tongues 

Plot fome devifeof further miferies 

To make us wondred at in time to come. 

Luc. Sweet Father, ceafe your tears, for at your grief 
See how my wretched Sifter fobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear Niece, good 
Eyes. 

Tit. Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother, well 1 wot, 
Thy Napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 

For thou, poor Man, haft drown’d it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, 1 will wipe thy Cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark, I underftand her figns, 

Had fhea Tongue tofpeak, now wouid fhe fay 

That to her Brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with his true tears all bewet, 

Can do no fervice on her forrowful cheeks. 

Oh whata fympathy of woe is this! 

As far from helpas Limbo is from Blifs. 

Enter Aaron the Moor alone. 

Moor. Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor, 
Sends thee this word, that ifthou love thy Sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus, 

Or any one of you chop off your Hand, 

And fend it to the King: he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 

And that fhallbethe Ranfom for their fault. 

Zit, Ohgracious Emperour, oh gentle Aaron. 
Didever Raven fing fo likea Lark, 

That gives {weet tydings of the Suns Uprife? 

With all my heart, Vlefendthe Emperour my haud, 

Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off ? 

Luc, Stay, Father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down fo many Enemies, | 
Shall not be fent: my hand will ferve the turn. 

My youth can better fpare my Blood than you, 

And therefore mine fhall fave my Brothers lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear’d aloft the bloody Bactel-ax, 
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Writing deftrudction on the Enemies Caftle? 
Oh none of both but are of high defert: 
My hand hath been but idle, let it ferve 
To ranfome my two Nephews from their death, 
Then have! kept itto a worthy end. 
Moor. Nay, come agree, whofe hand fhall goalong, 
Eor fear they die before their Pardon come. 
Mar, My hand fhall go. 
Luc, By Heaven it fhallnot go. 
Zi. Sirs, ftrive no more, fuch wither’d herbs as thefe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc, Sweet Father, if | fhall be thought thy Son, 
Let me redeem my Brothers both from death. 
Mar. And for our Fathers fake, and Mothers care, 
Now let me ewa Brothers love to thee. 
Tit Agreebetween you, | will {pare my hand. 
Lauc. Then Ple go fetch an Ax. 
Mar. But I will ufe the Ax. ( Exennt, 
Zit. Come hither, Aaron, Ile deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 
Moor. If that be call’d deceic, 1 will be honeft, 
And never whil’ft I live deceive men fo: 
But 1’le deceive you in another fort, 
And that youl fay e’re halfan hour pafs. 
(He curs off Titus’s hand. 


Enter Lucius avd Marcus again, 


Tit. Now ftay your ftrife, what fhall be, is difpatcht: 
Good Aaron, give his Majefty my hand: 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers, bid him bury it, 
More hath it merited: That let it have. 
Asfor my Sons, fay, l account of them, 
As Jewels purchas’d at an eafie Price, 
And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own. 
Aaron. | go, Andronicus, and for thy hand 
Look by and by tohave thy Sons with thee : 
Their Heads ! mean: Oh, how this Villany 
Doth fat me with the very thought of ìt. 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for Grace, 
Aaron will have his Soul black like his Face. 
Tir. O hear, I lift this one hand up to Heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruine to the Earth, 
If any Power pities wretched tears, 
To chat I call: what wilt thou kneel with me? 
Do then, dear heart, for Heaven fhall hear our Prayers, 
Or with our fighs wel breathe the welkin dim, 
And ftain the Sun with Fogg, as fometime Clouds, 
When they dohug him in their melting bofoms. 
Mar. Oh, Brother, fpeak with Poffibilities, 
And do not break intothefe deep Extreams. 
Tit. isnot my forrowdeep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my paffions bottomlefs with them. 
Mar. But yet let Reafon govern thy lament. 
Tit. Ifthere were Reafon for thefe miferies, 
Then into limits could 1 bind my woes : 
When Heaven doth weep, doth not the Earth o’re-flow ? 
If the windsrage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwoln Face? 
And wilt thou have a reafon for this coil? 
Iam the Sea. Heark how her fighs do blow: 
She isthe weeping welkin, I the Earth: 
Then muft my Sea be moved with her fighs, 
Then muft my Earth with her continual tears 
Becomea deluge, over-flow’d and drown’d: 
For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 
But like a Drunkard muft I vomit them: 
Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave, 
To eafe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues. 


CExst. 


Enter a` Meffenger with two Heads and a Hand, 


Mef. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay’d, E 
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For that good hand thou fent’ft the Emperour : 
Here are the lieads of thy two Noble Sons. 
And here’s thy handinfcorn to thee fent back : 
Thy griefs, their {fports: Thy refolution mockt, 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my Fathers death. 
Mar. Now let hot e£tua cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart in ever-burning Hell : 
Thefe miferies are more than may be born. 
To weep with them that weep, doth eafe fome deal, 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. 
Luc. Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat : 
That ever death fhould let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe. 
Mar. Alas poor heart, that kifsis comfortlefs, 
As frozen Water to a ftarved {nake. 
Tit. When will this fearful lumber have an end ? 
Mar. Now farewel fattery, dic Andronicus, 
Thou doft not lumber, fee thy two Sons heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter here : 
Thy other banifht Son with this dear fight 
Struck pale and bloodlefs, and thy Brother I, 
Even like a ftony Image, cold and num. 
Ah now no more will} controul my griefs, 
Rent off thy Silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmal fight 
The clofing up of our moft wretched eyes , 
Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou {till ? 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha. 


[Exit 


Mar. Why doft thou laugh? it fits not with this hoor. 


Tit. Why {have not another tear to fhed : 

Befides, this forrow is an Enemy, 

And would ufurp upon my watry eyes, 

And make them blind with tributary tears, 

Then which way fhall I find Revenges Cave ? 

For thefe two Heads do feem to {peak to me, 

And threat me, I fhall never come to blifs, 

Tillall thefe mifchiefs be return?d again, 

Even in their Throats that have committed them. 

Come let me fee what task t have to do, 

You heavy people circle me about, 

That I may turn meto each one of you, 

And fwear unto my Soul to right your wrongs. 

The Vow is made, come Brother take a head, 

And in this hand the ather will 1 bear, 

Lavinia, thou fhalt be employ’d in thefe things: 

Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth: 

As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my fight, 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not flay, 

Hie to the Gorhes, and raifean Army there, 

And if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let’s kifs and part, for we have much to do. 
Manet Lucius. 

Luc, Farewel Andronicus, my Noble Father : 
The woful’ft man that ever liv?d in Rome + 
Farewel, proud Rome, till Lacizs come again, 
He loves his pledges dearer than his life : 
Farewel Lavinia, my Noble Sifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft been, 
But now, nor Laucius nor Lavinia lives 

But in oblivion and hateful griefs : 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 
And make proud Satarninus and his Emprefs 
Beg at the Gates like Zarquin and his Queen, 
Now will I to the Gothes and raife a Power, 
To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturmne, 


A Banquet. 
Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lavinia, and ihe Boy, 


An. So, fo, now fit, and look yoweat no more 
Than will preferve juft fomuch ftrength in us, 
As will revenge thefe bitter woes of outs. 
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[Exit Lucius. 
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Marcus unknit that forrow-wreathen knot: 
Thy Niece andl ( poor Creatures) want our hands 
And cannot paffionate our ten-fold grief, 
With foulded Arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft, 
Who when my heart, all mad with mifery, 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my fieh, 
Then thus | thump it down. 
Thou Map of Woe, that thus doft talk in figns, 
When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating 
Thon canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill - 
Wound it with fighing, Girl, killit with groans : 
Or get fome little knife between thy teeth, 
And juft againft thy heart make thoua hole, 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall 
May run into that fink, and foaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in Sea-falt tears. 
Mar. Fie, Brother, fie, teach her not thusto lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 
<An. How now” Has forrow made thee doat already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man Should be mad but |: 
What violent hands can fhe lay on her life? 
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands, 
To bid eÆneas tell the tale twice o’re, 
How roy was burnt, and he made miferable ? 
O handle not the Theam, to talk of hands, 
Left we remember ftill that we have none. 
Fie, fie, how Frantiquely | fquare my talk 
As if we fhould forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands? 
Come, let’s falltoo, and gentle Girl eat this, 
Here ts no drink: Heark, Marcus, what the fays, 
1 can interpret all her martyr’d figns, 
She fays, fhe drinks no other drink but tears 
Brew’d with her forrows, mefh’d upon her Cheeks 
Speechlefs complaint, O I will learn thy thought, 
In thy dumb action will | be as perfect 
As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. 
Thou fhalt not figh, nor hold thy ftumps to Heaven, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor makea fign, 
Bur I (of thefe) will wreft an Alphabet, 
And by fill Practice, learn to know thy meaning. 
Hoy. Good Grandfire leave thefe bitter deep Laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleafing Tale. 
Mar, Alas, the tender Boy, in paflion mov’d, 
Doth weep to fee his Grandfires heavinefs. 
An, Peace tender fapling, thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 
Marcus fértkes the difh with a Knife. 
What doft thou ftrike at A¢arces with thy Knife? 
Mar. AtthatthatI have kill’d, my Lord, a Fly. 
An. Outon thee, Murderer: thou kilt my heart, 
Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of Tyranny: 
A deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becomes not T:rus Brother ; get thee gone, 
[fee thou art not for my company. 
Mar. Alas, (my Lord) | have but kill’d a Fly. 
An, But, how if that Fly had a Father and Mother? 
How would he hang his flender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the Air? 
Poor harmlefs Fly, 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came hereto make us merry, 
And thou haft kill’d him. 
‘Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 
It was a black ill-favour’d Fly, 
Like to the Emprefs Afcor, therefore! kill’d him, 
An. O, 0, 0, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haft donea Charitable deed : 
Give me thy Knife, I will infulton him, 
Flattering my felf, as if it were the Adoor, 
Come hither purpofely to poifon me. 
There’s for thy felf, and that’s for Tamora; Ah firra, 
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Yet L think we are not brought fo low, 
But that between us we can killa Fly, 
That comes in likenefs of a Cole-black Moor. 
Mar. Alas poor man, grief has fo wrought in him, 
He takes falfe fhadows for true fubftances. 
And, Come, takeaway; Lavina, go with me, 
Vleto thy Clofet, and go read with thee 
Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old. 
Come, Boy, and go with me, thy fight is-young, 
And thou fhale read, when mine begintodazle. (Exeunt. 





Aus Quartus. 


Enter young Lucius, ard Lavinia running after him, and the 
Boy fics from her with his Books under lis Arm, Enter 
Titus and Marcus. 


Boy. Help, Grandfire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, 1 know not why. 
Good Uncle Afarcus, fee how fwift fhe comes: 
Alas, {wect Aunt, | know not what you mean. 
Mar. Standby me, Lucius, do not fear thy Aunt. 
Tit. She loves thee, Boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. 1, when my Father was in Rome fhe did. 
Ma, What means my Neece Lavinia by thefe figns ? 
| Tit. Fear not, Lucias, fomewhat doth fhe mean: 
See, Lucius, fee, how much fhe makes of thee : 
Some whither would fhe have thee go with her. 
Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her Sons, than fhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry, and 7 allies Orator : 
Canft thou not guefs, wherefore fhe plies thee thus ? 
Boy, My Lord, 1 know not, nor can! guefs, 
Unlefs fome fitor frenfie do poffefs her: 
For { have heard my Grandfire fay full oft, 
Excremity of griefs would make men mad. 
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through forrow, that made meto fear, 
Although, my Lord, |! know my Noble Aunt 
Loves meas dear as e’re my Mother did, 
And would not but in fury fright my Youth, 
Which made me downto throw my Books, and flye 
Cauflefs perhaps, but pardon me, {weet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle Marcus go, 
| moft willingly attend your Lady-fhip. 
Mar, Lucius, | will. 
Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there ts that fhe defires to fee, 
Which isit, Girl, of thefe? Open them, Boy, 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d, 
Come and take choice of all my Library, 
And fo beguile thy Sorrow, till the Heavens 
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed : 
What Book ? 
Why lifts fhe up her Arms in fequence thus ? 
Mar. 1 chink the means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the Fact. I, more there was: 
Or elfe to Heaven fhe heaves them to revenge. 
Tut. Lucius, what Book is that fhe tofleth fo? 
Boy. Grandfire, "tis Ovids Adctamorphofis, 
My mother gave tc me. 
Mar. Forloveof her that’s gone, 
Perhaps the cull’d it from among the reft. 
Tit. Soft, fo bufily the urns the leaves. 
Help her, what would fhe fiad ? Lavinia, fhalll read ? 
This ts the Tragick tale of Philomel, 
And treats of Zerzus Treafon and his Rape, 
And Rape I fear was root of thine annoy« 
Mar. See,Brother,fee, note how fhe quotes the leaves. 
Tit. Lavinsa, wert thou thus furpriz’d, fweet Girl, 
Ravifh’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, 
Forc’d in the ruthlef, valt, and gloomy woods ? 
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See, fee, I fuch a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O had we never, never hunted there) 
Pattern’d by that the Poet here defcribes, 
By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes. 

Mar, O, why fhould Nature build fo foul a Den, 
Unlefs the Gods delight in Tragedies # 

Tit.Give figns,fweet Girl,for here are none butFriends 
What Roman Lord it was durft do the deed ? 
Or flunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erft 
Tiai pona Camp to fin in Lacrece bed ? 

ar. Sit down, fweet Neece. Brother, fit dow 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, i n ay si 
Infpire me that I may this Treafon find. 
My Lord, look here, look here, Lavinia. 


He writes his Name with his Staff, and guides it with his Feet 
i and Mouth 

This fandy Plot is plain, guide if thou canft 

This after me, when! have writ my Name 

Without the help of any hand at all, i 

Curft be that Heart that fore’d usto this thift: 

Write thou, good Niece, and here difplay at laft, 

What God will have difcover’d for Revenge 

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy Sorrows plain, 

That we may know the Traytors and the Truth. 


She takes the Staff in ber Mouth, and guides it with her frumps, 


and writes, 


Tit. Oh do you read, my Lord, what the hath writ ? 

Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius, 

Mar. What, what, the luftful Sons of Tamora, 

Performers of this hainous bloody deed? 

Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, 

Tam lentus audis fcelera! tam lentus vides! 

Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle Lord : Although 1 know 

There is enough written upon this Earth, 

To ftir a Mutiny in the mildeft thoughts, 

And arm the minds of Infants toexclaims. 

My Lord, kneel down with me : Lavinia, kneel, 

And kneel, {weet Boy, the Roman Hettors hope, 

And {wear with me, as with the woful Peer, 

And Father of that chat dithonoured Dame, 

Lord Junius Brutus ware for Lucrece Rape, 

That we will profecute (by good a 

Mortal revengeuponthefe Trayterous othes, 

And fee their Blood, or dic with this Reproacb. 

Ter, "Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thefe Bear-whelps, then beware 

The Dam will wake, and if the wind you once, 

She’s with the Lion deeply ftill in league, 

And lulls him whilft the playeth on her back, 

And when he fleeps will the do what the lift. 

You area young Huntfman, Afarcus, let it alone: 

And come, Iwill go get a leaf of Braf, 

And witha Gad of Steel will write thefe words, 

And lay it by: theangry Northern wind 

Will blow thefe Sands like Sybi/s leaves abroad, 

And where’s your Leffon then ? Boy, what fay you? 
Boy. | fay, my Lord, that if 1 were a Man, 

Their Mothers Bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, 

For thefe bad Bond-men tothe yoak of Rome. 

Mar. \, that’s my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 

For his ungrateful Country done the like. 

Boy. And, Uncle, fo willl, and if | five. 
Tit. Come, go with me into mine Armory, 

Lucius Ple fit thee, and withall, my Boy 

Shall carry from me tothe Emprefs Sons, 

Prefents that J intend to fend them both, 

Come, come, thon’ltdothy Meflage, wilt thou not ? 
Boy. 1, with my Dagger in their Bofome, Grandfire. 
Tit. No, Boy, not fo, Ile teach thee another Courfe, 

Lavinia, come ; Marcus, look tomy Houfe, 

Lucius and lle go brave itat the Court, 
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| marry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on. 
Mar. O Heavens, can you hear a good Man groan, 
And not relent, of not compaffion him ? 
Marcus attend him in his extafie, 
That hath more {cars of Sorrow in his Heart, 
Than Foe-mens marks upon his batrered Shield, 
But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge, i 
Revenge the Heavens for old 4x ronicus. (Exir, 
Emer Aaron, Chiron, avd Demetrius atone Door : and at 
another Door young Lucius and another , with a bundle of 
Weapons, and Verjes writ upon them, 


Chi. Demetrins, here’s the Son of Lucius, 
| He hath fome meffage to deliver us. 

Aar. i, fome mad Meffage from his mad Grandfather. 

Boy. My Lords, with all the humblenefs I may, 
| greet your Honours from Andronicus, 

And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. 

Dem, Gramercy lovely Lacius, whats the News ? 

Boy. For Villains mark’d with Rape. May it pleafe you, 
My Grandfire, well advis’d hath fent by me, 
The goodlieft Weapons of his Armory, 

To gratifie your Honourable Youth, 

The hopeof Rome, for fo-he bad me fayz 
And {fol do, and with his gifts prefent 
Your Lordhhips, whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 
And fol leave you both, like bloody Villains. ( Exit. 

Dem. What’s here, 2 Scrole, and written round about / 
Let’s fee. ) 

Integer vite foelerifque purus, non eget Maur: jaculis nec 
arch. 

Chir. O’tisa Verfe in Horace, 1 know it well: 
[read it in the Grammar Jong ago. 

Moor. 1 jut, a Verfein Horace: right, you have it, 
| Now what a thing it is tobe an Afs ? 

Here’s no found jelt, th’ old Man hath found their Guilt, 
And fendsthe Weapons, wrapt about with Lines. 
That wound (beyond their feeling) to the quick : 
But were our witty Emprefs well a foot, 

She would applaud Andronicus conceit : 

But let her reft, in her unreft a while. 

And now, young Lords, was’t not a happy Star 
Led us to Rome ftrangers , and more than fo, 
Captives, to be advanc’d to this height ? 

It did me good , before the Palace Gate _ 

Yo brave the Tribune in his Brothers hearing. 

Dem. But me more good, to fee fogreat a Lord 
Bafely infinuate, and fend us gifts. 

Moor. Had he notreafon, Lord Demetrius ? 

Did you not ufe his Daughter very friendly ? 
_Dem. 1 would we had a thoufand Koman Dames 
At fucha bay, by turnto ferve our Luft. 

Chi. A charitable with, and full of Love. 

Moor. Here lacks but your Mother for to fay, Amen. 

Chi. And that would the for twenty thoufand more. 

Dem, Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloved Mother in her pains. 

Moor, Pray to the Devils,the Gods have given us over. 

(Flourish. 

Dem, Why dothe Emperours Trumpets flourish thus? 

Chi, Belike for joy the Emperour hath a Son. 

Dem. Soft, who comes here ? 


Enter Nurfe with a black-a- Moor Child. 


Nurfe. Good morrow, Lords : 
O tell me, did you fee Jaron the Moor? 

Aaron, Well, more or lefs, or ne’rea whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ? 

Nurfe. O gentle Aaron, we areal! undone. 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore. 

Aaron, Why, what a Caterwalling doft thou keep ? 


{ Exeunt. 
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What doft thoa wrap and fumblein thine Arms ? 

Nur fe. O that which I would hide from Heavens Eye, 
Our Emprefs’s thame, and ftately Romes difgrace, 

She is delivered, Lords, the is delivered. 

Aaron. To whom ? 

Narfe. | mean, fhe is brought to bed ? 

Aaron, Well, God give her good reft. 

What hath he fent her ? 

Nurfe. A Devil. 

Aar. W hy then fhe is the Devils Dam : a joyful iffue, 

Nurfe. A joylefs, difmal, black and forrowful ifue 
Here is the Babe, as loathfome as a Toad, n 
Among mr a breeders of our clime, 

ce Emprefs fends it thee, thy tamp, thy Seal 
And bids thee Chriften it with shy Da ere nt. 

Aaron, Out you Whore, is black fo bafe a hue ? 
Sweet blowfe, you are a beauteous bloffom ture. 

Dem. Villain, what haft thou done ? 

Aaron, That which thou can’ft not undo. 

Chi. Thou haft undone our Mother. 

Dem. And therein, hellih Dog, thou haft undone-—— 
Woe to her chance, and damn’d her loathed choree 
Accur’ft the off Spring of fo foula Fiend. 

Chi. Ic thall not live. 

Aaron, \tfhall not dye. 

Nurfe. Aarow, it mutt, the Mother wills it fo. 

Aaron, What, muft it, Narfe? Theo let no manbut | 
Do Executionon my fiefli and blood. 

Dem. Mle broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point: 
Nurfe, give it me, my Sword fhall foon difpatch it. 

Aaron. Sooner this Sword hhall ploagh thy Bowels Up. 
Stay murtherous Villains, will you kill your Brother ? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the Sky, - 

That hone fo brightly when this Boy was gor, 
He dies opon my Semitars fharp point, 

That touches this my firft born Son and Heir. 

I cell you, younglings, not Enceladus 

With all his threatning band of Typhons brood, 
Nor Great Alcides, nor the God of War, 

Shall feize this prey out of his Fathers Hands : 
What, what, ye fanguine fhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye white-lim’d Walls, ye Ale-honfe painted Signs, 
Cole-black is better than another hue : 

In that ic fcorns to bear another hue, 

For all the Water in the Ocean 

Can never turn the Swans black legs to white, 
Although fhe lave thein hourly in the Flood. 
Tell the Emperefs from me, | am of age 

To keep mine own, excufe it how fhe can. 

Dem, Wilt thou betray thy Noble Miftrefs thus ? 

Aaron. My Miftrefs is my Miftrefs : this, my felf, 
The Vigour, and the PiGture of my Youth: 


{| This, before allthe World do! prefer, 


This, maugre all the World, will { keep fafe, 
Or fome of you fhall fmoke for it in Rome. 
Dem, By this our Mother is for ever fham’d. 
Chi. Rom: willdefpife her for this foul efcape. 
Nur. The Emperour in his rage willdoom her Death. 
Chi. 1blufh to think upon this Ignominy. 
Aaron. Why there’s the priviledge your beauty bears : 
Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with blufhing 
The clofe enacts aod counfels of the Heart : 
Here’sa young Lad fram’d of another Jeer, 
Look how the black Slave {miles upon the Father ; 
As who fhould fay, old Lad I am thine own. 
He is your Brother, Lords, fenfibly fed 
Of that felf-blood that firft gave life to you, 
And from that Womb where you imprifoned were, 
He is infranchifed and come to light : 
Nay, heis your Brother by the furer fide, 
Although my Seal be ftamped in his Face. 
Nurfe Aaron, what fhall [ fay untoche Emprefs ? 
Dem. Advife thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice : 
Save 
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Save thou the Child, fo we may all be fafe. 

Aaron. Then fit we down, and let us all confult. 
My Son and | will have the wind of you : 

Keep there, now talk at pleafure of your fafety. 

Dem. How many women faw this Child of his ? 

Aaron.Why fo, brave Lords,when we all joyn in league, 

{am a Lamb : but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lionefs, 
The Ocean fwells not fo as Aaron ftorms : 
But fay again, how many faw the Child ? 

Nur fe. Cornelia the Midwife, and my felf, 
And none elfe but the delivered Emprefs. 

Aaron, The Emprefs, the Midwife, and your felf, 
Two may keep Counfel, whenthethird’saway: 
Goto the Emprefs, tell her, this! faid, [He kks her. 
Week, week, focriesaPig prepar’d to th’ Spit. 

Dem. What mean’f{t thou, Aaron ? 

Wherefore did’ft thou this ? 

Aaron. O Lord, Sir, *tis a deed of Poltcy : 
Shall he live to betray this Guilt of ours ? 

A long-tongu’d babling Goflip? No, Lords, no: 
And now be it. known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Mulitexs, my Country-man, 
His Wife but yelternight was brought to Bed, | 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both the circumftance of all, 
And how by this their Child fhall be advanc’d, 
And be received forthe Emperour’s Heir, 
And fubfticuted in the place of mine, 

| To calm this tempeft whirling in the Court, 

| And let the Emperour dandle hım for his own. 
Hark ye, Lords, ye fee] have given her Phyfick, 
And you muft needs beftow her Funeral, 
The Fields are near, and you are gallant Grooms : 
This done, fee that you take nolonger Days 
Bur fend the Midwife prefently to me. 
The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away, 
Then let the Ladiestattle what they pleafe. 

Chi, Aaron, Lfee thon wilt not truft the Air with fecrets. 

Dem. For this care of Zamora, 

Her felf, and hers are highly bound to thee. ( Exeunt 

Aaron. Now tothe Gorhs, as fwift as Swallow flies, 
Thereto difpofe this treafure in mine Arms, 

And fecretly to greet the Emprefs Friends: 

Come on you thick-lipt-Nlave, Ile bear you hence, 

For it is you that puts us to our fhifts : 

Ple make you feed on Berries, and on Roots, 

And feed on Curds, and Whay, and fuck the Goat, 

And Cabin in a Cave, and bring you up 

Tobea Warriour, and command a Camp. (Exit. 

Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gentle- 

men wiih Bows, and Titus am: the Arrows with Letters 
on the end of them. 


Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinfmen, this isthe way. 
Sir Boy, now let me fee your Archery, 
Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there ftraight: 
Terras Aftraareliguit, be you remembred, Marcus, 
She’s gone, fhe’s fled, Sirs, take you to your Tcols, 
You, Coufins, fhall go found the Ocean: 
Andcaft your Nets, haply you may find her in the Sea, 
Yet there’s as little Juftice as at Land: 
No Publius and Sempronius, you muft do it, 
’Tis you muft dig with Mattock and with Spade, 
And pierce the inmoft Center of the Earth : 
Then when yon come to Plutos Region, 
I pray you to deliver him this Petition, 
Tell him it is for Juftice, and for Aid, 
And that it comes from old Azdronicus, 
Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah, Rome! Well, well, | made thee miferable, 
W hat time | threw the Peoples Suffrages 
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On him that thus doth Tyrannize o’re me. 

Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 

And leave you not a man of War unfearch’d, 
This wicked Emperour may have fhipt her hence 
And Kinfmen then we may go pipe for Jultice. 

Mar. QO, Publius, is not thisa heavy cafe 
To fee thy Noble Uncle thus diftraét ; 

Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns 
By Day and Night t?attend him carefully : . 
And feed his humour Kindly as we may, 
Till time beget fome careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinfmen, his Sorrows are paft remedy. 
Joyn with the Gorhs, and with revengeful War, 
Take wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, 

And Vengeance on the Traytor Sasurnine. 

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my Mafters 

What haveyou met with her ? À 


Pub, No, my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, 


| If you will have revenge from Hell, you thal) ; 


Marry for Juftice the is fo imploy’d, 
He thinks with Jove in Heaven, or fome where ele : 
So that perforce you mult needs ftay a time. 
Ist. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays 
Ple dive into the burning Lake below, À 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcs, we arc but Shrubs, no Cedars we, 
No big-bon’d-men, fram’d of the Cyclops fize, 
But Metal, Marcus, Steel tothe very back, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our Backs can bear. 
And fith there’s no Juftice in Earth nor Hell, 
We will folicit Heaven, and move the Gods 
To fend down Juftice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come to this Gear, you are a good Archer, Marcus. 
( He gives them the Arrows. 
Ad Jovem, that’s for you: here ad Apollouem, 
44d Martem, that’s for my felf, 
Here Boy, to Pallas, here to Mercury, 
To Saturnine, to Caius, notto Saturzine, 
You were as good to fhoot againft the Wind. 
Toit, Boy, Marcks, loofe when I bid: 
Of my word, J have written to effect, 
There’s nota God left unfolicited. 
Mar Kinfmen, fhoot all your fhafts into the Court, 
We will afflict the Emperour in his Pride. 
Tit. Now Mafters, draw, Oh well faid, Lucius : 
Good Boy in Virgo’s lap, give it Pallas. 
Mar. My Lord, I aima Mile beyond the Moon. 
Your Letter is with Fupiter by this. 
Zit, Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haft thou done? 
See, fee, thou haft fhot off one of Taxrus’s Horns. 
Mar. This was the fport, my Lord, when Publius fhot, 
The Bull being gall’d, gave Aries fuch a knock, 
That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, 
And who fhould find them but the Emprefs Villain: 
She Jaugh’d, and told the Moor he fhould not chufe 
But give them to his Mafter for a prefent. 
Tit. Why there it goes, God give your Lordfhip joy. 


Enter the Clown with a Basket andtwo Pidgeons, 


Ist. News, News from Heaven. 
Marcus, the Poft is come. 
Sirrah, what tydings, have you any Letters ? 
Shall | have alles, what fays Fapirer ? 

Clow. Hothe Gibbet-maker, he faysthat he hath taken 
them down again, forthe Man muft not be hang’d till the 
next Week. 

Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I ask thee ? 

Clow. Alas, Sir, I know not Fapiter, 
| never drank with him in all my Life. 

Zit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier ? 

Clow. 1, of my Pidgeons, Sir, nothing elfe. 

Zit, Why, did’ft thou not come from Heaven ? 

Cloy. From Heaven? Alas, Sir, I never came there, 

God 
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God forbid I fhould be fo bold to prefs to Heaven in my 
young days. Why lam going with my Pidgeons to the 
Tribunal Plebs, to take upa matter of brawl, betwixt 
my Uncle, and one of the Emperials Men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ferve for your 
Oration, and let him deliver the Pidgeons to the Empe- 
rour from you. 

Tit. Teil me, can you deliver an Oration to the Em- 
perour with a Grace ? , 

Clow.Nay,truly, Sir, | could never fay Gracein all my 
Life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no morcado, 

But give your Pidgeons to the Emperout. 

By me thou fhalt have Juftice at his Hands. 

Hold, hold, mean while here’s Money for thy Charges. 
Give mea Pen and Ink. 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication ? 

Clow. J, Sir. 

Tit, Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 
come tohim, at the firft approach you muft kneel, then 
kifs his Foot,then deliver up your Pidgeons, and then look 
for your reward. le be at hand,Sir, fee you do it bravely. 

Clow. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. i 

Tit. Sirrah, haft thoua Knife ? Come let me fee it. 
Here, Marcxs, fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haft given it the Emperour, 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he fays. 

Clow. God be with yov, Sir, I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, letus go, Publins follow me. 

( Exeunt. 
Enter Emperour and Emprefs, and her ewo Sons, the Emperour 
brings the Arrows in lis hand, that Titus fhot at him. 

Sat. Why Lords, 

What wrongsare thefe ? was ever feen 

An Emperour in Rome thus over-born, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of equal Juftice, us’d in fuch contempt ? 

My Lords, you know the ee Gods, 
(However thefe difturbers of our Peace 

Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paft, 
But even with Law againft the wilfull Sons 
Of old Andronicus. . And whatand if 

His Sorrows have fo over-whelm’d his Wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefs? 

And now he writes to Heaven for his redrefs. 
See, heres to Jove, and this to Mercury, 

This to Apollo, this tothe God of War: 
Sweet fcrowls toflie about the ftreets of Rome : 
Whav?s this but Libelling againft the Senate, 
And blazoning our injuftice every where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my Lords? 

As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were. 
Butifl live, his feigned Extafies 

Shall be no fhelcer to thefe outrages : 

But heand his fhall know, that Juftice lives 
In Saturninus-health, whom if he fleep, 

He'll fo awake, as hein fury hall 

Cut off the proud’ft Confpirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus age, 
Theffects of Sorrow for his valiant Sons, 
Whofe lofs hath pierc’d him deep, and fcarr’d his Heart 5 
And rather comfort his diftrefled plight, 

Than profecute the meaneft or the beft 

For thefe contempts. Why thus it fhall become 
High witted Tamora to glofe withall: | 

But Zitss, | lave touch’d thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood on’t : if Azroz now be wife, 

i Then is all fafe, the Anchor’s in the Port. 

Enter Clown, 


How now, good Fellow, wouldft thou fpeak with us ? 
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Clow. Yea forfooth, and your Mifterfhip be Emperial. 
Tam. Emptels | am, but yonder fits the Emperour. 
Clo, Tis he: God and Saint Stephen give you good-e’en, 

l have brought you a Letter, and a couple of Pidgeons here. 

( He reads the Letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently. 
Clow. How much Money muft I have ? 
Tam. Come, Sirrah, thou muft be hanp’d. 
Clow. Hang’d? by’r Lady, then I have brovght up a 

Neck toa fair end. (Exsr. 
Sat. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure this Monftrous Villany ? 

| know from whence this fame device proceeds: 

May thisbe born? As if his Trayterous Sons, 

That dy’d by Law for Murther of our Brother, 

Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully ? 

Go, drag the Villain hither by the Hair, 

Nor Age, nor Honour, fhall fhape priviledge ; 

For'this proud mock, Ile be thy Slaughter-man: 

Sly frantick wretch, that holp’ft to make me great, 

In hope thy Self fhould govern Rome and me. . 

Enter Nuntius Æmilius. 
Sat, What News with thee, e£mnilius ? 
e£mil. Arm my Lords, Rome never had more caufe, 

The Gorbs have gather’d head, and with a Power 

Of High refolved men, bent co the fpoy! 

They hither march amain, under the conduét 

Of Lucius, Sonto old Andronicus : 

Who threats in courfe of this revenge to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lacius General of the Goths ? 

‘Thefe tydings nip me, and! hang the head 

As Flowers with Froft, or Grafsbeat down with Storms. 

I, now begin our forrows to approach, 

”Tis he the common people love fo much, 

My felf hath often heard them fay, 

(When I have walked like a private man) 

That Lucius banifhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wilh’d, chat Lucixs were their Emperour. 
Tam, Why hhould you fear ? Isnot our City {trong ? 
Sat. 1, bat che Citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him. 

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy Name. 

Isthe Sun dim’d, that Gnatsdo fliein it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his Wings, 

He can at pleafure ftint their melody. 

Even fo may’ft thou, the giddy men of Rome ; 

Then cheer thy {pirit, for know, thou Emperour, 

Twill enchant the old Andronicus, 

Wich words more fweet, and yct more dangerous 

Than baits to fith, or honey ftalks to theep, 

When as the one is wounded withthe bait, 

The other rotted with delicious Food. 

King. But he will not intreat his Son for us. 
Tam. Uf Tamora intreat him, then he will, 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged Ear 

With golden promifes, that were his Heart 

Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet fhould both Ear and Heart obey my Tongue. 

Go thou before to our Embafladour, 

Say, that the Emperour requefts a parly 

Of warlike Lacins, and appoint the meeting. 
King. —AEmilus, do this meflage Honourably, 

Andif he ftand on Hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleafe him beft. 
Emil. Your bidding fhall! do effectually. 

Tam. Now willl to that old Ardremicus, 

And temper him with all the Art I have, 

To pluck proud Less fromthe warlike Goths. 

And now, fweet Empcrour, be blith again, 

And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 

Sat. Then gofucceflantly and plead for him. 


Cix, 


[ Exit. 
Alus 
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Afus Quintus. 


Enter Lucius with an Army of Gothes, mith Drum and » 
Sonldsers. 


Lu. Approved Warriours, and my faithful Friends, 
| have received Letters from Great Rome, 
Which fignifies what hatethey bear their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. ) 
Therefore, great Lords, be as your Titles witnefs, 
imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 
Lethim make treble fatisfaction. i 
Goth. Brave flip, fprung fromthe Great ndromcus, 
W hofe Name was once our Terror, now our Comfort, 
Whefe high Exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt : 
Be bold in us, we'lifollow where thou lead’ft, 
Like ftinging Bees inhotteft Summers day, 
Led by their Mafter to the flowred Fields, 
And be aveng’d on curfed Zamora. 
Omn. And as he faith, fo fay we all with him. 
Lx. { humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here led by a lufty Goth ? 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his Child in bis arms. 


Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our Troops I ftraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monaftery, 
Andas l earneltly did fix mine Eye 
Upon the wafted building, fuddenly 
{ heard a Child cry underneath a wall: 
I made unto the noife, when foonI heard, 
The crying Babe controll’d with this difcourfe : 
| Peace, FawnySlave, half me, and half thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe Brat thou art, 
Had Nature lent thee but thy Mothers look, 
Villain, thou might*{t have been an Emperour. 
But where the Bull and Cow are both Milk-white, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Calf. 
Peace, Villain, peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For | mult bear thee to atrulty Goth, 
‘Who when he knows thou art the Emprefs Babe, 
| Willhold theedearly for thy Mothers fake. _ 
‘With this, my Weapon drawn! rufht upon him, 
| Surpriz’d him fuddenly, and brought him hither, 
| To ufe, as you think negdful of the Man. i 
Lu. Oh worthy Goth, thisis the incarnate Devil, 
That robb’d Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the Pearl that pleas’d your Emprefs’s Eye, 
And here’s the bafe Fruit of his burning Luft. 
Say, wall-ey’d Slave, whither would’ft thou convey 
This growing lmageofthy Fiend-like Face? 
Why doft not fpeak ? what deaf? no! Nota word ? 
A Halter, Souldiers, hang him on this Tree, 
And by his fide his Fruit of Baftardy. 
Aaroz, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royal blood. 
Lu. Too like the Syre for ever being good. 
Firft hang the Child, that he may fee it fprall, 
1 A fight to vex the Fathers Soul withal. z 
Aaron, Getmea Ladder, Lucius, fave the Child, 
And bear it from-meto the Emprefs: 
if thou do this, Ple hew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear; 
[f chou wilt not, befall whac may befall, 
"le fpeak no more: but Vengeance rot you all. 
Lu. Say on, andif itpleafe me, which thou fpeak ft 
Thy Child fhalt live, and! will fee it Nourifh’d. i 
Aaron. Andifit pleafe thee ? why affure thee, Lucius, 
Twill vex thy Soul to hear what I fhall fpeak : i 
Fori muft talk of Murthers, Rapes, and Maffacres, 
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Acts of Black-night, abominable Deeds, 
Complots of Michief, Treafon, Villanies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perform’d, 
And this fhall all be buried by my death, 
Unlefs thou fwear tome my Child fhall live. 
Lu. Tellon thy mind, 
I fay thy Child fhall live. 
Aaron. Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin. 
Lu. Who fhould | fwear by ? 
Thou believeft no God, 
That granted, how can’{t thou believe an Oath ? 
Aaron. What if I do not, as indeed I do not, 
Yet for | know thou art Religious, 
And haft athing within thee call’d Confcience, 
With twenty Popilh tricks and Ceremonies, 
Which | have feen thee careful to obferve: 
Therefore I urgethy Oath, for that I know 
An Idiot holdshis Bauble for a God, 
And keepsthe Oath, which by that God he fwears, 
Tothat (’leurgehim: therefore thou fhalt yow 
By that fame God, what God fo e’re it be 
That thou adoreft and haft in reverence, 
Tofave my Boy, nourih and bring him up, 
Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee. 
Lu. Even by my God] {wear to thee, I will. 
Aaron, Firft know thou, 
I begot him on thy Emprefs. 
Lu. Oh moft infatiate luxurious Woman ? 
Aaron, Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of Charity, 
To thatwhich thou fhalt hear of me anon, 
Twas her two Sons that murdered Baffianus, 
They cut thy Sifters Tongue, and Ravilht her, 
And cut her Hands off, and trimm’d her as thou faw’ft. 
Lu. Ohdeteltable Villain! 
Call’ft thou that trimming ? 
Aaron. Why the was waht, and cut, and trimm’d, 
And *twas trim {port for them that had the doing of it. 
Lu. Oh barbarous beaftly Villains like thy felf ! 
Aaron, Indeed, 1 was their Tutor to inftruét them, 
That Codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 
As furea Card, as ever won the Set ; 
That bloody mind | think they learn’d of me, 
As true a Dog as ever fought at Head. 
Well, Ict my Deeds be witnefs of ny worth: 
| traind thy Brethren to that guileful Hole, 
W here the dead Corps of Baan lay : 
I wrote the Letter that chy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d. 
Confederate with the Queen, and her two Sons, 
And what not done that thou haft caufetorue, 
Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifchief in it. 
I plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And when I had it, drew my felf apart, 
And almoft broke my Heart with extream laughter. 
| pried me through the Crevice of a Wall, 
When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads, 
Beheld his Tears, and laugh’d fo heartily, 
That both mine Eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when I told the Emprefs of this fport, 
She {wooned almoft at my pleafing Tale, 
And for my tydings, gave me twenty kifles. 
Goth, What canft thou fay all this, and never blufh ? 
Aaron. 1, likeablack Dog, asthe faying is. 
Lu, Artthounot forry for thefe hainous deeds ? 
Aaron, 1, that 1 had not done a thoufand more. 
Even now] curfethe day, and yet | think 
Few come within the compafs of my Curfe, 
Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill, 
Askill a Man, orelfe devife his death, 
Ravilh a Maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accufe fome innocent, and forfwear my felf, 
Set deadly Enmity between two Friends, 
Make poor Mens Cattle break their Necks, 
Set Fire on Barns and Hay-ftacks in the night, 


` 


And 
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And bid the Owners quenchthem with their tears : 
Oft have I] digg’d up dead men from their Graves, 
And fet them upright at their dear Friends Doors, 
Even when their forrow almoft was forgot, 
And on their Skins, ason the Barque of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 
Let not your forrow dye, though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thoufand morc. 

Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muft not dye 
So fweet a death, as Hanging, prefencly. 

Aaron. If there be Devils, would I were a Devil, 
To live and burn in everlafting Fire, 
So I might have your company in Hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter Tongue. 

Luc. Sirs, ftop his Mouth, and ict him {peak no more. 


Enter F7Emilius. 


Goth. My Lord, there is a Meflenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted to your Prefence. 
Luc, Let him come near. 
Welcome, emilius, what’s the News from Rome ? 
emi. Lord Lucius, and you Princes ofthe Goths, 
The Roman Emperour greets you all by me, 
And for he underftands you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parly at your Fathers Houfe, 
Willing you todemand your Hoftages, 
And they hall be immediately delivered. 
Goth. W hat fays our General? 
Lue, -Emilius, let the Emperour give his Pledges 
Unto my Father, and my Uncle Marcus, 
And we will come: March away. 


Enter Tamora, and ber two Sons difguis'd. 


Tam. ‘Thus in this ftrange and fad Habiliments, 
I will encounter with Andronicus, 
| And fay, Iam Revenge fent from below, 
To joyn with him and right his heinous Wrongs: 
Knock at his Study where they fay he keeps, 
To ruminate ftrange Plots of dire Revenge, 
Tell him Revenge is come to joyn with him, 
And work Confufion on his Eneinies. 
They knock, and Titus opens his Study Door. 
Tit. Who doth moleft my Contemplation ? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the Door, 
That fo my fad Decrees may fly away, 
And all my Study be to no effect ? 
You are decciv’d, for what I mean to do, 
See here in bloody Lines I have fet down: 
And what Is written fhall be executed. 
Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
Tit. Nonotaword : how can! grace my talk, 
Wanting a Hand to give it Action? 
Thou halt the odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tam, \f thou did’ft know me, 
Thou wonldit talk with me. 
Zit, 1am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Witnefs this wretched ftump, 
Witnefs thefe'Crimfon lines, 
Witnef$ thefe Trenches made by grief and care, 
W itnefs the tyring Day, and heavy Night, 
Witnefs all Sorrow, that | know thee well 
For our proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora : 
Is noc thy coming for my other Hand ? 
Tam, Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy, and I thy Friend, 
I am Revenge, fent from the infernal Kingdom, 
Toeafe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind : 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy Foes: 
Come down and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Confer with me of Murder and of Death, 
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There’s not a hollow Cave or lurking place, 
No vaft Obfcurity or Mifty Vale, 

Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape, 

Can couch for fear, but | will find them our, 
Aud in their Ears tell them my dreadful Name, 
Revenge, which makes the foal Offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? andart thou fent come, 
To be a torment to mine Enemies ? 

Tam. lam, therefore come down and welcome mz. 

Tit. Do me fome Service, e’re 1 come to the: : 

Lo by thy fide where Rape and Murder ftands, 
Now give fome furance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, 
And then le come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirl along with thee about the Globes. 
Provide thee two proper Palfries, black as Jet, 
To hale thy vengeful Waggon {wift away, 
And find out Murder incheir guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their Heads, 
| willdifmount, and by the Waggon wheel 
Trot like a Servile Footman all day long, 

Even from Ayperion’s rifing in the Ealt, 

Until his very downfall in the Sea. 

And day by day I’le do this heavy task, 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam. Thefe are my Minifters, and come with me. 

Tit, Ave they thy Minifters, what are they call’d ? 

Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called fo, 
Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of men. 

Tit. Good Lord, how like the Emprefs Sons they arc, 
And youtheEmprefs: But we Worldly men, 

Have miferable mad mittaking Eyés: 

Oh, fweet Revenge, now do I come to thee, 
And if one Arms imbracement will content thee, 
I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tam, This clofing with him fits his Lunacy, 

What e’re I forge to feed his brain-fick fits, 
Do you uphold, and maintain in your Speeches, 
For now he firnily takes me for Revenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 

Ple make him fend for Lucius his Son, 

And whil’ft 1 at a Banquet hold him fure, 

Ple find fome cunning Practice oucof Hand 

To featter and difperfe the giddy Gorhs, 

Orat the leaft, make them his Enemies: 

Sce here he comes, and I mult play my Theam. 

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, andall for thee, 

Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful Houfe, 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcome coo, 
How like the Emprefs, and her Sons you are, 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor, 
Could not all Hell afford you fiich a Devil? 
For welll wote the Emprefs never wags, 

But tn her Company there is a Moor ; 
And would you reprefent our Queen aright 
It wereconvenient you had fuch a Devil - 

But welcome as you are, what fhal! we do? 

Tam. W hat wouldft thou have us do, Andronicus ? 

Dem. Shew mea Morcherer, Vle deal with him. 

Chir. Shew mea Villain, that hath done a Raps, 
And l am fent to be reveng’d on him. 

Tam, Shewmea Thoufand that have done thee wrong, 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about. the wicked ftreets of Rome, 
And when thou find’it a Man that’s like thy felf, 
Good Murder, {tab him, he’s a Murcherer. 

Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, ftab him, heis a Ravifher. 
Go thou with them, and inthe Empecrours Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Moor, 
Well may ft chou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down fhe doth refemble thee, 
I pray thee do on them fome violent death, 
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‘They have been violenttome and mine. 
Tam. Wellhaft thou leffon’d us, this fhall we do. 

But would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus, 

To fend for Lacius thy thrice‘valiant Son, 

Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Goths, 

| And bid him come and Banquet at thy Houfe. 

When he ishere, evenat thy folemn Fealt, 

I will bring in the Emprefs and her Sons, 

The Emperour himfelf, and all thy Foes, 

And at thy mercy fhail they ftoop and kneel, 

And on them fhalt.thou eafe thy angry heart: 

What fays Andronicus to this devife? 

Enter Marcus. 
Tit. Marcus, my Brother, tis fad Tiras calls, 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy Nephew Lucius, 

_| Thou fhalt enquire-him out among the Goths, 

Bid himrepairtome, andbring with him 

Some of the cbiefeft Princes of the Goths, 

Bid him encamp his Souldiers where they are, 

Tell him the Emperour and the Emprefs too, 

{Feaftsat my Houfe, and he fhall Feaft with them ; 

This do thou for my love, and fo lct him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life. i 
Mar, This will 1 do, and foon return again. 
Tam. Now will lhence about thy bufinefs, 

And take my Mintfters along with me. 

\ Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with me, 

Or elfe Ple call my Brother back again, 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. : 

- Tam, What fay you, Boys, will you bide with him, 

Whiles I go tellmy Lord, the Emperour, 

How I have govern’d our determined jeft? 

Yield to his humour, ‘fmooth and fpeak him fair, 

And tarry with him till I turn again. 

Tit. 1 know them all, though they fuppofe me mad, 

And will o’re-reach them in their own devifes, 

A pair of curfed Hell-hounds, and their Dam. 

Dem, Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicas, Revenge now goes 

To lay a Complot tobetray thy Foes. 

Zit. | know thou dolt, and fweet Revenge, farewel. 
Chi, Tell us, Old Man, ‘how hall we be employ’d ? 
Tit. Tut, I.fave work enough for you to do, 

Publius come hither, Caius, and Valentine, 

Pub. What is yourwill? 
Tit. Know you thefe two? © 
Pub. The Emprefs Sons. 

I takethem, Chiron, Demetrins. 

Tit. Fie, Publius, fic, thou act too much deceiv’d, 

The one is Murder, ‘Rape is the other’s Name, 

And therefore bind thefn, gentle Publins, 

Cains, and Valentine, lay:-handson-them, 

Olt have you heard me with for fuch an hour, 

And-now | find it, therefore bind them fure. 

Chi, Villains, forbear, we are the Emprefs Sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we, what we are commanded. 

Stop clofe their Mouths, letthem not {peak a word. 

Is he fure bound ?~look that ye bind them faft. [Evxeunt. 





Exit. 


Enter Titus Andronicus with a Knife, and Lavinia with | 
a Bafòn. 


_ ‘Tit, Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy Foes ave bound; 

Sirs, {top theirMouths, ‘let them not {peak to me; 

But let them hear what fearful words! utter. 

‘Oh Villains, Chiron, and ‘Demerrins, 

Here ftands the Spring whom you have ftain’d with Mud, 
This goodly Summer with yoor Winter mixt, 

You kilPd her Husband, and for that vile fault, 

Two of her Brothers were condemn’d to death, 

My Hand cut off, and‘made a merry jeft, 

Both her fweetHands, her Tongue, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue, ‘her-{potiefs Chattity, 
Inhymane Traitors, you:conftrain’d and fore'd. 
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| Heark Villains, I will grind 


} Let me go grind their Bone’ to Powder fmall, 
And with this hateful Liquor temper it, 


| That I repair to Rome, 1 am content. 


For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rose: 


PP Twill fill yous Stomachs, pleafe you eat of ic. 


What would you fay, if I fhould let you {peak ? 
Villains, for fhame you could not beg for Grace. 
Heark Wretches, how I mean to Martyr you, 
This one Hand yet is left tocut your Throats, 
Whil’ft that Lavinia tween her ftumps doth hold, 
The Bafon that receives your guilty Blood. 

You know your Mother means to feaft with me 
And calls her felf Revenge, and thinks me mad. 
your Bones to Duft, 
And with your Blood and it ’le make a Pafte, 
And of the Pafte a Coffin will I rear, 

And make two Pafties of your fhameful heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your unhallowed Dam, 
Like tothe Earth {wallow ber own Increafe. 

This is the Feaft that I have bid her to, 

And this the Banquet the hall furfeit on, 

For worfe than Phslomel youus’d my Daughter 
And worfe than Progne, I will be reveng?d, i 
And now prepare your Throats: Lavinia come, 
Receive the Blood, and'‘when that they are dead : 


And in that Pafte let their wild heads be bak’d. 
Come, come, beevery one officious 
To make this Banquet, which | with might prove 
More ftern and bloody than the Centaurs Feaft. 

i { He cuts their Throats, 
So now bring them in,, for Ple play the Cook, 
And fee them ready gainft the Mother comes. 





[ Exeunt. 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Goths. 


Luc, Uncle Marcus, fince’tis my Fathers mind 


Goth, And ours with thine, befal what Fortune will. 
Luc. Good Uncle, take you inthis barbarous Ador, 
This Ravenous Tiger, this accurfed Devil, 
Let him receive no fiftenance, fetter him, 
Till he bebrought unto the Emperours Face, 
For teftimony of his-foul proceedings. 
And fee the Ambufh of our Friends be ftrong, 
| fear the Emperour means no good tous. 
Aaron, Some Devil whifper Curfes in my Ear, 
And prompt me, thar my Tongue may utter forth ` 
The Venemous Malice of my {welling Heart. 
_ Luc. Away, Inhumane Dog, Unhallowed Slave, 
Sits, help our Uncle, to convey him in, L Flourifh. 
The Trumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand. 


Enter Emperour and Emprefs, with 


Sound Trumpets, 
Tribunes and others. 


Sat, What hath the Firmament more Suns thanone? 
Luc, What boots it thee to call thy felf a Sun? 
Mar. Romes Emperour and Nephew break the Parly, 
Thefe Quarrels mult be quietly debated, 
The Featt is ready:which:the careful Tiras 
Hath ordained to an‘honourable end, 


Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 
Satur. Marcus, we will. [ /Zoboys. i 


AA Table brought in, Enter Titus like a Cook, placing the 
.meat on the Table, and Lavinia with a Feil over ber Face, 


Titus, Welcome, my gracious Lord, 
Welcome, Dread Queen, 
Welcome, ye Warlike Goths welcome Lucius, 
And welcome all: although the cheer be poor, 


Sat, Why art thouthus attir’d, Andromeus ? 
Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to have all well, 
To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprefs. 


Tam, Weare beholding to you, goad Andromcns, 
if, 
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Tit. And if your Highnefs knew my Heart, you were: , To beg reliefamong Rome’s Enemies, 
My Lord, the Emperour, refolve me this, Who drown’d their enmity in my true Tears, 


Was it welldone of rath Virginens, Andop’d their Arms to imbrace meas a F riend: 

To flay his Daughter with hisown Right-hand, And | am turn’d forth, be it known to you, 

Becaufe fhe wasenforc’d, ftain’d, and ceflour’d ? That have preferv’d her welfare in my Blood 
Satur, It was, Andromcns. And from her bofom took the Eneinies poinr, ` 
Tit: Your Reafon, Mighty Lord ? Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 
Sat. Becaufethe Girl thould not furvive fer fhame, Alas, you know, [ amno Vaunter, I, 

And by her prcefence ftill renew his forrows. My {cars can witnefs, dumb although they are, 
Tit. A Reafon mighty, ftrong, and effectual, That my report Is juft and full of truth: 

A pattern, prefident, and lively warrant, But foft, methinks Ido digrefs too much, 

For me (molt wretched) to perform the like : Citing my worthlefs praife: Oh pardon me, 


Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy hame with thee, For when no Friends are by, Men praife themfelves. 
And with thy hame thy Fathers forrow dye. Mar. Now is my turn to fpeak: Behold this Child 
C He kills her. | OF this'was Tamora delivered, f 
Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind ? The iffue of an Irreligious Mor, 
Tit. KilPd her for:whom my tears have made me blind. | Chief Architect and plotter of thefe woes, 
I am as woful as Virginijus was, The Villain Is alive in Titus’s Houfe, 
And have a thoufand'times more caufe than he. And ashe is, to witnels this is true. 
Sat. What, was fhe ravifhe? tell, who did thedeed? j| Now judge what caule had Tirus to revenge 
Tit. Wilt pleafe you eat, Theft wrongs, unfpeakable, paft Patience, 
WiPt pleafe your Highnefs feed? Or more than any living wan could bear. 
Tam. Why haft thou flain thine onely Daughter thus? | Now you have heard the trath, what fay you, Romans ? 
Tit. Notl, *twas Chiron and Demetrins. Have we done ought amifs? fhew us, wherein, 





They ravifht her, and cut away her Tongue, And froin the place wacre you behold us now x 
And they, "twas they, that did her all this wrong. The poor remainder of Andronicus, 
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us prefently. Will Hand in Hand all —— caft us down, 
iit, Why therethey are both, bakcd in that Pye, And on the ragged Stones beat forth our Brains, 


Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed, And make a mutual clofuré of our Houfe ; 
Eating the Fle that he her felf hath bred. Speak , Romans, {peak, and if you fay wc fhall, 
Tis true, ’tis true, witnefs my Knivesfharp point. Lo Hand in Hand Lacins and i will fall. 


(He ftabs the Evnprefs,| e£mili, Come, come, thou reveren’d Man of Rome 
Sat. Dyc, frantick wretch, for this accurfcd deed, And bring our Emperour gently in thy Hand, es 
Luc. Can the Sons Eyes, behold his Father bleed ? Lucius our Emperour: For well | know, 
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. ` The common voice do cry, it fhall be fo. 
Mar. You fad-fac’d Men, People, and Sons of Rome, Mar. Lucius, all hail, Romes Royal Empsrour, 
By uprore fever'd like a flight of Fowl, Go, go into Old Trens’s forrowful Houfe, 
Scatter’d by winds and high tempeftuous gufts, And hither hale that misbelieving Adoor, 
Ohlet me teach you how, to knit again To be adjudg’d fome direful Maughtering death, 
This fcattred Corn into one mutual Sheaf, As punilhment for his moft wicked life. 
Thofe broken limbs again into one Body. Lucius, all hail to Rome?s gracious Governour. 
Goth, Let Rome her felfbe bane unto her felf, Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans, may | govern fo, 
And fhe whom mighty Kingdoms curtfie to, To heal Xomesharnis, and wipe away her woe. 
Like a forlornand defperate caftaway, But, gentle People, give me aima while, 
Do fhameful execution on her felf. Fo Nature puts me to a heavy task: 
Mar. But if my frofty figns and chaps of age, Stand all aloof, but, Uncle, draw you near 
Grave Witnefles of true experience, To fhed obfequious Tears upon this Trunk : 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, Oh take this warm kifs on thy pale cold Lips, 
' Speak, Rome?s dear friend, as’erlt our Anceftor, Thefe forrowfil drops upon thy Blood-ftain’d Face, 
When with his Solemn Tongue he did difcourfe The lalt true Duties of thy Noble Son. 
To Love-fick Didoes fad attending Ear, Mar. A tear for tear, aad loving kifs for kifs, 
The ftory of that baleful burning Night, Thy Brother Afarcus tenders on thy Lips: 
When fubtile Greeks furpriz’d King Priams Troy: O werethe fum of thefe that] fhould pay 
Tell us what Sszon hath bewitch’d our Ears, Countlefs and infinite, yec would I pay them. 
Or who hath brought the fatal Engine in, Lue, Come hither, Boy, come, come, and learn of us 
That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil wound. To melt in fhowers : thy Grandfire lov’d thee well, 
My Heart is not compact of Flint nor Stcel, Many a time he danc’d thee on his Knee: 
Nor can Į utter all our bitter grief, Sung thee alleep, his lovin Breaft, thy Pillow : 
But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
And break my very utterance, even fn the time Meet and agreeing with thine Infancy: 
When it fhould move you to atrend me moft, In that refpect then, like a loving Child, 
Lending your kind Hand, Commiferation. Shed yet fome {mall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale. Becaufe kind Nature doth require it fo : 
Your Hearts will throband weep to hear him fpeak. Friends fhould aflociate Friends, in Grief and Woe ; 
Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, Bid him farewel, commit himto the Grave, 
That curfed Chrron and Demetrius Do hinthat kindnefs, and take leave of him. 
Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, Boy. O Grandfire, Grandfire : even with all my Heart 
And they it were that ravifhed our Sifter, Would] were Dead, fo you did live again. 
For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, O Lord, I cannot {peak to him for weeping, 
Our Fathers tears defpis’d, and bafely couzen’d My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 
Of that truce Hand, that fought Rome?s Quarrel out, Romans. You fad Andronici, have dene with woes, 


And fent her Enemies unto the Grave. Give fentence on this execrable Wretch, 
Thar hath been breeder of thefe dire events. 


Laftly, my felf unkindly banifhed, é 
The Gates fhut onme, and turn’d weeping out, Lac. Set hin breaft deep in Earth, and famifh him: 
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There let bim ftand, and rave, and cry for Food : My Father, and Lavinia, fhall forthwith 
If any one relieves, or pities him, Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument: 
For the offence, hedies. Thisis our doom: As for that heynous Tyger Zamora, 
‘Some ftay, to fee him faftnedin the Earth. No funeral Rite, nor Manin mournful Weeds, 
Aaron. O why should wrath be mute, and fury dumb ?} No mournful Bell fhall ring her Burial : 
| I am no Baby, I, that with bafe Prayers But throw her forth to Beafts and Birds of Prey : 


[ fhould repent the Evils! have done. 


Her Life was Beaft-like, and devoid of pity, 
Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet! did, 


And being fo, fhall have like want of pity. 


Would I perform if 1 might have my Will : See Jultice done on Aaron that damn?’d Meor, 
If one good Deed in all my life I did, From whom, our heavy haps had their beginning : 
) Ido repent ic from my very Soul. Then afterwards, to Order well the State. 


Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperour hence, | That Jikeevents may ne’re it ruinate. 


And give him burial in his Fathers Grave. CExeunt omnes. 
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TRAGEDY 


ROMEO and JULIET. 





Afus Primus. 


Scena Prima. 





Samp. Nay, as they dare. F will bite my Thumb at them, 


Enter Sampfon and Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, of | which isa difgrace to them, ifthey bear it 


the Hoxfe of Capulet. 


Samp for. 
Regory, 2 my word we’l not carry Coals. 
Greg. No, for then we fhould be Colliars. 
Samp. I mean, if we bein choler, we’l draw. 
Greg. 1, while you live, draw your Neck out 
o'th’ Collar. 
Samp. 1 {trike quickly, being mov’d. 
Greg. But thou art not quickly mov’d to ftrike. 
Samp. A Dog of the Houte of Monnt agne moves me. 


Abra. Do you bite your Thumb at us, Sir ? 
Sam. 1 do bite my thumb, Sir. 
Abra. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 
Sam, Is the Law of our fide, if I fay 1? 
Greg. No. 
Sam, No, Sir, 1} do not bi j ir : 
i tare Tom £ bite my thumb at you, Sir: but 
Greg. Do you quarrel, Str ? 
Abra. Quarrel, Sir? no, Sir. 
Sam. If you do, Sir, Iam for you, I ferve asgood a 


Greg. To move, is to ftir : and to be valiant, isto ftand: | Man as you. 


Therefore, if thou art mov’d, thou runn’ft away. 

Samp. A Dog of that Houfe fhall move me to ftand : 

1 willtake the Wall ofany Man or Maid of A¢onntague’s. 

Greg. That thews thee weak, Slave, for the weakelt goes 
to the Wall. 

Samp. True, and therefore Women, being the weakeft 
Veflels, are ever thruft to the Wall: therefore I will puth 
Mountague?s Men from the Wall and thruft his Maids to 
the Wall. 

Greg. The Quarrel is between our Mafters , and us 
their Men. 


Abra. No better ? 
Sam. Well, Sir. 


Enter Benvolio. 


Gr. Say better :here comes one of my M. i 
Sam. Yes, better. ae, 
Abra, You Lye. 
Sam, Draw tf you be Men. Grego 

wafhing blow. f miis Te f 
Ben. Part, Fools, put up your Swords, you know not 


Samp. ’Tis all onc, I will fhew my felf a Tyrant: when | what you do. 


l have fought with the Men, I will be civil with the 
Maids, and.cut off their Heads. 
Greg. The Heads of the Maids ? 


Enter Tybalt. 


Tyb. What art thou drawn, among thefe heartle& 


Samp. 1, the Beads ofthe Maids, or their Maiden-heads, | Hinds ? Turn thee, Bervolio, look upon thy death. 


Take it in what fenfe thou wilt. 
Greg. They muft take it in fenfe that feel it. 
Samp. Me they fhall feel while fam able to ftand : 
And *tis known 1 ama pretty piece of Flefh. 


Greg. ’Tis well thouart not Fih: if thou had’ H, thou] Have at thee, Coward. 


had’ftbeen Poor John. Drawthy Tool, here comes o 


the Houfe of che Atommagues. 


Enter two other Servingmen. 


Samp. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I vill back thee. 
Gre, How? Turn thy back and run ? ` 

Samp. Fear menot. 

Greg. No, marry : I fear thee. 

Samp. Let us take the Law of our fides : let them begin. 


Gre. | will frown as! pafs by,& let them take ic as they lift. 


Ben, | do but keep the Peace, put up thy Sword 
Of Manage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tyb. What draw, and talk of Peace? I hate the word 
As [hate Hell, all Afonntagues, and thee : 


[Figbe. 
Enter three or four Citizens with Clubs, 


Offic. Clubs, Bills, and Partifans, ftrike, beat themdoy 
Down with the Capulets, down with the Afountaenes, n 


Enter Old Capulet iz bis Gown, and bis Wife. 


Cap. What noife is this ? Give me my long Sword, ho ? 
Wife. A Crutch, 2 Crutch: why call fou bor 2 Sword ? 
Cup. A Sword, | PE Old Afonntague is come, 
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And ffourifhes his Blade in fpight of me. 


Enter Ola Mountague, and his Wife. 


Moun. Thou Villain, Capulet. Hold me not, let me g0- 
> Wife. Thou fhalt not ftir a foot to feek a Foe. 


Enter Prince Eskales with his Train. 


Prin. Rebellious Subjects, Enemies to Peace, 
Prophauers of this Neighbour-ftained Steel, 
Will they not hear? What hoe, you Men, you Beatts, 
That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rage, 
With purple Fountains ifluing from your Veins : 
On pain of Torture from thefe bloody hands, 
Throw your mifteniper’d Weapons to the ground, 
And liear the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil Broils, bred of an Aiery word, 
By thee, old Capuler, and Mountague, 
Have thrice difturb’d the quiet of our Streets, 
And made Verona’s ancient Citizens 
Caft by their grave befeeming Ornaments, 
To weild old Partizans, in hands as old, 
Cankred with Peace, to part your Cankred-hate, 
lf ever you difturb our Streets again, 
Your lives hall pay the forfeit of the Peace. 
For this timeall the reft depart away : 
You, Capulet, fhall go along with me; 
And, Mountague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our Father’s pleafure in this cafe, 
To old Free-town, our common Judgment. place : 
Once more, on painof death, all men depart. 
Moun. Who fet this ancient Quarrel new abroach? 
Speak, Nephew, were you by when it began ? 
Ben. Here were the Servants of your adverfary, 
And yours, clofe fighting e’re I did approach, 
I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery Trbalt, with his fword prepar’d, 
Which as he breath’d defiance to my Ears, 
He fwong about his Head, and cut the Winds, 
Who nothing hurt withall, hifs’d himin fcorn, 
While we were interchanging thrufts and blows, 
Came more and imore, and fought on part and part, 
Tillthe Prince came, who parted either part. 
Wife. O where is Romeo, faw you him to day ? 
Right glad am I, he was not at this Fray. 
Ben. Madam, an hour before the worfhipp'd Sun 
Peer’d forth the golden window of the Eaft, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad, 
Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 
That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide, 
So early walking did I fee your Son ; 
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 
And ftole. into the Covert of the Wood ; 
1 meafuring his. Affections by my own, 
Which then moft fought, where moft might not be found, 
Being one too many by my weary felf, 
Purfued my Honour, not purfuing his, 
And gladly fhun’d, who gladly fled from me. __ 
Mount, Many a morning hath he there been feen, 
With tears augmenting the frefh morning Dew, 
Adding to Clouds, more Clouds with his deep fighs, 
Butall fo foon asthe all-cheering Sun, 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhady Curtains from Aurora’s Bed, 
Away from light fteals home my heavy Son, 
And private in his Chamber pens himfelf, 
Shutsup his Windows, locks fair Day-light out, 
And makes himfelf an artificial Night: 
Black and portentous muft this humour prove, 
Unlefs good Counfel may the Caufe remove. 
Ben. My Noble Uncle, do you know the Caufe ? 
Moun, \ neither know it, nor can learn of him. 
Ben. Have youimportun’d him by any means ? 
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Moun. Both my felf, and many other Friends, 
But he his own affections Counfellor, 
Is to himfelf (I will not fay how.true) 
But to himfelf fo fecret and foclofe, 
So far from founding and difcovery, - 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 
E’re he can {pread his {weet Leaves to the Air 
Or dedicate his Beauty to the fame. i 
Could we but learn from whence his Sorrows grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 


Enter Romeo. 


Ben. See where he comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide 
Ple know his grievance, or be ach deny'd. i i 
Moun. I would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay, 
To hear true Shrift. Come, Madam, let’s away. [E-xeuzt. 
Ben. Good morrow, Coufin. 
Rom. Is the day fo young? 
Ben. But new ftrook nine. 
Kom. Ay me, fad hours feem long : 
Was that my Father that went hence fo faft ? 
Ben, twas, what fadnefs lengthens Romco’s hours ? 


Xo. Not having that, which having, makes them fhort. 
Ben. In love. 


Rom, Out. 

Ben, Of Love. 

Kom. Out of her favour, where fam in Love. 
Ben, Alas that Love fo gentle in his view, 


| Should be fo Tyrannous and rough in proof. 


Kom. Alas, that Love, whofe view is muffied fill, 
Should without Eyes, fee path-ways to his will : 
Where Mall wedine? O me: what fray was here? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all: 
Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love: 
Why then, O brawling Love, O loving Hate, 
O any thing of nothing firft create : 
O heavy lightnefs, ferious Vanity, 
Mifhapen Chaos of well-feeming forms, 
Feather of Lead, bright Smoke, cold Fire, fick Health, 
Still-waking Sleep, that is not what it is: 
This Love feell, that feel no Love in this. 
Doft thou not laugh ? 
Ben. No, Couz, I rather weep. 
Kom. Good Heart, at what ? 
Sen. At thy good Hearts oppreffion. 
Kom. Why {uch is loves tranfgreffion. 
Griefs of mine own lye heavy in my Breaft ; 
Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 
V Vith more of thine, this Love that thou haft hewn, 
Doth add more grief to too muchof mine own. 
Love is a fmoke made of the fume of fighs, 
Being purg’d, a fire fparling in Lovers Eyes, 
Being vext, a Sea nourifh’d with loving tears, 
VVhatis itelfe? amadnefs moft difcreet, 
A choaking gall, anda preferving fweet : 
Farewel my Couz. 

Ben. Soft, I will go along. 
And if you leave me fo, you do me wrong. 

Rom. But E have loft my felf, I am not here, 
This is not Romeo, he’s fome other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fadnefs, who is that you love? 

Rom. VV hat hall I grone and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone? why no: but fadly tell me, who. 

Kom. Afick man in good fadnefs makes his will : 
O, word ill urg’d to one that is fo ill: 

In fadnels, Confin, Ido loyea.woman. 
Ben. | aim’d fo near, when I fuppos’d you lov’d. 
Rom. Aright good Marks-man, and fhe’s fair I love. 

Ben, Aright fair mark, fair Couz, is fooneft hit. 

Kom. VVell in that hit you mifs, fhe’ not be hit 
V Vith Cupids Arrow, fhe hath Dians wit: 

And iu ftrong proof of Chaftity well arm’d - 
From Loves weak childifhBow, fhe lives uncharm’d. 
She 
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She will not ftay the Siege of Loving terms, ` 
Nor bide tb’ incounter of aflailing Eyes, 
Nor ope her Lap to Saint-feducing Gold: 
O fhe ts rich in Beauty, only poor, 
That when fhe dies, with Beauty dies her ftore, 
Ben, Then fhe hath fworn, that fhe will ftill live chafte ? 
Rom. She hath, and in that fparing makes huge walle ‘ 
For Beauty ftarv’d with her feverity, 
Cuts Beauty off from all pofterity. 
She is too fair, too wife, wifely too fair, 
To merit blifs by making me defpair : 
She hath forfworn to love, and in that Vow 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 
Ben, Be rul’d by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how | fhould forget to think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine Eyes ; 
Examine other Beauties. 
Ro.” Tis the way to call hers (exquifite jin queflion more. 
Thofe happy Masks that kifs fair Ladies brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair : 
He that is ftrucken blind cannot forget 
The precious Treafure of his Eye-fight loft : 
Shew mea Miftrefs that is pafling fair : 
What doth her Beauty ferve but as a Note, 
Where I may read who paft that pafing fair. 
Farewel, thou caIt not teach me to forget. 
Ben.\'le pay that doctrine, or elfe die in debt. [Exeunt. 


Enter Capulet, County Paris, and the Clown. 


Capu. Mountague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard I think, 
For Men fo old as we to keep the Peace. 
Par, Of honourable reckning are you both, 
And pity "tis you liv’d at odds folong: __ 
But now, my Lord, what fay youto my fuit ? 
Cap. But faying o’re what I have faid before, 
My Child is yee a ftranger in the World, 
She hath not feen the change of fourtcen years, 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a Bride. 
Par. Younger than fhe, are happy Mothers made. 
Cap. And too foon marr’d are thofe fo early made: 
Earth up hath fwallowed al] my hopes but fhe, 
She is the hopeful Lady of my Earth: 
But wooe her, gentle Paris, get her Heart, 
My will to her confent, is but a part, 
And the agree, within her fcope of choice, 
Lies my confent, and fair according voice : 
Thisnight [hold an old accuftom’d Feaft, 
W hereto I have invited many a Gueft, 
such as I love, and you among the ftore, 
One more, moft welcome makes my number more : 
At my poor Houfe, look to behold this night, _ 
Earth-treading Stars, that make dark Heaven light, 
Such comfort as do lufty young Men feel, 
When wel] apparell’d April on the heel 
Of limping Winter treads, even fuch delight 
Among frefh Female buds fhall you this night 
[Inherit at my Houfe : hear all, all fee: 
And like her molt, whofe merit moft fhall be : 
Which one more view, of many, mine being one, 
May ftand in number, though in reck’ning none. 
Come, go with me- go, firrah, trudge about, 
Through fair Verona, find thofe Perfons out, 
Whofe Names are written there, and tothem fay, 
My Houfe and Welcome, ontheir pleafureftay.  [E-xir. 
Ser. Find them out whofe Names are written. Here it 
liswritten, that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his 
Yard, and the Tayler with his Lat, the Fifher with his 
Penfil, and the Painter with his Nets. But I am fent to 
find thofe perfons whofe Namesare writ, and can never 
ind what Names the writing perfon hath here writ, (l 
i muft to the Learned) in good time. 
| 


Enter Benvolio, 47d Romeo. 


Ben. Tut man, one Fire burns out anothers burning, 

One pain is lefs’ned by anothers anguifh : 

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning : 

One defperate grief Cures with anothers languifh ; 

Take thou fome new infection to the Eye, 

And the rank Poyfon of the old will die. 

Rom, Your Plantan leaf is excellent for that. 

Ben, For what, | pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken hin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thoumad ? 

Rom, Not mad, but bound more than a Mad man is: 

Shut up in Prifon, kept without my F ood, 

Whiptand tormented: and Good-¢’en, good Fellow. 
Ser. God gi Good.e’en, I pray, Sir, can youread ? 
Kom. {, mine own Fortune in my mifery. 
Ser. Perhaps you have learn’d it without Book: 

But, I pray, can you read any thing you fee ? 

Kom. 1, if! know the Letters and the Language. 
Ser. Ye fay honeftly, reft you merry. 
Kom, Stay Fellow, | can read. 


He reads the Letter. 
S Eignenr Martino,and his Wife and Daughter ; County An- 
felm and his Beauteous Sifters : the Lady Widow of V itru- 
vio, Scignexr Placontio, and his lovely Nieces: Mercnio and 
lis Brother Valentine, mine Uncle Capulet, bis Wife and 
Danghters: my fair Niece Rofaline, Livia, Scignenr Valen- 
tlo, andhis Confin Tybalt: Lucio, and the lively Helena. 


A pis ae whither fhould they come ? 
er. Up. 

Rom. Whither ? to Supper ? 

Ser. To our Houfe. 

Kom. Whole Houle ? 

Ser, My Matters. 

Rom. Indeed I fhould have askt you that before. 

Ser. NowPletell you without asking. My Matter is 
the great rich Capuler, and if you be not of the houfe of 
Mountagues, | pray come and crufha cupof Wine. Reft 
you merry. [ Exit. 

Ben, At this fame ancient Feaft of Capulers, 

Sups the fair Rofaline, whom thou fo lovelt : 
With all the admired Beauties of Verona, 

Go thither, and with unattainted Eye, 
Compare‘her Face with fome that I fhall hew, 
And I will make thee think thy Swan a Crow. 

Kom, When the devout Religion of mine Eye 
Maintains fuch falfe-hood, thenturn Tears to Fire : 

And thefe who often drown’d could never die, 
Tranf{parent Hereticks be burnt for Liers. 

One fairer than my Love! the all-feeing Sun 
Ne’re faw her Match, fince firft the World begun. 

Ben, Tut, tut, you faw her fair, none clfe being by, 
Her felf poys’d with her felf in either Eye : 

But in that Cryftal fcales, let there be weigh'd, 
Your Ladies love againft fome other Maid, 
That I will thew you, Mining at this Feaft, 


And fhe’ll thew fcant well, thace now thews beft. 


Rom. Wle go along, no fuch fight tobe fhewn, 
But to rejoice in fplendor of mine own. 


Enter Capulet’s Wife, and Niw fe. 


Wife.Nurfe where's my Daughter ? callher forthto me. 

NurJe. Now by my Maiden-head, at twelve years old 
l bad her come, what Lamb, what Lady-bird, God forbid, 
Where’s this Girl ? what, Sodier ? 

Enter Juliet. 

Juliet. How now, who calls ? 

Nurfe. Your Mother. 

Juliet. Madam, | am here, what is your will? 


Wife 
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i Wife. Thisisthe matter : Nurfe, give leave a while, we 
muft talk in fecret. Nurfe, come back again, I have remem- 
bred me, thou`fe hear my Counfel: Thou knoweft my 
Daughter’s ofa pretty age. 

Nurfe. Faith | can tell her age unto an hour. 

Wife. She’s not fourteen. 

Nurfe. Vie lay fourceea of my teeth, 

And yet to my teeth be it fpoken, 
| have but four, fhe’s not fourteen ; 
How long is it now to Lammas-tide ? 

Wife. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurfe. Even or odd, of all days in the year, come Lan- 
mas Eve at night fhall the be fourteen, Sx/an and fhe, God 
reft all Chriftian Souls, were of anage. Well, Sufan is with 
God, fhe was too good forme. Butas I faid; on Lam- 
mas Eve at night hall he be fourteen, that fhall fhe, mar- 
ry, I remember it well, °Tis fince the Earthquake now ele- 
ven years, and fhe was wean’d, I never fhall forget it, of 
all the days inthe year, upon that day: for I had then laid 
Worm-wood to my Dug,fitting in the Sun under the Dove- 
houfe wall, my Lord and yau werethen at Mantua, nay, Í 
do bear a brain. Butasl faid, when it did taft the Worm- 
wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and felt it bitter, pretty 
fool, to fee it teachy, and fall out with the Dug. Shake, 
quoth the Dove-honfe, ’twas no need I trow to bid me 
trudge: and fince that time it is eleven years, for then fhe 
could ftand alone, nay, byth? Rood fhe could have run, and 
wadled all about : for even the day before the broke her 

i Brow, aud then my Husband, God be with his Soul, a was 
a merry man, took "p the Child, yea, quoth he, doftthou 
fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward when thou haft 
more wit, wilt thou not, Faliet? Aud by my Holy-dam; 
the pretty wretch left crying, and faid, 1: to fee now how 
a Jeft fhall come about. I warrant, andI fhould live a 
thoufand years, I never fhould forget it: Wilt thou not, 
Juliet, quoth he? and pretty fool, it Ainted, and faid, 1. 

Old La, Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nur. Yes, Madam, yet | cannot chufe but laugh, to think 
it fhould leave crying, and fay, I: and yet I warrant it had 
upon its Brow a bump as big asa young Cockrels Stone: A 
perilous knock, and it cried bitterly. Yea, quoth my 
Husband, fall’ft upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward 
when thou comeft to age: wiltthou not, Sulit ? It ttinted, 
and faid, I. 

Juli. And ftint thee too, | pray thee, Nurfe, fay I. 

Nur. Peace, | have done: God mark thee to his Grace, 
chou waft the prettieit Babe that e’re l nurft, and I might 
live to fee thee married once, 1 have my wif. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theam 
[ cameto talk of, tell me, Daughter Juliet, 

How ftands your difpofitton to be Married ? 

Juli. Tisan hour that I dreanı not of, 

Nur. An hour, were not l thine onely N urfe, I would 
fay that thou hadft fuck’d wifdom from thy teat. 

Old La. Well think of Marriage now, younger than yon 
‘Here in Verona, Ladies of efteem, 

Are made already Mothers. By my count, 

I was your Mother, much upon theft years, 

That you arenow a Maid, thus then in brief, 

The valiant Paris feeks you for fis Love. 

| Nurfe. A Man, young Lady, Lady, fuch a Man as all the 
‘world W.by he’s a Man of Wax. 

Old La, Verona’s Summer hathnot fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay he’s a flower, in faith avery flower. 

Old La. V Vhat fay you, can you love the Gentleiman ? 
This night you fhall behold him at our Featft, 
Read o’re the Volume of young Paris's Face, 

And find delight writ there with Beauties Pen: 
Examine every {cveral lineament, 

And fee how one another lends content : 

And what ob{cur’d in this fair Volume lies, 

Finde written in the Margent of his Eyes. 

_| This precious Book ‘of Love, this unbound Lover, 
Yobeautifiehim, only lacks a Cover. 








The Fifh lives in the Sea, and tis much pride 

For fair without, the fair within to hide : 

That Book in manies Eyes doth fhare the glory» 

That in Gold Clafps locks in the Golden ítory : 

So fhal! you fhare all that he doth pollefs, 

By having him, making your felf no lefs. 
Nurfe. No lefS, nay bigger: Women grow by men. 
Old La, Speak briefly, can you like of Paris love ? 
Jali. Ple look to like, if looking liking move. 

But no more deep will I endart mine Eye, 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it fly. 


Enter a Servingman, 


Ser. Madam, the Guefts are come, Supper ferv’d up, you 
cal?’'d, my young Lady ask’d for, the Nurfe curft in the 
Pantry, and every thing in extremity: I muft hence to 
wait, l befeech you follow ftraight. (Exit. 

Mo. We follow thee. Fuliet, the County ftays. 

Nurfe. Go, Girl, feek happy nights to happy days. 


CExexnt, 


Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fix other 
Markers, Torch-bearers. 


Kom, What fhall this Specch be fpoke to our excufe ? 

Or fhall we on without Apology ? ' 
Ben, The date is out of fuch prolixity, 

Wel have no Cipid hood-winkt with a Scarf, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Scaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure us by what they will, i 

Wel meafùre thema Meafure, and be gone. i 

Rom. Give mea Torch, l am not for this ambling. 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance, 

Kom, Not, believe me, you have dancing Shoes 
With nimble Soles, I have a Sole of Lead, 

SO Stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. Youarea Lover, borrow Cupids Wings, 
And foar with them above a common bound. ` 

Kom. 1 am too fore impierced with his fhaft, 
To foar with his light feazhers, and co bound: 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe, 
Under loves heavy burden do I fink. >» 

Hora. And to iink in it, fhould you burden love, 
Too great opprtfion for a tender thing. 

Kom, Is Love a tender thing? itis too rough, 
Too rude, too boyfterous, it pricks like Thorn. 

Mer. \f Love be rough with you, be rough with Loye, | 
Prick Love for pricking, and youbeat Love down, 
Give mea Cale to put my Vilage in, i 
A Vifor for a Vifor ; what care I 
What curious Eye doth quote deformities, 

Here are the Beetle-brows fhall blufh for me. 

Lex. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 
But every man betake him to his Legs. 

Rom. A Torch for me, let Wantons light of Heart 
Tickle the fenfelefs Rufhes with cheir Heels: ~ 
For I am proverb’d with a Grandfire Phrafe, 


I’le bea Candle-holder, and look on, 
The Game was ne’re fo fair, and 1 am Dun. 


Mer, Tut, Dun’s the Moufe, the Conftables own word, 
If thou art Dun, we’! draw thee from the mire. ` 
Or, fave your reverence, Love, wherein thou Itickeft 
iLp to the Ears: come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Kom. Nay, that’s not fo. 

Aker, l mean, Sir, I delay. 
We walte our Lights in vain, lights, lights, by day ; 
Take our good Meaning, for our Judgment tits 
Fivetimes in that, e’re once in our fine Wits. 

Rom, And we meau well in going to this Mask, 
But "tis no wit to go. 

Ader. Why, may one ask ? F 

p Rom. 
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Rom, l dreamt a Dream to Night. 

Akr. And fodid {. 

Rom. Well, what was yours ? 

Aer. That Dreamers often lie. S 

Rom. In Bed afleep while they do dream things true. 

Mer, O then] fee Queen Mab hath been with you: 
She is the Fairies Mid-wife; and fhe comes in fhape no big- 

er than an Agat-ftoneon the fore-finger of an Alderman, 

me with a teem of little Atomies, over Mens Nofes as 
they lie afleep : her Waggon Spoke’s made of long Spin- 
i ners Legs : the Cover of the Wings of Grafhoppers 5 her 
Trace of the fmalleft Spiders Web , her Collars of the 
Moon-fhines watry beams 3 her Whip of Creckets bone, 
the Lah of filme her Waggoner, a {mall gray coated 
Gnat, not half fo big as a round little Worm, prickt from 
the Lazy finger ofa Woman. Her Chariot is an empty Ha- 
fel-nut,made by the Joyner Squirrel or old Grub, time out 
of mind, the Fayries Coach-makers : and in this {tate fhe 
gallops Night by Night, through Lovers Brains: and then 
they dream of Love. On Countries Knees, that dream on 
Curfies ftrait : O’re Lawyers Fingers, who ftrait dream on 
Fees : o’re Ladies Lips, who ftraiton Kifles dream, which 
oftthe angry Mab with blifters plagues, becaufe their 
Breath with Sweet-mcats tainted are. Sometime fhe gal- 
opso’re a Courtiers Nofe, and then dreams he of {melling 
out a Suit : and fometime comes fhe with a Tith-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parfons Nofe as he lics afleep, then he dreams 
of another Benefice. Sometime fhe driveth o’re a Souldiers 
Neck, and then dreams he of cutting Foreign Threats, of 
Breaches, Ambufcadoes, Spanifh Blades: Of Healths five 
Fathom deep, and then anon drumsin his Ears, at which 
he ftarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, {wears a 
Prayer or two,and fleeps again : this is that very Mab that 
plats the manes of Horfes in the Night : and bakes the Elf- 
locks in foul Nutti Hairs, which once intangled, much 
misfortuno bodes. 
This isthe Hag, when Maids lie on their backs, 
That prefles them, and learns them firft to bear, 
Making them women of good Carriage : 
This is fhe-—~ 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace. 
Thou talk’ft of nothing. 

After. True, ttalk of Dreams : 
Which are the Children of anidle Brain, — 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantafie, 
Which tsasthin of fubftance as the Air, 
And more unconftant than the Wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofom of the North : 
And being anger*d, puffs away from thence 
Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South. 

Sen, This wind youtalk of blows us from our felves, 
Supper is done, and we fall come too late. 

Rom, | feartooearly, for my mind mifgives, 
Some confequence yet hanging in the Stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this Nights Revels, and expire the term 
Of adefpifed Life clos’d in my Breatt, 
By fome vile forfeit of untimely death, 
But he that hath the fteerage of mycourfe, 
Direct my fute: On, lufty Gentlemen. 

Ben, Strike, Drum. 


They march about the Stage, aud Servingmen come forth with 
their Napkins, 


Enter Servant. 


Ser, Where's Potpan, that he helpsnot to take away ? 
He fhifta Trencher ? He ferape a Trencher. 

1. When good Manners fhail lie in one or two Mens 
hands, and they unwafh’d too, ’tis a foul thing. 

Ser, Away with the Joyn-ltools, remove the Court- 
cupbord, look to the Plate : good thou, fave me a piece of 
March-pane, and as thou loveit me, let the Porter let in 
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Sufan Crindflone, and Nell, Anthony, and Porpan. 

2. I, Boy, ready. 

Ser. You are look’d for, call’d for, ask’d for, and fought 
for, inthe great Chamber. 

1. Wecannot be here and there too, chearly Boys, 
Be brisk awhile, and the longer liver rake all. 


(Exeunt 





Enter all the Guefls and Gentlewomen to the 
Maskers, 


1 Cap, Welcome, Gentlemen, 
Ladies that have their Toes 
Unplagu’d with Corns, will walk abont with you: 
Ah me, Miftreffes, which of youall 
Will now deny to Dance ? She that makes dainty, 
She, Ple fwear, hath Corns : Am I come near ye now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, 1 have feen the day 
That I have worna Vifor, and could tell 
A whifpeving Tale ina fair Ladies Ear, 
Such as would pleafe : tis gone, ’tis gone, tis gone, 
You are welcome,Gentlemen, come, Mofitians, play : 

[ Mufick plays : and they dance. 

A Hall, Hall, give room, and foot it, Girles, 
More light, ye Knaves, and turn the Tables up: 
And quench the Fire, the Room is grown too hot. 
Ah, Sirrah, this unlook’d for {port comes well : 
Nay, fit, nay fit, good Coufin Capulet, 
For you and 1, are paft our dancıng daies : 
How long is’t now fince laft your felf and 1 «’ 
Were ina Mask ? 

2Cap. By’r Lady, thirty years. 

t Cap. What, man! tis not fo much, ’tis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come Pentecoft, as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty years, and then we Mask?d. 

2 Cap. ?Tis more, *tis more, his Son is Elder, Sir : 
His Son its thirty. 

3 Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

His Son was but a Ward two years ago. 

Rom, What Lady is that which doth enrich the hand 
of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not, Sir. A 

Rom, O fhe doth teach the Torches to burn bright: 
Her Beauty hangs upon the check of night, 

Like a rich Jewel in an c£rhiops Ear : 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for Earth too dear : 

So fhews a Snowy Dove trooping with Crows, 

As yonder Lady o’re her Fellows fhows : 

The meafure done, Ile watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hers, make blefled my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now, forfwear it; fight, 
For I never faw true Beauty till this Night. 

Tb, This by his voice fhould be a Moxatague. 
Fetch memy Rapier, Boy, what dares the Slave 
Come hither cover’d with an Antique Face, 

To fleer and fcorn at our Solemnity ? 
Now by the ftock and honour of my kin, 
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why how now, Kin{man, 
Wherefore {torm you fo ? 

T:b. Uncle this is a Afountague, our Foe : 
A Villain that is hither come in {pight, 
To fcorn at our Solemnity this Night. 

i Young Romeo is it ? 
Tib. *Tishe, that Villain Rozreo, 

Cap. Content thee, gentle Covz, Iet himalone, 

A bears him like a portly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 

To bea vertuous and well-govern’d Youth : 
| would not for the wealth ofall the Town, 
Here in my Houfe do him difparayement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
[tis my will, the which if thou refpect, 
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Shew a fair prefence, and put off thefe frowns, 
Anill befeeming femblance for a Feaft. 
Tib. It fits, when fuch a Villain is a Guelt, 
lle not endure him. 
Cap. He fhall be indur’d. 
What, goodman-boy. I fay he fhall, goto, 
Am I the Mafter here, or you? go to, 
You’l not endure him, God fhall mend my Soul, 
Yowi make a mutiny among the Guefts : 
You will fet cock a hcop, yow'l be the Man ? 
Tib. Why, Uncle, ’tis a hame. 
Cap. Go to, go to. 
You are. a fawcy Boy, ’tis fo endeed ? 
This trick may chance to fcathe you, I know what, 
You mult contrary me, marry ’tis time. 
Well faid, my Hearts, you are a Princox, g0, 
Be quiet or more light, for fhame, 
Ple make you quiet. What, cheerly my Hearts. 
Tıb. Patience perforce, with willful choler meeting, 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting : 
Iwill withdraw, bucthis intrufion fhal} 
Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. 
Rom, If 1 prophane with my unworthieft hand, 
Thisholy fhrine, the gentle fin is this, 
My lips two blufhing Pilgrims ready ftand, — 
To fmooth that rough touch with a tender kifs. 
Ful, Good Pilgrim, 
You do wrong your Hand too muth, 
Which mannerly devotion fhews in this, 
For Saints have hands, the Pilgrims hand, do touch, 
And palm to palm, is holy Palmers kifs. z 
Rom, Have not Saints Lips, and holy Palmers too: 
Ful. 1, Pilgrim, lipsthatthey muft ufe in Prayer. 
Rom, O then, dear Saint, let Lips do what Hands do, 
They pray, (grant thou,) leaft Faith turn to Defpair. 
| Ful, Saints do not move, 
Though grant for Prayers fake. 


Rom, ‘Then move not while my Prayers effect do take: 


Thus from my Lips, by thine my fin is purg’d. 
Gal. Then have my Lips the fin thatthey have took. 
Kom. Sin from my Lips? O trefpafs fweetly urg?d : 
Give me my fin agdin. 
Ful. You kilsby th’ Book. i 
Nur. Madam, your Mother craves a word with you. 
Rom, “What is her Mother ? 
Nur. Marry, Batchelor, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the Houfe, 
And a good Lady, and a wife, and vertuous, 
! Nurs’d her Daughter that you talk withall : 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, ` 
Shall have the Chinks. 
Rom. is hea Capulet? 
O dear account ! my Life is my Foes debt. 
Ben, Away, be gone, the {port is at the belt. 
Kom. 1, fo I fear, the more is my unreft. 
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 
‘We havea trifling foolifh Banquet towards : 
As it e’en fo ?.why then, [ thank youall. 
| f thank you, honeft Gentlemen, good Night: 
More Torches here come on, then lets to Bed. 
Ah Sirrah, by my Faic it waxes late. 
Ple to my reft. 
[ Exennt, 
` Jul. Come hither, Nurfe, 
W hat is yond’ Gentleman ? 
Nur. The Sonand Heir of old Tyberio. 
Jui. W bats he that now is going out of door? 
Nur, Marry, that I think tobe young Petruchio. 
Ful, What’s he that follows here, that would not dance? 
Ngr. | know not. 
Fj. Goask his Name; ifhe be Married, 
My Grave is like to be my. wedding Bed. 
. War, His Name is Romeo, anda Adountague, 
The only Son of our great Enemy. 
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Jul. My only Love fprung from my only Hate, 
Too early feen, unknown, and known, too late, 
Prodigious birth of Love it is to me, 
That I muft love a loathed Enemy. 
Nur, What’s this ? what?s this ? 
Jul, A Rhime I learn’d even now 
Of one I danc’d withall. 
[One calls within, Juliet. 
Wer. Anon, anon: 
Come let’s away, the Strangers all are gone. 
[Excunt, 


Chorus. 


Now old defire doth in his Death-bed lie, 

And young Affection gapes to be his Heir, 

That fair, for which Love groan’d for and would die, 
W ith tender Fx4er match’d is now not fair, 

Now Romeo is beloved, and loves again, 

A like bewitched by the charm of looks: 

But to his Foe fuppos’d he muft complain, 

And fhe fteal Loves fweet bait from fearful hooks. 
Being held a Foe, he may not have accefs 

To breathe {uch Vows, as Lovers ufe to {wear ; 
And fhe as much in Love, her means much lefs, 

To meet her new Beloved any where : 

But paflion lends them Power, time, means to meet, 
Tempting extremities with extream {weet. 


Enter Romeo alone. 


Rom. Can I go forward, when my Heart is here ? 
Turn back, Dull Earth, and find my Center out. 


Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 


Ben, Romeo, my Coulin Romeo, Romeo. 
Mer, He is wife, 
And on my life hath ftoln him home to bed. 
Sen. He ran this way, and leap’d this Orchard wall. 
Call, good Mercario: 
Nay, le conjure too. i 
Mer. Romeo Qumours, Madam, Paflion, Lover, . 
Appear thou in the likenefs of a fight, 
Spzak but one time, and | am fatisfied : 
Cry me but aim, Couply but Love and Day, 
Speak to my Goflip Vemms one fair word, 
One Nick-name for her pur-blind Son and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot fo true, 
When King Cophetua lov’d the Beggar-maid, 
He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 
The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him, 
I conjure thee by Rofaline’s bright Eyes, 
By her high Fore-head, and her Scarlet lip, 
By her fine Foot, ftreight Leg, and quivering Thigh, 
And the Defmeans that there adjacent lie, 


: That in thy likenef§ thou appear to us. 


Ben. And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 
Mer, This cannot anger him, *twould anger him, 
To raife a Spirit in his Miftrefs’s Circle, 
Of fome ftrange Nature, letting it there ftand 
Till fhe had laid it, and conjur’d it down, 
That were fome fpight. 
My Invocation is fair and honeft,and in his Miftrefs’s name, 


1 conjure only but to raife up him. 


. Ben, Come, he hath-hid himfelfamong thefe Trees 


‘To be conforted with the humorous Night: 


Blind is his Love; and beft befics the dark. 
Mer. \f Love be blind, Love cannot hit the mark, 
Now will he fit under a Medlar-tree, 
And wilh his Miftref§ were that kind of Fruit, 
As Maids call MedJars when they laugh alone, 


O, Romeo, that fhe were, O that fhe were 
| An Open, or thou a Poprin Pear, 


Romeo! 
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Romto, good night, le tomy Truckle-bed, 
This Ficld-bed is too cold for meto fleep : 
Come, thall we go? — 

Ben. Go then, for ’tis in vainto feek him here 
That means not to be found. 





[Exeunt. 
Rom, He jefts at Scars that never felt a wound, 
But foft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 
[vis the Eaft, and Sabet is the Sun, 
Arife, fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with grief, 
That thou her Maid, art far more fair chan fhe : 
Be not her Maid fince fhe isenvious, 
Her veltal Livery is but fick and green, 
And none but Fools do wear it, caftit off: 
It is my Lady,O it is my Love, O that fhe knew the were, 
She (peaks, yet she fays nothing, what of that ? 
Her Eyedifcourfes, 1 will anfwerit : 
| am too bold, *tis not to me fhe {peaks : 
Two of the faireft Stars in all the Heaven, 
Having fome bufinefs, do intreat her Eyes 
To twinckle in their Spheres till they return. 
What if her Eyes were there, they in her Head, 
The brightnefs of her Cheek would fhame thofe Stars, 
As Day-light doth a Lamp, her Eye in Heaven, 
Would through the airy Region ftream fo bright, 
That Birds would fing, and think it were not Night: 
See how fhe leans her Cheek upon her Hand. 
O that I were a Glove upon that hand. 
Thatl might couch that Cheek. 
Gul. Ay me. 
Rom. She {peaks. 
Oh fpeak again, bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this Night being o’re my Head, 
As isa winged Meflenger of Heaven 
Unto the white upturned wondring Eyes 
Of Mortals that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beftrides the lazy puffing Clouds, 
And fails upon the bofom of the air. 
Ful. O, Romeo, Romeo, whercfore art thon Romeo? 
Deny thy Fatner, and refufe thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but {worn my Love, 
And Ple no longer bea Capulet, 
Rom. Shall l hear morc, or fhall 1 fpeak at this? 
guli. Tis but thy name that is my Enemy : 
Thouart thy felf, though not a Adountague, 
What's Mountague 2 itis not hand nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 
What’s in a name ? that which we call a Rofe, 
Byany other word would fmeli as Íweet, 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that Title., Romeo, doff thy Name, 
And for thy Name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all my felf. 
Rom. I take thec atthy word : 
Call me but Love, and Ile be new baptiz’d, 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 
Jnl, What Man art.chou, that thus befcreen’d in Night 
So ftumbleft on my Counfel ? 
Rom. By a Name, 
I know not how to tell thee who lam: 
My Name, dear Saint, is hateful co my felf, 
Becaufe it is an Enemy tothee, 
Had l it written, I would tear the word. 
Jul, My Ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of thy Tonguesuttering, yet I know the found. 
Art thou not Romeo, anda Mountague? ~- 
Rom, Neither, fair Maid, if either thee diflike. 
Fel. How caw’ft thou hither, 
Tell me, and wherefore ? 
The Orchard Walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place Death, confidering who thou art, 





If any of my Kinfmen find thee here. 
Kom, With Loves light wings 
Did | o’re-perch thefe Walls, 
For ftony Limits cannot hold Love out, 
And what Love cando, that dares Love attempt: 
Therefore thy Kinfmen are no {top co me. 
Ful. if they do fee thee, they will murder thee, 
Rom. Alack therelies more peril in thine Eye, 
Than twenty of their fwords, look thou but fweet 
And I am proof againft their Enmity. ' 
gat. 1 would not for the World they faw thee here. 
Kom. | have Nights cloak to hide me from their Eyes 
And but thou love me, let them find. me here 
My Life were better ended by their Hate, 
Than Death prorogued wanting of thy Love. 
Jul. By whofe direction found’ft thou out this place? 
Rom. By Love that firit did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me Covnfcl, and [lent him Eyes: 
fam noPilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaft-fhore , wath’d with the fartheft Sea, 
1 Should adventure for fuch Merchandife. 
Jul. Thou knoweft the mask of Night is o 
Elfe woulda Maiden bluth bepaint my Cheek, 
For that which thou haft heard me {peak to Night 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain, deny 
What I have fpoke, but farewel, Complements, 
Doft thou Love? O, I know thou wilt fay, I, 
And Í will take thy word, yet if thou fwear’it, 
Thou may’ft prove falfe ; at Lovers perjuries 
They fay Youve laughs, oh gentle Romeo, 
If thou doft love, pronounce ir faithfully : 
Or if thou thinkeft | am too quickly won, 
Ile frown and be perverfe, and fay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe: Bucelfé not for the world. 
In truth, fair Mountague, | am too fond : 
And therefore thou mayeft think my haviour light, 
But truftme, Gentleman, le prove more true, 
Than thofe that have more coyning to be ftrange, 
I fhould have been more ftrange, I mult confefs, 
But that thou over-heard’ft e’re I was ware 
My true Loves paflion, therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light Love, 
Which the dark night hath fo difcovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder Moon, I vow: 
That tips with Silver all thefe Fruit-tree tops. 
Ful, O {wear not by the Moon, th’unconitant Moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled Orb, 
Left that chy Love prove likewife variable. 
Rom. What fhall I fwear by ? 
Ful. Do not {wear at all : 
Or ifthou wile, fwear by thy gracious felf, 
Which ts the God of my Idolatry, 
And i’le believe thee. 
Rom, \f my Hearts dear love ——— 
Ful. Well do not {wear although | joy in thee, 
i have no joy of this contract to Night, 
Itistoo rath, too unadvis’d, too fudden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe tobe, | 
E’re one can fay, itlightens, Sweet, good Night, 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous Flower when next we meet : 
Good night: good night, as fweet repofe and reft, 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my breaft. 
Rom. O wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied ? 
gal. What fatisfattion canft thou have to Night ? 
Rom. Th’ exchange of rhy Loves faithful Vow of mine. 
Ful. | gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it : 
And yet I would it wereco give again. 
Rom, Would’t chou withdraw it ? 
For what purpofe, Love? 
Fal, But to be frank, and giveit thee again, 
And yet 1 wih but for the thing I have, 
My bounty is as boondlefs as the Sea, 
My Loveasdeep, the more! givetothee, 


n my Face, 
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The morel have, for ooth are infinite. 
l hear fome noife within, dear Love adieu. 


Calls within. 


| Anon, good Nuric, fweet AZountague be truc : 
Stay but a little, i will come again. 

Rom, O blefled, blefled Night, lam afear’d. 
Being in night, al! this isbut a Dream, 
Too flattering {weet to be fubftantial. 

Enter. 

Fel. Three words, dear Romeo, 
And good night indeed, 
lf chat thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me word to morrow, 
By one that Ple procure to come to thee, 
Where, and what time thou wilt perform the Rite, 
And all my Fortunes at thy Foot lle lay, 
And follow thee, my Lord, throughout the World. 


[Within : Madam. 


I come, anon: but if thou meanest not well, 
I do befeech thee, 


(By and by, I come.) p 
Toceafe thy ftrife, and leave me to my grief; 
To morrow will I fend. 

Rom. So thrive my Soul. 


Ful. A thoufand times, good Night. _ Exit. 
Rom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light, 
Love goes toward Love, as School-boys from their Books, 

But Love from Love, towards School with heavy looks. 


Enter Juliet again, 


Ful, Hilt, Romeo, hift: O fora Falkners Voice, 

To lure this Taffel gentle back again, 

Bondage is hoarfe and may not fpeak aloud, 

Elfe would I tear the Cave where Eccho lies, i 
And make her ayry Tongue more hoarfe, than with 
The repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. Itis my Soul that calls dpon my Name. 
How filver-fweet found Lovers Tongues by Night, 
Like fofteft Mufick to attending Ears. 

Ful, Romeo. 

Kom, My Sweet. 

jul, What a Clock to morrow 
Shall] fend tothee? - 

Kom. By the hour of Nine. 

Jd, Ywill not fail, "tis twenty years till then, 
| have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom, Let me ftand here till chou remember it. 

fu. 1 fhall forget, to have chee {till ftand there, 
Remembring how I love thy Company. _ 

Rom. And}'fe {till tay to have thee {till forget, 
Forgetting: any other name but this. 

Ju,’ Tis almoft morning, I would have thee gone. 
And yet nofurther then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 
Like a poor Prifoner in his twifted Gyves, 
And with a filken thred plucks it again, 
So loving jealous of his Liberty. 

Rom, 1 would | were thy Bird. 

Ful, Sweet, fo would |, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing : 
Good night, good night. 

Kom. Parting is fuch fweet forrow, 

That I thall fay Good night, till it be morrow. 


Jui. Sleep dwellupon thine Eyes, peace in thy TA 


Kom. Would ! were Sleep and Peace fo fweet to reft, 


The gray-ey’d Morn {miles on the frowning Night, 
Check’ring the Eaftern Clouds with ftreaks of light, 
And Darknefs fleckel’d like a Drunkard feels, 

From forth days path-way, made by Titan’s Wheels. 
Hence will 1 to my Ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 


[Within , Madam. 


Enter Frier alone with a Basket. 


Frs, Now e’rethe Sun advance his burning Eye, 
The day to chear, and Nights dank dew to dry, 
| muft up-fill this Ofier Cage of ours, 
With baleful Weeds, and precious juiced Flowers, 
The Earth that’s Natures Mother, is her Tomb, 
What is her burying Grave, that is her Womb: 
And from her Womb Children of divers kind 
We fucking on her natural Bofom find : 
Many for many Virtues Excellent : 
None but for fome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful Grace that lies 
in Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualities: 
For nought fo vile, that on the Earth doth live, 
But tothe Earth fome fpecial good doth give. 
Nor ought fo good, but {train’d from that fair ufe, 
Revolts from true Birth, {tumbling on abufe. 
Vertue it felf turns vice being mifapplied. 
And Vice fometime by action dignified. 


Enter Romeo. 


Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, 

Poyfon hath refidence, and medicine Power : 

For this being fmelt, with that part chears each part, 

Being tafted flays all Senfes with the Heart. 

Two fuch oppos’d Kings encampthem ftill, 

In Man as well as Herbs, Grace and rude Will : 

And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full {oon the Canker Death eats up that Plant. 

Kom. Good morrow, Father. 
Fri, Benedicite. 

What early Tongue fo {weet falute them ? 

Young Son, it argues a diftemper’d Head, 

So foon to bid Good morrow to thy Bed ; 

Care keeps his watch in every old Mans Eye, 

And whére Care lodgeth, Sleep will never lie. 

But where unbruifed Youth with unftuft Brain _ 

Doth couch his Limbs, there golden fleep doth raign ; 

Therefore thy earlinels doth me aflure, 

Thou art up-rouz'd with fome diftemperature , 

Or ifnot fo, then here 1 hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to Night. f 
Rom. That laft istroe, the fweeter reft was mine. 
Fri. God pardon fin: waft thou with Rofaline ? 
Rom. With Rofiline, my Ghoftly Father ? No, 

Ihave forgot that Name, and that Name’s woe. 

Fri. That’s my good Son,but where haft thou been then? 
Rom, Vie tell thee e’re thou ask it me again ¢ 

[ have been feafting with mine Enemy, 

Where ona fudden one hath wounded me, 

That’s by me wounded: both our Remedies 

Within thy help and holy Phyfick lies : 

I bear nohatred, Blefled man, for lo 

My interceflion likewife fteads my Foe. | 
Fri. Be plain, good Son, reft homely in thy drift, 

Ridling confeffion finds but ridling thrift. 
Rom, Then plainly know my heart’s dear Love is fet 

On the fair Daughter of rich Capulet : 


= 


. As mine on hers, fo hers is feton mine, 


And all combin’d, fave what thou muft combine 
By holy Marriage: when, and where, and how, 
We met, we wood, and made exchange of vow, 
Pie tell the as we pafs, but this I pray, 
That thou confent to marry us to day. 

Fri, Roly Saint Francis, what a change is here ? 
Is Kofaline, that thou didit love fo dear, _ 
So {con forfaken ? young méns Love then lies 
Not truly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes. 
Jefu Maria, what a deal of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow Cheeks for Xofaline? 


lis help tocrave, andiny dear hap co tell. (Exit. | How much fale Water thrown away in watte, 


© On e ps Pas a 


The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet. 


To feafon Love, that of ‘it doth not tafte ? 

The Sun not yet thy fighes from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans yet ring in my ancient cars ; 

Lo here upon thy cheek the ftain doth fir, 

Of an old tear that ıs not waht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felf, and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofalsne. 

And art thou chang’d ? Pronounce this fentence then, 
Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Rom. Thon chidd’ft me oft for loving Rofatinc. 

Fri, For doting, not for loving, Pupil mine. 

Rom. And baď’ft me bury Love. 

Fri. Notin agrave, 

To lay oncin, another out to have. 

Rom. 1 pray thee chide me not, her | Love now 
Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love allow : 
The other did not fo. 

Fri. Oh fhe knew well, 
Thy Love did read by rote, that could not fpell ; 
But come young waverer,coine go with me, 
Inoncrefpect Plethy affiftant be: 
For this alliance may fo happy prove, 
To turn your houfhold-rancour to pure Love. 

Rom. O let us hence, I ftand on fudden hatte. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they Rumble that run faft. 


[ Exenne. 


Enter Benvoleo avd Mercutio. 


Mer, Where the devil fhonld this Romeobe ? came he 
not homc to night? . 

Ben, Not to his Fathers, I fpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard hearted wench, that 
Rofaline torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the kinfman to old Capulet, hath fent a Let- 
ter tohis Fathers houfe. 

Mer. A Challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anfwer it, 

Mer. Any man that can write, may anfwera Lerter. 

Ben.Nay he will anfwet the Letters Mafter how he dares, 
being darcd. Á 

Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead, ftabb’d with a 
white whenches black eye, run through the car with a 
Love-fong, the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
r ousshot-Mati, and is hc aman to encounter Ty- 

alt ? 

Ben. Why what is Tybale ? 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh he’s the Couragi- 
ous Captain of Complements : he fights as you fing prick- 
fongs, keepstime, diftance, and proportion; he refts his 
minum, one, two, andthe third in your Bofom: the very 
butcher of a filk button, a Duellift,a Duellift : a Gentleman 
of the very firft houfe of the firft and fecond caufe: ah the 
immortal Paflado, the Punto reverfo, the Hay 

Ber. The what ? 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affecting phanta- 
fies, thefe new tuners of accent : Jefu, a very good blade, 
a very tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this ala- 
mentable thing Grandfir, chat we ftionld be thus aficted 
with rhefe ftrange flies, chefe fahion-mongers, thefe par- 
don-me’s, who ftand fo much on the new form, that they 
cannot fit at cafe on the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones. 


Enter Romeo. 


Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer, Without his Roc, like a dried Herring. O flefh, 
flefh, how art thou fifhified ? Now is he for thc numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his Lady was a Kitchen- 


wench, marry fhe had a better love to berime her: Dido 


a Dowdy, Cleopatra, a Gipfie, Helen and Hero, hildings and 
| harlots : Thtsbya gray eye or fo, but not to the purpofe. 
Signior Xomeo, Bonjowr, there’sa French falutation to your 
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French flop: you gaveus the counterfeit fairly taft night. 

Romeo. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did 
l give you? 

Mer. The flip Sir, the flip, canyou not conceive ? 

Kom. Pardon Mercutio, my bufinefs was great, and in 
fuch a cafeas mine, a man may ftrain courtefie. 

Mer. That’s as muchas to fay, fucha cafe as yours con- 
{trains a man to bow in the hams. 

Kom. Meaning, to courtefie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Kom. A moft courteous expofition. 

Aker. Nay, Iam the very pinck of courtefie. 

Kom. Pinke for flower, 

Mer, Right. 

Kom. Why then is my Pomp well flowr’d. 

Mer. Sure wit, follow me this jeft now till thou haft 
worn out thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of it is 
2 the jeft may remain after the weating, fole-fingu- 
ar. ‘ 

Rom. O fingle-fol’d jeft. 

Solely fingular,for the finglenefs. 
Mer. Come between us good Benvolio, my wit faints. 
Rom. Switsand Spars, 

Swits and Spurs, or Wle cry a match. 

Mer, Nay, if our wits run the Wild-goofe chafe, 1 am 
done + For thou haft more of the Wild goofe in one of 
thy wits, thentam fure!l have in my whole five. Was! 
with you there for the Goofe ? 

Kom. Thou was never with me for any thing, when 
thou waft not there for the Goofe. 

Mer. L wilt bite thee by the ear for that jeft. 

Rom, Nay, good Goole bite not. 

Mer. Thy witis a very bitter-fweeting, 

It isa moft fharp fawce. 

Rom, And isit not well ferv`d in to a fweet Goofe ? 

Mor, Oh here’sa wit of Cheverell, chat ftretches from 
an inch narrow, to ell broad. 

Kom. I ftretch it out for that word, broad, which added 
to the Goofe, proves the far and wide, a broad Goofe. 

Mer, Why isnot this better now, then groaning for 
Love ? now art thon fociable, now are thou Romeo: now 
art thou what thou art, by Art as well asby Nature, for 
this driveling Love is like a great Natural, that runs lolling 
up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

fen. Stopthere, ftop there. 

(hair. 

Mer. Thou defireft me to ftopinmy Tale againft the 

Ben. Thou would’ft elfe made thy tale large. 

Mer © thou art deceiv’d, I would have made it fhort, 
for | was come to the whole depth of my Tale and meant 
indeed to occupy the argument no longer. 


Enter Nurfe and her Man 


Kom. Here s goodly gear. 
A fayle,a fayle. 

Afer. Two, two, a Shirt anda Smock. 

Nur, Peter ? 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My Fan Peto. 

Mer, Good Perer,to hide her face : 
For her Fan’s the fairer face ? 

Nur.God ye good morrow Gentlemen. | 

Mer. God ye gooden fair Gentlewoman 

Nur. ls it gooden ? 

Mer, "Tis no tefs I tell you , for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyal is now upon the prick of Noon. 

Nur. Out upon you: what a man are you ? 

Rom. One, Gentlewoman, 
That God hath made himfelfto mar. 

Nur. By my troth it is fad, for himfelf to mar quotha? 
Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may hnd 
the young Romeo ? 

Romeo. i ean tell you: but youne Romes will be older 

Ece when 
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when you have found him, than he was when you fought 
him : J am the youngelt of that Name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nur, You fay well. 

Mer, Yea, isthe worlt well? — 

Very well took, Ifaith, wifely, wifely. 

Nur. If you be he Sir, 
| delire fome Confidence with you. 

Ben. She will invite him to fome Supper. 

Mer. A Baud, a Baud, a Baud. Soho. 

Rom. W hat haft thou found ? 

Mer, No Hare Sir, unlefsa Hare Sirin a Lenten Pie, 
that is fomething Stale and Hoar ere it be fpent. 

An old Hare hoar,and an old Hare hoar is very good meat 

in Lent. l 
Buta Hare that ishoar, is too much for a ‘Score, when it 

hoars e’re it be fpent. 
Romeo, will you come to your Fathers ? Wee’l to Dinner 
thither. 

Rom, 1 will follow you. 

Mer, Farewel ancient Lady: | 
Farewel Lady, Lady, Lady. . 

CEx. Mercutio, Benvolio. 

Nur: I pray you Sir, what fawcy Merchant was this that 
was fo fullof his Roguery ? 

Rom. A Gentelman, Nurfe, that loves to hear himfelf 
talk, and will fpeak more in a minute, than he will ftand 
to in a Month. 

Nur. Anda {peak any thing againft me, Ple take bim 
down, anda were luftier than he is, and twenty fuch Jacks: 
Andif I cannot, Ple find thofe that fhall: Scurvy Knave, 
{am none of his flurt-gils, 1 am none of his skains-Mates. 
And thou mult ftand by too, and fuffer every Knave to ufe 
me at his Pleafure. 

Pet, 1 faw noManufe you at his Pleafure: if I had, my 
Weapon fhould quickly have been out, I warrant you, I 
dare draw as foon as another Man, if I fee occafion in a 
good Quarrel, and thc Law on my fide. 


Nur. Now afore God, Iam fo vext, that every part | 


about me quivers: {curvy Knave : Pray you Sir a Word: 
And asI told you,my young Lady bid me enquire you out; 
what fhe bid me fay, I will keep tomy felf: But firft let me 
tell ye, if ye fhould lead her ina fools Paradife,as they fay, 
it were a very grofs kind of behaviour, as they fay: For 
the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore, if you fhould 
deal double withher, truly it were anill thing to be of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftrefs, | 
proteft unto thee 

Nur. Good heart, and I faith 1 will tellher as much: 
Lord, Lord, fhe will be a joyful Woman. 

Kom, What wilt thou tell her, Nurfe ? Thon doft not 
mark me ? 

Nur, Twill tell her, Sir, that you do proteft, which, as 1 
take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. 

Kom. Bid her devife fome means tocome to fhrifc this 
And there fhe thal] at Frier Lawrence Cell (afternoon ; 
Be fhriv’d and married: here is for thy pains. 

Nur, Notruly Sir, nota penny. 

Rom. Goto, I fay you hall. 

Nur. This afternoon Sir? Well, he hall be there. 

Rom And ftay thou,good Nurfe,bchind the Abby-wall, 
Within this hour my Man hhall be with thce, 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled ftair, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 

Muft be my Convoy in the fecret Night. 
Farewel, betrufty, and le quite thy pains: 
Farewel, commend me to thy Miftrefs. 

Nur, Now God in Heaven blefs thee: Hark you Sir. 

Rom, What fait thou, my dear Nurfe ? 

Nur.is your man fecret?did you ne’re hear fay, Two may 
keep Counfel, putting one away ? 

Kom. l warrant thee my man as true as Steel. 

Nur, WellSir, my Miftrefs is the fweetelt Lady;,Lord, 
Lord, when "twas a little prating thing. O, there is a No- 
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ble manin Town, one Paris, that would fain lay Knifea- 
board: But fhe, good Soul, had aslive feea Toad, a very 
Toad, as fee him : Langer her fometimes, and tell her that 
Paris is the properer man, but I’le warrant you, when I fa 
fo, fhe looks as pale as any Clout in the verfal World. 
Doth not Rofemary and Romeo begin both with a letter ? 
Kom. 1Nurfe, what of that? Both with an R. 
Nur, Amocker that’s the Dogsname. R.is for the no, 
I know it begins with fome other Letter, and the hath the 
prectieft fententious of it, of youand Rofemary, that it 
would do you good to hear it. 
Kom, Commend me to thy Lady. 
Nur. 1a thoufand times. Peter? 
Pet. Anon. 


Nur, Before, and apace. (Ex. Nurfe and Peter. 


Enter Juliet. 


Jal. The Clock ftrook nine,when | did fend the Nurfe: 
In halfan hour fhe promifed to retutn, 
Perchance fhe cannot meet him: That’s not fo: 
Oh fheis Lame, Loves Heraulds fhould be thoughts, 
W hich ten times fafter glide than the Suns Beams, 
Driving back fhadows over Jowring Hills. 
Therefore do nimble Pinnion’d Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-fwift C “pid Wings : 
Now isthe Sun upon the highmoft Hil! 
Of this days journey, and fromnine till twelve, 
I three long hours, yet fhe is notcome: 
Had the affections and warm youthful Blood, 
She’ld be as fwift in motion asa Ball, 
My words would bandy her to my fweet Love, 
And his tome; but old Folks, 
Many fain as they were Dead, 
Unwieldy, flow, heavy, and pale as Lead. 


Enter Nur fe. 


O God fhe comes. O honey Nurfe, what News? 
Haft thou met with him ? Send thy Man away. 
Nur, Peter ftay at the Gate. 
Jul, Now good {weet Nurfe : 
O Lord why look’ft thou fad ? 
Though News be fad, yet tell them merrily. 
If good, thou fham’ft the Mufick of fweet News, 
By playing it to me with fo fower a Face. 

Nur, lam a weary, give me leave a while ; 
Fic, how my Bones ake, whata Jaunt have I had ? 

Juli. 1 would thou hadit my Bones, and I thy News : 
Nay come, I pray thee fpeak, good Nurfe fpeak. 

Nur. Jefu, what hafte ? can you not {tay a while? 
Do you not fee how lam out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 

To fayto me, that thou art out of breath ? 
The Excufe that thou doft make in this delay, 
Is longer then the Tale thou doft excufe. 

Is thy News good or bad ? Anfwer to that, 
Say either, and Ile {tay the Circumftance: 
Let me be fatisfied, is’t good or bad ? 

Nur, Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know 
not how to chufea man : Romeo no not he, though his Face 
be better than any mans,yet his Legs excell all mens, and 
for a Hand and a Foot,and a Bawdy, though they be not to 
be talk’don,yet they are paft compare.He isnot the Flower 
of Courtefic, but I warrant him as gentle a Lamb: Go thy 
wates Wench, ferveGod; whathave you din’d at home ? 

Juli, No, no: Butall this did1 know before : 

What faies heof our Marriage ? Whatof that ? 

Nur, Lord how my Head akes, what aHead hayel ? 
Jt beats as it would fall in twenty Peices. 

My back a tother fide: Omy back, my back: 
Befhrew your Heart for fending me about 
To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 

Juli. Í faith lam forry that thou art fo ill, 

Sweet, 
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Sweet, fweet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what fays my Love? 
Nur. Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman, 
And a courteous, and akind, and a handfom, 
And 1 warrant a vertuous; where is your Mother ? 
Juli. Where is my Mother ? 
Why the is within, where fhould fhe be ? 
How odly thou replyft / 
Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman : 
Where is my Mother ? 
Nur. O Gods Lady dear, 
Are you fo hot ? marry come up I trow, 
ls this the Poultis for my aking bones ? 
Hence forwarddo your meflages your felf. 
Juli. Here’s fuch a coil, come, what fays Romeo ? 
Nur. Have you got leave to go to fhrift to day ? 
Fali. 1 have. , 
Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There ftaiesa Husband to make you a Wife : 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your Cheeks, 
They’l be in Scarlet ftraight at any news: 
Hie you to Church, I muft another way, 
To fetch a Ladder, by the which your Love 
Mut climb a Birds neft foon, when it is dark : 
i am the drudge, and toil in your delight: 
But you fhall bear the Burthen foon at night. 
Go l’le to Dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
Fuls. Hie to high Fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 


[Exennt. 


Enter Frier and Romeo. 


Fri. So {mile the Heavens upon this holy act, 
That after hours with forrow chide us not. 

Rom, Amen, amen : but come what forrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 

Do thou but clofe our Hands with holy words, 
Then Love-devouring Death do what he dare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri, Thefe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die like Fire and Powder, 
Which as they kifs confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfom in his own dclicioufnefs, 

And inthe tafte confounds the appetite : 
Therefore love moderately, long Love doth fo, 
Too {wift arrives as tardy as too flow. 


Enter Juliet. 


Here comes the Lady. Oh fo light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlafting flint ; 
A Lover may beftride the Goflamour 
That idlesin the wanton Summer Air, 
And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 
Jeli. Good-even to my ghoftly Confeffor. 
Fri. Romeo fhall thank thce Daughter for us both. 
Fali. As much to him, elfe is his thanks too much. 
Rom. Ah Fulier, if the meafure of thy joy 
Be heapt like mine, andthat thy skill be more 
To blafon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Air, and let rich Muficks Tongue 
Unfold the imagin’d happinefs that both 
Receive incither, by this dear encounter. 
Juli. Conceit more rich in matter then in words, 
Brags of his Subftance, not of Ornament - 
They are but beggars that can count their worth, 
But my true Love is grown to fuchexcefs, 
| cannot fum up fome of half my wealth. 
Fri. Come, come with me,and we will make fhort work, 
For by your leaves, you fhall not {tay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 
[ Exennt, 
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Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and Men. 


Ben. | pray thee good Mercusio lets retire, 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad: 
And if we meet, we fhall not fcapea brawl, for now thefe 
hot days is the mad blood ftirring. 

Mer, Thou art like one of thofe Fellows, that when 
he enters the confines of a Tavern, claps me his fword up- 
on the table, and faies, God fend me no need of thee: and 
by the operation of the fecond Cup, draws hum on the 
Drawer, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben, Am] like fucha fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood, 
as any in /taly ; and as foon moved to be moody, and as 
foon moody to be mov'd. 

Ben, And what too? 

Mer, Nay,andthere were two fuch, we fhould have 
none fhortly,for one would kill the other : thou, why thou 
wilt quarrel with aman that hatha hair more, or a hair 
lefs in his Beard than thou haft : thou wilt quarrel witha 
nian for cracking Nuts, having no other reafon, but be- 
caufe thou haft hafel Eyes; what eye, but fuch an eye, 
would fpy out fuch a quarrel ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, asan Egg isfull of meat, and yet thy head hath been 
beaten as addle asan Egg for quarrelling : thou haft quar- 
rell’d with a man forCoughing in the ftreet,becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath lain afleep in the Sun. Did?ft 
thou not fall out with a Taylor for wearing his new Doub- 
let before Eafter ? with another, for tying his new Shoes 
with old Ribband? and yet thou wilt Tutor me from 
quarrelling “ 

Ben. And I were foapt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
fhould buy the Fee-fimple of my Life for an hour and a 
quarter. 

Mer. The Fee-fimple ? O fimple ! 


Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, ad others, 


Ben, By my head here come the Capulets. 

Mer. By my heel I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me clofe, for 1 will {peak to them. 
Gentlemen, Good-den, a word with oneof you. 

Mer, And but one word withone of us? couple it with 
fomething, make it a word and a blow. 

T'yb, You fhall find me apt enoughto that Sir, and you 
will give me occafion. 

Mercu. Could you not take fome occafion without 
giving ? 

Tyb. Mercutio, thou confort’{t with Romeo, 

Mer, Confort ? what doft thou make us Minftrels ? and 
thou make Minftrels of us, look to hear nothing but Dif- 
cords: here’s my Fiddleftick ; here’s that fhall make you 
dance. Come confort. 

Ben. We talk herein the publick haunt of men: 

Either withdraw unto fome private place, 
Or reafon coldly of your grievances, 
Or elfe depart; here all Eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Mens Eyes were made to look, and let them gaze, 
{ will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 


Enter Romeo. 


Tyb. Well, peace be with you Sir, here comes my man. 
Mer, But Ple be hang’d Sir if he wear your Livery : 
Marry go before to ficld, hee’! be your follower, 
Your Worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 
Tyb. Romeo, the love | bear thee, can afford 
No At term than this; Thouarta Villain. 
Rom. Tybalt, the reafon that I have to love thee, 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : 
Therefore farewell, I fee thou know’ft me not, 
Ty’. Boy, this fhall not excufe the injuries 
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| That thou haft done me, therefore turn and Draw. 
Rom. i do proteft 1 never injur’d thee, 

But lov’d thee better than thou can’ft devife ; 

Till thou fhalt know the Reafon of my Love. 

And fo good Capulet, which Name Í tender 

Asdearly as my own, be fatisfied. 

Mer. Ocalm, difhonourable, vile fubmiffion! 
Allaftucatho carries it away. 

Tybalt, You Rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

Tib. What wouldft thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine 
Lives, thati mean to make bold withal, and as you fhall 
ufe me hereafter dry beat the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the Ears? Make 
hafte, left mine be about your Ears e’re it be out. 

Tib. iam for you. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier up. 

Mer. Come Sir, your Paffado. 

Rom. Draw Benvolio, beat down their Weapons : 
Gentlemen, for fhame forbear this outrage, 

Tybalt, Mercutio, the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandyin g in Verona Streets, 
od Mercutio. 
Hold Tybalt, go PER TOMT 

Afer. I am hurt. 

A Plague of both the hovufes, Iam fped - 
Js he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. 1, 1, aScratch, aScratch, marry °tis enough, 
Where is my Page ? Go Villain fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom, Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, *tisnot fo deepasa Well, nor fo wide as a 
Church-door, but "tisenough, *twillferve: ask for me to 
morrow,and you fhall find me a Grave Man. I am pepper’d 
I warrant for this World : a Plague of both your Houfes. 
What, a Dog, aRat, aMounfe, a Cat tofcratch a Man to 
Death ! a Braggart, a | Rogues a Villain, that fights by the 
book of Arithmetick.Why the Div’l came you between us ? 
{ was hurt under your Arm. 

Rom. \ thought all for the beft. 

Ater. Help me into tome Houle Bezvolio, 

Or I fhall faint: aPlague o’both your Honfes, 

They have made worms-meat of me, 

[ have it, and foundly too, your Houfes. | 
Ext. 

Rom. This Gentleman, the Princes near Allie, 

My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt 

In my behalf, my Reputation ftain’d 

With Tybale’s ilander, Tybalt, thatan Hour 

Hath been my Cozen: O Sweet Juliet, 

Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 

And in my Temper foftned Valour’s Steel. 


Enter Benvolio. 


Ben. © Romeo, Romeo, brave Adercutio’s dead, 
That Gallant Spirit hath afpir’d the Clouds, 
Which too untimely here did {corn the Earth 

Rom. This days black Fate, on more days does depend, 
This but begins the Woe, others mutt end. 


Enter Tybalt. 


Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 
Rom. He gone in Triumph, and Mercutio Slain ? 
Away to Heaven refpective Lenity, 
And Fire, and Fury be my Conduct now : 
Now Tybalt take the Villain back again 
That late thou gav’ft me, for Afercutio’s Soul 
Isbuta little way above our Heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him Company : 
Either thou or I, or both, muft go with him. 
Tyb. Thou wretched Boy that didft confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 
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Kom, This ey eG that. 
| They fight. Tybalt falls: 
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone: 
The Citizens are up, and Tybalt flain, 


Stand not amaz’d, the Prince will Boot thee Death 
If thou art taken: Hence, be gone, away. 

Rom. O! I am Fortunes Fool, 

Ben, Why doft thou ftay ? 


[Exit Romeo. 
Enter Citizens. 


Citi. Which way ran he that kill’d Afercarjo ? 
Tybalt that Murtherer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt, 

Citi. UpSir, gowith me: 
I charge thee in the Princes Name obey. 


Enter Prince, old Mountague, Capulet, their 
Wives and all, 


Prin, Where are the vile beginners of thi 
Ben. O Noble Prince I can difcover all 
The unlucky mannage of this fatal Brall : 
There lies the man flain by young Romeo, 
That flew thy Kinfman brave Mercutio. 
Cap. Wi. Tybalt my Cozen? O my Brothers Child, 
Q Prince, O Cozen, Husband, O the Blood is fpill’d, 
Of my dear Kinfman. Prince as thou art true, 
For Blood of ours, fhed Blood of Mountague, 
O Cozen, Cozen. 
Prin. Benvolio, Who began this Fray ? 
Ben. Tybale here Slain, whom Romeo's hand did Sla ay, 
Romeo that fpoke him fair, bid him bethink 
How nice the Quarrel was, and urg’d withal 
Your High Difpleafure : All this uttered, 
With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow’d, 
Coulo not take Truce with the unruly Spleen 


5 Fray : ? 


balt, deaf to Peace, but that he Tilts 


R Piercing Steel ar bold Mercutio’s Breaft, 
| Who all as hot, turns deadly Point to Point, 


And witha Martial fcorn, witb one hand beats 

Cold Death afide, and with the other fends 

It back to Tybalt, whofe Dexterity 

Retorts it :- Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold Friends, Friends part, and fwifter than his Tongue, 
His able Arm beats down their fatal Points, 

And twixt them Rufhes, underneatli whofe ‘Arm, 
An envious thruft from Tybalt, hit the Life 

Of ftout Afercutio, and then Tybalt fled. 

But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained Revenge, 





; Anto’t they go like Lightning, for e’re] 


Could draw to part them, was ftout Tybalt Slain: 
And ashe fell, did Romeo turn and F ly : 
This is the Truth, or let Benvolio Die. 
Cap. Wi. Hei isa Kinfman to the Atountague, 
Affection makes him falfe, he {peaks not true. 
some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife, 
And all thofe twenty could but kill one Life. 
I beg for Juftice, which thou Prince muft give: 
Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo mult not Live. 
Prin. Romeo flewhim, he flew Agrcutio, 
Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth owe. 
Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercxtio’s Friend, 
His Fault concludes but what the Law fhould end, 
The Lifeof Tybate. 
Prin. And for that Offence, 
Immediately we do Exile him ‘hence: 
[ have an Intereft in your hearts Proceeding, 
My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding. 
But l’le amerce you with fo ftronga Fine, 
That you fhaij al] Repent the lofs of Mine. 
1 will be deafto Pleading and Excufes, 
Nor; 
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Nor Tears, nor Prayers hall purchafe our abufes. 
Therefore ufe none, let Romeo hence in hafte, 
Elfe when he is found, thathour ts hts Jalt. 
Bear hence this Body, and attend our Will: 
Mercy but Murders, pardoning thofe that Kill. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter Juliet alone. 


¥uli. Gallop apace, you fiery footed Steeds, 
Toward Phebus lodging, fucha Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Welt, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately, 
Spred thy clofe Curtain, Love-performing night, 
That run-aways eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap tothefe Arms, untalktof and unfcen, 
Lovers cau) fee to do their Amorous Rites, 
By their own Beauties: Orif Lovebe blind, 
It beft agrees with night : Come civil night, 
Thou Gier-fared Matron, allin black, 
And learn me how to lofe a winning Match, 
Playd for a pair of itainlefs Maidenheads, 
Hood my unmann’d Blood baiting in my Checks, 
With thy black Mantle, till ftrange Love grow bold, 
Think true Love acted fimple Modefly: 
Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie upon the Wings of night, 
Whiter than new Snow ona Ravens back : , 
Come gentle night, come loving black-brow’d night, 
Give me my Romeo, and when | fhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little Stars, 
And he will make the Face of Heaven fo fine, 
That all the World will be in Love with night, 


| And pay no Worhhip to the Garifh Sun. 


O Ihave bought the Manfionof a Love, 

But not poffefs’d it, and though I am fold, 

Not yetenjoy’d, fo tedious isthis Day, 

As is the night before fome Feftival, 

To animpatient Child that hath new Robes 

And may not wear them. O here comes my Nurfe; 


Enter Nurfe with Cords. 


And fhe brings news, andevery Tongne that {peaks 
+ But Romeo’s name, {peaks Heavenly Eloquence : 


Now Nurfe, what News? What halt thou there ¢ 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 
Nur. 1, 1, the Cords. 
Full. Ay me, what News? 
Why doft thou wring thy Hands. 
Nir. A weladay he’s dead, he’s dead, 
We are undone, Lady, we are undone. 
Alack the day, he’sgone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead. 
quli. Can Heav’n be fo envious? 
Nur. Romeo can, 
Though Heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 
Who ever would have thought it, Romeo ? 
Juli. What Divel art thou, 
That doft torment me thus? 


| This Torture fhould de roar’d in difmal Hell, 


Hath Romeo flain himfelf ? Say thou butl - 

And that bare Vowel J fhall ee more 

Than the Death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I ain not J, if there be fuchan 7. 

Or thofe Eyes fhot that nakes the anfwer I, 

If he be flain fayl, or if not, no. 

Brief founds determine of my weal or woe. 
Nur. I faw the Wound, I faw it with mine Eycs, 

God fave the Mark here on his manly Breaft, 

A pitteous Coarfe, a bloody pitteous Coarfe ; 

Pale, paleas Afhes, all bedawb’d in Blood, 

All in gore Blood, 1 fwooned at the fight. 
quli. O break my heart, 

Poor Bankrupt break at once, 
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To Prifon Eyes, ne’re look on Liberty, 
Vile Earth to Earth refign, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo prefs one heavy Beer. 
Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft Friend I had: 
O courteous Tybalt, honeft Gentleman, 
That ever | fhould live to fee thee Dead. 

Juli. What ftormisthis that blows fo contrary ? 
[s Romeo Naughter’d ? and is Tybalt dead ? 
My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord : 
The dreadful Trumpet found the general Doom, 
For who is living, if thofe two are gone ? 

Nur. Tybale is gone, and Romeo banifhed. 
Romeo that kilP’d him, he is Banifhed. . 

Jali, O God! 

Did Romeo’s hand fhed Tybale’s Blood ? 
Nur. It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Jali. O Serpent Heart, hid with a flowring face, 

Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave ? 
Beautiful Tyrant, Fiend Angelical, 
Ravenous Dove, feather’d Raven, 
Wolvifh-ravening Lamb, 

Defpifed fubftance of Divineft thow: 

Juft oppofite to what thou juftly feem’ft, 

A damned Saint, an Honourable Villain : 
O Nature! What hadit thou to do in Hell, 
When thou didft bower the Spirit of a Fiend 
In mortal Paradife of fuch {weet flefh ? 

Was ever Book containing fuch vile matter 
So fairly bound? O that deceit fhould dwell 
Ín fucha gorgeous Pallace. 

Nar, Yhere’sno Truft, noFaith, no honefty in men 
All perjur’d, all forfworn, all nought, all diffemblers, ` 
Ah where’s my man? Give me fome Agua vite? 

Thefe Griefs, thefe woss, thefe forrows make me old / 
Shame come to Romeo, 

Juli. Blifter’d be thy Tongue 

For fuch awilh, he was not born to hame : 

Upon his Brow fhame is afham’d to fit : 

For tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the Univerfal Earth : 

O what a Beaft was i to chide him fo ? 

Nar, Will you {peak well of him 
That kilPd your Cozen ? 

Juli. Shalk I {peak ill of him that is my Husband ? 

Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue fhall Smooth thy name, 

When I thy three hours Wife have mangled it ! 

But wherefore Villain didft thou kill my Cozen? 

That Villain Cozen would have kilPd my Husband : 

Back foolifh Tears, back to your native Spring, 

Your Tributary drops belong to Woe, 

Which your miftaking offer up to Joy: 

My Husband lives that Tybalt would have Slain, 

And Tybale dead that would have kill’d my Husband, 

Allthis is Comfort, wherefore weep I then ? 

Some word there was worfer then 7 ybale?s Death 

That Murdered me, ! would forget it fain, 

But oh it prefles tomy Memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners minds, 

Tybalt isdead, and Romeo Banithed : 

That Banifhed, that one word Banithed, 

Hath fain ten thoufand Tybales: Tybalt’s death 

Was woe enough ifit had ended there : 

Or if fower woe delights in Fellowhhip, 

And needly willbe rank’d with other Griefs, 

Why followed not, when fhe faid Tybalt’s dead, 

Thy Father, or thy Mother, nay or both, 

Which modern Lamentation might have mov’d. 

But witha Rere-ward following 7 ybale’s death, 

Romeoisbanilhed, to {peak that word, 

IsFather, Mother, Zybdr, Romeo, Fuliet, 

All Slain, all Dead: Romeo is banifhed, 

Thereis noend, nolimit, meafure, bound, 

In chat words death, no words can that woe found. 

Where is my Father and my Mother, Nurfe ? 
SECC 
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Nur, Weeping and wailing over / ybalrs Coarfe. 

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither. 
Ful. Wath they his wounds with tears:mine fhall be {pent 

When theirs are dry for Romeos Banifhment. 
Take up thofe Cords, poor Ropes you are beguil’d, 
Both you and], for Romeois Exil'd: 
He made you for an High-way to my bed, 
But la Maid, dye Maiden widowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurfe, le to my Wedding-bed, 
And Death, not Romeo, take my Maiden-head. 

Nur. Hie to your Chamber, Ple find Romeo 
Tocomfort yon, { wot well where he ss : 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at Night, 
Ple to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

Juli. O findhim, give this Ring tomy true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laft Farewel. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri, Romeo, come forth, 
Come forth, thou fearful Man, 
Affliction is enamour’d of thy Parts: 
And thou art wedded to Calamity. 
Rom. Father, what News? 
What is the Princes Doom ? 
What Sorrow craves admittance at my hand, 
That I yet know not ? 
Fri. Too familiar 
{s my dear Son with fuch fowr Company : 
l bring thee Tydings of the Princes Doom. 
Rom, What lefs than Dooms-day, 
Is the Princes Doom? a 
Fri. A gentle Judgment vanifht from his Lips, 
Not Bodies Death, but Bodies Banifhment. 
Rom. Ha, Banifhment ? Be merciful, fay Death: 
For Exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than Death, do not fay Banifhment. 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
Rom. There is no world without Verona-walls, 
But Purgatory, Torture, Hellit felf : 
Hence banifhed, is banifht from the World, 
And worlds Exile is death. Then banithed 
ls Death mis-term’d, calling Death Banifhed. 
Thou cut’ft my Head off with a Golden Ax, 
And fmil’ft upon the ftroak that Murders me. 
Fri. O deadly fin, O rude unthankfulnefs ! 
Thy fault our Lawcalls Death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath rufht afide the Law, 
And rurn’d that black word Death, to Banifhment. 
This isdear Mercy, and thou feelt ic not. 
Rom. ?Tis Torture and not Mercy, heaven is here 
Where Faliet lives, and every Cat and Dog, 
And little Moufe, every unworthy thing 
Live here inheaven, and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. More Validity, 
More honourable State, more Courtfhip lives 
In Carrion Flies, than Romeo: They may feize 
On the white wonder of dear Fuliets hand, 
And fteal immortal bleffings from her lips, 
Who even in pure and Veftal Modefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their own kiffes fin. 
This may Flies do, when I from this muft fly, 
And faift thou yet, that Exile is not Death ? 
But Romeo may not, he is banifhed. 
Hadft thou no poifon mixt, no fharp-ground knife, 
No fudden mean of Death, though nere fo mean, 
But banifhed to kill me? Banifhed ? 
O Frier, the Damned ufe that wordin Hell: 
Howlings attend it, how haft thou the heart 
Beinga Divine, a Ghoftly Confeffor, 
A Sin-Abfolver, and my Friend profeft, 
To mangle me with-that word Banifhed ? 
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Fri. Fond Mad-man, hear me fpeak. 
Rom, O thou wilt fpeak again of banifhment. 
Fri. Vile give thee Armour to keep off that word, 
Adverfitics fweet milk, Philofophy, 
Tocomfort thee, though thou art banithed. 
Rom. Yet, banifhed ? Hang up Philofophy, 
Unlefs Philofophy can make a Fuler, 
Difplant a Town, reverfe a Princes Doom, 
Ic helps not, 1¢ prevails not, talk no more: 
Fri. Othen I fee, that mad-men have no ears, 
Rom. How fhou’d they, 
When wife-men have no eyes ? 
Fri. Let me defpair with thee of thy Eftate. 
Rom, Thou canft not fpeak of that thou doft not feel, 
Wertthouas young, as filree my Love: 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me banifhed. 


| Then might’ft thou fpeak, 


Then migh’ft thou tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground as I do now, 
Taking the meafure of an unmade Grave. 


Enter Nur fe and knocks. 


Fri. Arile, one knocks, 
Good Romeo hide thy felf. 

Rom. Not J, 
Unlefs the breath of Heart-fick groans 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 


[ Krock, 
Fri. Hark, how they knock, 
(Who's there) Romeo, arife, 
Thou wilt be: taken, ftay awhile, ftand up: 
[ Xnock, 
Run to my ftudy: By and by, Gods will ? 
What Simplenefs is this: I come, I come. 
[C Knock, 


Who knocks fo hard ? 
Whence come you? what’s your Will? 


Enter Nurfe. 


Nur, Let me come in, 
And you fhall know my Errand: 
| come from. Lady Jultet. 

Fri. Welcom then. 

Nur, O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 
Wher’s my Ladies Lord? wheres Roveo. 

Frit. There on the ground, 
With his own tears made drunk. 

Nur, O he ts even in my Mittrefs cafe, 
Juft in her cafe, O woful Sympathy! 
Piteous predicament, even fo lies fhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand up, ftandup, ftand and you be a Man, 
For Fuler’s fake, for her fake rife and ftand: 
Why fhould you fall into fo deep an O. 

Rom, Nurfe. 

Nar, Ahfir, ah fir, deaths the end ofall. 

Rom, Speak’ft thou of Juliet? How ist with her ? 
Doth not fhe think me anold Murtherer, 

Now | have ftain’d the Child-hood of our joy 
VVith blood, removed but little from her own? 
Where is fhe ? and how does fhe ? and what fays 
My conceal’d Lady to our conceal’d Love ? 

Nur, Oh fhe fays nothing,Sir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now falls on her bed, andthen ftarts up. 
And Tybalt calls, and then Romeo cries, 

And then down falls again. 

Ro. Asif that Name fhot from the deadly level of a Gun 
Didmurder her, as that Names curfed hand 
Murdered her Kinfman. Oh tell me, Frier, tell me, 
In what vile part of this Anat omy 
Doth my Name lodge ? Tellme, that I imay fack + 
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The hateful Manfion. 

Fri, Hold thy defperate hand : 
Art thou a man? Thy form criesout, thou art: 
Thy tears are womanifh, thy wild Acts do note 
The unreafonable fury of a Beatt. 

Unfeemly Woman, in a feeming Man, 

And ill befeeming Beaft in feeming both, 

Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy Order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temper’d. 

Haft thou flain Tybale? Wilt thou flay thy felf? 
And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lives, 

By doing damned hate upon thy felf? 

Why rail’ft thou on thy birth ? the Heaven and Earth ? 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once which thou at once would’ft lofe. 

Fie, fie, thou hamt thy hape, thy Love, thy Wit: 
Which like an Ufurer abound’ft in all: 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed, i 
Which fhould bedeck thy fhape, thy Love, thy Wit: 
Thy Noble fhape is bnt a Form of Wax, 
Digrefling from the Valour of a Man, 

Thy dear Love fworn, but hollow Perjury, l 
Killing that Love which thou haft vow’d to Cherith, 
Thy Wit, that Ornament to fhape and Love, 
Mif-fhapen in, the Conduct of them both: 

Like Powder in a skillefs Souldiers flask, 

Is fet a fire by thine own ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine own Defence. 
What, roufe thee, Man, thy Fulser is alive, 

For whofe dear fake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy. Tybale would kill thee, 
But thou flew’ft Tybalt, there art thou happy too, 
The Law that threatned Death became thy friend, 
And turn’d it to Exile, there art thou happy. 

A pack of Bleflings light upon .thy back, 
Happinefs courts thee in her belt Array, 

But like a mif fhapen and a fullen Wench, 

Thou putteft up thy Fortune and thy Love: 
Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable. 
Go get thee to thy Love as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 

But look thou ftay not till the Watch be fet, 
For then thou canft not pafs to Mantua, 

Where thou fhalt live till we can find a time 

To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back, 
With twenty hundred thoufand times more Joy 
Than thou went’ft forth in Lamentation. 

Go before, Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haften all the Houfe to Bed, 

Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto. 

Romeo 1s coming. 

Nur, O Lord, I could have ftaid here all night, 
To hear good Counfel: Oh what Learning is” 

My Lord, Ple tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Do fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide. 

Nur, Here, Sir, a Ring fhe bid me give you, Sir: 
Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late. 

Kom. How well my comfort is reviv’d by this. 

Fri. Go hence. 

Goodnight, and here ftands all your ftate: 
Either be gone before the VVatch be fet, 

Or by the Break of day difguis’d from hence, 
Sojourn in Mantxa, Vie find out your man, 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

Every good hap to you that chances here : 
Give me thy hand, *tis late, farewel, Good night. 

Kom, But that a joy, paft joy, calls owt on me, 
It were a grief, fo brief to part with thee: 
Farewel. 


Enter old Capulet, his Wife, and Paris. 
Cap. Things have faln out, Sir, fo unluckily, 
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That we have no time to move our Daughter: 
Look you, the lov’d her Kinfman Tybale dearly, 
And fo didl. Well, we were born to die. 
Tis very late, hell not come down to Night : 
[ promife you, but for your Company, 
i would have been a bed an hour ago. 
Par, Thefe times of woe afford notimes to wooe: 
Madam, Good night, commend me to your Daughter. 
Lad. | will, and know her mind early to morrow ; 
To night fhe is mewed up to her heavinefs. 
Cap. Sir Paris, 1 will make a defperate tender 
Of my Childs Love: I think fhe will be rul’d 
In all refpects by me, nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed, 
Acquaint her here of my Son Paris Love, 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednefday next, 
But foft, what day is this 
Par, Monday, my Lord. 
Cap. Monday, ha, ha, well, Wednefday is too foon, 
A Thourfday let it be: A Thurfday tell her 
She fhall be married to this Noble Earl: 
Will you be ready? Do you like this hafte ? 
Wee’l keep no great a-do, a friend or two, 
For, hark you, Tybale being flain fo late, 
It may be thought we held him carelefly, 
Being our Kinfman, if we revel much: 
Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen Friends, 
And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfday ? 
Par. My Lord, 
l would that Thurfday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday beit then: 
Go you to Falier ere you go to bed, 
Prepare her Wife, againit this wedding day. 
Farewel, my Lord, light to my Chamber, hoa, 
Afore me, it is fo late,that we may call it early by and by. 
Good night. 


[ Exeunt., 


Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 


Juli. Wilt thou be gone ? 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine Ear, 
Nightly fhe fings on yond Pomgranate Tree, 
Believe me Love, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Lark, the Herauld of Morn: 
No Nightingale: Look, Love, what envious ftreaks 
Do lace the fevering Clouds in yonder Eaft: 
Nights Candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the mifty Mountain tops, 

I muft be gone and live, or ftay and die. 

Fuls, Yon light is not Day-light, I know it, I: 
[t is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales, 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 


„Therefore ftay yec thou need’ft not to be gone. 


Rom. Let me be tane, let me be put to death, 


Jd am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 


Ple fay yon gray is not the Mornings eye, 

Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow. 

Nor that is not the Lark whofe Notes do beat 
The vaulty Heavens fo high above our Heads, 
I have more Care to ftay, than will to go: 
Come Death and welcome, Faulier wills it fo. 
How is’t, my Soul, let’s talk, itis not day. 

Ful. It is, wt is, hic hence, be gone, away : 
It is the Lark that fings fo out of Tune, 
Straining harfh Difcords, and unpleafing Sharps. 
Some fay the Lark makes fwect Divifion ; 

This doth not fo: For fhe divideth us. 
Some fay, the Lark, and loathed Toad change Eies, 
O now | would they had chang’d voices too: 
Since arm from arm that Voice doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntf-up to the day, 
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Enter Madam and Nurfe. 


Nur. Madam. 
i. Nurfe. 
he Your Lady Mother 1s coming to your Chamber, 
The Day is broke, be wary, look about. i 
‘Suli. Then Window let Day in, and let Life out. 
Rom. Farewel, farewel, one kif, and le defcend. 
Juli. Art thou gone fo ? Love,Lord,ah Husband, Friend, 
I muft. hear from thee every day in the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days, 
O by this count | fhall be much tn years, 
E’re | again behold my Romeo. 
Rom. Farewel: ' 
I will omit no opportunity, 
That may convey my greetings, Love, to thee. : 
Juli. O thinkeft thou we hall ever meet again ! 
Rom. 1 doubt it not, and all thefe woesfhall ferve 
For {weet Difcourfes in our time to come. 
fali. O God! I have an ill Divining Soul, 
Methinks I fee thee now, thou art fo low, 
As one dead in the bottom of a Tomb, 
Either my Eye-fight fails: or thou look’ft pale. 
Rom, And cruit me, Love, in my Eye fo do you: 
Dry forrow drinksour Blood. Adieu, adieu. Ai 
fuli. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
[f chouart fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renown’d for Faith ? be fickle Fortune: 
For then! hope thou wilt not keep him long, 
But fend him back. 


Enter Mother. 


La. Ho Daughter, are you up? 

Juli, Whois’tthat calls ? isitmy Lady Mother ? 
Is fhe not down fo late, or up fo early ? 

What unaccultom’d caufe procures her hither ? 
La. Why how now, Juliet ? 

Juli, Madam, I am not well. dj 

La. Evermore weeping for your Coufins death ? 
What wilt thou wafh him from his Grave with tears ? - 
And ifthou couldft, thou couldft not make him live : 
Therefore have done, fome grief fhews much of Love, 
But much of grief fhews Jtill fome want of wit. 

Juli. Yet let me weep, for fuch a feeling lofs. 

La. So fhall you feel the lofs, but not the Friend 
Which you weep for. 

Fali. Feeling fo the lofs, 
| cannot chufe but ever weep the Friend. 

La, Well Girl, thou weep’ft not fo much for his death, 
As that the Villain lives which flanghter’d him. 

Fuli. What Villain, Madam ? 

La, That fame Villain, Romeo. 

Fuli, Villain and he be many miles afunder : 

God Pardon him, I do with all my heart, 
And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

La. Thatis becaufethe Traitor lives. 

Juli. 1, Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands: 
Would none but I might venge my Couftn’s death. 

La, We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not. 
Then weep no more. Ple fend toonein Mantua, 
Where that fame banih’d Runnagate doth live, 

Shall give hiin fuchan unaccuftom’d dram, 
That he fall foon keep Tybalt Company : 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

Fuli. Indeed | never (hall be fatisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him. Dead 
[smy poor heart, fo for a Kinfman vext: 

Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a Poifon, 1 would remper it ; 
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be gone, more light, and it light grows. 
> Ro. More light and light, more dark and dark our woes. 


That Romeo fhould upon receipt thereof, 
Soon fleep in quiet. Oh how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam’d, and cannot come to him 
To wreak the love i bore my Coufin Tybalr 
Upon his Body that hath flaughter’d him. 
Mo, Find thou the means, and l'le find fucha man, 
But now !’le tell thee joyful tidings, Girl. 
Jeli. And joy comes well, in fuch a needy time, 
What are they, I befeech your Ladythip ? 
Mo, Well, well, thon haft a careful Father, Child ; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavineds, 
Hath forted our a fudden day of joy, 
That thou expects not, nor I look?d not for. 
Juli. Madam, in happy time, what day is this? 
Mo. Marry, my Child, early next Thurfday morn, 
The gallant, Young, and Noble Gentleman, 
Fhe County Parisat St. Peter’s Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride. 
Juli. Now by Saint Perer’s Church, and Peter too, 
He-fhall not make me there a joyful Bride. 
| wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
E’re he that fhould be Husband comes to wooe. 
t pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 
I wili not marry yet, and when I do, I fwear 
It hall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris. Thefe are News indeed. 
Mo. Here comes your Father, tell him fo your felf, 
And {ee how he will take it at your hands. 


? 


Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 


Cap. W hen the Sun fets, the Earth doth drizzle Dew; 
Buc for the Sunfet of my Brother’s Son, 
lt rains down-right. 
How now? a Conduit Girl, what ftill in tears? 
Evermore fhowring in one little Body ? 
Thy Counterfeit’sa Bark, a Sea, a Wind: 
For ftill thy Eyes, which I may cal) the Sea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears, the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this Salt flood, the Winds thy Sighs, 
Who raging with the Tears, and they with them, 
Without a fudden calm will over-fer 
Thy tempetft-toffed Body. How now, Wife? ` 
Have you delivered to her our Decree ? 

La. 1, Sir; 
But fhe will none, fhe gives you thanks ? 
I would the Fool were married to her Grave. 

Cap. Soft, take me with yoo, take me with you, Wife, ° 
How, will fhe none ? doth fhe not give us thanks ? 
Is fhe not proud ? doth fhe not count her bleft, 
Unworthy as fhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ? 

Juli, Not proud you have, 

But thankful that you have. 
Proud can | never be of what I have, 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 

Cap. How now ? 

How now? Chopt Logick ? what is this ? 

Proud, and | thank you: and I thank you not. 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine joints gaint Thurfday next, 
To go with Parts to Saint Peter’s Church: 

Or I will drag thee on a Hurdle thither. 

Out you Green-ficknefs Carrion, out you baggage, 
Out you Tallow-face. 

Lad. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

Jul. Good Father, 1 befeech you on my Knees 
Hear me with patience, but to {peak a word. 

Fa, Hang thee, Young Baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thur/day, 
Or never after look me in the Face, 

Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me. 
My Fingers itch, Wife: we {carce thought us bleft, 
That God had lent us but this only Child, 


But 
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But now I fee this one is one too mach, 
And that we have a Curfe in having her: 
Out on her, Hilding. 
Nur. God in Heaven blefs her, 
You are to blame, my Lord, to rate her fo. 
. Fa, Andwhy,my Lady Wifdom ? hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, fatter with your Goflip, go. 
Nur. | fpeak no Treafon, 
O God gi’ goode’en, 
May not one {peak ? 
Fa, Peace you mumbling Fool, 
Utter your Gravity o’re a Goflips bowl, 
For here we need it not. 
La. Youare too hot. 
Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad ° 
Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
Alone, incompanv, {till my care hath been 
To have her match’d, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of fair Demeans, Youthful, and Nobly Allied, 
Stuft, asthey fay, with Honourable parts, 
Proportion’d as ones thought would wilh a Man. 
And then to have a wretched puling Fool, 
A whining Mammet, im her Fortunes tender, 
To anfwer Ple not wed, 1 cannot Love, 
l am too young, I pray you pardon me. 
But, and you will not wed, Ple pardon yov. 
Graze where you will, you fhall not Houfe with me: 
Look to't, think oprt, Í do not ufe to jeft. 
Thurfdayis near, lay Hand on Heart, advife ; 
And yon be mine, Pie give youto my Friend : 
And you be not Hang, Beg, Starve, die in the Streets, 
For, by my Soul, Ile ne’re acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine, fhall never do thee good: 
Truft to’r, bethink you, Ple not be forfworn. 


( Exir. 


Ful. Is there no pity fitting in the Clouds, 
That fees into the bottom of my grief? 
O fweet my Mother, caft me not away, 
Delay this Marriage fora Month, a Week, 
Or tf youdo not, make the Bridal Bed 
in that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 

Mo. Talk not to me, for Pie not fpeak a word, 
Do as thou wilt, for [have done with thee. 


[Exs 


Ful. O God! 
O Norfe, how fhall this be prevented ? 
My Husband ison Earth, my Faith in Heaven, 
How fhall that Faith return again to Earth, 
Unlefsthat Husband fend it me from Heaven, 
By leaving Earth ? Comfort me, counfel me, 
Alack, alack, that Heaven fhould pra¢tife Scratagems 
Upon fo foft a Subject, as my felf. 
What fay’ft thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, Nurfe. 

Nur. Faith here it is, 
Romeo is banifhed, and all the World to nothing 
That he dares ne’re come back to challenge you : 
Or if he do, it needs mult be by ftealth. 
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 
I think ic beft you married with the Count, 
Oh he’s a lovely Gentleman : 
Romeos a dih clout to him: an Eagle, Madam, 
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fa fairan Eye 
As Paris hath, befhrew my very Heart, 
I think you are happy in this fecond match, 
For it excels your firft : or if it did not; 
Your firit isdead, or °twere as good he were, 
As living here, and you no ufe of him. 

gul. Speakelt chou from thy Heart ? 

Nur. And from: my Soul to, 
Or elfe befhrew chem both. 

Ful. Amen. 

Nur. What ? 
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Jul. Well, thouhaft comforted me marv’lo i 
Go in, andtell my Lady ! am gone, <e 
Having difpleas’d my Father, to Lawrence Cell 
To make Confeflion, and to be Abfoived. 

Nur. Marry I will, and this is wifely done. 

Jal. Ancient Damnation, O moft wicked Fiend. — 
Is it more Sin to with me thus forfworn, 

Or todifpraife my Lord with that fame Tongue 
Which fhe hath prais’d him with above compare, 
So many thoufand times? Go, Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofom henceforth thall be twain - 
Ple to the Frier to know his remedy. 

Ifall elfe fail, my felf have power to die. 


{ Exeunt. 
Enter Frier and Count Paris. 


Fri. On Thurfday, Sit, the time is very fhort. 
Par. My Father Capulet willhave it fo, 
And I am nothing flow to flack his hafte. 
Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind : 
Uneven is the courfe, J like it not. 
Pa. Immoderately fhe weeps for Tybale’s death, 
And therefore have [ little talk of Love, 
For Venus {miles not in a Houfe of Tears, 
Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous 
That the thould give her forrow fo much {way : 
And in his Wifdom, haftes our Marriage, 
To ftopthe inundation of her Tears, 
Which too mach minded by her felf alone, 
May be put from her by Society. 
Now do you know the reafon of this hafte ? 
Fri. 1 would I.knew not why it fhould be flow’d. 
Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 


Enter Juliet. 


Par, Happily met, my Lady and my Wife. 
Ful. That maybe, Sir, when I may be a Wife. 
Par. That may be, muftbe, Love, on Thurfday next. 
Jal. What muft be, hali be. 
Frs. That's acertain Text. 
Par. Come youto make Confeffion to this Father ? 
Ful. To anfwer that, | fhould confefs to you. 
Par. Do not deny tohin, that you love me. 
Ful, | will confefs to you that | Love bim. 
Par. Sowill ye, 1 am fore, chat you Love me. 
Ful. 1€ Ido fo, it will beof more Price, 
Being {poke behind your back, than to your Face. 
Par. Poor Soul, thy Face is much abus’d with Tears. 
Jul. The Tears have got finall Victory by that: 
For it was bad enough before their {pight. 
Pa. Thou wrong’ft it more than Tears withthat report. 
Ful, That isno flander, Sir, which is truth, 
And what I fpeak, I fpeak icto my Face. 
Par, Thy Face ismine, and thou haft flandred ic. 
Ful. it may be fo, for it is not mine own. 
Are youat leifure, Holy Father now, 
Or fhall 1 come to youat evening Mafs ? 
Fri, My leifure ferves me, penfive Daughter, now. 
My Lord, I muft intreat che time alone. 
Par. God fhield , 1 thould difturb Devotion: 
Juliet, on Therfday early will lrowze ye, 
Till then adieu, and keep this holy kifs. 
C Exit Paris. 
Ful. O hut the Door, and'when thou haft done fo, 
Come weep with me, paft hope, palt care, paft help. 
Fri, O, Fulet,l already know thy grief, 
lc {trains me paft the compafs of my wits : 
| hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogne it, 
On 7 hurfday next be married to this Count. 
Fal, Tell me not, Frier, that thou heareft of this, 
Unlefs thou tell me how | may prevent it: 
It 


at a ES Sr es tie a ese o>, 


322 


If in chy wifdom, thou canft give no help, 
Do thou but call my refolution Wife, 
And with this Knife, Ple help it prefently. 
God joyn’d my heart and Xomeo’s, thou our hands, 
And ære this. hand, by thee to Romeo fea Pd, 
Shall be the Label to another Deed, 
Or my true Heart with treacherous revolt, 
Turn to another, this hall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long experienc’d Time, 
Give me fome prefent Counfel, or behold i 
*Twixt my extreams and me, thisbloody Knife 
Shal! play the umpire, arbitrating that, 
W hich the Comniiflion of my years and Art, 
Could to no lue of true Honour bring : 
Be not fo long to fpeak, ! long to die, 
if what thou fpeak"It fpeak not of Remedy. 
Fri. Hold, Daughter, I do fpic a kind of hope, 
Which craves as defperate an Execution, 
As that is defperate which we would prevent. 
If rather than to marry County Paris, 
Thou haft the itrength of Will to flay thy felf, 
Then itis likely thou wilt undertake 
| A thing like Death to chide away this hame, _ 
| That cop’ft with Death himfelf, to {cape from it: 
And if thou dar’it, Pile give theeremedy. | 
Juli. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walkin Thievih ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are: Chain me with roaring Bears 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel Houfe, 
O’re covered quite withdead Mens ratl ing Bones, 
With recky fhanks, and yellow chaplefs skuls : 
Or bid me go into a new made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead Man in his Grave, 
Things that to hear them told, have made me tremble, 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 
} To live an unftain’d Wife to my fweet Love. 
Fri. Hold then: Gohome, bemerry, give confent, 
To marry Par:s : Wednefday is to morrow, 
To morrow Night look that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy Nurfe lie with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Viol being then in Bed, 
And this diftilling Liquor drink thou off, 
When prefently through all thy Veins fhall run 
A cold and drowfie Humour : For no Pulfe 
Shall keep his Native Progrefs, but Surceafe : 
No warmth, no breath fhall ceftifie thou liveft. 
The Rofes in thy Lips and Cheeks fhall fade 
To mealy afhes, the cyes windows fall 
Like Death when he fhats up the day of Life ; 
Each part depriv’d of fupple Government, 
Shall {tiffand ftark, and cold appear like Death, 
And in this borrowed likenefs of fhrunk Death, 
Thou fhalt continue two and forty Hours, 
And then awake, as from a pleafant Sleep, é 
Now when the Bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rowfe thee from thy Bed, there art thou Dead : 
Then as the manner of our Country is, 
in thy belt Robes uncover’d on the Beer, 
Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Grave, 
Thon fhalt be bornto that fame Ancient Vault, 
W here all the Kindred of the Capulers lie, 
In the mean time, againft thou fhalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 
And hither fhall he come, and that very Night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantsa, 
And this fhall free thee from this prefent hame, 
if no unconftant Toy nor Womanihh fear, 
Abate thy Valour in che ating it. “s 
Juli. Give me, give me, O cell not me of fear, 
Hold, get you gone, be {trong and profperous 
In this refolve, Wle fend a Frier with fpeed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 
Ful, Love give me Itrength, 
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And ftrength fhall help afford: 
Farewel, dear Father. 


[ Exit, 


Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurfe, and 
ferving-men, twoor three, 


_ Cap. So many Guefts invite as here are writ, 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cooks. 

Ser. You hall have none ill, Sir, for Pie try ifthey can 
lick their fingers. 

Cap. Howcanft thon try them fo ? 

Ser. Marry, Sir, ’tisan il] Cook that cannot lick his own 
fingers: Therefore he that cannot lick his fingers, goes 
not with me, 

_ Cap. Go, be gone, we fhall be much unfurnith’d for this 
time: What is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 

Nur. \ forfooth. 

Cap. Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 

A peevifh felf-wild Harlotry it is, 


Enter Juliet. 


Nur, See where the comes from fhrift 
With merry look. 
Cap. How now, my Headftrong, 
Where have you been gadding ? 
Ful’, Where have learnt me to repent the Sin 
Of difobedient Oppofition 
To you and your behefts, and am enjoyn’d 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here, 
To ap your Pardon: Pardon 1 befeech you, 
Henceforward Iam ever rul’d by you. 
Cap. Send for the Count, go tell him of this, 
Ple have this Knot knit up to morrow morning. 
Jal. [met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gave him what becomed Love! might, 
Not ftepping o’re the boundsof Modelty. 
Cap. Whyl!lam glad an’t, this is well, ftand up, 
This is ast fhould be, let me fee the County : 
I marry, gol fay, and fetch him hither. 
Now afore God, this reverend Holy Frier, 
All our whole City is much bound to him. 
Jule. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofet, 
Fo help me fort fuch needful Ornaments, 
As you think fit to furnih me to morrow ? 
Mo. No not till Thurfday, there istime enough. 
Fa. Go Narfe, go with her, 
Wee’l to Church to morrow. 
[ Exeunt Juliet and Nurfe. 
Mo. Wehhall be fhort in our Proyifion, 
Tis now neer Night. 
Fa. Tuh, I will ftir about, 
And all things fhall be well, 1 warran tthee, wife: 
Go thou to Julset, help to deck up her, 
Mle not to bed to night, lec me alone: 
"le play the Hufwife for thisonce. What ho? 
They areall forth, well I will walk my felf 
To County Pars, to prepare him up 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wordrous light, 
Since this fame way-ward Girl is fo reclaim’d. 
(Excunt Father and Mother 


Enter Julict ana Nurfe. 


Juli. 1, thofe attires are beft, but gentle Nurfe, 
| pray thee leave meto my felf to Night : 
For! have need of many Orifons, 
To move the Heavens to {mile upon my ftate, 
W hich well thou know’ft 1s crofs and full of fin, 


Enter Mother. 
Mo. What are you bufie, ho ? Need you my help ia 
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Fuli. No, Madam, we have cull’d fuch neceflarics 
As are behoveful for our {tate to morrow : 
So pleafe you, let me now be left alone, 
And lec che Nurfe this night fit up with you, 
For I am fure you have your hands full all, 
In this fo fudden bufinefs. 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need: 

: [ Excunt, 

Jali. Farewel: 

God knows, when we fhall meet again. 

} have a faint cold fear thrills through my Veins, 

That almoft freezes up the heat of Fire: 

Ile call them back to comfort me. 

Nurfe, what fhonld fhe do here ? 

My difinal Scene, I necds muft act alone: 

Come Vial, whatif this mixturedo nor work at all? 

Shall 1 be married to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this fhall forbidit. Lie thou there, 

What if it be a Poyfon, which the Frier, 

Subtilly hath Miniftred to have me Dead, 

Left in this Marriage he fhould be difhonour’d, 

Becaufe he Married mebefore to Romeo ? 

l| fear it is, and yet methinks it fhould not, 

For he hath {till beentryed a Holy Man. 

How, if when I am laid into the Tomb, 

| wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeemme ? There’s a fearful Point: 

Shalt 1 not then be {tifled in the Vault ? 

To whofe foul mouth no healthfome Air breaths in, 

And there die ftrangled e’re my Romeo comcs. 

Or lf Llive, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of Death and Night, 

Together with the Terror of the Place, 

As ina Vault, an ancient Receptacle, 

Where forthefe many hundred years the Bones 

Of all my buricd Anceftors are packt, 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in Earth, 

Lies feftring in his Shrow’d, where, as they fay, 

Act fome hours in the night, Spirits refort : 

Alack, alack isic not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathfome {mells, 

And fhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 

That living Mortals, hearing them, run mad. 

Or if ! walk, hall | not be diftraught, 

Inviron’d with all thefe Hidcous fears, 

And madly play with my fore-fathers joynts ? 

And pluck the mangled 7}baér from his throw’d ? 

And in this rage, with fome great Kinfmans Bone, 

As (with a Club) dath out my defperate Brains. 

O look, methinks | fee my Cozens Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did {pit his Body 

Upon his Rapicrs point: Stay, Tybalt ftay; 

Romes, Romco, Romeo, here’sdrink : {drink to thec. 


Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe. 


Lady. Hold, 
Take thefe Keies and fetch more Spices, Nurfe. 
Nar, They call for Dates and Quinccs in the Paftry. 


Enter old Capulet. 


Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, 
The fecond Cock hath Crowd, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, ’ris three a Clock : 
look to the Bak’d Meats, good Angelica. 
Spare not for colt. 
Nur. Go, you Cot-quêan, g0, 
Get you to Bed, faith you’l be fick to morrow 
For this nights Watching. 
Cap. Nonotawhit, | have watch'd e’re now 
All Night fora lefs Caufc, and ne’re been fick. 
La. 1, you have been a Moufe-hunt in your time, 
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Buc I will watch you from fuch watching now. 
[Ex Lady and Nurfe. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jeajous-hocd, 
Now,Fellow, what’s there.? 


Enter three or four with Spits, and Logs, and Bashers. 


Fel, Things for the Cook, Sir, but} know not what. 
Cap. Make hafte, make hafte, firrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will hew thee where they are. 
Fel. [have a head, lir, that will find out Logs. 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap. Mafs and well faid, a merry Horfon, ha. 
Thou halt be Loggcr-head, good Faith ’tis day. 
[Play Mafick. 
The County will be here with Mufick {traighe, 
For fo he faid he would, | hear him near, 
Nurfe, Wife, what ho ? What, Nurfe,! fay ? 


Enter Nurfe. 


Go waken Falet, go and trim herup, 
Ple goand chat with Paris : Hic, make hafte, 
Make hafte, the Bridegroom, he is coniw already $ 
Make hafte, I fay. 
Nur. Miltcefs,what Miftrefs ? Juliet ? Faft 1 warrant her 
Why Lamb, why Lady ? Fic you flug-a bed, — 
Why Love, I fay ? Madam, Sweet-heart: Why Bride ? 
W hat, not a word ¢ You take your Penniworths now, 
Sleep for a week, forthe next night 1 warrant 
The County Paris hath fet up his reft, 
That you fhall reft but little, God forgive me : 
Marry and Amen : How found is fhe alleep ? 
I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
t, letthe County take you in your Bed ; 
Heel fright you up yfaith. Will it nor be ? 
What dreft, and in your Cloths, and down again ? 
I muft needs wake you: Lady, Lady, Lady? 
Alas, alas, help, help, my Lady’s dead. 
Oh wel-a-day, that ever ] was born, 
Some gua-vire ho, my Lord, my Lady ? 


Enter A4orher. 


Ato. What noife is here? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Ato. What isthe matter ? / 

Nur, Look, look, oh hcavy day. 

Mo. O me, O me, my Child, my only life; 
Revive, look up, or I will dic with thee . 
Help, help, call help. 


Enter Father. 


Fa. For fhame bring Juliet forth, her Lord is come. 
Nur. She’s dead: Deccalt, the’sdead : Alack the day. 
Ato, Alack the day, fhe’s dead, the’s dead, fhe’s dead. 
Fe, Ha? Letme feeher : Our alas, the’s cold, 
Her blood is fetled, andher joyntsare MHF: 
Life and thefe Lips have long been feparated : 
Death lies on ber like an untimely Froft 
Upon the fweeteft flower of all the Field. 
Nur. O tamentable day! 
Mo, O woful time. 
Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me waite, 
Tiesup my Tongue and willnot let me fpeak. 


Emer Frier and the C cunty, 


Fri. Come, is the Bride ready togo to Church ? 
Fa. Ready to go, but never to return. 
O Son, the night before thy Wedding day, 
Hath Death lain with thy Wile : See, there fhe lies, 
l Flower 
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Flower asthe was, Detlowr’d now by him, 
Death is my Son in Law, Death is my Heir, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And leave him all Life living, all is Deaths. 
Pz. Have I thought long to {ee this mornings face, 
And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ? 
Ato. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hateful days 
Moft miferable Hour, thate’re time faw 
In lafting Labour of his Pilgrimage. 
Butone, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoyce and folace in, 
And cruel Death hath catcht it from my fight. 
Ner. Owo, O woful, woful, woful Day, 
Moft lamentable Day, moft woful Day, 
Thatever, ever, I did yet behold, 
Oday, Oday, Oday, O hateful day, 
Never was feen fo black a day as this: 
O woful day, O woful day. ‘ 
Pa. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, fpighted, flain, 
Moft deteftable death, by thee beguil’d, 
By cruel, crue] thee quite overthrown : 
O love, O life; not Life, but Love in Death. __ 
Fa. Defpi’d, diftreffed, hated, martyr’d, kill’d, 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now 
To murther, murther our Solemnity ? 
© Child, O Child , my Soul and not my Child, 
Dead art thou, alack my Child is Dead, 
And with my Child, my joys are Buried. i 
Fri. Peace ho for hame, Confufions: Care lives not 
In thefe Confufions, Heaven and your felf 
Had part in this fair Maid, now Heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid : 
Your part inher, youcould not keep from Death, 
But Heaven keeps his part in Eternal Life : 
The moft you fought was her Promotion, 
F or "twas your Heaven that fhe fhould be advanc’d ; 
And weep ye now, feeing fhe is advanc’d 
Above the Clouds, as high as Heaven it felf ? 
O in this love, you love your Child fo il, 
That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well, 
She’s not well married, that lives married long, 
But the’s belt married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and {tick your Rofemary 
On this fair Coarfe, and asthe Cuftom is, 
And in her beft Array, bear her to Church : 
For though fond Nature bids all us lament, 
Yet Natures te rs are Reafons merriment. 
Fa, Allthings that we ordained Feftival, 
Turn from their Office to black Funeral : 
Our Inftruments to melancholly Bells, 
Our wedding Chear, toa fad burial Feaft: 
Our folemn Hymns, to fullen Dyrges change; 
Our Bridal Flowers ferve for a buried Coarfe ; 
And all things change them to the contrary. 
Fri. Sir go youin, and Madam, gowith him, 
And go Sir Paris, every one prepare 
To follow this fair Coarfe unto her Grave - 
The Heavens do lowre upon you, for fome ill : 
Move them no more, by crofling their high Will. 


LExeunt. 


Mu. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 

Nur, Honelt good fellows - Ah put up, putup, 
For well you know this is a pittiful Cafe. 

Mu. \by my Troth, the cafe may be amended. 


- Enter Peter. 


Pet. Mufitians, oh Mofitians, 

Hearts eafe, hearts eafe, 

O, and you will have melive, play hearts eafe. 
Mu, Why hearts eafe ? 
Pet. O Mofitians, 

Becaufe my heart it felf plays, my heart is full. 
Ma. Notadumpwe, *tis no time to play now. 
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Pee. You willnot then ? 

Mu, No. 

Pet. | willthen give it you foundly. 

Mu, What will you give us ? 

Per. No Money on my Faith, but the Gleek. 

I will give you the Miniftrel. 

Ma, Then willl give you the Serving Creature. 

Per, Then willl lay the ferving Creatures Dagger on 
your Pate.! will carry no Crotchets,!’le Re you, Ile Fa you, 
do you Note me? 

Mu. And you Re us, and Fa ùs, you Note us. 

2 Mu, Pray you put up your Dagger, 
And put out your Wit. 
Then have at you with my Wit. 

Per. 1 will drie-beat you with an Iron Wit, 
Aud put up my Iron Dagger. 
Anfwer me like Men : | 
When griping griefs the Heart doth wound,then Mufick 
With her filver found. . 
Why Silver found ? VVhy Mufick with her Silver found ? 
What fay you Simon Catling ? 

Mu, Marry Sir, becaufe Silver hath afweet found. 

Pet. Prateft, what fay you Hugh Rebick ? 3 

2 Mu.) fay Silver found,becaufe Mufitians found for Sil- 

Per, Prateft too, what fay you Fames Sound. Poft ? (ver. 

3 Mu. Faith | know not what to fay. 

Pet. Ol cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you, it is Mufick with her Silver found, 
Becaufe Mufitians have no Gold for founding : 
Then Mofick with her Silver found, with fpeedy help doth 
lend redrefs. 

[ Ex:e, 

Mu, What a peftilent Knave is this fame? 

2 Mu. Hang him Jack, come we'll in here, tarry for 
the Mourners, and {tay dinner. 

gba: 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. If I may troft the flattering truth of fleep, 
My Dreams prefage fome joyful news at hand : 
My bofoms Lord fits lightly in his Throne : 
And all this winged unaccuftom’d Spiric, 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful Thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and fouhd me Dead, 
(Strange Dream that givesa dead man leave to think) 
And breath’d fuch life with Kifles in my lips, 
That! reviv’d, and wasan Emperour. 
Ah me, how fweet is Love it felf pofleft, 
W hen but Loves Shadows are fo rich in Joy. 


Enter Romeo's Man 


News from Ferona, how now Balthazar ? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 
How doth my Lady ? Ismy Father well ? 
How doth my Lady Julie ? That] ask again, 
For nothing can beill, if the be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill. 
Her Body fleeps in Capulet?s Monument, 
And her immortal part with Angels lives, 
l faw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
And prefently took Poft to tellit you: 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill News, 
Since you did leave it for my Office, Sir. 

Rom. Is it even fo ? 
Then J deny you Stars. 
Thou knoweft my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper, 
And hire Poft-Horfes, 1 will hence to Night. 

Man, | do befeech you, Sir, have Patience : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and doimport 
Some mifadventure. 

Rom. Tuh, thou art deceiv’d, 

Leave 
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Leave me, and dothe thing | bid thee do: 
Haft thou no Letters to me om the Frier ? 
ood Lord. 
Man. No, myg DE sih Dhim 
Rom. No matter : Get thec gone, 

And hire thofe Horfes, Plebe with thec ftreight. 

Well Jalier, I will lic with thee to Night : _ 

Let’s fec for means: O mifchief thou art fwift 
To enter in the Thoughts of defperate Men : 

1 do remember an Apothecary, 
And hereabouts he dwells, which late I noted 
In tatter’d Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
_| Culling of Simples, Meager were his Looks, 

q Sharp Mifery had worn him tothe Bones - 

And in his needy Shopa Tortoife hung, 

An Allegator ftuft, and other Skins 

Of ill fhap’d Fifhes, and about his Shelves 

Abeggarly Account of empty Boxes ; 

Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and mufty Sceds, 
Remnants of Packthred, and old Cakes of Rofes 

Were thinly fcattcred, to makeup a fhew. 
Noting this Penury, to my Self I faid, 
And if a Man did need a Poyfon now, 
Whole fale is prefent Death in Mantua, 

Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would fell it him. 
O this fame Thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needy Man muft fell it me. 
As I remember, this fhould be the Houfe, 
Being holy day, the Beggars Shop is hut. 

What ho? Apothecary ? 


Enter Apothecary. 


Ap. Who caill’s fo lowd ? 
Rom. Come hither Man, I fee that thou art Poor, 
Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me have 
A Dram of Poyfon, fuch foon-fpeeding Geer, 
As will difperfe it felf through all the Veins, 
That the Life-weary-taker may fall Dead, 
And that the Trunk may be difcharg’d of Breath, 
As violently, as hafty Powder fir’d 
Doth hurry from the fatal Cannons Womb. 
Ap. Such Mortal Drugs! have, but 2Zantua’s Law 
Is Deathtoany he that utters them. 
Rom, Art thou fo bare and full of Wretchednefs, 
And fear’ft to die ? Famine 1s in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreflion ftarveth in thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang onthy Back ! 
The world is not thy Friend, nor the world’s Law: 
The world affords no Law to make thee Rich. 
Then be not Poor, but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My Poverty, but not my Willconfents. 
Rom. \ pray thy Poverty, and notthy Will. 
Ap. Putthisin anv Liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if youhad the Strength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftreighte. 
Rom. There's thy Gold, 
Worfe Poyfonto Mens Souls, 
Doing more Murder in this loathfom World, 
Than thefe poor Compounds that thou maift not fell: 
I fell thee Poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 
Farewel, buy Food, and get chy felfin Flefh,, 
Come Cordial, and not Poyfon, go with me 
To Julset’s Grave, for there mult I ufe thee. 
[ Exennt, 


6 


Enter Frier John to Frier Lawrence. 
John. Holy Francifcan Frier, Brother, ho? 
Enter Frier Lawrence. 


Law. This fame fhould be the Voice of Frier Fobr. 
Welcome from Mantua, what fays Romeo ? 





Orif mind be writ, give me his Letter. 
Joh, Going tofind a bare-foot Brother out, 
One of our Order, to affociate me, 
Here in thts City vifiting the Sick, 
And finding him, the Searchersof the Town 
Sufpecting that we both were in a Houfe 
Where the infectious Peftilence did reign, 
Scald up the Doors, and would not let us forth 
So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 
Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 
Joh. I could not fendit, here it is again, 
Nor get a Meflenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of Infection. 
Law. Unhappy Fortune! by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice, but full of charge 
Of dear Import, and the neglecting it 
May domuch Danger : Frier John, go hence, 
Get mean Iron Crow, and bring it ftreight 
Unto my Cell. 
John. Brother, Mle go and bring it thee. 


3 


Exit, 
Law. Now muft I tothe Monument alone, s 

V Vithin thisthree Hours will fair Falser wake, 
She will befhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe Accidents: 
But I will writeagain to Mantsa, 
And keep her at my Cell till Romeo come, 
Poor living Coarfe, clos’d in a dead Man’s Tomb. 

[ Exit, 


Enter Paris and his P age. 


Par. Give methy Torch, Boy, hence and ftand aloof; 
Yet put it out, for I would not be feen: 
Under yond young Trees lay thee all along, 
Laying thy Ear clofe to the hollow paea 
So fhall no foot upon the Church-yard tread, 
Being loofe, unfirm, with digging upof Graves, 
But thon fhale hear it: VVhiftle then to me, 
As fignal that thou heareft fomething approach. 
Give me thofe Flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Pag. lam almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will adventure, 


CE xib. 
Pa. Sweet Flower,with Flowers thy Bridal bed I ftrew: 
O woe, thy Canopy is duft and {tones, 
V Vhich with fweec V Vater nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with tears diftill’d by Mones ; 
The Obfequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy Grave and weep. 
e i [Whiftle Boy. 
The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach, 
V Vhat curfed Foot wanders this way to night, 
Tocrofs my Obfequies, and true Loves Right? 
VVhat witha Torch? Muffle me Night a while. 


Enter Romeo and Peter. 


Rom, Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Iron, 

Hold, take this Letter, early in the Morning 

See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father, 

Give methe Light: upon thy Life! charge thee, 
What-e’re thou hear ft or feeft, ftand all aloof, 

And donot interrupt me in my Courfe. 
“Why I defcend into this Bed of Death, 

Is partly to behold my Lady’s Face: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring, A Ring that! muft ufe 

Indear Employment, therefore hence be gone : 

But if thou, Jealous, doft return to Pry 

In what I further fhall intend to do, 

By Heaven I will tear chee joynt by joynt, 

And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs : 
The time, and my intents are Savage Wild: 

More 
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More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty Tygers, or the Roaring Sea. 
Pet, | willbe gone Sir, and not trouble you. 
Ro. So fhalt thou fhew me Friendfhip : Take thou that, 
Live and be Profperous, and farewel good Fellow. 
Pet. For all this fame, Ple hide me here about, 
Wis Looks I fear, and his Intents 1 doubt. 


[ Exit, 


Rom, Thou deteltable Maw, thou Womb of Death, 

Gorg’d with the deareft Morfel of the Earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten Jaws to open, 

And indefpight, [le cram thee with more Food. 

Par. This is that Banifht haughty Adoancague 

That murdred my Loves Cozin 3 with which Grief, 
It is fuppofed the Fair Creature died, 

And here is come to do fome Villanous Shame 

To the Dead Bodys : I willapprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed Toyl, vile Monntague : 

Can Vengeance be purfued further then Death ? 
Condemned Villain, [do apprehend thee ; 

Obey, and go with me, for thou muft Die. 

Rom. 1 muft indeed, and therefore came 1 hither. 

| Good gentle Youth, tempt not a defperate Man, 
Fly hence and leave me, think upon thofe gone, 
Let them affright thee. 1 befeech thee Youth, 

Put not another Sin upon my Head, 

By urging metoFury. Obe gone, 

By Heaven I Love thee better than my felf, 

For | come hither Arm’d again{t my felf: 

Stay not, be gone, Live, and hereafter fay, 

Amad Man’s Mercy bid thee run away. 

Par. i do defie thy Commiferation, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 


Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? Then haveat thee Boy. 


Pet. O Lord they fight, I will go call the Watch. 
Pa. Ol am Slain; if thou be Merciful, 
Open the Tomb, lay me with uber, 
Rom, 1n Faith I will: let me perufe this Face, 
Mercutio’s Kinfman, Noble County Paris, 
What faid my Man; when my betofled Soul 
Did not attend him as we Rode ? I think 
He told me Paris fhould have Married Fulier. 
Said he not fo? Or did 1 Dream it fo? 
Or am 1 Mad, hearing him talk of Fuler, 
To think it was fo ? O give me thy Hand, 
One writ with mein fowr Misfortunes Book, 
Ple bury theeina Triumphant Grave. 
A Grave, Onoa Lanthorn, flaughter’d Youth: 
For here lies Faer, and her Beauty makes 
This Vaulta Feafting prefence full of Light. 
Death, be thou there by a Dead Man intrer’d. 
How oft when Men are at the Point of Death, 
Have they been Merry ? Which their Keepers call 
A Lightning before Death? Oh how may I 
Call this a Lightning? O my Love, my Wife, 
Death that hath fuckt the Honey of thy Breath, 
Hath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty : 
Thouart not Conquer’d, Beauties Enfign yet 
ls Crimfom in thy Lips, and in thy Cheeks, 
And Deaths pale Flag is not advanced there. 
Tybalt, 1ft thou there in thy Bloody Sheet ? 
O what more Favour can I doto thee, 
Then with that Hand that cut thy Youth in twain, 
To funder his that was thy Enemy ? 
Forgive me Cozen. Ah dear Fulter : 
Why art thou yet fo fair ? I will believe, 
Shall I believe, that unfubftantial Death is Amorous ? 
And that the lean abhorred Monfter keeps 
Thee here in Dark to be his Paramour ? 
For fear of that, | ftillwill ftay with thee, 
And never from this Palace of dim Night 
Depart again: Come lie chou in my Arms, 
Here’sto thy Health, where e’re thou tumbleft in. 
O true Apothecary ! 
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Thy Drugsare quick. Thus witha Kifs 1 Die, 
Depart again ; here, here willl remain, 

With Worms that are thy Chamber-Maids : O here 
Willl fet up my Everlafting reft : 

And fhake thy Yoak of inaufpicious Stats 

From this Worlds wearied Flefh : Eyes look your laf : 
Arms take your laft Embrace: And Lips, O you 

The Doorsof Breath, feal with a Righteous Kifs 

A datelefs Bargain to engrofling Death : 

Come bitter Conduct, come unfavoury Guide, 
Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 

The dafhing Rocks thy Sea-fick weary Bark - 
Here’stomy Love. O true Apothecary ! 

Thy Drugsare quick. Thus with a Kif ! Die. 


Enter Frier with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade. 


Fri. St. Francis be my fpeed, how oft to Night 
Have my old Feet ftumbled at Graves ? Who's there? 
Man, Here’s one,a Friend,and one that knows you well. 
Fri. Blifs be upon you. Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light 
To grubs and eyelefs Sculls? Asi difcern, 
It burneth in the Capsdee’s Monument. 
Man, {tdoth fo, Holy Sir. 
And there’s my Malter, one that you Love. 
Frs, Whois it? 
Man. Romeo. 
Fri. How long hath he been there ? 
Man, Full half an hour. 
Fri. Go with me to the Vault. 
Man. \ dare not, Sir. 
My Mafter knows not but I am gone hence, 
And fearfully did Menace me with Death, 
If I did ftay to look on his Intents. 
Fri. Stay, then !’le goealone, fears come uponme, 
O much I fear fome ill unlucky thing. 
Man. As I did fleep under this young Tree here, 
I dreamt my Mafter and another fought, 
And that my Mafter flew him. 
Frier. Romeo, 
Alack, alack, what Blood is this which ftains 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre ? 
What mean thefe Mafterlefsand Goary Swords - 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of Peace? 
Romeo, oh pale ! Who elfe ? What Parts too ? 
And fteep’d in Blood ? Ah what an unkind Hour 
Is guilty of this Lamentable chance ? 
The Lady ftirs. 
yuli. O comfortable Frier, where’s my Lord? 
1 do remember well where | fhould be: 
And there I am, where is my Xameo ? 
Fri, l hear fomenoife Lady, come from that Nett 
Of Death, contagion, and unnatural Sleep ; 
A greater Power than we can contradi¢l 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, comeaway, 
Thy Husband in thy Bofome there lies Dead, 
And Paristoo: Come Ile difpofe of thee, 
Among a Silterhood of Holy Nuns : 
Stay not to queftion, for the Watch is coming, 
Come, go good Jaket, | dare no longer ftay. 
{ Exit. 
Juli. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 
What’s here ? A Cupclos’d in my true Loves hand ? 
Poyfon I fee hath been his timelefs End. 
O Churle, drink all, and left no Friendly drop, 
To help me after ? I will Kifs thy Lips, 
Haply fome Poyfon yet doth Hang on them, ° 
To make me Die with a Reftorative. 
Thy Lips are warm. 


Enter Boy and Watch. 


Watch, Lead Boy, which way ? 
Juls, 
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Juli, Yea, noife ? 
Then Vile be brief. Ohappy Dagger, | 
Tisin thy fheath, there ruft and let me die. 


Boy. This is the place, 
There were the Torch doth burn. 

Watch. The ground is bloody, 
Search about the Churchyard. 
Go fome of you, whoc’re you find attach. 
Pitcyful fight, heres lies the County flain, 
And Fuliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain thefe two daies Buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run tothe Capulers, 
Raife upthe Adonnragues, fome others fearch, 
We fee the Ground whereon thefe Woes do lye. 
But the true Ground of all thefe piteous Woes 
We cannot without Circumftance defcry. 


Enter Romeo’s a”. 
Wat. Here's Romeo’s Man, 
We found him in the Churchyard. 
Gon. Hold himin fafety, till the Prince cames hither. 


Enter Frier and another Watchman. 


3. War. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighs,and weeps: 


We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, 
Ashe was coming fromthis Church-yard fide. 
Con. A great Sufpicion, ftay the Frier too, 


Enter the Prince. 


Pri. What mifadventure is fo early up, 
That calls our Perfon from our Mornings Reft ? 


Enter Capulet and bis Wife. 


Cap, What fhould it be that they fo fhriek abroad ? 
Wife. O the People in the Street cry Romeo, 
Some Fulecr, and fome Paris, and all run 
With open out-cry toward our Monument. 
Pri. What Fear is this which ftartles in your Ears? 
Wat. Soveraign, here lies the County Parts flain, 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 
Warm and new kill’d- 
Pri. Search, 
Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 
Wat. Here isa Frier, and flanghter’d Romeo’s Man, 
With Inftruments upon them fit to open 
Thefe Dead mens Tombs. 
Cap. OHeaven! 
O Wife, look how our Daughter Bleeds! 
This Dagger hath miftaine, for loe his Houfe 
is empty on the back of Monnt agite, 
And is mif-fheathed in my Daughters Bofom. 
Wife. Ome, this fight of Death is as a Bell, 
That warns my old Age toa Sepulcher. 


Emer Mountague. 


Pri. Come Monarague, for thou art early up 
To fee thy Son and Heir now early down. | 
Moun. Alas my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 
Grief of my Sons Exile hath ftopt her Breath : 
What further Woe confpires again{t my Age ? 
Pri, Look, and thou fhalt fee. a 
Moun. © thou vntaught, what Manners isin this, 
To prefs before thy Father to a Grave ? 
Pri. Seal up the Mouth of out-rage fora while, 
Till we can clear thefe Ambiguities, 
And know their Spring, their Head, their true Defcent, 
And then will | be General of your Woes, 
And lead you even to Death , mean time forbear, 
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And let Mifehance be Slave to Patience. 
Bring forth the Parties of fufpicion. 
Fri, | am the grcatelt, able to do leaft, 


[Kills her felfe. | Yet moft fufpe€led, as the Time and Place 


Doth make againit me, of this direful Morther : 
And here! itand both to Impeach ano Purge 
My felf Condemned, and my felf Excus'd. 

Pri. Then fay at once what thoudolt know in this ? 

Fri, | will be brief, for my fhort date of Breath 
Ís not fo long as is a tedious Tale. 

Romeo there Dead, was Husband to that Faler, 
And fhe there Dead, that’s Romeo's faithful Wife: 
| Married them - and their ftoln Marriage Day 
Was 7 ybalt?s Dooms-day, whofcuntimely Death 
Banifh’d the new-madc Bridegroom from this City : 
For whom (and not for Tybalt ) Fuliet pind. 
You, toremove that Siege of Grief fromher, 
Betroth’d, and would have Married her perforce 
To County Paris. Thencomes fhe to me, 
And (with wild Looks) bid me devife fome means 
Torid her from this fecond Marriage, 
Or in my Cell there would fhe kill her felf. 
Then gave I her (fotutor’d by my Art) 
A fleeping Potion, which fo took Effet 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The Form of Death. Mean time | writ to Romeo, 
That he fhould hither come, as this dire Night, 
To help to take her from her borrowed Grave, 
Being the time the Potions force fhould ceafe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Frier John, 
Was ftay’d by accident, and yefternight 
Return’d my Lecter back , then allalone, 
At the prefixed Hour of her waking, 
Came Ito take her from her Kindreds Vaule, 
Meaning to keep her clofely at my Cell, 
Fill I conveniently could fend to Romeo. 
But when | came (fome Minute e’re the time 
Of her awaking) here untimely lay 
The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes, and | intreat her tocome forth, 
And bear this Work of Heaven with Patience : 
But then, a Noife did {care me from the Tomb, 
And fhe (too defperate) would not go with mc, 
But (as 1t feems) did Violence onher felf. 
All this] know, and to the Marriage her Nurfe is privy : 
And if ought inthis mifcarried by my fault, 
[et my old Life be facrific’d fome Hour before the time, 
Unto the Rigor of fevereft Law. 

Pri. We till have known thee for an Holy man. 
Where’s Romco’s Man? What can he fay to this ? 

Boy. i brought my Malter News of Juliers Death, 
And then in Pofte he came from Afaneia 
To this fame place, to this fame Monument. 

This Letter he early bid me give his Father, 
And threatned me withDeath, going inthe Vault, 
If | departed rot, and left him there. 

Priv, Give me the Letter, | will look on it. 
Whereis the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch ? 
Sirrah, what made your Mafter inthis Place ? 

Pag. He came with Flowers to ftrew his Ladies Grave, 
And bid me ftandaloof, and fol did: 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tomb, 
And by and by my Mafter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call che Watch. 

Prin, This Letter doth make good the Fricrs words, 
Their Courfe of Love, the tydings of her Death: 
And here he Writes, that he did buy a Poy foi 
Of a poor Pothecary, and therewithal 


Where bethefe Enemies ? Capuler, Afouns.zene, 

See what a Scourge ts laid upon your Hate, 

That Heaven finds means tokill your Joyes with Love; 
And I, for winking at your difcords too, 

Have loft a brace of Kinfmen: All are puniit’d. 
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Cap. O Brother Monnrague, give me thy Hand, 
This is my Daughters Joynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Moun. But I can give thee more, 
For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 
That whiles erona by that Name ts known, 
There fhall no Figure at that ratebe fet, 
As that of true and faithful Fedzer. 


) 


Cap. As rich hall Romeo by his Lady lie, 
Poor Sacrifices of our Enmity. 


Prin, A gloomy Peace this Morning with it brings, 


The Sun for Sorrow will not thew his Head; 


Go hence to have more talk of thefe fad things, 


Some fhali be pardon’d: and fome punifhed. 
For never was a Story of more woe, 
Than this of F «lier, and her Romeo. 


CExeunt omnes. 
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The Actors Names. 


Timon of Athezs. 
ll Tao flattering Lords. 
Apemantus, e Churlifb Philofopher. 
Sempronius, another flattering Lord, 
Alcibiades, a» Athenian Captain. 
Poet. 

Painter. 

Jeweller. 

Merchant. 

Certam Senators. 

Certain Maskers. 

Certain Thieves. 


Flaminius, one of Timon’s Servants, 
Servilius, another. 

Caphis, 
Varro, 
Philo, 
Titus, 
Lucius, 
Hortenfius. 
Ventidius, ove of Timon's falfe Friends. 
Cupid. 

Sempronius. 

With divers other Servants and Attendants. 


Several Servants to Ufurers. 





eAttus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchanr, and Mercer at 
feveral doors 


Ood day, Sir. 
Pain. I am glad ye are well. 
Poet. I have not feen you long, how goes 
the World ? 
Pain. it wears, Sir, as it grows. 
Poet. 1, that’s well known. 
But what parcicular Rarity ? What ftrange, 
Which manifold record not matches: See 
Magick of Bounty, all thele fpirics thy power 
Hath conjur’d to ateend. 
I know the Merchant. 
Pain. | know them both, ch’other’s a Jeweller 
Mer, Oh’tis a worthy Lord. 
Jew. Nay, that’s moft fixr. 
Mer. A moft incomparable man, breath’d as it were, 
To an untyrable and continuate goodnefs . 
He paffes. 
Jew. I havea Jewel here. 
Mer. O pray let’s fee’r. For the Lord Timon, Sir ? 
Few. If he willtouch the eftimate, buc for chat 
Poet, When we for recompence have prais’d the vild, 
It ftaines the Glory in that happy Verfe. 
Which aptly tings the good. 
Mer. ’Tis a good form. 
Jew. Andrich: here isa Water, look ye. 
Pain You are rapt, Sir, in fome work, fome Dedication 
to the Great Lord. 


Poet. 


Poet. A thing flipt idly from me. 
Our Poefte isas a Gown, which ufes 
Erom whence’tis nourifhe: The fire i’th’ Flint 
Shews not ’rill it be {truck : Our gentle Flame 
Provokes ic felf, and like the current files 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 

Pain. APittare, Sic: When comes your Book forth? 

Poet. Upon the Heels of my prefentment, Sir. 
Let’s fee your piece. 

Pain. ’Tisagood Piece. 

Poet, So’tis, this comes off well, and excellent. 

Pain, Indiflerent. 

Poet. Admirable! How this Grace 
Speaks his own tanding : whata mental power 
This eye fhoots forth ? How big imagination 
Moves in this Lip; toch’ dumbnefs of the gefture, 
One might interpret. 

Pasn Itisa pretty mocking of the life: 
Here ts a touch: Is’t good ? 

Poet will fay of it, 
It tutors Nature, Artificial ftrife 
Lives in thefe couches livelier than life. 


Enter certain Senators. 


Pain. How this Lord is followed ! 
Poet The Senators of c4thens, happy men. 
Pain. Look moe. 
Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of Vifitors, 
[ have in this rough work fhap’d out a man, 
Aaa Whom 


> 





2 | Timon of Athens. 





Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugg 
Withampleft entertainment: My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves it felf 
In a wide Sea of Wax, no levell’d malice 
Infeéts one comma inthe courfe | hold, 
Bnet flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no Tract behind. 

Pain. How fhall 1 underftand you? 

Poet. | will unbolt to you. 
You fee how all Conditions, how all Minds, 
As well of glib and flipp’ry Creatures, as 
Of grave and auftere quality, tender down 
Their fervices to Lord Timon: His large Fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
Allfortsof hearts; yea from the glafs fao’d Flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves betcer 
Than to abhor himfelf, even he drops down 
The knee before him, and.returns in peace 
Molt rich in Timox’'s nod. 

Pain. I faw them {peak together. . 

Poet, Sir, | have upon a high and pleafant hill 
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d. 

The Bafe o’th’ Mount 

Is rank’d with all deferts, all kind of Natures 
That labour on the bofom of this Sphere, 

To propagate their ftates; amongftthem all, 
Whole eyes are on this Sovereign Lady fixt, 

One do I perfonate of Lord Timan’s frame, 

Whom Fortune with her Ivory hand wafts to her, 
Whofe prefent grace, to prefent flaves and fervants 
Tranflates his Rivals. 

Pain, Tis conceiv’d, tofcope 
This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill methinks 
With one man beckn’d from the reft below, 
Bowing his head agaioft the {teepy Mount, 

To climb his happinefS, would be well exprelt 
[n our Condition. 

Poet. Nay, Sit, but hear me on: 

All thofe which were his Fellows but of late, 
Some better than his value; on the moment 
Follow his {trides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
Rain Sacrificial whifperings in his ear, : 
‘Make Sacred, even his Stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free Air. 

Pain. | marry, what of thefe ? 

Poet. When Fortune in her fhift and change of mood 
Spurns down her late beloved ; all his Dependants 
Which labour’d after him to the Mountains top, 
Even on their knees and hands let him fit down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain, >Tiscommon: 

A thoufand moral Paintings I can fhew, 

That fhall demonftrate thefe quick blowes of Fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 

To hew Lord Timon, that mean eyes have feen 

The foot above the head. 

s Trumpets found.’ 

Enter Lord Timon, addrefing himfelf courteoufly 


to every Suitor 


Tim. Imprifoned is he, fay you? 

Mif. \ my good Lord, five Talents is his debt, 
His means moft fhort, his Creditors moft {traight : 
Your hononrable Letter he defires l 
To thofe have hut him up, which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius, well : 

[am not of that Feather, to hake off 

My friend when he moftneedsme. Ido know him 

A Gentleman, that well defervesa help, A 

Which he fhall have. 1*1! pay the debt, and free him. 
Mef. Your Lordthip ever binds him. 


Tim, Commend me to him, I will fend his r 
And being enfranchized, bid him come to me 
"Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 

But to fupport him after. Fare you well. 

Mef. Allhappinefs to your Honour, 


anfom, 


> 


Enter an Qld Athenian. ca 


O. Ath. Lord Timon, hear me fpeak. 
Tim. Freely, good Father. 
O. Ath. Thou haft a fervant nam’d Lucilius, 
Tim. [have fo: What of him? 
O. Ath. Molt Noble Timon, call the man before thee 
Tim. Attends he here, or no? Lucilius. , 
Luc. Here, at your Lordfhips fervice. 
Q. Ath, This fellow here, L. Timon, this thy Creature 
By night frequents my honfe. lama man 
That from my firft have been inclin’d to thrift, 
And my eftare deferves an Heir more rais’d, 
Than one which holds a Trencher. 
Tim, Well: What further ? 
O, Ath. One only Daughter have I, no Kin elfe 
On whom I may confer what I have gor: 
The Maid is fair, a’th’youngeft for a Bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareft coft, 
In Qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her Love: I pray thee (Noble Lord) 
Joyn with me co forbid bim her refort, 
My felf have fpoke in vain. 
Tim, The man is honeft. 
O. Ath. Therefore he will be, Timo, 
His Honelty rewards him in it felf, 
It mult not bear my Daughter. 
Tim. Does fhe love him ? 
O. Ath. She is young and apt:. 
Our own precedent paflions do inftruct us 
What levity’s in Youth. 
Tim. Love you the Maid? 
Luci. | my good Lord, and fhe accepts of it. 
O. Ath. tf in her Marriage my confent be mifling. 
I call che Gods to witnefs, I will chnfe 
Mine Heir from forth the Beggars of the World, 
And difpoffefs her all. 
Tim How fhall fhe be endowed, 
If fhe be mated with an equal Husband ? 
O. Ath, Three Talents on the prefent, in future, all. 
Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ferv’d me long : 
To build his Fortune I will ftrain a little, 
For ’tis a Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
What yon beftow, in him PH counterpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 
0O. cAth. Molt Noble Lord, 
Pawn me tothis your Honour, fhe is his, 
Tim, My Hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my Promife. 
Luci. Hombly | thank your Lordfhip, never may 
That State or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is not owed to you. 
Poet, Vouchiafe my Labour, 
And long live your Lordfhip. 
Tim. 1 thank you, you fhall hear from me anon: 
Go not away. What have yon there, my Friend ? 
Pain. A piece of Painting, which Ido befeech 
Your Lordfhip to accept. 
Tim, Painting is welcome 
The Painting is almoft the Natural Man : 
For fince Difhonour trafficks with mans Nature, 
He is but ontfide: The Penfil’d Figures are 
Even fuch as they give out. ! like your work, 
And you fhall ind Hike it: Wait Attendance 
Till you hear further from me. i 
Pain, The Gods preferve ye. 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman: Give me your hand. 
We 


[ Exit. 


TL one a eeaeee 





Timon of Athens. 





We muft needs dine together: Sir, your Jewel 
Hach fuffered under praife. 
Few. What my Lord, difpraife? 
Tim. Ameer fatiety of Commendations, 
IF I fhould pay you for’t as tis excoll’d, 
Ic would unclew me quite. 

Few. My Lord, tls rated 
As thofe which fell would give: But you well know, 
Things of like value differing in the Owners, 

Are priz’d by cheir Mafters. Believ’t, dear Lord, 
You mend che Jewel by the wearing it. 

Tim. Well mock’d. [Enter Apemantus. 

Mer. No, my good Lord, he fpeaks the common tongue 
Which all men fpeak with bim. 

Tim, Look who comes here, will you be chid ? 

Few. We'll bear with your Lordship. 

eer. He'll {pare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, 

Gentle Apemantus. 

Apem. Till I be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow. 
When thou art Timon's dog, and thefe Knaves honeft. 

Tim. Why dofi thou callthem Knaves, thou know’lt 
them not ? 

Apem. Arethey not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 

Few. Youknow me, Apemantus ? 

Apem, Thou know’ft I do, I call’d thee by thy name. 

Tsm. Thon art proud, Apemantus. e 

Apem. OF nothing fo much, as that Lam not like Timon. 

Tim. Whither art going ? 

Apem. To knock out an honeft Athenians brains. 

Tim, That’s adeed thou’lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the Law. 

Tim. How lik’ft thou this Picture, Apemantus? 

Apem. The beft, for the Innocence. 3 

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it? 

Apem. He wrought better that made the Painter, and yet 
he’s buta filthy piece of work. 

Pain, Y’ace a Dog. i 

Apem. Thy Mother’s of my generation: What’s fhe, 
If ibea Dog? 

Tim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Apem. No, I cat not Lords. 

Tim, And chou fhould’ft, thou’d’ft anger Ladics. 

Apem. O they eat Lords 
So they come by great bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lafcivious apprehenfion. 

Apem. So thou apprehend’ ft it. 

Take it for thy labour. 

Tim, How doft thou like this Jewel, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which will not 
coft a man a Doit. 

Tim. What doft thou think ’tis worth ? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. 

How now, Poet ? 

Poet. How now, Philofopher ? 

Apem, Thou lieft 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem, Yes. 

Poet Then I lie not. 

Apem, Art not a Poct ? 

Poet, Yes. 

Apem. Then thon lieft: w 
Loox in thy laft work, where thou haft feigo’d him a 
worthy Fellow. , 

Poet. Thar’s not feign’d, he is fo. 

Apem, Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o'th’ 
flatterer. Heavens, that | were a Lord. 

Tim, What wouldft dathen, Apemantus ? 

Apem. E'en as Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with 
my heart. 

Tim. What thy Telf? 


Apem. I. 
Tim, Wheretore ? 
Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a Lord. 
Art not chou a Merchant ¢ 
Mer, |, Apemantus. 
Apem. Traffick confound thee, if the Gods will not. 
Mer. J£ Trafilck do it, the Gods doit. 
Apem, Teafhck’s thy God, and thy God confound thee. 


Trumpet founds. Enter a Meficnger 


Tim. What Trumpets that ? 
Mef. ’Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty Horfe, 
All of Companionhhip. 

Tim, Pray entertain them, give them guide to us, 
You muft needs dine wich me: Go not you hence 
Till [have chanke you , and when dinner’s done 
Shew me this piece. Jam joyful of your fights, 

Enter Alcibiades with the rejt. 
Molt welcome Sir. 

Apem. Soto, their Aches contract, and ftarve your fup- 
ple Joynts: That there fhould be {niall love amongit rhefe 
{weet Knaves, aod allthisCourtefie The {train of man’s 
bred out into Baboon and Monkey 

cAlct. You have fav’d my longing, and I feed 
Mott hungerly on your fighr, 

Tim. Right welcome, Sir. 

E’re we depart, we'll fhate a bounteous time 

In different pleafures. 

Pray you let usin, LExeunt. 
Enter two Lords. 


1. Lord. What time a day is’t, eSpemantus? , 
«dpem. Time to be honet. 
1. That time ferves frill. 
Apem. The moft accurfed thou that fill omit t’ftit. 
2f Thou art going to Lord Timon’s Feaft, 
Apem. 1, to fee Meat fill Kaaves, and Wine heat Fools, 
2. Fare thee well, fare chee well. 
Apem. Thov arta Fool to bid me farewel twice. 
2. Why, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Should’{t have kept one co thy felf for | mean to 
give thee none, 
1. Hang thy felf. 
Apem. No, Iwill do nothing at thy bidding. 
Make thy requefts to thy Friend. 
2. Away unpeaceable Dog, 
Or Pil fpurn thee hence, 
Apem. | will fiy like a Dog, the heels a’ch’ Afs. 
1, He’s oppofite to humanity. 

Come, fhall we in, 

Aad tate Lord Timon’s Bounty ? He outgoes 

The very heart of kindnefs. 

2. Hepoursitout: Plaens, the God of gold, 

Is but his Sceward; no meed but he repaies 

Seven-fold above it felf: No gift ro him, 

But breeds the giver areturn: Exceeding 

All ufe of quitcance. . 

1, The Nobleft mind he carries, 

That ever govern’d man. , 

2. Long may he live in Fortunes: Shall we in? 

ll keep you company. | Exeurt. 

Hoboyes playing, Loud Mifick. 

A great Banquet ferv'din;, and then enter Lerd Timon, the 
States, rhe Athenian Lords, Ventidius which Timon re- 
deemed from prifon. Then comes dropping after al, Apeman. 
tus difcontentediy hke himfelf. 


Ventid, Moft honoured Timon, 
ic hath pleas’d the Gods co remember my Father’s age, 
And call bim ro long peace : 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich: 


A&gfa2 Then, 
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Then as in grateful virtue 1 am bound 
To your free heart, I doreturnthofe Talents 
Doubled with thanks and fervice, from whofe help 
I deriv’d liberty. 

Tim. O by no means, 
Honeft Venridius : You miftake my Love, 
I gave it freely ever, and there’s none 
Can truly fay he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we muft not dare 
To imitate them. Faults that are rich are fair, 

Ventid. A Noble Spirit. 

Tim, Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but devis’d at firft 
To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 

Recanting goodnefs, forry ere ’tis fhown: 

But where there is true friendfhip there needs none. 
Pray, fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
Than my Fortunes to me. 

1 Lord My Lord, we alwaies have confeft it. 

Apem. Ho, ho, confeftit? Hang’d it? Have you not? 

Tim, O cApemantas, you are welcome. 

Apem, No: You fhall not make me welcome. 

I come to have thee thruft me out of doors. 

Tim. Fye, th’arta Churle, ye have gota humour there | 
Does not become a man, ’tis much to blame: 

They fav, my Lords, Ira faror brevs eff, 

But yond man Is very angry. 

Go, let him have a Table by himfelf: 
For he does neither affect company, 
Nor is he fit for’t indeed. 

eApem. Let me ftay at thine apperil, Témon, 
I come to obferve, | give thee warning on’t. 

Tim. 1 take no heed of thee; Tart an Athenian, there. 
fore welcome: I my felf would have no power, prethee 
let my meat make thee filent. 

Apem. Lfcorn thy meat, ’twould choak me: For I ould 
ne’er flatter thee. Oh you Gods / What a number of men 
eats Timon, and he fees’em not? It grieves me to fee fo 
many dip their meat in one mans blood , and all the mad- 
nefs is, he cheers them up too. 

I wonder men dare truft themfelves with men. 

Methinks they fhould invite them without knives, 

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives. 

There’s much example for’t, the fellow that fits next him 
now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught: isthe readieft man tokillhim. °T has 
been proved, tf I were a huge man, I fhould fear to drink 
at meals, left they fhould fpy my wind-pipes dangerous 
notes, great men fhould drink with harnefs on their 
throats. 

Tim, My Lord in heart: and let the health go rovnd. 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good Lord. 

Apem. Flow this way? A brave fellow; he keeps his 
tides well, thofe healths will make thee and thy ftate look 
ill, Timon. 

Here’s that which is too weak to be a finner, 
Honeft water, which ne’er left man i’th’mire: 
This and my food are equal, there’s no ods, 
Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods. 


Apemantus’s Grace. 

Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf, 
I pray for no man but my felf, 
Grant | may never prove fo fond, 
To truft man on hig Oath or Bord : 
Or a Harlot for her weeping : 
Or a Dog that feems a aaa ; 
Or a Keeper with my Freedom : 
Or my Friends if 1 fhould need em, 

Amen, So fall toot: ` 

Rich men fin, and I eat root, 


Much good dich thy good heart. Apemantns. 
Tim, Captain, 
eAleibiades, your heart’s inthe field now. 
Aci. My heart is ever at your fervice, my Lord. 


| OF their friends gift ? . 





Tim, You had rather beaca breakfaft of Euemies. than. 
a dinner of Friends. i 

Alci. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there’s no 
meat like ’em, I could wifh my friend at fucha Feaft. 

Apem, Would all thofe flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, that then thou might’ft kill’em: And bid me to’em. 

1 Lord, Might we but have that happinefS, my Lord 
that you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we might ex. 
prefs fome part of our zeals, we fhould think our felves 
for ever perfect. 

Tim. Oh no doubt, my good Friends, but the Gods 
themfelves have provided that I hall have much help from 
you: How had you been my Friends elfe? Why have you 
that charitable title from thoufands? Did not you chiefly |- 
belong to my heart? Thave told more of you to my felf 
than you can with modefty fpeak in your owr behalf. 
And Thus far I cofirm you. Ob you Gods (thinkI) what 
need we have any Friends if we fhould never havc 
need of ’em? They were the moft needlefs Creatures li- 
ving , fhould we ne’er have ufe for’em. And would moft 
refemble fweet Inftruments hung up in Cafes, that keep 
their founds tothemfelves. Why I have often witht my 
felf poorer, that I might come nearer to you: We are 
born todobenefits, And what better or properer can we 
call our own, than the riches of our Friends? Oh what a 
precious comfort *tis to have fo many like Brothers com- 
manding one anothers Fortunes! Oh Joys, e’en made a- 
way e’re’t can be born, mine eyes cannot hold out water 
methinks, to forget their faults. I drink to you. 

Apem. Thou weep’ft to make them drink, Timon. 

2. Lord Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 

And at that inftant like a Babe fprung up. 
e4pem. Ho, ho, I laugh to think that Babe a Baftard. 


3 Lord 1 promife you my Lord you mov’d me much. 
Apem. Much. 


Sound Tucket. Enter the Maskers of eAmazons with 
Lutes in their hands, dancing and playing. 


Tim, What means that Trump? How now? 
Enter Servant. 


Ser, Pleafe you, my Lord , there are certain Ladies 
Moft defirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies? What are their wills ? 

Ser. There comes with thema Fore-runner, my Lord, 
which bears that office to fignifie their pleafures. 

Tim, I pray let them be admitted. 


Enter Cupid with the Mask of Ladies. 


Cup. Hailtothee, worthy Timon, and to all that of his 
Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plenteous Bofom. 
There taft, touch all, pleas’d from thy Table rife : 
Tim.They’re welcome all ; let’em have kind admittance. 
Mufick make their welcome. 
Apem, Hoyday ! i 
What a {weep of vanity comes this way. 
They dance, they are mad Women. : 
Like Madnefs isthe Glory of this life, 
As this pomp fhewsto a little oyl and root. 
We make our felves fools , to difport our félves, 
And fpend our flatteries to drink thofe men, 
Upon whofe Age we void it up agen. 
With poyfonous Spight and Envy. 
Who lives, that’s not deprav’d, or depraves ? 
Who dies, that bears not one fpurn to their graves 


1 fhould fear, thofe that dance before me now, 


Bounties taft: The five beft Senfes acknowledge thee their 

They only now come but to feaft thine eyes. 

Luc, You fee, my Lord, how ample you are belov’d. 

Would one day ftamp upon me: ’T’as been done, a 
en 
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Men fhut their doors again{t a Setting Sun. 


The Lords rife from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 
to fhew thesr loves, each fingle out an Amazon, and all 
dance, Men with Women, a lofty ftrain or two 

to the Hoboyes, and ceafe. 


Tim. You have done your pleafures, 
Mucii Grace (Fair Ladies) 
Sets a faic fafhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half fo beautiful, and kind: 
You have added worth unto’t, and lively luftre, 
And entertain’d me with mine own device. 
I am to thank you for it. 
1 Lord. My Lord, you take us even at the beft. 
Apem. Faith for the worft is filthy,and would not hold 
taking, | doubt me, 
Tim Ladies, there isan idle Banquet attends you. 
Pleafe you to difpofe your felves. 
All La. Moft thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim, Flavius. 
Flav. My Lord. - 
Tim, Thelittle Casket, bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes, myLord. More Jewels yet ? 
There is no crofling him in’s humour, 
Elfe I fhould tell him well, 7 faith 1 fhould, 
When all’s fpent, he’d be crofs’d then, and he could: 
Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind, 
That man might ne’r be wretched for his mind. 
1. Lord. Wherc be our men? 
Serv. Here, my Lord, in readinefs. 
2. Lord. Our Horfes. 
Tim. O my Friends! 
I have one word to fay to you: Look you, my good Lord : 
| muft entreat you, honour me fo much, 
As to advance this Jewcl, accept, and wear it, 
Kind my Lord. i 
1. Lord. Lam fo far already in your Gifts, 
All. So are we all. 


Exeunt, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv, My Lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vifit you. 
Tim. Tbey are fairly welcome. 


Enter Flavius. 


Fle, I befeech your Honour, vouchfafe mea word, it 
does concern you near. 
Tim. Near! Why then another time il hear thee. 
| prethec let’s be provided to hew them entertainment. 
Fla, 1I fcarce know how. 


Enter another Servant. 


Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, Lord Lucius 
(Out of his free Love) hath prefented to you 
Four Milk- white Horfes trapt in Silver. 

Tim. I fhall accept them fairly; Let the Prefents 
Be worthily entertain’d. 

Enter a third Servant. 
How now? What News? 

3 Serv. Pleafe you, my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and h’asfent your Honour two brace of 
Grey Hounds. 

Tim, Vil hunt with him. 

And ler them be received, not without fair Reward. 

Ela. What will this come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, and all 
outof an empty Coffer : 

Nor will he know his purfe, or yield me this, 

To hew him what a Beggar his heart is, 


3 


Being of no Power to make his withes 
> ——' = fo beyond his ftate, ome 
at what he {peaks is all in debt, owes for ey’ : 
He is fo kind, that he now payes intereft fot’t a 
His Land’s put totheir Books. Well, would {were 
Gently put out of Office, cer I were fore’d: 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 
Than fuch that do e’en Enemies exceed, 
I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 
Tim. You do your felves much wrong, 
You bate too much of your own merits. 
Here, my Lord, a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord With more than common thanks 
{ will receive it. 

3 ine. S ha’s the very foul of Bounty. 

im. now | remember, my Lord you gave good 
words the other day of a Bay Courfe : Tise 
becaufe you lik’d P 7 Spee 

1 L. Qh, I befech you, pardon me, my Lord, in that, 

Tim. You may take my word, my Lord: 1 know no 
man can juftly praife, but what he does afieét. l weigh 
my friends affection with my own? Dil tell you true 
Vil call to you. 

ell Lords, O none fo welcome. 

Tim. {takeall, and your feveral vifitations 
So kind to heart, *cis not enough to give : 

Methinks I could deal Kingdoms to my Friends, 
And ne’er be weary. Alcsbiades, 

Thou art a Souldier, therefore feldom rich, 

lt comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living 

Is ’mongft the dead; and all the Lands thou haft 
Lie in a Pitche Field, 

Alci. 1 defe Land, my Lord. 

1 Lord. We are fo vertuoufly bound. 

Tim. And foam I to you. 

2 Lord, So infinitely endear’d. 

Tim. All to yoyou. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 

1 Lord. The beft of Happinefs, Honour and Fortunes, 
Keep with you, Lord Timon. 

Tim. Ready for his Friends. CExennt Lords. 

Apem What a coilshere, fervingof becksand jutting 
out of bumms, Idoubt whether their Legs be worth 
the fummes that are given for em. 

Friendfhip’s full of Dreggs : 
Methinks falfe hearts fhould never have found legs. 
Thus honeft fools Jay out their wealth on Court*fies, 

Tim. Now, Apemantus (if thou wert nor fallen) 
I would be good to thee. 

Apem. No, Vil nothing; for if I fhould be brib’d too, 
there would be none left to rail upon thee, and chen thou 
wouldft fin the falter. Thou giv’ft fo long, Timon (I fear 
me) thou wilt give away thy Bir in paper fhorrly. What 
need thefe Feafts, Pomps, and Vain glories? 

Tim, Nay, and you begin co rail on Society once, | 
am {worn not togive regard to you. Farewell, and come 
with better Mufick. CE x. 

Apem. So: Thou wilt not hear me now, thou halt not 
then. Pl lock thy Heaven from thee: 
Oh that mens ears fhould be 
To Counfel deaf, but nor to flattery. 


[Exir. 


TEx. 


Enter a Senator. 

Sen. And late five choufand - to Varro and to Ifdore 
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fumme, 
Which make it fve and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging wafte? It cannot hold, ir will nor. 

If I want Gold, fteal but a Beggar’s Dog 

And give it Timon, why the Dog coins Gold. 

If 1 would fell my Horfe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he; why give my horie to Timan. 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight 
An able Horfe: No Porter at his gate, 

But rather one that fmiles and fill invires 

Ali that pafs by. It cannot hold, no reafon 
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' Can found his ftate in fafety. Capbs, hoa. 
Caphis 1 fay. 


Enter Caphis. 


Caph Here, Sir, what is your pleafure ? 
Sen. Get on your Cloak, and hafte you to Lord Timon; 
| Importune him for my monies, be not ceaft 
With flight denial; nor then filenc’d, then 
Commend me to your Mafter, and the Cap 
Plaies inthe right hand, thas: But tell him, firrah, 
My ufes cry to me; 1 muft ferve my turn 
Out of mine own, his dayes and times are paft, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have fmit my credit. [love and honour him, 
But muft not break my back, to heal his finger 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 
Mult not be toft and curn’d to me in words, 
But find fupply immediate, Get you gone, 
Put on a moft importunate afpect, . 
A vifage of demand: For! do fear 
When every Feather fticks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Which flafhes nowa Pheenix, get you gone, 
Caph. I go, Sir. i 
Sen. 1 go, Sir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in. Come. 
Caph. 1 will, Sir. - 
Sen. Go. 


Enter Steward, with many Bills sn his hand. 


Stew. No care. no ftop, fo fenfelefs of expence, 
That he will know neither how to maintain it, 
Nor ceafe his flow of Riot. Takes no account 
How things go from him, nor refume no care 
Of what is to continue: Never mind 
Wasto be fo unwife, to be fo kind. 
What fhall be done, he will not hear, till feel: 
i muft be round with him. now he comes from hunting. 
Fie, fie, fie, fie. 


Enter Caphis, Mfidore, and Varro. 


Caph. Good even, Varro, what, you come for money ? 
Var Is't not your bufinefs too ? 

Caph Itis, and yours too, Jfidore ? 

Ifid. Itis fo. 

Caph. Would we were all difcharg’d. 

Var, I fear it. 

Caph. Here comes the Lord. 


Enter Timon, and his Tran. 


Tim. So foon as dinner’s done, we'll forth again, 
My Alcibsades. With me, what ts your will ? 
Caph. My Lord, here isanote of certain dues. 
Tim. Dues? Whence are you? 
Caph. OF Athens here: My Lord. 
Tim. Go to my Steward. 
Caph. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, he hath put me off 
To the fucceffion of new dayes this month 
My Malter isawak’d by great occafion, 
To call upon his own, and humbly prays you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you?ll fuit, 
In giving him his right. 
Tim, Mine honeft Friend, 
| prethee butrepair to me next morning. 
Caph Nay, good my Lord. 
Tim, Contain thy felf, good Friend. 
Var. One Varro’s fervant, my good Lord. 
Ifid. From Zfidore, he humbly prays your fpeedy pay- 
menr. 


CExeunt. 


Timon of Athens. 


Caph. lf you did know, my Lord, my Mafter’s wants. 
Var. ‘Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, fix weeks, and 


paft. 

lfid. Your Steward puts me off, my Lord, and I 
Am fent exprefly to your Lordhhip. 

Tim. Give me breath: 
I do befeech you, good my Lords, keep on, 
PII wait upon you inftantly. Come hither, pray you 
How goes the world that I am thus encountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 


| And the detention, long fince due debts 
| Againft my Honour ? 


Stew. Pleafe you, Gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs : 

Your importunacy ceafe, till after dinner, 

That | may make his Lordfhip underftand 

Wherefore you are not paid. 
Tim. Do fo, my Friends, fee them well entertain’d. 
Stew. Pray draw near. (Ext. 


Enter Apemantus and Fool, 


Caph. Stay, ftay, here comes 
let’s have fome {port with ’em. 

Var. Hang him, he'll abufe us 

Ifid. A plague upon him dog. 

Var. How doft, Fool? 

eApem. Doft dialogue with thy fhadow ? 

Var. I fpeak not to thee. 

4Apem. No, ’tis tothy felf. Come away. 

Ifid. There’s the Foo! hangs on your back already. 

Apem. No, thou ftandft fingle, thou art not on him yet 

Caph. Where’s the Fool now ? 

Apem. He laft ask’d the Queftion. Poor Rogues and 
Ufurers men, Bawds between Gold and want. 

All, What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem Aes. - 

All. Why? 

eFpem. That you ask me what you are, and do not know 
your felves. Speak to ’em Fool. 

Fool. How do you, Gentlemen? 

All, Gramercies, good Fool: 
How does your Miftrefs ? 

Fool, She’s e’en fetting on water to {cald fuch Chickens 
as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth. 

Apem. Good, Gramercy. 


the Fool with Apemansxs, 


Enter Page. 


Fool. Look you, here comes my Mafter’s Page. 

Page. Why how now, Captain? What do you inthis 
wife company ? 

How doft thou, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Would | hada Rod in my mouth , that 1 might 
an{wer thee profitably: 

Page. Prethee, epemantus, read me the fuperfcription 
of thefe Letters, I know not which is which. 

Apem. Canft not read? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There will little learning die then that day thou 
art hang’d. Thisisto Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades. Go 
thou waft born a Baftard and thou’lt die a Bawd. 

Page. Thou waft whelpt a Dog, and thou fhalt famifha 
Dogs death. 

Anfwer not, lam gone. 

Apem. E'en fo thou out-ruoft Grace, 
Fool, I wiil go with you to Lord Timons. 

Fool. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem. if Timon ftay at home. 

You three ferve three Ufurers ? 

All, 1 wou’d they ferv’d us. 

Apem. So would I: 

As good a trick as ever Hangman ferv’d Thief. 

Fool. Are you three Ufurers men ? 


[ Exit. 


Alt. 
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ell 1; Fool. 
Fool. | think no Ufvrer but has a fool to his Set vant. 


My Miftrefsis one, and! am her fool: when men come 
to borrow of your Mafters, they approach fadly, and go 


away merrily : but they enter my mafters houfe merrily, 
and go away fadly. The reafon of this? 

Var. 1 could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, and a Knave, which notwithftanding thou fhalt 
be no lefs efteemed. , 

Var. What is a Whore-mafter, Fool? 

Fool. A Fool in good cloaths, and fomething like thec. 

Tis a fpirit, fomtime ’t appears like a Lord, fometimes 
| likea Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with two 
(tones more than’s artificial one. He is very often like a 
Knight; and generally, in all fhapes that man goes up 
and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this Spirit 
walks in. 

Var. Thouart not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife man, 

As much foolery asJ have, fo much wit thou lack’ft. 

Apem. That anfwer might have become e4pemantus. 

Ah. Afide, afide, here comes Lord Zimen. 


Enter Timon and Steward. 


Apem, Come with me i come, 

Foal. 1 do not always follow Lover, elder Brother, 
and Woman, fometime the Philofopher. 

Stew. Pray you walk near, 
Pll fpeak with you anon. LExeunt. 

Tim. You make me marvel wherefore e’er this time 
Had you not fully laid my ftate before me, 
That | might fo have rated my expence, 
As I had teave of means. 

Stew. You would not hear me; 
At many leifures I propos’d. 

Tim. Go to: 
Perchance fome fingle vantages you took, 
When my indifpoficion put you back, 
And that unaptnefs made you minifter 
Thus to excule your felf,. 

Stew. O my good Lord, 
At many times I brought in my accompts, 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And fay youfound them in minc honefty, 
When for fome trifling Prefent you have bid me 
Return fo much, I have fhook my head, and wept; 
Yea againft th’ Authority of manners, pray’d you 
To hold your hand more clofe: I did endure 
Not feldom, nor no flight checks, when I have 
Prompted youin the Ebbe of your Eftate, 
And your great flow ef Debts; my dear lov’d Lord, 
Though you here now (too late) yet now’s a time 
The grcateft of your having, lacks a half, 
To pay your prefent debts. 

Tim, Let all my Land be fold. 

Stew. ’Tis all engag’d, fome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth 
Of prefent dues; the future comes apace: 
What fhai! defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck’ning? 

Tim. TO Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Stew, O my good Lord, the world is but a world, 
Were ic all yours, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone? 

Tim, You tell me true? 

Stew. If you fafpeét my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call me before the exacteft Auditors, 
And fet me on the proof. Sothe Geds blefs me, 
When all our Offices have been oppreft 
With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken Spilth of wine, when every Room 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with Minftrelfic, 


I have retir’d me to a wafteful cock, 
And (et mine eyes at flow. 

Tim, Precthee no more. 

Stew. Heavens have I faid, the bounty of this Lord! 
How many prodigal bits have Slaves and Peazants 
This night englutced! who is not Zsmon’s ? 

What heart, head, fword, force, means, butis L. Timon’s ? 
Great Timon, Noble, Worthy, Royal Timon’s : 

Ab, when the means ate gone, that buy this praife, 

The breath is gone whereof this praife is made: 

Feaft won, Falt loft, one cloud of winter fhowres, 
Thefe flies are coucht. 

Tim, Come fermon me no further. 

No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart; 
Unwifely not ignobly have I given. 

Why doft thou weep, canft thou the confcience lack, 
To think I fhall lack Friends? Secure thy heart, 

If | would broach the Veflels of my Love, 

And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 

Men and mens Fortunes could I frankly ufe, 

As I can bid thee f{peak. 

Stew. Affurance blefs your thoughts. 

Tin. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown’d 
That I account them Bleflings. For by thefe 
Shall I try Friends. You thall perceive 
Flow you miftake my fortunes : 

I arm wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, Flavius, Servilins ? 


Enter three Servants. 


Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 

Tim. 1 will difpatch you feverally. 

You to Lord Lucin, to Lord Luculius you, Thonted with 
his Honour to day; you to Sempronius; commend me to 
their loves, and I am proud, fay, chat my occafions have 
found time to ufe ’em toward a fupply of money: let the 
requelt be fifty Talents. 

Flaw. As you have faid, my Lord. 

Stew. Lord Lucius and Lucullus? Humb. 

Tim. Go you, Sir, to the Senators ; 

Of whom, even to the States beft health, I have 
Deferv’d this hearing; bid ’em fend o’ch’ inftant 
A thoufand Talents to me, 

Stew. I have been bold 

(For that I knew it the moft general way ) 
To them to ufe your Sigact and your Name, 
But they do Make their heads, and I am herc 

No richer in return. 

Tim. ist truc? Can't be? 

Stew. They anfwer in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want Treafure, cannot 
Do whatthey would, are forry: You are Honourable, 
Buc yet they could bave wiht, they know not, 
Something hath been amifs; a Noble Nature 
May catcha wrench; would all were well; “tis pity, 
And fo intending other ferious matters, 

After diftaftful looks, and thefe hard Fractions, 
With certain half-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into filence. 
Tim. You Gods reward them: 
Prethee man, look cheerly. Thefe old Fellows 
Have their Ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it feldom flowes, 
’Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind 5 
And Nature, asit grows again toward carth, 
Is fafhion’d for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius (prethce be not fad, 
Thon art true, and honeft ; ingenuonfly I {peak, 
No blame belongs to thee:) Vencidins lately 
Buri’d his Father, by whofe death he’s ftepp’d 
Into a great cftate: when he was poor, 
Imprifon’d, and in fearcity of friends, 
t clear’d him with five Talents. Greet him from n” 
l 
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Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceflity | 
Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred 
With thofe five Talents ; that had, giv’t thefe Fellows 
To whoin ’tis inftane due. Nev’r {peak, or think, 
That Timon’s fortunes *mong his Friends can fink. 

Stew. I would I could not think it: 
That thought is bounties Foe : 
Being free it felf ıt thinks all others fo. [ Exeunt. 
Flaminius wasting to foeak with a Lord from his Mafter : 

enters a Servant to bhim. 


Ser. | have told my Lord of you, he is coming down 
to you. 
Flam. I thank you, Sir. > 


Exter Lucullus. 


Ser. Here’s my Lord. 

Luc. One of Lord Timon’s men? A Gift I warrant. 
Why, this hits right: J dreamt of a Silver Bafon and 
Ewre tonight. Flamininus, honeft Fieminiss, you are ve- 
ry refpectively welcome, Sir, Fill me fome Wine. And 
how does that Honourable, Compleat, Free-hearted 
Gentleman of ethens, thy very. bountiful good Lord 
and Mafter. 

Flam. His health is well, Sir. 

Luc. 1am right glad that bis health is well, Sir, and 
what haft thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which in 
my Lords behalf, 1 come to intreat your honour to fupply, 
who having great and inftant occafion to ufe fifty Talents, 
hath fent to your Lordfhip to furnifh him, nothing doubt. 
ing your prefent afliftance therein 

Luc. La, la,la, la: Nothing doubting, fays he? Als, 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman tis, if he would not keep 
fo gooda houfe. Many a time and often I ha’ dird with 
him, and'told him on’t, and come again to fupper to him 
on purpofe to have him {pend lefs, and yet he would em- 
brace no counfe), take no warning by my coming, every 
man hath his fault, and honefty ts his. I ha’ told him on’t, 
but I could never get him from’t. 


Enter Servant, with Wine. 


Ser. Pleafe your Lordfhip, here is the Wine. 

Luc. Flamininus, | have noted thee always wife. 
Here’s to thee. 

Elam. Your Lordfhip fpeaks your pleafure. 

Luc. I have obferved thee alwaies for a towardly 
prompt fpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to reafon; andcanft ule the time well, if 
the time ufe thee well. Good parts in thee; get you gone, 
Sirrah. Draw nearer, honeft Flaminsus. Thy Lord’s a boun- 
tiful Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well 
enough (although thou comet to me) that this is no 
time to lend money, efpecially upon bare Friendfhip 
without fecurity. Here’s three Solidares for thee, Good 
Boy, wink at me, and fay thou faw’ft me not. Fare thee 
well, 

Flam, Is’t poflible the world fhould fo much differ, 
And we alive that liv’d? Fly damned bafenefs 
To him that worlhips thee 

Luc. Ha? Now 1 fee thou art a Fool, and fit for thy 
Mafter. [East Lucullus. 

Flam, May thefe add to the number that may fcald thee: 
Let molten Coyn be thy damnation, | 
Thou difeafe of a Friend, and not himfelf - 

Has Friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart, 

It turns in lefs than two nights? O you Gods! 

J fee] my Mafters paffion. This Slave unto his honour 
Has my Lords meat in him: 

Why fhould it thrive and come to Nucriment, 

When he is turn’d to poyfon 2 


| O may difeafes only work upon’t: 


And when he’s fick to death, let not that part of Nature, 
Which my Lord paid for, be of any power, 
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour. [Exse. 


Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 


Luci. Who, the Lord Timon? He is my very good 
Friend, and an honourable Gentleman. 
, 1. We know him for no lefs, though we are but ftran- 
gers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my Lord, and 
which I hear from common rumours, now Lord Timon s 
happy hours are done and paft, and his eftate fhrinks 
from him. 


Luci. Fye, no, do not believe it: He cannot want for 
Money. 

2. But believe you this, my Lord, that not long ago, 
one of his men was with the Lord Lucuilas, to borrow fo 
many Talents, nay, urg’d extreamly for’r, and fhewed 
what neceflity belopg’d to’t, and yet was deny’d. 

Luci. How? 

2. Itell you, deny’d, my Lord. 

Lucis What a ftrange cafe was that? Now before the 
Gods Iam afham’don’t. Deny’d that honourable man? 
There was very little honour fhew’d in that. For my own 
part, ] muft needs confefs, I have received fome {mall 
kindnefles from him, as money, Plate, Jewels, and fuch 
like Trifles; nothing comparing to his: Yet had he 
miftook him, and fent him to me, I fhould ne’er have 
denyed his occafion fo many Talents. 


Enter Servilius. 


Servil. See, by good hap yonder’s my Lord, I haye 
fwet to fee his honour. My honour?d Lord. 

Luci, Servilins? You are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee 
well, commend me to thy honourable vertuous Lord, my 
very exquifite Friend. 


Servil. May it pleafe your honour, my Lord hath fent 








Luci. Ha ! What hath he fent? Iam fo much endeared 
tothat Lord; he’s ever fending: How fhall ] thank him, 
think’ft thou? And what has he fent now ? : 

Servil. Has only fent his prefent occafion now, my 
Lord, requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his inftant ofe, 
with fo many Talents. 

Luci. | know his Lordhhip is but merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents. 

Servil. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my Lord. 
If htsoccafion were not vertuous, 

[ fhould not urge it half fo faithfully. 

Luci. Doft thou {peak ferioufly, Servilins ? 

Servil. Upon my Soul ’tis true, Sir. 

Luc:. What a wicked Beaft was !, to disfurnifh my 
felf again{ft fuch a good time, when! might ha’ fhewn 
my felf honourable ? How unluckily it hapned, that 1 
fhould purchafe the day before for a little part, and undoe 
a great deal of honour! Serviliws, now before the Gods | 
am not able to do (the more beaft I fay) |] was fending 
to ufe Lord Timon my felf, thefe Gentlemencan witnels; 
but | would not for the wealth of e4ehens | had don’t now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and |] 


| hope his honour will conceive the faireft of me, becaufe 


Í have no power to be kind. And tell him this from me, 
l count it one of my greatelt afictions, fay, that 1 can- 
not pleafure fuch an honourable Gentleman. Good Servi- 
ins, will you befriend me fo far, as to ufe my own words 
to him? 

Servi. Yes, Sir, I fhall. [Exit Servilius. 

Luct. lUIllook you out a good turn, Servilins. 
True as you faid, Zsmoz is fhrunk indeed, 
And he that’s once deny’d will hardly fpeed. 

1. Do you obferve this, Hroftitins ? 

2. l, too well. 


[Eme 


1. Why i 
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1, Why, this is the worlds fou), 
And juft of the fame piece 
Isevery flatterers fport: Who cancall him his Friend 
That dips in the fame dih? Forin my knowing, 
Timon has been this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with his purfe : 
Supported his eftate, nay, Timon’s money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks, 
But Témon's Silver treads upon his lip; 
And yet Oh fee the monftroufnefs of Man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful thape : 
He does deny him (in refpect of his ) 
What Charitable Men afford to Beggars, 

3. Religion groans at it. 

t. For mine own part I never tafted Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his Friend. Yet J proteft, 
For his right Noble Mind, Illuftrious vertue, 
And Honourable Carriage, 
Had his nceeflity made ufe of me, 
I would have put my wealth into Donation. 
And rhe belt half fhould have return’d to him, 
So much I Jove his heart: But I perceive, 
Men mutt Iearn now with pity to difpence. 
For policy fits above Confcience. LExeunt. 
Enter a third Servant with Sempronius, another 

of Timon’s Friends, 


Semp. Muft he nceds trouble me mt? Humb. 

’Bove all others ? 

He might have tried Lord Lucis, or Lucullus, 

And now Ventidius is wealthy too. 

Whom he redeem’d from prifon. All thefe 

Owe their Eftates unto him. 
Ser. My Lord, 

They have all been touch’d, and all are found bafe Mettal, 

For they have all deny’d him. : 
Semp. How? Have they deny’d him ? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus deny’d him ? 

And does he fend to me? Three? Humb. 

Ic Mews but little love or judgment in him. 

Mult I be his laft Refuge ? His Friends (like Phyficians) 

That thriv’d, give him over, Muft I take th’Cure upon me ? 

Has much difgrac’d me ipt, Pm angry at him, 

That might have known my place, I fee no fenfe for’t 

But his occafions might have wooed me firft : 

For in my confcience I was the firft man 

That e’er received gift from him. 

And does he think fo backwardly of me now, 

That Pilrequite itlaft? No: 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 

Toth’reft, and ’mongft Lords I be thought a fool. 

Pd rather than the worth of thrice the fum, 

H’ad fent to me firit, but for my minds fake : 

Pd fuch a courage to do him good. But now return, 

And with their faint reply this anfwer joyn ; 

Who bates mine honour, fhall not know my Coyn. [Exir. 
Ser, Excellent: Your Lordfhip’s a goodly Villain, the 

Devil knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- 

tick; he crofled himfelf by’: And I cannot think, but 

in the end the-villanics of man will fet him clear. How 

fairly this Lord ftrives to appear foul? Takes vertuous 

Copies to be wicked: Like thofe that under hot, ardent 

zeal, would fet whole Realms on fire, of fuch a nature ts 

his politick love. 

This was my Lord’s boft hope, now all are fied, 

Save only the Gods, now his Friends are dead, 

Doors that were neer acquainted with thcir Wards, 

Many a bounteous year, muft beimploy’d ` 

Now to guard fure their Mafter, 

And this is all a liberal courfe allows ; 

Who cannot keep his wealch, muft keep his boufe. 
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Enver Varro's man, meeting others, All Timon’s Creditors to 
wait for his coming ont Ther enter Lucius 
and Hortenfius. 


Var. man. Well met, good m 

; orrow, Tstw and Hor; 
Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. i seal 
Hort. Lucius, what do we meet together ? 


Luc. 1, and I think one bufinefs do” 
For mine is money. o's command us all. 


T. Sois theirs, and ours. 


Enter Philotus. 


Luci, And Sir Philotas too, 

Phi. Good day at once 

Luci. Welcome, ‘good Brother. 
What do you think the Hour ? 

Ph:. Labouring for nine. 

Lucs. So much ? 

Phil. Is not my Lord feen yet? 

Luci. Not yer. 

Phil, I wonder on’t, he was wont to fhineat feven, 

Luci. I, but the days are wax’d fhorter with him: 
You muft confider that a prodigal courfe 
Is like the Suns, but not like his recoverable, 1 fear : 
Tis deepeft Winter In Lord Timon’s purfe, thatis; One 
may reach deep enough, and yet find Ilttle. 

Phil. fam of your fear for that. 

Tir. Pll thew you tobferve a ftrange event : 
Your Lord fends now for money? 

Hort, Molt true, he does. 

Tw. And he wears Jewels now of Timon’s gift, 
For which! wait for money. 

Hort It is againft my heart. 

Luci, Mark how ftrange it hows, 
Timon in this fhould pay more than he owes: 
And e’enasif your Lord fhould wear rich Jewels, 
And fend for money for ’em. 

Hort. I’m weary of this Charge, 
The Gods can witnefs : 
I know my Lord hath {pent of Timon’s wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes it worfe than ftealrh. 

Var. Yes, mine’s three thoufand Crowns: 
What’s yours? 

Luci. Five thoufand mine, 

Var, °Tis much deep, and it fhould eem byth’ fum, 
Your Mafter’s confidence was above mine, 
Elfe furely his had equall’d. 


Erter Flaminius. 


Tit. One of Lord Timon’s men. 

Luc. Flaminius? Sit, a word: Pray is my Lord ready 
to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed he is not. 

Tit Weatcend his Lordfhip: Pray fignifie fo much. 

Flam. | need not tell him that, he knows you are too 
diligent. 


Enter Steward in a Cloak muffled. 


Laci. Ha! Is not that his Steward muffled fo ? 
He goes away ın a Cloud : Call him, call him. 

Tit. Do you hear, Sir ? 

2 Varro. By your lieve, Sir. 

Stew, What do you ask of me, my Friend ? 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, Sir. 

Stew, If money were as certaio a5 your waiting, 
*T were fure enough. 

Why then prefere’d you not your Sums and Bills, 
When your falfe Mafterseat of my Lords meat ? 
Then they would {mile and fawn upon his debts, 


LExit. | And take down th’intereft into their glutt’nous Maws, 


You 
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You do your felves but wrong to ftir me up, 
Lec me pafs quietly : 
Believ’t, my Lord, and! have made an end, 
ihave no more toreckon, heto fpend. 
Luci. 1, but this anfwer will not ferve. 
Stew. If cwillnot ferve, "tis not fo bafe as you, 
For you ferve Knaves. . i 
1. Varro. How? What does his cafhier’d worfhip mut- 
? : 
T Varro. No matter what, he's poor, and that’s re- 
venge enough. Who can fpeak broader, than he that has 
no houfe to put his head in ? Such may rail againft great 


buildings. 
Enter Servilius, 


Tit. Oh, here’s Servilins, now we fhall know fome 
an{wer. 

Servil. If I might befeech you, Gentlemen, to repair 
fome other hour, I fhould derive much from’t. For tak’t 
of my Soul, my Lord leans wondroufly to difcontent: His 
comfortable cemper has forfook him, he’s much out of 
health, and keeps his Chamber. 

Luci, Many do keep their Chambers, are not fick : 
And if it be fo far beyond his health, 
Methinks he fhould the fooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the Gods. 

Servil. Good Gods? . 

Tit. We cannot take this for anfwer, Sir. 

Flaminins within. Servilins, help, my Lord, my Lord. 


Enter Timon in a rage. 


Tim, What, are my doors oppos’d againft my paflage ? 
Have I been ever free, and muft my houfe 
Be my retentive Enemy ? My Gaol? 
The place which Ihave feafted, doesit now 
(Like all Mankind) fhew me an Iron heart ? 

Luci. Putin now, Titus, 

Tit, My Lord, here’s my Bill. 

Luci. Here’s mine. 

1. Varro, And mine, my Lord. ` 

2. Varro. And ours, my Lord. 

Philo. Allour Bills. 

Tim, Knock me down with’em, cleave me to the 
Girdle. 

Luci, Alas, my Lord. 

Tim, Cut out my heart in fums: 

Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. 

Tim. Tellout my Blood. 

Luci. Five thoufand Crowns, my Lord. 

Tim, Five thoufand drops pays that, 
What yours? And yours ? 

1. Varro, My Lord. 

2 Varro. My Lord. 

Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you. 

| Exit Timon. 

Hort Faith, I perceive our Mafters may throw their caps 
at their money, thefe debts may well be call’d defperate 
ones, fora mad man owes’em. [Exeunt. 


Enter Timon. 


Tim, They have e’ne put my breath from me, the flaves. 
Creditors? Devils 

Stew. My dear Lord. 

Tim, What if it fhould be fo ? 

Stew. My Lord. 

Tim. Vil haveit fo. My Steward ? 

Stew. Here, my Lord. E 

Tim. So fitly ? Goe, bid all my Friends again, 
Lucius, Luculius, and Sempronius: All, ' 
I'll once more Fealt the Rafcals.. 


Stew. O my Lord, you only fpeak from your diftracted 
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een there’s nor fo much left to furnifh out a moderate 
able. 
Tim, Be it not in thy care: 
Go I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaves once more: My Cook and I’ provide. Exeunt 


Enter three Senators at one door, Alcibiades meeting 

them, with Attendants. 

1, Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to’t 

The fault’s blood} ; s i À 

Tis neceffary he fhould die : 

Nothing emboldens fin fo much as Mercy. 
2. Moft true ; the Law fhall bruife ’em. 
Alci. Honour, health and compaflion to the Senate. 
1. Now, Captain. 

Alci. 1am an humble Suitor to your Vertues ; 

For pity is the Vertue of the Law, 

And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly. 

It pleafes Time and Fortune to lie heavy 

Upon a Friend of mine, whoin hot bloua 

Hath ftept into the Law: which is paft depth 

To thofe that (without heed) do plunge into’t. 

He’s a man (fetting his Fate afide) of comely Vertues 

Nor did he foy!I the fact with Cowardife. : 

And honour in him, which buyes out his fault) 

But with a Noble Fury and Fair Spirit, 

Seeing his reputation touch’d to death, 

He did oppofe his Foe ; 

And with fuch fober and unnoted paffion 

He did behoove his anger e’re "twas {pent, 

Asif he had but prov’d an Argument. 

1. Sen, You undergo too frit a Paradox, 

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair: 

Your words have took fuch pains, as they labour’d 

To bring Man-flaughter into form, and fet Quarrelling 

Upon the head of Valour; which indeed 

Is Valour mis-begot, and came into the world, 

When Sects and Factions were newly born. 

He’s truly valiant, that can wifely fuffer 

The worft that man can breath, 

And make his wrongs his Out-fides, 

To wear them like his Rayment, carelefly, 

And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart, 

To bring it into danger. 

lf wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 

What Folly ’tis to hazzard life for ill. 
eflci, My Lord. 

1, Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear, 

To revenge is no Valour, but to bear. 
eAlci. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me; 

if I {peak like a Captain. 

Why do fond men expofe themfelves to Battel, 

And not endure all threats? Sleep upon’t, 

And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 

Without repugnancy ? If there be 

Such Valour in the bearing, what make we 

Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant 

That ftay at home, if bearing carry it: 

And the Afs, more Captain than the Lion? The Fellow 

Loaden with [rons, wifer than the Judge? 

If Wifdom bein fuffering. Ob my Lords, 

As you are great, be pitifully good, 

Who cannot condemn rafhnefs in cold blood ? 

To kill, 1 grant, is fins extreameft Guft, 

But in defence, by Mercy ’tis moft juft. 

Tobe in Anger, is impiety : 

But who is man, that isnot Angry ? 

Weigh but the Crime with this. 
2.Sen. You breath in vain. 

Alci. In vain? 
His fervice done at Lacedemon, and Bizantium, 
Were a fufficient Briber for his life. 
1, What’s that ? 
Alci. 
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eAlcib. Why, | fay my Lords h’ as done fair fervice, 

And flain in Fight many of your Enemies : 
How full of Valour did:he bear himfelf 
In the laft Conflict, and made pleateous Wounds ? 

z. He has made too much plenty with ’em, 
He’s a {worn Rioter, hehasa fin — È 
That often drowns. him, and takes his valour Prifoner. 
If there were No Foes, that were enough 
To overcome him. In that beaftly fury, 

He has been known to commit outrages, 
Andcherifh Factions. ’Tisinferr’d to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1. He dyes: 

Alcib. Hard Fate! He might have dy’d in War. 
My Lords, if not for any Parts in him, 
Though hisright arm might purchafe his own time, 
And be in debt to none: yet more to Move you, 
Take my deferts to his, and joyn ’em both, 
And for | know, your Reverend Ages love Security, 
Vil pawn my Victories, all my Honours to you, 
Upon his good returns. a 
If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 

Why let the War receive ’t in valiant Gore, 
For Law is tri&, and War is nothing more. 

1. Weare for Law, he dyes, urge ıt no more 
On heighth of our difpleafure: Friend, or Brother, 
He forfeits his own bloud, chat fpiils another. 

Alcib, Muft it be fo ? ‘It mult not be: 

My Lords, | do beteech youknow me. 

2. How? 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3. What! 

Alcib. 1 cannot think but your Age nath forgot me, 
It could not elfe be, 1 fhould prove fo bafe, 

To fue, and be deny’d fuch common Grace. 
My Wounds ake at you. 

1, Do you dare our anger ? 
>Tisfew words, bur fpacious iu effect. 
We banihh thee for ever. 

Alcib. Banifh me, banifh your dotage, banifh Ufury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 

1. If aftectwodays fhine, Arhens contain thee, 
Attend our weightier Judgment. 

And, not to fwell our Spirit, 

He fhall be executed prefently. 
|  Alcib. Now the Gods kecp you old enough, 
That you may live 
Only in Bone, that none may look on you. 
1’m worfe than mad : I have kept back their Foes 
While they have told their Money, and let out 
Their Coin upon large Intereft. 1 my felf 
Rich only inlarge hurts; All thofe, for this? 
is chis che Balfom that the ufuring Senate 
Pours into Captains wounds ? Ha! Banifhment ! 
It comes notill: I hate notto be banifht, 
Ix is a Caufe worthy my Spleen and Fury, 
That l may ftrike at Athens. Vil cheer up 
my difconrented Troops, and lay for hearts : 
Tis honour with moft Lands to be at odds, 
Souldiers fhould brook as little wrongs as gods. 


Exeunt. 


Enter divers Friends at fevercl Doors. 


1, The good time of day to you, Sir. 

2. Lalfowifh it toyou: I think this honourable Lord did 
but try us this other day. E 

1. Uponthat were my thoughts tiring when we encoun 
tred. | hope it is not fo low with him as he made it feem 
in the tryal of his feveral Friends. 

2. Itfhould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Feaft. 
ing. 
1. I fhould think fo: He hath fent mean earneft invi- 
ting, which many my near occafions did urge me to put 


Exit. 


if 


off: but he hath conjor’d me beyond them, and J muft 
needs appear. 

2. In like manner was I in debt to my importunate bu. 
finefs, but he would not hear my excufe. 1 am forry, 
when he fent to borrow of me, that my Provifion was 
out. 

1. I am fick of that gricf too, as I underftand how all 
things go. 

2 Every man here’s fo: What would he have borrow. 
ed of you ? 

1. Athoufand Pieces. 

2. Athoufand Pieces ! 

1, Whatof you? 

2. He fent tome, Sis-—~ Herche comes. 


Enter Timon and Attendants. 


Tim. With all my heart, Gentlemen both; and bow 
fare you? 

1. Ever at the beft, hearing well of your Lordhip. 

2. The Swallow follows not-Summer more willingly, 
Than we your Lordhhip. 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, fuch Summer- 
Birds are men. Gentlemen, ovr Dinner will noc recom. 
pence this long ftay: Feaft your ears with the Mulick a 
while : if they will fare fo harfhly o” th’ Trumpets found : 
we fhall co’t prefently. 

1. I hope it remains not unkindly with your Lordhhip, 
that I return’d you an empty Meflenger. ~- 

Tim, O Sit, let it not trouble you. 

2. My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah my good Friend, what Cheer ? 

The Banquet brought in. 

2. My moft honourable Lord, Iam e’en tick of fhame, 
that when your Lordthip the other day fent to me, I was 
fo unfortunate a Beggar. ` 

Tim. Think not on’t, Sir. 

2. If you had fent but two hours before—— - 

Tim, Let it not cumber your better remembrance, 
Come, bring in all together 

2. All covet?d Dithes! 

. Royal Chear, | warrant you. 

. Doubt not that, if Money and the Seafoncan yieldit. 
. How do you? What’s the News? 

. Alcibiades is banifht: Hear you of it ? 

Roth. Alcibiades banith’d ! 

3. ’{ts fo, be fure of it 

1, How? How? 

2. | pray you upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy Friends will you draw near ? 

3. I'll tell you more anon. Here’s a Noble Feaft toward. 

2. This isthe Old man ftill. 

3. Will’t hold? Will ’t hold ? 

2. Itdoes, buttime will, and fo— 

3. I do conceive. 

Zim .Each man to his Stool, with that Spur as he would 
to the Lip of his Miftris: Yous Diet fhall be inall places a. 
like, Make not a City-Feaft of it, to let the Mcat cool, e’re 
we Can agree upon the firft place. Sir, Sir. i 

The Gods require our thanks. 





Le em UA 


You great Bemftlors, fprinkle our Sotrety with Thankful- 
nefs. For your own gifts, make your felves praisd: But re 
ferve ftill to give, left your Deities be difpifed. Lend te each 
man enough, that one need not lend to another. For were your 
godheads to borrew of men, men would forfake the gods. Make 
the meat be beloved, more thin the manthae givesit, Ler no 
Affembly of Twenty, be without a Score of Villains. If there 
fit twelve Women at tke Table, let a Dozen of them be as they 
are The reft of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of A 
thens, sogether with the common leg of People, what is amf sx 
them, yon gods, make futable fer deftruttien. For thefe my 
prefent Friends, as they are to me nothing, foin nesking bles 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 
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ncover Dogs, and lap. 
~ Some fpeak; What does his Lordfhip mean ? 

Some other. | know not. 

Tim, May you a better Feaft never behold, 
You Koot of Mouth Friends: Smoke,and lukewarm Water 
Is your perfection, This is Timo»’s laft, 

Who ftuck and fpangled you with flatteries, 

Wabhhes it off, and-fprinkles in your faces 

Your reekingvillany. Live loath’d, and long 

Mott fmiling, fmooth, detefted Parafites, 

Courteous Deftroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears:. 

. You Fools of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Time-flies, 
Capand Knee Slaves, Vapours and Minute Jacks 
Of Manand Beaft, the infinite Malady 
Cruft you quite o’r, What doft thou go? 

Soft, take thy Phyfick firft; thot too, and thou ; 

Stay, | will lend thee Money, borrow none. 

What! allin motion? Henceforth be no Feaft, 

Whereata Villain’s not a welcome Gueft. 

Burn houfe, fink Arkens, henceforth hated be ) 

Of Timon, Man, and all humanity. Exit. 
Enter the Senators, with other Lords. 


. How now, my Lords? 
. Koow youthe quality of Lord Zimon's fury? 
. Puth, did you fee my Cap? 
. T have loft my Gown. 
. He’s but a mad Lord, and nought but humour fways 
him. He gave mea Jewel th’ other day, and now he has 
beat it out of my Hat. 
Did you fee my Jewel ? 

2. Did you feemy Cap ? 

3. Here’eis. 

4. Here lyes my Gown. 

1. Let’s make no ftay. 

2. Lord Timon’s mad. 

3. } feel’t upon my Bones. 

4. One day he gives us Diamonds, next day Stones. 
Exeunt the Senators. 
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Enter Timon. 


Tim. Let me look back uponthee. O thou Wall, 
That girdles in thofe Wolves, dive in the Earth, 
And fence not e4thers. Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in Children: Slaves and Fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And minifter in their fteads ro general Filths, 
Convert o’ th’ inftant grecn Virginity, 

Do’t in your Parents eyes. Bankruprts, hold faft, 
Rather than render back , out with your Knives, 
And cuc your Trufters throats. Bound Servants, fteal, 
Large-handed Robbers your grave Matters are, 
And Pillby Law. Maid, tothy Mafters Bed, 
Thy Miftrefs is o’th’ Brothel. Son of fixteen, 
Pluck the lin’d Crotch from thy old limping Sire, 
With it, beat out hisBrains Piety, and fear, 
Religion tothe gods, Peace, Juftice, Truth, 
Domeftick awe, Night-reft, and Neighbourhood, 
Inftruction, Manners, Myfteries, and Trades, 
Degrees, Obfervances, Cuftoms, and Laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet confufion live: Plagues incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious Feavers, heap 

On Arhens ripe for ftroke. Thou cold Scsatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs may halt 
As lamely as their Manners. Luft and liberty 
Creep in the Minds and Marrowsof our Youth, 
That ’gainft the Stream of Vertue they may ftrive, 
And drownthemfelves in Riot. Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenian bofoms, and their Crop 

Be general Leprofie : Breath infect breath, 

That their Society (as chéir friendfhip) may 
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Be meerly Poyfon. Nothing 1’!! bear from thee, 
But Nakednels, thou deteftable Town. 

Take. thou that too, with multiplying Banns: 
Timon will to the Woods, where he fhall find 
Th’ unkindeft Beaft much kinder than Mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me you good gods all) 
Th’ Athenians both within and out that Wall, 


And grant as Timon grows, hishate may grow 


To the whole Race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen. Exit, 
Enter Steward with two or three Servants. 


t. Here‘you, Malter Steward, where’s our Matter ? 
Are we undone, caftoff, nothing remaining? 
Stew. Alack, my Fellows, what fhould I fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
lamas poor as you. 
1. Such a Houfe broke? 
So Noble a Matter faln, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the Arm, 
And goalong with him. 
2. As wedo turn our Backs 
From our Companion, thrown into his Grave, 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slink allaway, leave their falfe Vows with him 
Like empty Purfes pickt. And his poor felf 
A dedicated Beggar tothe Air, 
With his Difeafe, of all fhun’d poverty, 
Walks like contempt alone. More of our Fellows. 


Enter other Servants. 


Stew. All broken Implements of a ruin’d Houfe. 
3. Yet doour hearts wear Timon’s Livery, 
That fee I by our faces: we are Fellows ftill, 
Serving alike in forrow: Leak’d is our Bark, 
And we poor Mates ftand onthe dying Deck, 
Hearing the Surges threat: we muft all part 
Inco this Sea of Air. 
Stew, Good Fellows all, 
The lateft of my wealth 1°Il fhare amongft you. 
Whereever we fhall meet, for Timon’s fake, 
Let’s yet be Fellows, Let’s fhake our heads, and fay, 
As ’twere a Knell unto our Matters Fortunes, 
VVe have feen better days. Let each take fome : 
Nay put out all your hands: Not one word more, 
Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor. 
Embrace, and part feveral ways. 
Oh the fierce wretchednefs chat Glory brings us! 
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt ? 
VVho would be fo mock’d with Glory, or tolive 
But ina Dream of Friendfhip, 
To have his Pomp, and all what fate compounds, 
But.only painted like his varnifht friends: 
Poor honeft Lord, brought low by his own heart, 
Undone by goodnefs: ftrange unufual blood, 
V Vhen man’s worft finis, he does too much good. 
VVho then dares to be half fo kind agen? 
For Bounty that makes gods, does ftill mar men, 
My deareft Lord, bleft ro be moft accurft, 
Rich only to be wretched; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas (kind Lord) 
He’s flung in Rage from this ungrateful Seat 
Of monftrous Friends: | 
Nor has he with him to fupply his life, 
Or that which can command it: 
Pil follow and enquire him ont. 
Pil ever ferve his mind, with my beft will, 
Whilft I have Gold, PN be his Steward ftill. 
Enter Timon sz the Woods. 
Tsm. O bleffed breeding Sun, draw from the Earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Ọrb ki 
nfe 


Ext. 
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Infect the air. Twin’d Brothers ot one womb, 
Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth, 

Scarce is dividant; touch them with feveral fortunes, 
The greater fcorns the leffer. Not Nature 

(To whom all fores lay Siege ) can bear great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 

Raife me this Beggar, and deny’t that Lord, 

The Senators ihal) bear contempt Hereditary, 

The Beggar Native honour. 

ltis the Paftor Lords, the Brothers fides, 

The want that makes him lean: who dares ? who dares 
In purity of Manhood, ftand upright 

And fay, this man’s a Flatterer ? If one be, 

So are they all, for every grize of fortune 

Is fmooth’d by that below. The Learned pate 

Ducks tothe Golden Fool. All’s obliquy : 

There’s nothing level in our curfed Natures 

But direct Villany. Therefore be abhorr’d, 

All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 

His femblable, yea himfelf Timon difdains, 
Deltruction phang mankind, Earth yield me Roots, 
Who feeks for better of thee, fawce his pallate 
With thy moft operant poifon. What is here? 

Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 

No gods, I am no idle Vorarift, 

Roots you clear Heavens.” Thus much of this will make 
Black, white; fowl, fair, wrong, right; 

Bafe, Noble; Old, Young ; Coward, Valiant. 

Ha you gods! why this? what this you gods? why, this 
Will lug your Priefts and Servants from your fides: 
Pluck ftout mens Pillows from below the Heads. 
This yellow Slave 

Will knit and break Religions, blefs th’accurft, 
Make the hoar Leprofie ador’d, place Thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation 

With Senators onthe Bench? This is it 

That makes the wapen’d Widdow wed again; 

She, whom the Spittle-Houfe, and ulcerous Sores, 
Would caft the gorge at. This Embalms and Spices 
To th’ epril day again. Come damn’d Earth, 

Thou common Whore of Mankind, that puts odds 
Among the rout of Nations, I will make thee 

Do thy tight Nature. earch afar off. 
Ha! a Drum? Th’art quick, 

But yet I'll bury thee: Thou’lt go (ftrong Thief) 
When Gouty Keepers of thee cannot ftand: 

Nay ftay thou oat for earneft. 


Enter Alcibiades with Drum and Fife in warlike manner, 
and Phrinia , and Timandra. 


Alci. What art thou there? {peak. 

Tim, A Beaft as thouart. The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For fhewing me again the Eyes of man. 

Alcs, What is thy name? is man fo hateful to thee, 
That art thy felf a man? 

Tim. Yam Mifanthropos , and hate Mankind. 
For thy part, | do with thou wert a Dog, 
That I might love thee fomething. 

Alci. | know thee well : 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d, and ftrange. 

Tim. I know thee too, and more than that! know thee 
I not defireto know. Follow thy Drum, 
With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules : 
Religious, Cannons, civil Laws are cruel, 
Then what fhould War be? This fell Whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deftruction than thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin look. 

Phrin, Thy Lips rot off. 

Tim, I will not kifs thee, then the rot returns 
To thine own Lips again. 

Alci. How came the Noble Timon tathischange? ~. 

Tim. As the Moon do’s, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew I could not, like the Moon, ' 


There were no Suns to borrow of. 
Alci. Noblé Timon, what Friendthip may | do thee ? 
Tim. Noue, but to maintain my opinion. 

Alci, What is it Timon 7? 
Tim. Promife me Friendhhip, but perform none. 

If thou wilt not promife, the Gods plague thee, for thou 

artaman: if thou doft perform, confound thee, for thou 

arta man. 

Alci. I have heard in fome fort of thy Miferies. 

Tim, Thou faw°ft them when I had profperity. 

Alci. | {ce them now, then wasa bleffed time. 

Zim. Asthine is now, held with a brace of Harlots. 

Timan. Is this th’ Athenian Minion, whom the World 
Voic’d fo regard fully ? 
-~ Tim. Artthou Timandra ? Timandra. Yes. 

_ Tim, Be a Whore ftill, they love thee not that ufe thee, 

give them Difeafes, leaving with thee their Luft. Make 
ule of thy falt hours, feafon the Slaves for Tubs and 

Baths , bring down Rofe-cheek’d Youth to the Fubfaft, 

and the Diet. 

Timan. Hang thee Montter. 
Alci. Pardon him, fweet Timandra, for his Wits 

Are drown’d and loft in his Calamities. 

[have but little Gold of late, brave Timon, 

The want whereof, doth daily make revolt 

ln my penurious Band. I have heard and griev’d, 

How Curfed Athens, mindlefs of thy worth, 

Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbonr ftates 

But for thy Sword and Fortune trod upon them. 

Tim, I prethee beat thy Drum, and get thee gone. 
Alci. T am thy Friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. How doft thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble, 

l had rather be alone. 

Alci. Why fare thee well: 
Here is fome Gold for thee. 
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alci. When I bave laid proud -4thens on a heap. 
Tim. Wart thou ’gainft Athens ? 
Alci. 1, Timon, and have canfe. 
Tim, The gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And theeafter, when thou haft conqrer’d. 
Alci. Why me, Timon ? 
Tim. That by killing of Villains 

Thou was’t born to conquer my Country. 

Put up thy Gold. Go on, here’s Gold, goon; 

Be as a Planetary plague, whom Jove 

Will o’re fome high-vic’d City hang his poifon 

In the fick air: Jet not thy Sword skip one. 

Pity not honour’d Age for his white Beard, 

He is an Ufurer. Strike me the counterfeit Matron, 

It is her habit only, that is honet, 

Her felf’s a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheek 

Make foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milk-Paps 

That through the Window Barn bore at mens Eyes, 

Are not within the Leaf of pity writ, 

But fet them down horrible Traitors. Spare not the Babe 

Whofe dimpled fmiles from Fools exhauft their mercy ; 

Think it a Baftard , whom the Oracle 

Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat fhall cat, 

And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft Objects, 

Put Armour on thine Ears, and on thine Eyes, 

Whofe proof, nor yels of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes, 

Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 

Shall pierce a jot. There’s Gold to pay thy Souldicrse 

Make large confufion : and thy fury fpent, 

Confounded be thy felf. Speak not, be gone. 

Alci. Haft thou gold yet? Vil take the gold thou giveft 
me, not all thy Counfel. 

Tim, Doft thou, oc doft thou not, Heavens Curfe upon 
thee. 

Both. Give us fome gold, good Timen, haft thou more ? 

Tim. Enoughto make a Whore forfwear her Trade, 
And to make Whores á Bawo. Hold up, you Sluts, 
Your Aprons Mountant, you " not Othable, 
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Although | know you'l fwear, terribly {wear 
Into {trong fhudders, and to Heavenly Agues 
Th’? immortal gods that hear you. Spare your Oaths : 
lie truft to your conditions, be VVhores ftill. 
And he whofe pious breath feeks to convert you, 
Be ftrong in VVhore, allure him, burn him up. 
Let your clofe fire predominate his {moak, 
And be no Turn-Coats: yet may your pains fix months 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch 
Your poor thin Roofs, with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang’d) no matter: 
V Vear them, betray with them; VVhore ftill, 
Paint tilla Horfe may mire upon your face. 
A Pox of wrinkles. 
Both. VVell, more Gold, what then? 
Believ’t that we'l do any thing for Gold. 
Ton. Confumptions fow 
In hollow-bones of man, ftrike their fharp fhins, 
And mar mens {purring. Crack the Lawyers Voice, 
That he may never more falfe Title plead, 
Nor found his Quillets fhrilly. Hoar the Flamen, 
That fcold It againft the quality‘of flefh, 
And not believes himfelf, Down with Nofe, 
Down with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to forelee (bald 
Smells from the general weal. Make curl’d pate Rufhans 
And let the unfcarr’d Braggarts of the War 
Derive fome pain from you. Plague all, 
That you activity may defeat and quell 
The fource of all Erection. There’s more Gold. 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And Ditches grave you all. 
Both, More couniel with more Money, bounteous 
Timon. 
Jim. More Whore, more mifchief firft, I have given 
you earneft. 
Alci. Strike up the Drum towards A:hens, farewel 
Timon : if Uthrive well, Fil vifit thee again. 
Tim. \f thope well, Pil never fee thee more. 
Ales. | never did thee harm. 
Tim. Yes, thoufpok’ft well of me. 
elci, Calli thou that harm ? 
Tim, Mcn daily findtt. Get thee away, 
And take thy Beagles with thee. 
Alci, We but offend him, ftrike. [Exeunt. 
Tim, That Nature being fick of mans unkindnefs 
Should yet be hungry: Common Mother, thou 
Whofe Womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft 
Teems and feeds all: whofe felf fame mettle 
Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puft, 
Engenders the black Toad, and Adder blew, 
The gilded Newt, and Eyelefs venom’d Worm, 
With all th’ abhorred Births below Crifp Heaven, 
Whereon Ayperious quickning fire doth fhine : 
Yield him, who all the humane Sons do hate, 
From forth thy plenteous bolom, one poor root 
Enfear thy Fertile, and Conceptions Womb, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man. 
Go great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolves, and Bears, 
Teem with new Mon{ters, whom thy upward face 
Hath tothe Marbled Manfion all above 
Never prefented. O, aRoot, dear thanks: 
Dry up thy Marrows, Vines, and Plough-torn Leas, 
Whereof ingrateful man with Liquorith draughts 
And Morfels Unétious, greafes his pure mind, 
That from it all confideration flips —— 


Enter Apemantus, 


More man ? Plague, Plague. 

Ape. | was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou doft affect my Manners, and doft ufe them 

Tim, Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keepa Dog 
VVhom I would imitate, Confumption catch thee. 


Ape. This is in thee a Nature but infected, 
A poor unmanly Melancholly fprung 
From change of future. VVhy thisSpade ? this place ? 
This Slave like Habit, and thefe looks of Care ? 
Thy Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink VVine, lye foft 
Hug their difeafed Perfumes, and have forgot i 
That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe VVoods, 
By putting on the cunning of a Carper. 
Be thou a Flatterer now, and feek co thrive 
By that which has undone thee; hindge thy Knee, 
And let his very breath whom thou’lt obferve 
Blow off thy Cap: praife his moft vicious ftrain, 
And call it excellent: thou waft told thus : 
Thou gav’ft thine Ears (like Tapfters, that bid welcome ) 


` į To Knaves, and all approachers: "Tis moft juft 


That thou turn Rafcal, hadft thou wealth again, 
Raftals fhould hav’t. Do not afume my likenefs. 
Tim. VVere I like thee, Ide throw away my felf. 
Ape. Thou haft caft away thy felf, being like thy felf 
A Madman fo long, nowa Fool: what chink*ft 
That che bleak Air, thy boifterous Chamberlain 
VVill put thy Shirt on warm? VVill thefe moift Trees, 
That have out-liv’d the Eagle, page thy heels, 
And skip when thou point’ft out ? VVill the cold Brook 
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafte 
To cure thy o’re-nights furfeit 2? Call the Creatures, 
VVhofe naked Natures live in all the fpight 
Of wreekful Heaven, whofe bare unhoufed Trunks, 
To the conflicting Elements expos’d 
Anfwer meer Nature: bid them flatter thee. 
O thou fhalt find. 
Tim. A Fool of thee: depart. 
Ape. | love thee better now than ere I did. 
Tim. hate thee worfe. 
Ape. VVhy? 
Tim, Thou flatter’ ht mifery. 
epe. | flatter not, but fay thou art a Caytiff, 
Tim, VVhy doft thou feek me out? 
Ape. To vex thee. 
Tim, Alwaysa Villains Office, or a Fools. 
Doft pleafe thy felf in’c? 
Ape. I. 
Tim, VVhat, a Knave too? 
Ape. If thou didft put this fowre cold habit on 


To caftigate thy pride, ’twere well: butthou - 


Doft it enforcedly: Thou’dft Courtier be again 
VVert thou not Beggar: willing mifery 
Out-lives; incertain pomp, is crown’d before : 
The one is filling ftill, never compleat : 
The other, at high with: beft {tate Contentlefs, 
Hath a diftracted and molt wretched being, 
VVorfe than the worft, content. 
Thou fhouldft defire to die, being miferable. 
Tim Not by his breath, thatis more miferable. 
Thou art aSlave, whom Fortunes tender arm 
VVith favour never clafpt : but bred a Dog. 
Hadft thou like us from our firft fwath proceeded, 
The fweet degrees that this brief VVorld affords, 
To fuch as may the patlive drugs of it 
Freely command’ft: thou wouldft have plung’d thy felf 
In general Riot, melted down thy youth 
In different beds of Luft, and never learn’d 
The Icy precepts of refpect, but followed 
The Sugared Game before thee, But my felf 
VVho had the world as my Confectionary, 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men, 
At duty more than | could frame employments : 
That numberlefs upon thee ftuck, as leaves 
Do onthe Oak, have with one Winters brufh 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open bare, 
For every ftorm that blows. | to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is fome burthien 
Thy Nature did commence in fufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in’t. Why fhouldit thou hate map 
ley 
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They never flacter’d thee, What haft thou given ? 
{f thou wilt Curfe : thy Father (that poor rag) 
Muft be thy Subject ; who in fpight put tuff 

To fome She-Begger, and compounded thee 

Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence be gone, 

If chou hadft not been born the worft of men, 
Thou hadit beena Knave and Flatterer. 

Ape. Art thou proud yet? 

Tom, 1, that fam not thee. 

Ape. 1, that J was no Prodigal, 

Tim, |, that! am one now, 

Were all the wealth i have hut up in thee, 
l'Id give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone: 
That the whole hfe of Athens were inthis, 

Thus would | eat ir. 

Ape. Here, I will mend thy Feaft. 

Tim. Firft mend thy Company, take away thy felf. 

Ape. So | fhall mend mine own, by th’lack of thine. 

Tim, ’Tis not well mended fo, itis but botcht; 

If not, | would it were. 

Ape, What would{t thou have to Athens? 

Tim. Thee thither jn a Whirlwind: if thou wilt, 
Tell them there [| have Gold, look, fo I have. 

Ape. Here is no ufe for Gold, 

Tim. The beft, and trueft: | 
For here it fleeps, and do's no hired harm. 

Ape. Where ly’fta nights, Timon ? 

Tim. Under that’s above me. 

Where feed’ft thou a daies, Apemantus? 

Ape. Where my ftomach finds meat, or rather where 
I eat it. 

Tim, Would poifon were obedient, and knew my mind. 

Ape, Where wouldft thou fend it? 

Tim, To fawce thy Difhes. 

Ape. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, but 
the extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thy Gilt, 
and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for too much curio- 
ficy: in thy Rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis’d for 
the contrary. There’s a Medler for thee, eat it. 

Tim, On what I hate, | feed not. 

Ape. Doft hate a Medler ? 

Tim, 1, though it look like thee. 

e4pe. Andth’hadft hated Medlers fooner,thou fhould’tt 
have loved thy felfbetter now. What man did’ft thou ever 
know onthrift, that was beloved after his means ? 

Tim, Who without thofe means thou talk’ft of, didit 
thou ever know belov’d ? 

Ape. My Seif. 

Tim Junderftand thee, thou hadft fore means to kcep 
a Dog. 

Ae What things in the World canft chou neareft com 
pare to thy Flatterers ? 

Tim, Women neareft, but men: men are the things 
themfelves. What wouldft thou do with the World Ape- 
mantus, if it lay inthy power ? 

Ape. Give it the Beafts, tobe rid of the men. 

Tim, Wouldft thou have thy {elf fall in the confufion 
of men, and ren:ain a Bealt with the Beafts. 

Ape. | Timon. 

Tim. A beaftly ambition, which’ the Gods grant 
thee attain tò. If thou wercthe Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee: if thou wert the Lamb, the Fox would 
eat thee: if thou wert the Fox the Lyon would fufpect 
thee, when peradventure thou wert aceus'd by the Alle : 
if chon wert the Affe, thy dulnefs would torment thee : 
and (till thou liv’dft but as a Breakfaft to the Wolf. If 
thou wert the Wolf, chy greedinefs would afflict thee, 
and oft thou fhouldlt hazard thy life for thy Dinner. Wert 
thou the Unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, 
and make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury. Wert 
thou a Bear, thou wouldft be kill’d by the Horfe: wert 
thov a Horfe, thou wouldft be feiz'd by the Leopard : 
wert chou a Leopard, thou wert German to the Lion, and 
the fpors of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy life. All 


thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence abfence. What 
Beaft couldit thou be, that were noc fubjet to a Beat: 
and what a Beaft art thou already, that feeft not thy lofs 
io transformation. 
Ape. If thou couldft pleafe me 
With {peaking to me thou might’ ft 
Have hit upon ic here. 
The Commonwealth of Athens is become 
A Foreft of Beafts. 
Tim. How has the Afs broke the Wall, that thou art 
out of the City. 
Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter: 
The Plague of Company light upon thee : 
I will fear to catch it, and give way. 
When I know not what elfe to do, 
IIe fee thee again. 
Tom, VVhenthere is nothing living but thee, 
Thou fhalt be welcome. 
[had rather be a Beggars Dog 
Than Apemantus. 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fools alive. 
Tim. VVould thou wert clean enough 
To {pit upon. 
Ape. A Plague on thee, 
Thou art too bad to Curfe. 
Tim, All Villains 
That do fland by thee, are pure. 
Ape. There is no Leprofie, 
But what thou fpeak’tt. 
Tim. If I name thee, Ill beat thee; 
But | fhould infect my hands. 
Ape. 1 would my tongue 
Could rot them off. 
Tem. Away thou iffue of a mangy Dog. 
Choler does kill me, 
That thou art alive. I {wound to fee thee. 
Ape. VVould thou would’ft burft. 
Tim Away thoa tedious Rogue, 1 am forry I fhall lofe 
a ftone by thee. 
Ape. Beatt. 
Imm. Slave 
Ape. Toad. 
Tim. Rogue, Rogue, Rogue. 
l am fick ofthis falfe VVorld, and will love nought 
But even the meer neceffities upon’t : 
Then Timon prefently prepare thy Grave: 
Lye where the light Foam of the Sea may beat 
Thy Grave ftone daily, make thine Epitaph, 
That Death in me, at others lives may laugh. 
O thou fweet King-Killer, and dear divorce 
Twixe natural Sun and Fire; thou bright defiler 
Of Hymens pureft Bed, thou valiant e Mars, 
Thouever, young, frefh, loved, and delicate wooer, 
VVhofe blufh doth thawe the confecrated Snow 
That lies on Deans Lap. 
Thou vifible God, 
That fouldreft clofe ImpoMibilities. 
And mak’ft them kifs, that fpeak’ft with every Tongue 
To every purpofe; O thou toucli of hearts, 
Think thy flave man Rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding odds, that Beafts 
May have the VVorld in Empire. 
Ape. VVould ’twere fo, 
But not tilllamdead. Ile fay th*haft Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng’d too fhortly. 
Tim. Throng'd Coo? 
Ape. I. 
Tim, Thy back I prythee. 
Ape. Live, and love thy milery. 
Tim, Long live fo, and fo die. I am quit. 
Ape. Mo things lhkemen ; 
Eat, Timon, and abhor then. 
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Enter the Banditti. 


1, Where fhould he have this Gold ? It is fome poor 


Fragment, fome flender Ort of his remainder: the meei~} 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friends, drove 


him into this Melancholy. 

2. Itisnois’d 
He hath a Maís of Treafure. 

3. Let us make the affay upon him, ifhe care not for’, 
he will fupply us eafily: if he covetoufly referve it, how 
fhall’s get it? 

2. True: for he bears it not about him: 

Tis hid. : 

i. Is not this he ? 

Ali. Where ? 

2. ’Tis his defcription. 

3 He? I know him. 

All. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim, Now Thieves. 

All, Souldiers, not Thieves. 

Tim. Both too, and Womens Sons. 

All. We are not Thieves, but men 
That much do want. 

Tim. Your greateft want is, you want much of meat: 
Why fhould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Roots: 
Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs: 

The Oaks bear Maft, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 
The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each Buh, 
Lays her full Mefs before you. Want? why want? 

1, We cannot live on Grafs, on Berries, Water, 
As Beafts, and Birds, and Fifhes. 

Tim. Nor on the Beafts themfelves, the Birds and Fifhes, 
You muft eat men, Yet thanks 1 muft you con, 

That you are Thieves profeft: that you work not 
In holier fhapes: for there is boundlefs theft 
In limited profeffions Rafcal Thieves, 

Here’s Gold. Go, fuck the fubtle blood o’th Grape, 
Till the high Feaver feeth your Bloud to Froth, 

And fo {cape hanging. Truft not the Phyfician, 

His Antidotes are poyfon, and he flayes 

More than you Rob: Take wealth, and live together, 
Do Villain do, fince you proteft to do’t 

Like Workmen, Ile Example yon with Thievery : 
The Sun’s a Thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vaft Sea. The Moon’s an Arrant Thief, 

And her pale fire fhe fnatches from the Sun 

The Sea’s a Thief, whofe liquid Surge refolves 

The Moon into Salt tears, The Earth’s a Thief, 
That feeds and breeds by acompofture ftoln 

From genral Excrement : Each thing’sa Thief. 
The Laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Ha’s uncheck’d theft. Love not your felves, away, 
Rob one another, there’s more Gold, Cut-Throats ; 
All that you meet are Thieves: to e4thens go, 

Break open Shops, nothing can you fteal 

But Thieves do lofe it: fteal lefs, for this I give you, 
And Gold confound you howfoere: e4men. 

3. H’as almoft charm’d me from my Profeflion, by per- 
{wading me to it. 

1. *Lisin the malice of mankind, that he thus advifes us 
not to have us thrive in our myftery. 

2. He believe him asan Enemy, 

And give over mv Trade. 

r. Let us firft fee peace in Achens,there is notime fo mi- 
ferable but a man may be true. CExennt Thieves. 


Enter the Steward to Timon. 


Stew. Oh you Gods! 
Is yond defpis’d and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and failing? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow’d! 
What an alteration of honour has defp’rate want made ? 


| Sufpect {till comes where an eftate is leaft. 


What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleft minds to bafeft ends, 
How rarely does it meet with this times guife, 
When man was wifht to love his Enemies: 


| Grantl may ever love, and rather woo 


Thofe that would mifchief me, than rhofe that do.: 
H’as caught me in his Eye, 1 will prefent my honeft grief 
Unto him ; and as my Lord, ftill ferve him with my life. 
My deareft Mafter. 
Tim, Away: what art thou? 
Stew. Have you forgot me, Sir? 
Tim. Why doft ask that? I have forgot all men, 
Then if thou giunt’h th’ art a man, 
I have forgot thee. 
Stew. An honeft poor Servant of yours. 
Tim, Then I know thee not: 
I nev’r had honeft man about me, I, all 
i kept were Knaves, to ferve in meat to Villains. 
Stew. The Gods are witnefs, 
Never did poor Steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you. 
Tim, What doft thou weep ? 
Come nearer, then I love thee 
Becaufe thou art a Woman, and difclaim’ft 
Flinty Mankind: whofe Eyes do never give, 
But through Luft and Laughter: pitie’s fleeping : 
Strange times that weep with laughing, not with weeping. 
Stew I beg of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T? accept my grief, and whilft this poor wealth lafts, 
To entertain me as your Steward ftill. 
Tim, Had I a Steward 
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ? 
it almoft turns my dangerous Nature wild. 
Let me behold thy face: Surely, this man 
Was born of Woman. 
Forgive my general, and exceptlefs rafhnefs 
You perpetual fober Gods. 1 do proclaim 
One honeft man: Miftake menot, but one: 
No more | pray, and he’s a Steward. 
How fain would | have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem’ft thy felf: But all fave thee, 
t fell with Curfes. 
Me thinks thou art more honeft now than wife: 
For, by opprefling and betraying me, 
Thou might’[t have fooner got another Service : 
For many foarrive at fecond Matters, 
Upon their firft Lords neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muft ever doubt, though ne’re fo fure) 
ls not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous 
if not a Ufuring kindnefs, and as rich men deal Gifts, 


| Expecting in return twenty for one ? 


Stew. No, my moft worthy Mafter, in whofe breft 


| Doubt and fufpect (alas) are plac’d too late: 


You fhould have fear’d falfe times, when you did Feaft. 
{ 

That which I fhew, Heaven knows, is meerly Love, 

Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your Food and Living, and believe it, 

My moft honour’d Lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or prefent, Pde exchange 

For this one wifh, that you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich your felf. 

Tim. Look thee ’tis fo: thou fingly honeft man, 

Here take: the Gods out of my mifery, 

Ha’s fent thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy. 

But thus condition’d: Thou fhalt build from men : 


| Hate all, Curfe all, thew Charity to none, 


But let the famifht flefh flide from the bone, 

Ere thou relieve the Beggar. Give to Dogs 

What thou denyelt tomen. Let Prifons {wallow em, 7 
Debts wither ’mto nothing, be men like blafted Woods | 
And may Dileafes lick up their falfe blouds, l 
And fo farewel, and thrive. 


Stew. 
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Stew. O let me ftay and comfort you my Mafter : 
Tim, \fchou hat’ft Curfes, 
Stay not: flee, whil’ft thou art bleft and free: 
Ne’re fee chou man, and let me ne’re fee thee. Exit. 
Enter Poet and Painter. 


Pain, As | took note of the place, it cannot be far 
Where he abides. 
Poet, What’s to be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumour hold for true, 
That he’s fo full of Gold ? 
Pain, Certain, 
Alcibiades reports it: Phrinia and Timandra 
Had Gold of him, he likewife enrich’d 
Poor ftragling Souldiers, with great quantity. 
Tis faid, he gave unto his Steward 
A mighty Summ, 
Poet. Then this breaking of his, 
Has been but a try for his Friends. 
Pain, Nothing elfe : 
You fhall fee him a Palm in Athens again, 
And flourifh with the higheft : 
Therefore, "tis not amifs, we tender our loves 
To him, in this fuppos’d diftrefs of his: 
le will hew honeftly tn us, 
And is very likely toload our purpofes 
With what they travail for, 
if it be a juft and true report, that goes 
Of his having. 
Poet. What have you now 
To prefent unto him ? 
Painter. Nothing at this time 
Bur my Vifitation : only E will promife him 
An excellent Piece, 
Poet. I muft ferve him fo too; 
Tell him of an intent that’s coming toward him. 
Painter, Good as the beft, 
Promifing isthe very Air o’th’ Time; 
It opens the Eyes of Expectation. 
Performance is ever the duller for his act, 
And but in the plainer and fimpler kind of people, 
The deed of Saying is quite out of ufe. 
To promife, is moft Courtly and fafhionable ; 
Performance is a kind of Will or Teftamenc, 
Which argues a great ficknefs in his judgment 
That makes it. 


Enter Timon from his Cave. 


Timon, Excellent Workman, 
Thou canft not paint a man fo bad 
As is thy felf. 
Poet. Lam thinkin 
What I hall fay | have provided for him: 
It muft bea perfonating of himfelf: 
A Satyre againft the foftne{s of Profperity, 
With a Difcovery of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulency. 
Timon, Muft thou needs 
Scand for a Villainin thine own Work ? 
Wile thon whip thine own faults in other men ? 
Do fo, | have Gold for thee. 
Poet. Nay let’s feek him. 
Then do we fin againft our own eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Painter, True: 
When the day ferves before black corner’d night ; 
Find what thou wane, by free and offer’d light. 
Come. 
Tim. [le meet you at the turn: 
What a God’s Gold, that he is worfhipt 
in a baler Temple, than where Swine feed ? 
Tis thon that rigg’ft the Bark. and plow’ft the Fome, 


Setleft admired reverence ina Slave, 

To thee be worfhip’t, and thy Saints for aye: 
Be crown'd with Pfagues, that thee alone obey. 
Fit | meet them, 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon. 

Pain. Our late Noble Matter, 

Timon, Have | once liv’d 
To fee two honeft men ? 

Poet. Sir: 
Having often of your open Bouncy tafted, 
Hearing you were retir’d, your Friends faln of, 
Whole thanklefs Natures (O abhorred Spirits ) 
Not all the Whips of Heaven are large enough. 
What, to you, 
Whofe Star.like Noblenefs gave life and influence 
To their whole being ? Lam rapt, and cannot cover 
The monftrous bulk of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Timon, Let it go, 
Naked men may fee’t the better : 
You that are honeft, by being what you are, 
Make them beft feen, and known, 

Pain, He, and my felf 
Have travel’d in the great fhowre of your gifts, 
And {weetiy fete it. 

Timon. 1, you are honeft men. 

Paine, We are hither come 
To offer you our fervice. 

Timon. Moft honeft men : 

Why how fhall | requite you ? 
Can you eat Roots, and drink cold Water, no? 

Both, What we can do, 

Wee’l do, todo you fervice, 
Jim. Y?are honeft men, 
Y*have heard that 1 have Gold, 
lam fure you have, fpeak truth, y’are honeft men. 

Pain, Soitis faidjmy Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. 

Tim, Good honeft man: chou draw’ft a counterfeit 
Beft in all Athens, tha’re indeed the beft, 

Thou counterfeit’ft moft lively. 

Pain. So, fo, my Lord. 

Tim. E’ne fo, Sir, as} fay. And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verfe fivells with {tuff fo fine and fmooth, 
That thou art even Natural in chine Art, 

But for all chis (my honeft Natur’d Friends) 

l muft needs fay you have a little fault, 

Marry "tis not monftrous in you, neither wifh | 
You take much pains to mend, 

Both, Befeech your Honour 
To make it known [O US. 

Tim, You I take icill. 

Both. Moft thankfully, my Lord. 

Tim. Will you indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it nut. worthy Lord. 

Tim, There’s never a one of you but trufls a Knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both, Do we,my Lord ? 

Tim, 1}, and you hear him cogge, 

See him diflemble, 

Know his gtols patchery, lovehim teed him, 
Keepin your bofom, yet remain affur’d 

That he’s a made up Villain. 

Pain, | know none fuch, my Lord. 

Poet, Nor 1. 

Tim, Look you, 

I love you well, ile give you Gold, 

Rid me thefe Villains from your Companies ; 

Hang them, or ftabthem, drown them in draught, 
Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me, 
lle give you Gold enough 

Both, Name them, my Lord, Jec’s know them. 

Tim, Youthat way, and you this: 

But two in Company : 
Bbb 3 Each 
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Each man apart, all fingle and alone, 

Yet anarch Villain keeps him company : 

If where thou art, two villains hall not be, 

Come not near him. If thou wonld’ft not recide 

Buc where one villain is, then him abandon. 

Hence, pack, there’s Gold, ye came for Gold ye Slaves ; 
You have work forme; there’s payment, thence, 

You are an Alchymift, make Gold of that: 
Out Rafcal Dogs. ( Exeunt. 
Enter Steward, and two Senators. 


Stew. It isin vain that you would {peak with Timor : 
For he is fet fo onely to himfelf, 
That nothing but himfelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen, Bring us co his Cave. 
Jt is our part and promife to th edthentans 
To fpeak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 
Men are not ftill the fame: *twas Time and Griefs 
That fram’d him thus. Time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him: bring us to him 
And chance it as it may. 

Stew. Here is his Cave: 
Peace and content be here, Timon, Timor, 
Look out, and fpeak to Friends: Th’ Athenians 
By two of thei moft reverend Senate greet thee : 
Speak to them, Noble Timon. 


Enter Timon ost of his Cave. 


Tim, Thou Sun that comfort burn, 
Speak and be hang‘d : 
For each true word, a blifter, and each falfe 
Be as a Catherizing to the root o’th tongue. 
Confuming it with (peaking. 
1 Worthy Timon. 
Tim. Of none but fuch as you, 
And you of Tsmon. 
1. The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim \ thank them. 
And would fend them back the plague, 
Could I but catch it for them: 
1. O forget 
What we are forry for our felves in thee: 
The Senators, with one confent of love, 
Intreat thee back to Arbens, who have thought 
On fpecial Dignities, which vacant lie 
For chy beft ufe ana wearing. 
2. They confefs 
Toward thee, forgetfulnefs too general grofs ; 
Which now the publick Body, which doth feldom, 
Play the Re-cancer, feeling io it felf 
A lack of Tsmons aid, hath fince withal 
Of it own fall, reftraining aid to Timoz, 
And fend forth us co make cheir forrowed render, 
Together, with arecompence more fruitful 
Than cheir offence can weigh down by the Dram, 
I even fuch heaps and fums of Love and Wealth, 
As fhall to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee, the Figures of their Love, 
Ever to read them thine. 
Tim. You witch me in it? 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears; 
Lend me a Fools heart, and a Womans Eyes, 
-And ile beweep thefe comforts, worthy Senators. 
1. Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens , thine aod ours to cake 
The Captainfhip, thou fhale be met with thanks, 
Allowed with abfolute power, and thy good name, 
Live with authority : fo foon we fhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades hèapproaches wild 


Who like a Boar too favage, doth root up 
His Countreys Peace. 

2. And fhakes his threatning Sword 
Againft the Walls of Athens. 

1. Therefore,Temoz. 

Tim, Welt Sir, Twill: therefore | will Sir thus. 
If Alcibrades kill my Countreymen, 
Let eSlcibiades know this of Timen, 
That Timon caresnot But if he fack fair etthens , 
And take our goodly aged men by th’Beards, 
Giving our holy Virgins to the ftain 
Of coatumelious, beaftly, mad.brain’d War: 
Then let him know, and tell him Timon {peaks it. 
In pitty of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot chufe but tell him that 1 care not, 
And let him tak’t at worft: For their Knives care not, 
While you have throats to anfwer. For my felf, 
There’s not a whittle in ch’unruly Camp, 
But | do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend{t Throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the profperous Gods, 
As Thieves to Keepers, 

Stew, Stay not, all’s in vain. 

Tim. Why I was writiog of my Epitaph, 
It will be feento Morrow. My long ficknefs 
Of Health, and Living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ftill, 
Be Alcibiabes your plague; you his, 
And laft fo long enough. 

1. We fpeak in vain. 

Jim, But yet 1 love my Countrey, and am not 
One that rejoicesin the common wrack, 

As common bruit doth put it. 

1. That’s well fpoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving Countrey men. 

: 1. Thefe words become your Lips as they pafs chorow 
them. 

2, Aud enter into our Ears, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding Gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them, 

And tell them, that to eafe them oftheir griefs, 

Their fears of Hoftile ftrokes, their Aches,loffes, 

Their pangs of Love, with other incident throes. 

That Natures fragile Veffel doth fuftain 

In lifes uncertain Voyage, I will fome kindnefs do them, 
lle teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades wrath. 

1. [ike this well, he will return again. 

Tim, Ihave a Tree which grows here in my Clofe, 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 

And fhortly moft I fell it. Tell my Friends, 

Tell Arheus, in the frequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that who fo pleafe 
To ftop Afiction, let him take his hafte ; 

Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 

And hang himfelf. I pray you do my greeting. 

Stew. Trouble him no further, chus you ftill fhall 
Find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Arhens, 
Timon hath made his Everlafting Manfiou 
Upon tne Beached Verge of the falt Flood, 

Which once a day with his emboffed Froth 
The turbulent Surge hall cover; thither come, 
And let my Grave-ftone be your Oracle : 
Lips, let four words go by, and Language end : 
What is amifs, Plague and Infection mend. 
Graves onely be mens works, and Death their gain ; 
Sun, hide thy beams, Timon hath done his Reign. 
[Exit Timen. 

1. His difcontents are unremoveably coupled to Na- 
ture. 

2. Our hopein him is dead: let usreturn, 
And ftrain what other means ıs left unto us 
in our dear peril. 

1. It requires {wift foot. [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter two other Senators, with a Meflenger. 


1, Thou haft painfully difcover’d: are his Files 
As full as thy report ? 
Mef, | have {poke the leaft. 
Befides, his expedition promifes prefent approach. 
2. We ftand much hazard, if they bring not Timon, 
Mef. \ meta Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though tn general part we were oppos’d, 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us fpeak like Friends. This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave, 
With Lecters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowhhip v’'ch’caufe again{t your City, 
{n part for his fake mov’d. 


Enter the other Senators. 


1, Here come our Brothers, 
3. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect, 
The Enemies Drum is heard and fearful fcouring 
Doth choak the air with Duft: In, and prepare, 
Ours is the fall I fear, our Foes the Snare. LExeunt. 


Enter a Souldter tz the Woods feeking Timon. 


Sol. By all defcription this fhould be the place. 
Who's here ? Speak ho. No anfwer? What is this? 
Timon is dead, who hath out-ftretcht his fpan, 

Some Beaft read this; Theredo’s not live a Man. 

Dead fure, and this his Grave, what’s on this Tomb? 

{ cannot read: the Charatter ile take with Wax, 

Our Captain hath in every figure skill, 

Anag’d interpreter, though young in days: 

Before proud Athens he’s fet down by this, 

Whole fall che mark of his ambition is. Exit. 

Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with his Powers 
before Athens. 


Ale. Sound to this Coward and lafcivious Town, 
Our terrible approach, 
Sounds a parley 
The Senators appear upon the Walls. 
Till now you have gone on, and fill’d che time 
With all Licentious meafure, making your wills 
The fcope of Juftice. Till now my felf and fuch 
As flept within the fhadow of your power 
Have wander’d with our traverft Arms, and breath’d 
Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is fluhh, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftrong 
Cries (of it felf) no more: Now breathlefs wrong, 
Shall fit and pant in your great Chairs of cafe, 
And purfy Infolence fhall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 
1. Sen. Noble and young ; 
When thy firft griefs were but a meer conccit, 
Ere thou hadft power, or we had caufe to fear, 
We fent tothee, to give thy rages Balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quantity. 
2. Sodid we wooe 
Transformed Timon to our Cities love 
By humble Meflage, and by promis’d means : 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The common ftroke of War. 
1. Thefe Walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your grief: Nor are they fuch, 
That thefe great Towres, Trophees,andSchools fhould fal 
For private faults in chem. 


2. Nor are they living 
Who were the motives that you firft went out, 
Shame (that they wanted cunning in excels) 
Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, 
Into our City with thy Banners {pred, 
By decimation and a tythed death ; 
If thy Revenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loaths, take thou the deftin’d tenth, 
And by the hazard of the {potted die, 
Let die the fpotted. | 

1. All lave not offended : 
For chofe that were, it is not fquare to take, 
On thofe that are, Revenge: Crimes, like Lands 
Are not inherited, then dear Countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin 
Which to the blufter of thy wrath mutt fall 
With thofe that have offended, like a Shepherd, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th’ infected forth, 
Buc kill not all together. 

2. Whac thou wilt, 
Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy fmile, 
Than hew to’t with thy Sword. 

t. Set but thy foot 
Again{t our rampyr’d Gates, and they fhall ope : 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thoul’c enter Friendly. 

2. Throw thy Glove, 
Or any token of chine honour elfe, 
That thou wilt ufe the Wars as thy redrefs, 
And notas our Confufion: All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Towa till we 
Have feal’d thy full defire. 

elc. Then there’s my Glove, 
D:{cend and open your uncharged Ports, 
Thole Enemies of Timons, and mine own 
Whom you your felves fhall fet out for reproof, 
Fall and no more ; and to atone your fears 
With my more Noble meaning, not a man 
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the ftream 
Of Regular Juftice in your Cities bounds, 
But fhall be remedied by your publick Laws 
At heavieft anfwer, 

Both. >Tis moft Nobly fpoken. 

Alc. Defcend, and keep your words. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


eMef. My Noble General, Timon is dead, 
Eotomb’d upon the very hem o'th’ Sea, 
And on his Graveftone, this Infculpture which 
With Wax I brought away : whofe foft Impreffton 
Interprets for my poor Ignorance. 


Alcibiades reads the Epseaph. 
Here lies a wretched Coarfe, of wretched Soxl bereft, 
Seek not myname: cA Plague confume you Catiffs left : 
Here lie 1 Timon, who all living men did bate, 
Pafs by, and curfe thy fill, bus fray nos here chy gate, 


Thefe wellexprefs in thee thy latter fpirits : 

Though thou abhorrd’ft in us our humane griefs, 
Scornd’ft our Brains fow, and chofe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low Grave: on faults forgiven. Dead 

Is Noble Timon, of whofe Memory 

Hereafter more? Bring me into your City, 

And I will ufe the Olive with my Sword : i 
Make War breed Peace ; make peace ftint War,make cach 
Prefcribe ro other, as each others Leach, 


Let our Drums ftrike. ( Excurt 
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eAtus Primus. 


Enter Flavius, Murellus, and certain Commoners over 
the Stage. l 


Flav Ence: home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holy-day? What, know you not 


(Being Mechanical) you ought not walk 
Upon a labouring day, without the fign 
Qi your Profefion ? Speak, what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

Mur. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft apparel on ? 

You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, in refpe&t of a fine workman, I am but 
as you would fay, a Cobler. 

Mur, But what Trade art thou? anfwer me directly. 

Cob. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a fafe 
Conf{cience, which is indeed, Sir, a tender of bad foals. 

Fla. What Trade thou Knave ? Thou naughty Knave, 
what Trade ? 

Cob. Nay | befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, | can mend you. 

Mur. What meawit thou by that: Mend me, thou 
fawey fellow ? 

Cob. Why Sir, Cobble you 

Fla. Thou arta Cobler, are then ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, all that I live by is with the Awl: I 
meddle with no Tradefmans matters, nor Womans mat- 
ters; but withal, Iam indeed, Sir a Surgeon to old Shooes, 
when they are in great danger, l recover them. As pro- 
per men as cver trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone up. 
on my handy work. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day ? 

Why doft thou lead thefe men about the ftreets ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes , to get my 
{elf into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to fee Cafar, and to rejoyce in his Triamph. 

Adur, Wherefore rejoyce ? 

Whar Conqueft brings he home ? 

What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ? 
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things : 
O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

Have you climb’d up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows? Yeato Chimney tops, 
Your Infantsin your Arms, and there have fate 
The live-long day with patient expectation, 

To fte great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rore : 

And when you de his Chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an Univerfal fhont, 

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks 


Scena Prima. 


To hear the replication of your founds, 
Made in her Concave Shores ? 
And do you now put on your beft attire ? 
And do you uow cull out an Holy-day ? 
And do you now {trew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph over Pompey’s blood ? 
Be gone, 
Run to your Houfes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the Plague 
That needs mutt light on this ingratitude. 
Fla. Go, g0, good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Affemble all the poor men of your fort ; 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the Channel, till the loweft ftream 
Do kils the moft exalted Shores of all. 
CExeunt all the Commoners. 
See where their bafeft mettle be not mov’d, 
They vanifh tongue-ty’d in their guiltinefs : 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This way willl: Difrobe the Images, 
If you do find them deck’d with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May wedo fo? 
You know it isthe Feaft of Lupercal.. 
Fla. It isno matter, let no Images 
Be hung with the Cefar’s Trophies: I’ll about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the ftreets ; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Thefe growing Feathers, pluck’d from Cefar’s wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, 
Who elfe would fore above the view of men. 
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. { Excunt. 
Enter Cefar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Portia, 
Decius , Cicero, Brutus, Caffius; Caska, a Sooth- 
fayer: after them Murellus and Flavius. 


Caf. Calphurnia. 

(ask, Peace ho, Cafar {peaks. 

Caf. Calphurnia. 

Calp. Here my Lord. 

Gof Stand you directly in Antonios way, 
When he doth run his courfe. eAntonio. 

Ant. Cafar, my Lord. 

Caf. Forget not in your {peed, Autoxio, 
To touch Calphurma : tor our Elders fay, 
The barren touched in this holy chafe, 
Shake off their {teril curfe. 

Ant. 1 fhall remember 
When Cefar fays, Do this; it is perform’d. 

Caf. Seton, and leave no Ceremony out. 

Sooth, Cefar. 


Caf. 
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Cef. Ha! Who calls ? 

Cask. Bid every noife be ftill : peace yet again. 

Cef. Whousitin the prefs, chat calls on me ? 

i} hear atongue fhriller than all the Mufick 
Cry, Cefar- Speak, Cefar is turn’d to hear. 

Sooth, Beware the Ides of March. 

Caf. What man is that ? 

Br. A Sooth fayer bids you beware the Ides of March. 

Cef. Set him before me, let me fee his face, 

Caffi. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cefar 

Caef. What fay’ft thou to me now ? Speak once again. 

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 

Cef. Heisa Dreamer, let us leave him : Pafs. 

Senate. Exeunt. Manent Brut. & Caf 

Cafi. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ? 

Brut. Not l. 

Caffi. | pray you do. 

Brut, Lam not Gamefom : I do lack fome part 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony : 

Let me not hinder Caffims, your defires 5 
Pll leave you. 

Caffi. Brutus, 1 do obferve you now of late : 
| have not from your eyes thac gentlenefs 
And fhew of Love, as 1 was wont to have. 
You bear too ftubborn, and too ftrange a hand 
Over your Friends, that love you. 

Bris. Caffins. 
Be not deceiv’d: if I have veil’d my look, 
l turn the crouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my felf Vexed! am 
Of late, with pafions of fome difference, 
Conceptions only proper to my felf, 
Which give fome foil (perhaps) te my Behaviours : 
But let not cherefore my good friends be griev’d 
(Among which number Cafius be you one) 
Nor conftrue any further my neglect, 
Than that poor Brats with himfelf at War, 
Forgets the fhews of Love to other men. 

Caffi. Then Brurus, | have much miftook your paflion, 
By means whereof, chis Breaft of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 

Tell me good Brutm, can you fee your. face ? 

Brn. No Caffias 
For the eye fees not himfelf: but by reflection, 

By fome other things. 

Cafi Tis juft, 

And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye, 

That you might fee your fhadow: 

l have heard, s 

Where many of the beft refpect in Rome, 
(Except Inmortal Cefar) {peaking of Brurus, 
And groaning underneath this ages yoak, 
Have wifh’d that Noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you 
Lead me, Cafius ? 

That you would have me feek into my felf, 
For that which is not in me? 

Cafi Thercfore good Brutus be prepar’d to hear , 
And fince you know you cansot fee your felf 
So well as by reflection ; I your Glals, 

Will modeftly difcover to your felf 

That of your felf, which yet you know not of, 

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus, 

Were i a common Laughter, or did ufe 

To ítale with ordinary Oaths my Love 

To every new Proteftor : if you know, 

That Ido fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

And after fcandal them: or if you know, 

That | profefs in Banquetiag 

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous. 

Flourifh and Shout. 

Bru. What means this Shouting ? 


I do fear the people choofe Cefar 
For their King. 

Caffi. 1, do you fear it ? 

Then muft | think you would not have it fo. 

Bru. \ would not, Caffins, yet | love him well : 
Buc wherefore do you hold me here fo long ? 
What ts ic, that you would impart to me? 

If it be ought coward the general good, 

Set Honour in one eye, and Death i’th’other, 
And 1! will look on both indifferently : 

For let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love 

The name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 

Caffi. 1 know that vertue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favour, 

Well, Honour is the Subject of my Story : 

I cannot tell, what you and other mien 

Think of this life: Bue my fingle felf, 

l had as hef not be, as live to be 

In awe of fuch a thing, as! my felf. 

| was born frec as Cefar, fo were you, 

We both have fcd as well, and we can both 

Endure the Winters cold, as well as he. 

For once upon a Raw and Gafty Day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her Shores, 

Cefar fays to me, dar’ft thou Caffixs now 

Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 

And fwim to yonder Point ? Upon the word, 

Accounted as | was, | plunged in, 

And bad him follow: foindced he did. 

The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it 

With lufty Sinews, throwing it afide, 

And ftemming it with hearts of Controverfie. 

But e’re we could arrive the Point propos’d, 

Cefar cry'd, Help me Caffiss, or | fink. 

| (as c£neas, our great Anceftor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his fhoulder 

The old c4nchifes bear) fo, from the Waves of Tyber 

Did I the tired Cefar : And this Man 

Is now become a God, and Caffixs is 

A wretched Creature, and muft bend his body, 

If Cefar carelefly but nod on him. 

He had a Feaver when he was in Spas 

And when che Fit was on him, | did mark 

How he did fhake: ’Tistrue, this God did fhake, 

His Coward lips did from their colour flye, 

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the World, 

Did lofe his Luftre : 1 did hear him groan : 

I, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans 

Mark him, and writ his Speeches in their Books, 

Alas! it cryed, Give me fome drink, Titinius, 

As a fick Girl: Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould 

So get the ftart of the Majeftick World 

And bear the Palm alone. 
Shout, 

Bru. Another general fhout ? 
I do believe, chat thefe applaufes are 
For fome new Honours that are beap’d on Cefar. 

Caffi. Why man, he doth beftride the narrow V Vorld 
Like a Coloffus, and we petty men 
VValk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
To find our felves difhonourable Graves. 

Men at fome time, are Mafters of their Fates. 

The fault (dear Bruexs) 1s not in our Stars, 

Butin our felves, that we are Underlings. 

Brutus and Cefar: VVhat hould be in that Cefar ? 

Why fhould that name be founded more than yours ? 

Write them together : yours is as fair a Name: 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well, 

VVeigh them, itisas heavy: Conjure with ’em map, 

Brutus will {tart a Spirit as foon as Caefar 

Now inthe names of all the Gods at once, 

Upon what meat doth this our Cefar feed, 

That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou ars fham’d. 
Reme, 


Fleurifh. 
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Rome, thou haft loft che breed of noble Blouds. 
When went there by an Age, fince the great Floud, 
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ? 
When could they fay (till now) that talk?d of Rome, 
That her wide walks incompaft but one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough 
When there is in it but one only man. 
Q! you and I, have heard our Fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d 
Th? eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 
As eafily as a King. 

> Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous: 
What you would work me to, I have fome aim: 
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times 
( fhall recount hereafter: For this prefent, 
I would not fo (with love I might entreat you) 
Be any further mov’d + What you have faid, 
I will confider : what you have to fay 
I will with patience hear, and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. 
Till then, my noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 
Than to repute himfelf a Son of Rome 
Under thefe hard Conditions, as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Caffi. 1am glad that my weak words 

Have {truck but chus much fhew of fire from Brat. 


Enter Ceflar and his Train. 


Bru. The Games are done, 
And Cefar is returning. 
Caffi. As they pafs by, 
Pluck Caska by the Sleeve, 
And he will (after his fowre fafhion) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note today. 

Bru. | willdo fo: butlook you, Caffis, 

The angry fpot doth blow on Cefars brow, 
And all the reft look like a chidden train ; 
Calphurma’s Cheek is pale, and Cicero 

Looks with fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery Eyes 
As we have feen him in the Capitol 

Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators. 

Caffi. Caska will tell us what the matter ise 

(af. Antonio, 

Ant, Cefar. 

Caf. Let me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a nights : 
Yond Caffits has a lean and hungry look, 

He thinks toomuch: fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Cefar, he’s not dangerous, 
He is a Noble Roman, and well given. 

Caf. Would he were fatter; But I fear 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man | fhould avoid, 
So foon as that {pare Ca/fis. He reads much, 
He isa great Obferver, and he looks 
Quite through the Deeds of men. He loves no Playes, 
As thou dolt Antony: he hears no Mulick : 

Seldom he fmiles, and fmiles in fuch a fort 

As if he mock’d himfelf, and fcorn’d his fpirit 
That could be mov’d to fmile at any thing, 

Such men as he, be never at hearts eafe 

Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves, 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

[ rather tell thee what 1s to be fear’d, 

‘Than what] fear: for always l am Cefar, 

Come on my right hand, for this Ear is deaf, 

And tell me truly, what thou think’f{t of him, 


m not: 


Sennit. 


[Exeunt Celar and his Train. 


Cask, You pull’d me by the Cloak, would you fpeak 
with me ? 
Bru. I Caska, tell us what hath chane’d to day 
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That Cefar looks fo fad. 

Cask. Why you were with bim, were you not? 

Bru. I fhould not then ask Caske what had chanc’d, 
Cask, Why there was a Crown offer’d him; and bein 
offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his hand thus, 

and then the people fell a fhouting. 

Bru, What was the fecond noife for ? 

(ask, Why for that too, 

Caffi. They fhovted thrice; what was the laft cry for ? 

Cask, Why for that too. 

Bru, Was the Crown offer’d him thrice ? 

_ Cask. | marry was’t, and he put it by thrice, every 
time gentler than other; and at every putting by, mine 
honeft Neigbbours fhouted. 

Caffi. Who offer’d him the Crown? 

Cask, Why, Antony, 

Bru Tellus the manner of it, gentle Caska. 

Cask, 1 canas well be hang’d as tell the mannet of it: 
It were meer Foolery, | did not markit, I faw Mark 
Antony offer him a Crown, yet twas not a Crown neither ~ 
"twas one of thefe Coronets : and asI told you, he put it 
by once: but for all tnat, to my thinking, he would fain 
have had it. Then he offered it to him again: then he 
put it by again: but tomy thinking , he was very loth 
to lay his Fingers off it. And thenhe offered it the third 
time: he purt it the third time by, and {till as he refus’d 
it, the rabblement houted, and clapp’d their chopt hands 
and threw up their fweaty Night-Caps, and uttered fucb 
a deal of ftinking breath, becaule Cefar refus’d the 
Crown, that it had (almoft) choaked Cefar: for he 
fwoonded , and fell downat it: And for mine own part. 
Idurft not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, and re- 
ceiving the bad Air 

Caf. But foft | pray yon: what did Cefar fwound ? 

Cask. He fell down in the Market-place, and foam’d 
at mouth, and was fpeechlefs. 

Brut, "Tis very like he hath the falling. ficknefs. 

Caffi. No, Caefar hathit not: but you, and I. 

And honeft Caska, we have the falling ficknefs. 

Cask, I know not what you mean by that, but Iam fure 
Cafar fell down, if the tag rag people did not clap him, 
and hifs him, according as he pleas'd, and difpleas`d 
them, as they vfe to dothe Players inthe Theatre, | am 
no true man. 

Brut, What faid he, when he came unto himfelf? 

Cask, Marry before he fell down, when he perceiv’d 
the common Herd was glad he refus’d the Crown, he 
pluckt me ope his Doubler, and offer’d them his Throat 
tocut: and I had been a man of any Occupation, if | 
would not have taken him at a word, I would I might 
go to Hell among the Rogues, and fo he fell. When 
he came to himfelf again, he faid, If he had done, or 
faid any thing amifs, he defir’d their worfhips to think 
ic was his infirmity. Three or four Wenches where | 
ftood , cryed, Alas good Soul, and forgave him with 
all their hearts: But there’s no heed to be taken of them; 
if had ftabb’d their Mothers, they would have done 
no lefs. 

Brut. And after that, he came thus fad away. 

Cak T. 

Caffi. Did Cicero fay any thing? 

Cask, 1, he fpoke Greek. 

Cafi. Towhat effe& ? 

Cask, Nay, and I tell you that, Ile ne’re look you i’ th’ 
face again. But thofe that underftood him, fmil’d at one 
another, and fhook their heads: but for mine own partit 
was Greek tome, I could tell you more news too: Mu- 
rellus and Flavi, for pulling Scarffs off Cefars Images. 
are put to filence. Fare you well. There was more Foolery 
yet, if | could remember it. 

Cafi. Will you fup with me to night, Caska? 

Cask, No, I am promis’d forth. 

` Caffi Will you dine with me to morrow ? 


Cask 
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Cask, 1, if Lbe alive, and your mind hold, and your 


Dinner worth the eating. 
Caffi. Good, I will expect you. 
Cask, Do fo: farewel both. 
Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be? 
He was quick Mettle, when he went to School. 
Caffi. So ishe now, in Execution 
Of any bold or noble Enterprize, 
How-ever he puts on this tardy form: © 
This Rudenefs isa Sawce to his good wit, 
Which pives men ftomach to digelt his words 
Wich berter Appetites. 
Brut. And fo it is: 
For this time I will Icave you: 
To morrow if you pleafe to fpeak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or if you will, 
Come home to me, and { will wait for you. 
Caf, Iwill do fo: till then, think of the World. 


(Exit. 


(Exit Brutus. 


Well Brutus, thouart Noble: Yet I fee 

Thy honourable Metal may be wrought 

From that it is difpos’d, therefore ’tis meet, 
That Noble minds keep ever with their likes: 
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc’d ? 
Cafar doth bear me hard, but he Joves Brutus. 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius, 

He fhould not humor me. Iwill this night, 

In feveral hands, in at his Windows throw, 

As if they came from feveral Citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name: wherein obfcurely 
Cafars ambition fhall be glanced at. 

And after this, let Cefar feat him fure, 

For we will hake him, or worfe days endure. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter Caska, 
and Cicero. 


Cic. Good even, Casha: brought you (efzr home ? 
Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo? 
Cask, Are not you mov’d, when all the fway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero, 
| have feen Tempelts, when the fcolding Winds 
Have riv’d the knotty Oaks, and I have feen 
Th’ ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
But never till to night, never till now, 
Did I go through a Tempeft-dropping fire. 
Either chere isa Civil ftrife in Heaven, 
Or elfe the World, too fawcy with the Gods, 
Incenfes them to fend deftruction. 
Cic. Why, faw you any ching more wonderful ? 
Cask, Acommon flave, you know him well by fight, 
Held up his lefr hand, which did flame and burn 
Like twenty Torches join’d ; and yet his hand, 
Not fenfible of fire, remain’d unfeorch’d. 
Befides, I ha’ not fince put up my Sword, 
Againft the Capito! | meta Lion, 
Who glaz’d upon me, and went furly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap, a hundred gaftly Women, 
Transformed with theit fear, who fwore, they faw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets. 
And yefterday, the Bird of Night did fit, 
Even at Noon day, upon the Market place, 
Hovting, and fhrecking. When thcfe Prodigies 
Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay, 
Thefe are their Reafons, they are Natural: 
For | believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the Climate, that they point upon. 
Cc, Indeed, it isa ftrange difpofed rime : 
But men may conftrue chings after their fafhion, 
Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves. 
Comes Csfar up the Capitol to morrow ? 


Exit. 
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Cask. He doth: for he did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow. 
Cic. Good night then, Caska : 
This difturbed Sky is not to walk in. 
Cask, Farewel, Cicero. [Exe Cicero. 
Enter Caffius. 


Caffi. Who’s there ? 
Cask. A Romane. 
Caffi Caska, by your Voice. 
Cask Your Ear ts good. 
Caffins, What night is this? 
Caffi. A very pleafing night to honeft men. 
Cask, Who ever knew the Heavens menace fo? 
i Caf. Thofe that have known the Earth fo full of 
aults. 
For my part I have walk’d about the ftreets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous Night : 
And thus unbraced, Caska, as you fee, 
Have bar’d my Bofom tothe Thunder ftone: 
And when the crofs blue Lightning feem’d to open 
The Breaft of Heaven, I did prefent my felf 
Even in the aim, and very flah of it. (vens ? 
Cask, But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea- 
It ts the part of men, to fear and tremble, 
When the moft Mighty Gods by tokens fend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to aftonith us. 
Caf. Youare dull, Caska: 
And thofe fparks of Life that fhould be in a Roman, 
You do want, or elfe you ule not, 
You look pale, and gaze, and put on fear, 
And caft your felf in wonder, 
To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heavens: 
But if you would confider the true caufe, 
Why all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts, 
Why Birds and Beafts, from quality and kind, 
Why Old men, Fools, and Children calculate. 
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties, 
To montftrous quality ; why you fall find, 
That Heaven hath infus’d them wich thefe Spirits, 
To make them inftruments of fear, and warning, 
Unto fome monftrous State. 
Now could I (Caska) name to thee aman, 
Moft like this dreadiul Nighr, 
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and tears, 
As doth tne Lyon in the Capirol ; 
A man no mightier than thy felf, or me, 
In perfonal action , yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful as chefe ftrange eruptions are. 
Cask, ’Tis Cefar that you mean, 
Isic not, Caffins ? 
Cafi. Letit be who itis: for Romans now 
Have Sinews and Limbs like to their Anceftors ; 
But woe the while, our Fathers minds are dead, 
And we are govern’d with our Mothers fpirits, 
Our yoke, and fufferance, thew us Womanith. 
Cask, Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow 
Mean to eftablih Cefar as a King: 
And he fhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land, 
In every place, fave here in /taly 
Caffi. 1 know where I will wear this Dagger then ; 
Caffins ftom bondage will deliver Cafins : 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak molt {trong ; 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat, 
Nor ftony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafs, 
Nor air-lefs Dungeon, nor {trong Links of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the ftrength of Spirit : 
But Life being weary of thefe Worldly Bars, 
Never lacks power to difinifsit felf. 
If | know this, know all the World befides 
That part of Tyranny that I do bear, 
[can fhake off ac pleafare. {Thunder frill. 
Cask, 
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Cask, So can I: 

So every Bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to Cancel his Captivity. 

Caffi. And why fhould (efar bea Tyrant then? 

Poor man, I know he would not bea Wolf, 

But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep 5 

He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hinds. 
Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak Straws. What trafh is Rome ? 
What Rubbifh, and what Offal? when it ferves 
For the bafe matter, to illuminate 

So vilea thing as Cefar. But oh grief! 

Where haft thou led me? I (perhaps) fpeak this 
Before a willing Bondman: then I know 

My anfwer muft be made. But I am arm’d, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cask. You [peak to Caskg, and to fuch a man, 
That is no flearing Tell.rale. Hold, my hand: 
Be factious for redrefs of all thefe Griefs, 

And I will fet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheft. 

Cafi. There’s a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Caska, Ihave mov’d already 
Some certain of the Nobleft minded Romans 
To under-go, with me, an enterprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous confequence ; 
And I do know by this, they ftay for me 

In Pompey’s Porch; for now this fearful night, 
There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets, 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favours, like the work we have in hand, 
Mott bloody, fiery, and moft terrible. 


Enter Cinna. 


Cask, Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in 
hafte. 
Caffis ’Vis Cinna, 1 do know him by his Gate, 
He is a Friend. Cinna, where hafte you fo ? 
Cinna. To find out yon: Who’s that, Metelm 
Cymber ? 
Caffi No, it is Caska, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna ? 
(in. 1am glad on’t. 
What a feartul Night ? 
There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange fights. 
Caffi. Am I not ftaid for ? tell me. 
Cin, Yes, you are, O Caffins, 
If you could but win the Noble Brutus 
To our party —— 
Caffi. Be you content. Good Cinna take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the Pretors Chair, 
Where Brutus may but findit: and throw this 
In at his Window; fet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brarus Statue: all this done, 
Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you fhall find us, _ 
Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there ? 
Cin. All, but Metellus Cymber, and he’s gone 
To feek you at your Houfe. Weil, I will hie, 
And fo beftow thefe papers as you bad me. 
Cafi. That done, repair to Pompey’s Theater. 
[ Exit. Cinna. 
Come Caska, youand I will yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his Houfe: three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
Cask. OQ, he fits high in all the peoples hearts : 
And that which would appear offence in us, 
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymy, 
Will change to Vertue, and to Worthinefs. 
Cafii Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well conceired : let us go. 
For it is after Mid-nighr, and ere day, 


We will awake him, and be fure of him. LExeunt. 


Bru. 


| Give guefs how near to day — Lucius, | 


Atkus Secundus. 





Enter Brutus iz his Orchara, 


Hat Lucius, hoe? 
I cannot, by the progrefs of the Stars, 
fay ? 
I would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly. 
When Lucius, when? awake, I fay: what Lucius ? 


Erter Lucius. 


Luc. Call’d you, my Lord ? 
Bru. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lucizs : 
When itis lighted, come and call me here. 
Luc. I will, my Lord. 
Bru. It muftbe by hisdeath: and for my part, 
1 know no perfonal caufe, to fpurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown’d : 
How that might change his Nature, there’s the queftion ? 
le is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking : Crown him that, 
And then I grant we put a fting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
Th’ abufe of Greatnefs, is, when it disjoins 
Remorfe from power: And to fpeak truth of Cafar, 
I have not known, when his affections fway’d 
More than his Reafon. But ’tis a common proof, 
That Lowlinefs is young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turns his face : 
But when he once attains the upmoft Round, 
He then unto the Ladder turns his back, 
Looks inthe Clouds, {corning the bafe degrees 
By which he did afcend: {0 Cefar may ; 
Then left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Fafhionit thus; that what he is augmented, 
Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities : 
And therefore think him as a Serpents Egge, 
Which hatch’d, would as his kind grow mifchievous ; 
And kill him in the fhell. 


LExit, | 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir: 
Searching the Window fora Flint, I found 
This Paper, thus feal’d up, and Iam fure 
It did not lye there when I went to Bed. 
Gives himthe Letter. 
Bru. Get you to Bed again, it is not day : 
Is not to Morrow (Boy) the firk of March ? 
Luc. I know not, Sir, 
Bru. Look in the Kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir. 
Bra. Theexhalations, whizzing in the air, 
Give fo much light: that Imay read by them. 
Opens the Letter and reads, 
Brutus, thou fleep’# , awake, and fee thy felf : 
ShallRome, ec. fpeak, firike, redrefs. 
Brutus, thou fleep ft: awake. 
Such inftigations have been often dropt. 
Where I have took them up: 
Shall Rome, &c. Thus muft I piece it out: 
Shall Rome ftand under one mansawe? What Rome ¢ 
My Anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a King. 
Speak, ftrike, redrefs, Am lentreated 
To fpeak, and ftrike? O Rome, 1 make thee promife, 
Ifthe redrefs will follow, thou receiveft 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus. 


{ Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, March is wafted fifteen days. 
[ Knock, within, 
Bru. Tis good. Gotothe Gate, fome body knocks - 
Since Caffixs firft did whet me againtt Cefar, 
| have not flept. 
Becween the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firft motion, all the /ntersm is 
Like a Phantafma, or a hideous Dream : 
The Gensus, and the mortal inftruments 
Are then in counfel, and the ftate of man, 
Like to alittle Kingdom, fuffers then 
The nature of an infurrection. 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, tis your Brother Cafius at the door, 
Who doth defire to fee you. ` 

Bru. ls he alone ? 

Luc. No, Sir, there are moe with him. 

Brn, Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluck’d about theit Eats, 
And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, 
That by no means I may difcover them, 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let them enter : 
They are the Faction. O Confpiracy, 
Sham’ft thou to hew thy dang’rous Brow by Night, 
When evils are moft free? Othen, by day 3 
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, 
To mask thy monftrous Vifage ? Seek none, Confpiracy, 
Hide itin Smiles, and Affability : 
For if thou path thy native femblance on, 
Not Erebus it felf were dim enough, 
To hide thee from prevention. 


Erer the Confpirators, Caflius, Caska, Decius, Cinna, 
Metellus, and Trebonius. 


Caffi. I think we are too bold upon your Ref: 
Good morrow, Brutus, co we trouble you? 
Bru. Ihave been up this hour, awake al] Night: 
Know I thefe men, that come along with you? 
Caffi. Yes, every man of them; and no man here 
But honours you: and every one doth wifh, 
You had but that opinion of your felf, 
Which every Noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 
Bru, He is welcume hither. 
Cafi. This, Decin Brutus. 
Bru. He is welcome too. 
Caffi. This, Caska, this, Gnna, and this Metellns 
Cimber. 
Bru. They are all welcome. 
What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves 
Betwixt your Eyes and Night? 
Cuff, Shall} intreat a word ? [They whifper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaft: doth not the Day break here ? 
Cask. No. 
Gn. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clovds, are Meflengers of Day. 
Cask, You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv’d : 
Here as I point my Sword, the Sun arifes, 
Which isa great way growing on the South, 
Weighing the youthful Seafon of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firft prefents his firc, and the high Eaft 
Stands as the Capito), directly here. 
Bru. Give me yonr hands all over, one by one. 
Caffis And Ict us fwear our refolution. 
Bru. Na, notan Oath : if not the face of men, 
The {ufferance of our fouls, the times abufe ; 


If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man nenee, to his idle bed: 
So let high-fighted-Tyranny range on, 
Till cach man drop by Lottery. But if thefe 
(As [am fure they do) bear fire enough 
To kindle Cowards, and to fteel with valour 
The melting Spirits of women; Then, Countrymen, 
What need we any fpur, but our own canfe 
To prick us toredrefs ? What other Bond, 
Then fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word, 
And will not palter ? And what other Oath, 
Than Honefty to Honefty engag’d, 
That this Mall be, or we will fall for it. 
Swear Pricfts and Cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls 
That welcome wrongs : Unto bad caufes, fwear 
Such Creatures as men doubt; but do not ftain 
The even vertuc of our Enterprize, 
Nor th’infuppreflive Mettle of our Spirits, 
To think, chat or our Caufe, or our Performance 
Did need an Oath, When every drop of blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a feveral Baftardy, 
If he doth break the fmalleft Particle 
Of any promife that hath paft from him. 

Caffi. But what of Cicero? Shall we found him? 
I chink he will ftand very ftrong with us. 

Cask, Let us not leave him out, 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Met. Olet us have him, for his filver hairs 
Will purchafe us a good opinion. 
And buy mens voices, to commend our deeds: 
It fhall be faid, his judgment rul’d our hands, 
Our youths, and wildnefs, fhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. 

Bru. O name him not; let us not break with him. 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cafi. Then leave him out. 

Cask, Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man elfe be touch’d, but only Cefar? 

Caffi. Decius, Wellurg’d: I thiok itis not imees, 
Mark Antony, fo well belov’d of Cefar, 
Should out.live Cefar, we fhall find of him 
A fhrewd Contriver. And you know, his means, 
If he improve chen, may well {tretch fo far 
As to annoy usall: which to prevent, 
Let Antony and Cefar fall together 

Bru. Our courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Cayrns, 
To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs - 
Like wrath in death, and Envy afterwards. 
For Antony is but aLimbof Cefar. 
Let’s be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, (asses : 
We all ftand up againft the Spirit of Cefar, 
And inthe Spirit of men, there is no blood : 
O that we then could come by Cefar’s Spirits, 
And not difmember Cefar! But (alas) 
Czfar muft bleed for ıt. And gentle Friends, 
Ler’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully : 
Let’s carve him, asa Dith fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkafs fit for Hounds ; 
And let our hearts, as fubtle Mafters do, 
Sur up theic Servants to an act of rage, 
And after feem to chide them. This fhall make 
Our purpofe neceffary, and not envious, 
Which fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murderers. 
And for Afark, Antony, think not of him - 
For he can do no more than Cefar’s Arm, 
When Cefar’s head is off. 

Caffi. Yet I fear him, 
For in the ingrafted Love he bears to Cefar. 

Bru. Alas, good Ceffixs, do not think of him : 
If he love Cefar, all that he can do 
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Is to himfelf, take thought, and dye for Cefar. 
And that were much he fhould: for he is given 
To fports, towildnels, and muchcompany. 
Treb. There is no fear in hias ; jet ny not die, 
ill live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
For he will live, g Flock frie: 


Bru, Peace, count the Clock. 

Caffi. The Clock hath ftricken thtee. 
Treb. ’Tis time to part. 

Caffi. But it is doubtful yet, 

Whether Cefar will come forth to day, or no: 

For he is fuperftitious grown ot late, 

Quite from the main opinion he held once, 

Ot Fantafie, of Dreams, and Ceremonics: 

Jc may be, thefe apparent Prodigies, 

The unaccuftom’d terrour of this Night, 

And the perfwafion of his Augurers, 

May hold him from the Capitol to day, 

Dec. Never fear that: if he be fo refolv’d, 

I can o’re-fway him: for he loves to hear, 

That Unicorns may be becray’d with Trees, 

And Bears with Glaffes, Elephants with Holes, 

Lyons with Toils, and Men with Flatterers. 

Bur, when | cell him, he hates Flatterers, 

He fays, he does; being then moft flattered. 

Let me work: 

For I can give his humour the true bent ; 

And | will bring him tothe Capitol. i 
Cafi. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoft ? 
Civ, Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then. 
Met. Cains Ligarius doth bear Cefar hatred, 

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ; 

{ wonder none of you have.thought of him. 

Bru. Now good Metellus go along by him: 
He loves me well, and I have given him Reafons, 
Send him but hither, and I'll fafhion him. 

Caf. The Morning comes upon’s- 

Weel leave you, Brutus, 

And Friends difperfe your felves: but all remember 

What you have faid, and fhew your felves true Romans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look freh and metrily, 

Let not our looks put on our purpofes, 

But bear it as our Roman Actors do, 

With untir’d {pirits, and formal Conftancy, 

And fo good morrow to you every one. 

Afanet Brutus. 

Boy: Lucius: faftafleep? It is no matter, 

Enjoy the hony-heavy-dew of Slumber : 

Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies, 

Which bufie care draws in the Brains of men; 

Therefore thou fleep’{t fo found. 


LExeunt, 


Enter Portia. 


Por. Brutus, my Lord. 
Bru.. Portia, What mean you? wherefore rife you now # 
[tis not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold Morning. 
Por, Nor for yours neither, Y°have ungently, Brute, 
Stole from my Bed: and yefternight at Supper 
You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about, 
Mufing, and fighing, with your arms a-crofs: 
And when I ask’d you what the matter was, 
You ftar’d upon me with ungentle looks. 
I urg'd you further, then you feratch’d your head, 
And too impatiently ftamp’d with your foot : 
Yet Finfifted, yet you anfwer’d not, 
But with an angry wafter of your hand 
Gave fign for me to leave you: So! did, 
Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience | 
Which feem’d too much inkindled, and withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of Humour, 
Which fometime hath his hour with every man. 
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Ic will not let you eat, nor talk, nor flecp ; 

And could it work fo much upon your fhape, 

As it hath much prevail’d on your Condition, 

[ fhould not know you, Brutus. Dear, My Lord, 

Make me acquainted with your canfe of grief, 
Bru. fam not well in health, and that ts all. 
Por, Brutus is wife, and were he not in health, 

He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Bru, Why fo Ido: good Portia, g0 to Bed. 
Por, Is Brutus fick? and is it Phyfical 

To walk unbraced, and {nck up the humors 

Of the dark Morning ? What, is Bratus fick ? 

And will he {teal onc of his wholfom Bed, 

To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 

And tempt the Rheumy, and unpurged Air 

To add unto his ficknefs ? No, my Bratus, 

You have fome fick oflence within your mind, 

Which by the Right ana Vertue of my place 

Í ought to know of: And upon my knees, 

I charm you, by my once commended Beauty, 

By all your vows of Love, and that great Vow 

Which did incorporate and make us one, 







































| That you unfold to me, your felf, yout half; 


Why you are heavy, and what men to night 
Have had refort to you v for here have been 
Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces 
Even from dacknefs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 
Por. I fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Wichin the bond of Marriage, cell me, Brutus, 
Isit excepted, I fhould know no fecrets 
That appertain to you ? Am 1 your felf, 
But as it were in fort, or limitation? 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your Bed, 
And talk to you fometimes? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleafure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 
Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That vifit my fad heart. 
Por. \f this were true, then fhould 1 know this fecret. 
l grant I am a woman; but withal, 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to Wife: 
I grant [am a woman ; but withal, 
A woman well reputed: Cato’s Daughter. 
Think you, I am no ftronger than my Sex, 
Being fo Father’d, and fo Husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counfels, 1 will not difclofe them : 
| have made {trong proof of my Conftancy, 
Giving my felfa voluntary wound 
Here, inthe Thigh: Can] bear that with patience, 
And not my Husband’s Secrets ? 
Bru. O ye Gods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. 
Hark, hark, one knocks: Portia, goina while, 
And by and by thy bofome fhall partake 
The fecrets of my heart. 
All my engagements, | will conftrue to thee, 
All the Charactery of my fad brows: 
Leave me with hafte 


[Knock. | 


CExit Portia. 
Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 


Lucins, who’s that knocks ? 
Lac. Here isa fick man that would fpeak with you. 
Bru. Cains Ligarius, that Metellus Spake of. 
Boy, ftand afide. Caius Ligarius, how ? 
Cai. Vouchfafe good motrow from a feeble tongue. 
Bru. O what atime have you chofe out, brave Caius, 
To wear a Kerchief ? Would you were not fick. 
Car. fam not fick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honour. 
Bru. Such an exploit have f inhand, Ligarins, 
Had you an healthful Ear to hear of it. 
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Cai, By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
[here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome, 
Brave Son, deriv’d from honourable Loins, 
Thou like an Exorcift, haft conjur’d up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will {trive with things impoffible, 
Yea get the better of them. What's to do? 
Bru. A piece of work, 
That will make fick men whole. 
Cai. But are not fome whole that we muft make fick ? 
Brn. That muft we alfo. What itis, my Caim, 
I fhall unfold to thee, as we arc going, 
To whom it muft be done. 
Cai. Set on your foot, 
And with a heart new fir’d, I follow you, 
To do I know not what: But it fufficeth 


That Brutus leads me on. [ Thunder. 
Bru. Follow me then. [ Exeunt. 
"` Thunder and Lightning. 


Enter Julius Cæfar in hk Night-Gown 


Cef. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Have been at peace to night : 
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her flecp ctyed out 5 
Help, ho: They murder Cefar. Who's within? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord. i 

(ef. Go, bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succefs. 

Ser. 1 will, my Lord. 


Enter Calphurnia. 


Cal, What mean you, Cefar ? Think you to walk forth? 
You hhall not ftir out of your houfe to day. 
Cef. Cefar fhall forth; the things that threatn’d me, 
Ne’r lookt but on my back: When they fhall fee 
The face of Cefar, they are vanifhed. 
Calph. Cefar, | never ftood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me: There is one within, 
Befides the things that we have heard and feen, 
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch. 
A Lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets, 
And Graves have yawn’d and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriours fight upon the Clouds 
In Ranks and Squadrons and right form of war 
Which drizzel’d blood upon the Capitol : 
The noife of Battel hurried in the Air: 
Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan, 
And Ghoft did fhriek and fqueal about the ftreets. 
O Cefar, thefe things are beyond all ufe, 
And I do fear them. 
(ef. What can be avoided 
Whole end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Cafar fhall go forth: For thefe Predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cefar. 
Calph. When Beggars die there are no Comets feen, 
The Heavens themfelves blaze forth the death of Princes. 
Caf. Cowards die many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never tafte of death but once: 
Ofall the wonders that I yet have heard, 
Itfeems to me moft ftrange that men fhould fear, 
Seeing that death, a neceffary end 
Will come, when it will come. 


Enter a Scrvant. 


What fay the Aupurers ? 

Ser, They would not have you ftir forth to day. 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beaft. 

Caf. The Gads do this in fhame of Cowarcdife: 
Cefar fhould be a beaft without a heart 


Leau; 


If he fhould ftay at home to day for fear : 
No, Cefar thall not; Danger knows full well 
That (afar is more dangerous than he. 
We hear two Lions litter’d in one day, 
And I the elderand more terrible, 
And Cefar hall go forth. 
Cal, Alas, my Lord, 
Your wifdom ts confum’d in confidence : 
Do not go forth to day : Call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own. 
We'll fend Mark Antony to the Senate houie, 
And he fhall fay your are not well to day : 
Let me upon my knec prevail in this. 
- Caf- eMark eAntony thall fay lam not well, 
And for thy humour, I will ftay at home. 


Enter Decius. 


Here’s Decins Brutus, he fhall tell them fo. 
Dec. Cefar, all hail: Good morrow, worthy Cefar, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate honfe. 
Cef. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that I will not come today: 


‚Cannot is falfe : and that I dare not, falfer ; 


I will not come to day, tell them fo, Decius, 

(al. Say he’s fick. 

Caf. Shall Cefar fend a Lie ? 

Have I in Conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far, 
To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth: 
Decius, go tell them Cefar will not come. 

Dec. Molt mighty Cefar, let me know fome caule, 
Left I be laught at when I tell them fo. 

Caf. The cavfe isin my will, I will not come, 
That is enough to fatishe the Senate 
But for your private fatisfaction, 

BecaufeI love you, I willlet you know. 
Calphurnia here my wife, ftays me at home : 
She dreamt to night fhe faw my Statue, 
Which like a Fountain , with an hundred fpouts, 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands init: 
And thefe does the apply, for warnings and portents, 
And evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg’d thar 1 will ftay at home to day. 

Dec, This dream is all amifs interpreted, 
It was a vilion fair and forrunate : 
Your Statue {pouting blood in many Pipes, 
In which fo many fmiling Romans bath’d, 
Signifies that from you great Rome fhall fuck 
Reviving blood, and that great Men fhall prefs 
For Tinctures, Stains, Reliques, and Cognifance: 
This, by Calpburnia’s dream is fignified. 

Cef. And this way have you well expounded it. 

Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what ! can fay, 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this day a Crown to mighty Cefar. 

If you fball fend thom word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Befides it were a mock 
Apt to be render’d for fome one to fay, 

Break up the Senate till another time, 

‘When Cefar’s wife fhall meet with berter Dreams: 
If Cafar hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper, 

Lo, (far is afraid ? 

Pardon me, Cefar, for my dear dear love, 

To your Procceding, bids me tell you this : 

And reafon to my love is liable. 

(ef. How foolith do your fears feem now, Calphurmia? 
[am afhamed I did yield to them, 

Give me my Robe, for I will go 


Ccc 2 Enter 
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And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 
Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caska, Trebonius, Luc. Sooth, Madam, 1 hear nothing, 
Cinna, and Publius. 
Enter the Soothfayer. 
And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 


Pub. Good morrow, Caefar. Por. Come hither fellow, which way haft thou been? 
Caf, Welcom, Publixs. Sooth. At mine own houfe, good Lady. 
What, Brurus, are you ftirr’d fo eatly too? Por What ts’t a Clock ? 
Good morrow, Caska, Canu Ligarius, Sooth, About the ninth hour, Lady. 
Cefar was ne’re fo much your Enemy, Por, \s Cafar yet goneto the Capitol ? 
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean Sooth, Madam, not yet, I go ro take my ftand, 
What is’c a Clock ? To fee him pafs on to the Capitol, 
Bru. Cefar, “tis ftrucken eight. Por. Thou halt fome fute to Cefar, halt thou not ? 
Caef. I thank you for your pains and curtelie- Sooth, That have, Lady, if it will pleafe Cafar 
To be fo good to Cefar, as to hear me: 
Enter Antony. I fhall befeech him to befriend himfelf, 
Por. Why know’ft thou any harm’s intended towards 
See Antony, that revels long a-nights, him? : 
[s notwith{tanding up. Good morrow, Antony. Sooth. None that | know wil! be, 
Ant, Soto molt noble Cefar, Much that I! fear may chance : 
Cezf. Bid them prepare within; Good morrow to you: here the ftreet is narrow: 
{ am to blame to be thus waited for, The throng that follows Cejar at the heels 
Now Guna, now Metellus: what, Trebonius, Of Senators, of Pretors, common Suitors 
| have an hours talk in tore for you: i Will crowd a feeble man (almoft to death : 
Remember that you call on me to day : : PII get me to a place more void, and there 
Be near me, that ] may remember you. Speak to great Cefar as he comes along. PExt. 
Treb. Cefar, Vwill; and fo near will I be, Por. | muft goin: 
Tnat your beft Friends hall wifh | had been further. Aye me !. How weak a thing 
Caf, Good Friends go in, and tafte fome Wine with me, | The heart of Woman is? O Brutus, 
And we (like Friends) will ftraightway go together. The Heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize. 
Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Cefar, Sure the Boy heard me: Bratw hatha fuit 
The heart of Bratus earns to think upon. LExeunt. | That Cefar will not grant. O, | grow faint: 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 
Enter Artemidorus. Say 1am merry ; Come ro me again, 


And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. 
Celar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Cafius, come not 
near Caska, have an eye to Cinna, tru? not Vrebonius, a 
well Metellus Cymber, Decius Brutus loves thee not: Thon > 
haft wrong'd Caius Ligarius. There ts but one mind in all Aétus Tertins. 
thefe men, andui is bent acaift Cæfar : If thou beet not Im- 
mortal, look about yon : Security grves way to Confpiracy. The 





mighty Gods defend thee, Flourifh. 
Thy Lover Artemidorus, Enter Cefar, Brutus, Caffius, Caska, Decins, Metellus, 
Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemi. 
Here will I ftand, till Cefar pafs along, dorus, Popilius, andthe Soothfayer. 
And as a Sutor will | give him this: 
My heart laments, that Vertue cannot live Caf. he ides of March are come. 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. Sooth. |, Cefar, but not gone. 
If thou read this, O Cefar, thou mayeft live; Art. Hail, Cafar: read this Schedule. 
If not, the Fates with Traytors do contrive. Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o’re-read 
CAt your beft leifure) this his humble fuit. 
Enter Portia and Lucius. eArt. O Cafar, read mine firft-: for mine’s a fuit 
That touches Cafar nearer. Read it, great Cefar 
Por. I prythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houfe, Caf, What touches us our felf, fhall be laft ferv’d. 
= not to anfwer me, but get thee gone, Art. Delay not, Cefar, read it inftantly. 
Why doft thou ftay ? Caf. What, is the fellow mad ? 
Luc. Toknow my Errand, Madam. Pub. Sitrah, give place. 
Por, I would nave had thee there and here again Caffi. What urge you your Petitions in the ftreet ? 
E’re | can tell thee what thou fhould’ft do there: Come to the Capitol, 
O Conitancy, be {trong upon mv fide, Pop. 1 with your Enterprize today may thrive. 
Set a huge Mountain *tween my Heart and Tongue: Caf. What Enterprize, Popslins ? 
I! havea mans mind, buta womans might: Pop. Fare you well, 
How hard itis for women to keep counfel. Bru, What faid Popilius Lena? 
Art thou here yet ? | Caf, He wifh’d to day our Enter prize might thrive: 
Luc. Madam, what fhould I do? I fear our purpofe is difcoverecd. 


Run fo the Capitol, and nothing elfe ? 


Bru. Look how he makcs to Cefar: mark him. 
And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ? 


Caffi. Caska, be fudden, for we fear prevention. 


Por. Ves, bring me word if thy Lord look well, Brutus, what fhall be done? If this be known, 
For he went fickly forth: and take good note Cajfius or Cafar never fhall turn back, 
What Cefar doth, what Suitors prefs to him. For | will flay my felf. 
Hark Boy, what noife is that ? Bru. Caffius be conftant : 


Luc. l hear none, Madam. 
Por. Prythee liften well: 
l heard a bufsling Rumour like a Fray, 


Popilsus Lena {peaks not of our purpofes. 
For look he fmìles, and Cefar doth not change. 
Cafft. Trebonins knows his time: for look yov, Bratus, 
He 
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He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Comber ? let him go, 
And prefently prefer his fuit to Cefar. | 

Bru. He isaddreft: prefs near, and fecond him. 

Cin. Caska, youare the firft that rears your hand. 

Caf. Are we allready? What is now amifs, 
That Cafar and his Senate moftredrefs? 

Met, Molt high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant Cefar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Scat, 

An humble heart 
Caf. 1 muft prevent thee, Cimber : 
Thele couchings, and thefe lowly curtfics 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And curn pre-Ordinance, and firft Decree, 
Into the lane of Children. Be not fond, 
To think that Cafar bears foch Rebel Blood 
That will be thaw’d from the true quality 
With that which melreth Fools, | mean, fweet words, 
Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spamel fawning : 
Thy Brother by Decree is banifhed : 
If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
[ fpurn thee like a Cur out of my way : 
Know, Cejar doth not wrong, nor without caufe 
Will he be fatisfied. 

Afet. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To found more fweetly in great Cefur's Ear, 

For the repealing of my banifh’d Brother ? 

Bru. l kifsthy hand, but not in flattery, Cefar : 
Defiring thee that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Caf. What Brutus? 

Caffi Pardon, (afar : ‘Cafar, pardon: 

As low as to thy Foot doth Caffius fall, 
To beg infranchifement for Publis Comber. 

Caf. 1 could be well mov’d, if I were as you, 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me: 
But fam conftanc as the Northern Star, 

Of whofe true fixt, and refting quality 

There is no fellow in the Firmament, 

The Skics are painted with unnumbred fparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth fhine : 
But there’s but onc in all doth hold his place. 
So, inthe World, ’tis furnifh’d well with men, 
And men are flefh and blood, and apprehenfive ; 
Yet inthe number, I do know but one 

That unaflailable holds on his rank, 

Unfhak’d of motion: and that I am he, 

Let me a little Mew it, even in this: 

That I was conltant Gmber fhould be banifli’d, 
And conftant do remain to keep him fo. 

Cin. O Cafar. 

Cef. Hence : wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec. Great Cafar. 

Caf. Do not Brutus bootlefs kneel ? 

Cask, Speak hands for me. 


Caef. Et tu Brute Then fall Cefar. 

Ci, Liberty, Freedom; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets. 

Caffi. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchifement. 

Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted : 
Fly mot, ftand ftill, ambitions debt is paid. 

Cask, Go to the Pulpit, Bratus. 

Dec. And Caffius too. 

Bru. Where’s Publins ? 

Cin. Here quite confounded with this motiny. 

Afet. Stand falt together, left fome friend of Cefar’s 
Should chance —— 

Bru. Talk not of ftanding. Publius, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended co your Perfon, 
Nor ot no Xomanelfe: fo tell them, Publins. 

Caffi. And leave us, Publius, left that the People 
Rufhing onus, fhould do your age fome mifchicf. 


They flab Cefar. 





Bru. Do fo, and Iet no man abide this deed, 
But we the Doers. 


Enter Trebonius. 


Caffi. Where is Antony ?- 

Treb. Filed to his houfe amaz‘d, 
Men, Wives, and Children, ftare, cry ovt, and run, 
As it were Doomefday. 

Bru, Eates, we will know your pleafures : 
That we fhall dye we know, ’tis but the time 
And drawing days out, that men fland upon, 

Cask; Why he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts of fo many years of fearing death. 

Bre. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Cafar’s friends, that have abridg’d 
His time of fearing death, ftoop Romans, ftoop, 
And let us bath our hands in Czfar's blood 
Up to the Elbows, and befmear our Swords: 
Then walk we forth even tothe Market Place, 
And waving our rcd Weapons o’re our heads, 
Let’s all cry Peace, Frecdom, and Liberty. 

Cafft, Stoopthcn, and wath. How many agcs hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over, 
In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown ? 

Bra. How many times fhall Cefar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pompey’s Balis lies along, 
No worthier than the duft ? 

Caffi. So oft as that hall be, 
So often fhall the knot of us be call’d, 
The men that gave their Country Liberty.. 

Dec. What, fall we forth? 

Cafi. 1, every man away. 
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the moft boldeft, and beft hearts of Reme. 


Enter a Servant. 


Bru. Soft, who comes here ? a friend of Antony's. 
Ser, Thus, Brute, did my Mafter bid me kneel; 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down, 

And being proftrate, thas he bad me fay, 

Brutus isnoble, Wife, Valiant, and Honeft ; 

Cafar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving : 

Say, I love Brutxs, and | honour him; 

Say, I fear’d Cefar, honour’d him, and lov’d him. 

If Bratus will vouchfafe, that Antony 

May fafely come to him, and be refolv’d 

How Céfar hath deferv'd to lye in death, 

Mark, Antony fhall not love Cefur dead 

So well as Bratus living ; but will follow 

The. Fortunes and Affairs of Noble Brutus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 

Withall true Faith. So fays my Mafter Antony, 
Bru. Thy Malter isa Wife and Valiant Romar. 

[ never thought hin: worfe - 

Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place 

He fhal! be fatisfied, and by my honour 

Depart untouch’d. 
Ser. Pll fetch him prefently. [ Exit Servant 
Bru. | know chat we fhall have him well ro Friend. 
Caf. 1 wih we may: But ycr have la mind 

That fears him much: and iny mifgiving {till 

Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe 


Enter Antony. 


Bru. But here comes Antony : 
Welcome, Mark Anteny, 

Ant, O mighty Cefar ! doft thov lye fo low ? 
Are all thy Conquefts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little Meafure? Fare thee well. 
| know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank : 
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If I my felf, there is no hour fo fit 
As Cefar's deaths hour; nor no inftrument ' 
Of half that worth, as thofe your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble Blood of all this World. 
Ido befeech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whil’ft your purpled hands do reek and {moak 
Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years, 
| fhall not find my felf fo apt to dye. 
No place will pleafe me fo, no mean of death, 
As here by Cefar, and by you cut off, 
The Choice and Matter Spirits of this age. 

Bru, O Antony! Beg not your death of us: 

Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel, 

As by our hands, and this our prefent Act 

You fee we do: yet fee you but onr hands, 

And this, the bleeding bufinefs they have done : 

Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful : 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 

As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity, 

Hath done this deed on Cefar. For your part, 

To you, our Swords have leaden points, Mark Antony: 
Qur Arms in ftrength of malice, and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 

With all kind love, good thoúghts, and reverence. 

Caffi. Your voice fhall be as ftrong as any mans, 
Inthe difpofing of new Dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient till we have appeas’d 
The multitude, befide theinfelves with fear, 
And then we will deliver you the caufe, 
Why I, that did love Cefar when | ftrook him, 
Have thus proceeded 

Ant. i doubt not of your wifdom - 
Let each man render me his blyady hand. 
Firft, Afarcus Brutus, will I fhake with you ; 
Next, Cains Caffius, do l take your hand , 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours, now yours, Metellus ; 
Yours, Cinna, and my valiant Caske, yours ; 
Though laft, “not leaft in love, yours, good Trebonius 
Gentlemen all, alas, what fhall | fay, 
My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 
That I did love thee, Cafar, O ’tis true : 
If-then thy Spirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death, 
To fee thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the.bloody fingers of thy foes? 
Molt Noble in the prefence of thy Coarfe, 
Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds, 
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood.. 
It would become me better, than ro clofe 
In terms of friendfhip with thine Enemics. 
Pardon me, Fulins, here was’t thou bay’d brave heatt. 
Here didft thou fall, and here thy Hunters ftand 
Sign’d in thy fpoil, "and Crimfon’d in thy Lethe. 
O World! thou waft the Foreft to this Harr, 
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How likea Deer, ftricken by many Princes, 
Doft thon here lye ? 

Cafi. Mark, Antony. 

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caffius : 
The Enemies of Cafar fhall fay this: 
Then, ina friend, it is cold Modefty. 

Cafi. | blame you not for praifing Cefar fo, 

But what compact mean yon to have with us ? ? 
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends, 
Or fhall we on; and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore | took your hands, but was indeed 
Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Cefar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all, 
Upon this hope, that you fhall give me Reafons 
Why, and wherein Cefar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elfe were this a favage f{pectacle : 
Our reafons are fo full ot good regard, 


That were you Antony the Son of Cefar. 
You fhould be fatisfied. 
Ant, That’s all I feek, 
And am moreover fuitor “that Ima 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his Funeral, 
Bru. You hall, Alark Antony. 
Caffi. Brutus, a word with you: 
Yon know not what you do; do not confent 
That Antony fpeak in his Funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be mov’d 
By that which he will utter, 
Bru. By your pardon: 
[ will my felf into the Pulpit firft, 
And fhew the reafon of our Cafar’ s death, 
What Antony fhall fpeak, 1 will proteft 
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiflion: 
And that we are contented Cefar fhall 
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies, 
It hall advantage more, than do us wron 
' Cafi. 1 know not what may fall, [like i it not. 
Bru. Mark, Antony, here take you Cafar’s Body : 
You fhall not in your Funeral fpeech blame us, 
But {peak all good you can devife of Cafar, 
And fay you do’t by our permiffion : 
Elfe Shall you not have any hand atall 
About his Funeral, And you fhall {peak 
In the fame Pulpit whereto | am going, 
After my f{peech is ended. 
Ant. Beit fo: 
I do defire no more. 
Bru. Prepare the Body then, and follow us. 
Manet Antony. 
O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth: 
That lam meek and gentle with thefe Butchers, 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man 
That ever lived inthe Tide of Times. 
Woe tothe hand that fhed this coftly Blood. 
Over thy wounds, now do I prophefie, 
(Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue) 
A Curfe fhall light opon the limbs of men; 
Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of /raly: 
Blood and deftrućtion fhall be fo in ufe, 
And dreadful objects fo familiar, 
That Mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the hands of War: 
All pity choak’d with cuftom of fell deeds. 
And Cefar’s Spirit ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his fide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in thefe Confines, with a Monarch’s voice, 
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, 
That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth 
With Carrion men, groaning for burial 


LExeunt. 


Enter O€tavio’s Servant. 


You ferve Ofavias Cefar, do you not ? 
Ser. Ido, Mark, Antony. 
Ant. Cefar did write fr him to come to Rome, 
Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming, 
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth — 
O Cafar | 
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee a-part and weep: 
Paflion I fee is catching, for mine eyes, 
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine, 
Began to water, Is thy Mafter coming ? 
Ser. He lies to night within feven Leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poft back with {peed, 
And tell him what hath chane’d : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of fafety for Ofavins ee 
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Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a while, 

Thou halt not back, till [ have born this Coar fe 

Inco the Market-place: There fhall 1 try 

In my Oration, how the people take 

The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men, 

According to the which, thou fhalt difcourfe 

To young Oéfavins of the {tate of things. 

Lend me your hand. ( Exeunt. 

Enter Brutus, and goet into the Pulpit , and Caflus, 
with the Plebetans, 


Pleb. We will be fatisfied ; let us be fatisfied. 

Brut. Then follow me, and give me audience, Friends. 
Cafius, go you into the other Street, 

And part the Numbers: 

Thofe chat will hear me fpeak, let ’em ftay here ; 
Thofe that will follow Caffias, go with him, 
And publick Reafons fhall be rendred - 

Of Cafar’s death. 

1. Pleb. 1 will hear Brutus (peak. 

2. | will hear Cafius, and compare their Reafons, 
When feverally we hear them rendred. 

3. The noble Brutus is afcended : Silence. 

Brut. Be patient till the laft. 

Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for my 
Caufe, and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me for 
mine Honour, and have refpećt to mine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenfure me in your wifdom, and awake 
your Senfes, that you may the better judge. If there be 
any in this Affembly, any dear Friend of Cefar’s, tothem 
l fay, That Bratus love to Cefar was no lels than his, If 
then, that Friend demand, why Bratus rofe againft Cefar, 
this is my Anfwer: Not that I lov’d Cefar lels, but that 
| lov’d Rome more. Had you rather Cefar were living, 
and dye all Slaves ; than that Cefar were dead, to live all 
Free-men? As Cefar low’d me, I weep for him; as he was 
forcunate, I rejoyce at its; as he was valiant, I honour 
him: But, as he was ambitious, | flew him. There is 
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 
Valour, and Death for his Ambition. Who ts here fo 
bafe that would be a Bond-man? Ifany, fpeak; for him 
have | offended. Who is here fo rude, that would not be 
a Roman ? If any, fpeak ; for him have ! offended. Who 
is here fo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 
fpeak ; forhim have l offended. I paufe for a reply. 

All. None, Bratus, none. 

Brut. Then none have I offended. 1 have done no 
more to Cafar than you hal do to Braus. The Queftion 
of his Death is inroll’d in the Capitol; his Glory not ex- 
tenuated, wherein he was worthy; not his offences en. 
forc’d, for which he fuffered death. 

Enter Mark Antony, with Cefar’s Body. 
Here comes his Body, mourn'’d by Mark Antony, who 
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the bene. 
fit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; as which 
of you fhalt not? With this I depart, That as I flew my 
beft Lover for the good of Rome, Ihave the fame Dagger 
for my felf, when it fhall pleafe my Countrcy to’necd my 
Death, 

All, Live, Brutus, live, live. 

t. Bring him with Triumph homie unto his honfe. 

2. Give him a Statue with his Anceftors. 

3. Let him be Cefar. 

4. Cefar’s better Parts 
Shall be crown’d in Bratus, 

1. We’ll bring him to his houfe 
With Shouts and Clamors. 

Brut. My Country-men— 

2. Peace, filence, Brats: {peaks. 

1. Peace, Ho. 

Brut, Good Country-men, let me depart alone, 
And (for my fake) ftay here with Antony: 
Do grace to Cefar’s Corps, and grace his Speech 


Tending to (4far’s Glories, which eAfark Antony 
(By our permiflion ) is allow’d to make., 
| do entreat you, not aman depart, 
Save Ialone, till Anrony have fpoke. 
1, Stay, Hoe, and let us hear Mark Antony. 
3. Let him go up into the Publick Chair, 
We'll hear him: Noble Antony, go up 
Ant. For Brutus’s fake | am beholden to you. 
4. What does he fay of Brutus? 
3. He fays for Brutus’s fake 
He finds himfelf beholden co us all. 
4. ’Twere belt fpeak no harm of Brutus here. 
1, This Cefar was a Tyrant. 
3. Nay, that’s certain: 
We are glad that Rome is rid of him. 
2. Peace, let us hear what e4ntony can fay. 
Ant, Yougentle Romans— 
All, Peace, Hoe, let os bear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, Country-men, lend me your eats : 
| come to bury Cefar, not to praife him : 
The evil that men do, lives after them, 
The Good is oft interred with the Boncs; 
So let it be witb Cefar. The Noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Cefar was ambitious : 
If it were fo, it was a grievous fault, 
And grievoufly hath Cefar anfwer'd it 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft, 
(For Brutus isan honourable man, 
Soare they all, all honourable men) 
Come I co fpeak in Cefar’s Funeral. 
He was my Priend, faithful and juftto me; 
But Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an Honourable man. 
He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, 
Whofe Ranfomes did the general Coffers fill ; 
Did this in Cefar feem ambitious? 
When that the poor have cry’d, Cefar hath wept : 
Ambition fhould be made of fterner Stuff: 
Yet Brutus fays, He wasambitious, 
And Bratus is an Honourable man. 
You all did fec, That ou the Lapercal, 
I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crown, 
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition ? 
Yet Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 
And fure he is an Honourable man. 
I fpeak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke, 
But here 1 am to fpeak what I do know, 
You all did love him once, not withouc caufe, 
What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him ? 
O Judgment ! thou art fied to Brutifh Beats, 
And Men have loft their Reafon! Bear with me, 
My heart isin the Coffin there with Cefar, 
And I muft pavfe till it come back to me. 
1. Methinks there is much reafon in his Sayings. 
If chou confider rightly of the matter, 
Cafar has had great wrong. (place. 
3. Has he, Mafters ? | fear there willa worfe come in his 
4. Mark’d ye his words? He would not take the Crown, 
Therefore’ tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
1. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it. 
2. Poor Soul ! his eyesare red as fire with weeping. 
3. There’s not a nobler man in Rome than eA ntony. 
4. Now mark him, he begins apain to {peak. 
Ant. But yefterday the word of Cefar might 
Have ftood againft the World ; Now lyes he there, 
And none fo poor to do him reverence. 
O Mafters! If 1 were difpos’d to ftir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and cage, 
I Mould do Brurus wrong, and Caffins wrong ; 
Who (youall know) are Honourable men. 
I will notdothem wrong: I rather chufe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my felf and you, 
Than f will wrong fuch Honourable men. 
But here’s a Parchment, with the Scal of Cefar, 


LExs. 
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I found itn bis Clofer, ’tis his Will: 
Let but the Commons hear this Teftament : 
(Which pardon mc) Ido not mean to read, 
And they would go and kifs dead Cefar’s Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred blood: 
Yea, bega hair of him for Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy = * 
Unto their iffue 
4 Wee'll hear the Will, read it, Mark Antony. 
All. The Will, the Will, we will hear Cafar’s Will. 
Ant, Have patience, gentle Friends, 1 muft not read it. 
it is not meet you know how Cefar lov’d you: 
You are not Wood, you are notStones, but men: 
And bheing men, hearing the Will of Cefar, 
ic will infame you, it will make you mad 5 
Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you fhould, O what would come of it? 
4. Read the Will, wee’ll hear it, Antony - 
You fhall read us the Will. Cefar’s Will. 
Ant. Will yoube Patient ? will you ftay a while? 
l have o’re fhor my elf to tell you of it, 
I fear | wrong the Honourable men, 
Whofe Daggers have ftabb’d Cefar : 1 do fear it. 
4. They were Traytors, Honourable men? 
All. The Will, the Teftament. 
2. They were Villains, Murderers: the Will, read the 
Will. 
eAnt, You will compel me then to read the Will; 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cefar, 
And let me fhew you him that made the Will: 
Shall | defcend ? and will you give me leave ? 
All, Come down. 
2. Defcend. 
3. You fhall have leave. 
4. A Ring, ftand round. 
1, Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 
2. Room for Antony, moft Noble Antony, 
Ant. Nay prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off. 
Ail, Stand back, room, bear back. 
Ant. \f youhave tears prepare to fhed them now 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firft time ever (far put it on, 
>Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent, 
That day he overcame the Nerviz 
Look, inthis place ran Caffins’s Dagger through : 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made: 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus {tab’d, 
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steell away, 
Mark how the blood of Cefar followed it. 
As rufhing out of Doors, to be refolv’d, 
If Brutus fo unkindly knock’d, or no: 
For Brutus as you know, was Cefar’s Angel. 
Judge, O you Gods, how dearly Cefar lov'd him: 
This was the moft unkindeft cut of all. 
For when the Noble Cefar faw him ftab, 
Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traitors arms, 
Quite vanquifh’d him: then burft his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle, muffling up his face, 
Even at the Bafe of Pompey’s Statue 
(Which all the while ran blood) great Cefar fell. 
O what a fall was there, my Country-men? 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
WhiPf{t bloody Treafon flourifh’d over us, 
O now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity : Thefe are gracious drops. 
Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold 
Our (efar’s Vefture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is Himfelf, marr’das you fee with Traytors. 
. O piteous Spectacle ! 
. ONoble (efar ! 
. Owoful day ! 
. OT raytors, Villains ! 
. Omoflt bloody tight / 
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2. We will be reveng’d: Revenge 
About, feek, burn, fire, kill, flay, 
Let not a Traytor live. 
Ant. Stay, Country men. - 
1, Peace there, hear the Noble Antony, 
2. Wee’ll hear him, wee’ll follow him, wee ll dye 
with him. 
Ant, GoodFriends,fweet Friends, let me not ftir you up 
To fuch a fudden Flood of Mutiny : 
They that have done this Deed, are Honourable, 
What private griefs they have, alas I know not, 
That made themdo it: They are wife and honourable, 
And will no doubt with reafons anfwer you. 
I come not (Friends,) to fteal away your hearts ; 
[am no Orator, as Brutus is 5 
But (as you know meall) a plain blunt man 
That love my Friend, and that they know full well, 
That give me publick leave to fpeak of him: 
For I have neither Wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech, 
To ftir mensBlood. 1 only fpeak right on: 
| tell you that, which you your felves do know, 
Shew you fweet Ce/ar’s Wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths, 
And bid them fpeak for me: But were] Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an e4ntony 
Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Cefar, that fhould move 
The ftones of Rome torife and mutiny. 
All Wee'll Mutiny. 
1, Wee’ll burn the Honfe of Brutus, 
3. Away then, come feek the Confpirators. 
e-fns. Yet hear me, Country men, yet hear me fpeak, 
All Peace ho, hear Antony, molt Noble e4ntony. 
Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what. 
Wherein hath Cefar thus deferv’d your loves? 
Alas you know not, | muft tell you then: 
You have forgot the Will I told you of. 
All. Molt true, the Will, let’s ftay and hear the Will. 
efnt. Here is the Will, and under Cafar’s Seal : 
Toevery Roman Citizen he gives, 
To every feveral man, feventy five Drachmaes. 
2. Ple. Moft noble Cafar, wee’ll revenge his Death. 
3. Ple O Royal Cefar. : 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 
All. Peace ho, 
ent. Moreover he hath left you all his Walks, 
His private Arbours, and new-planted Orchards: 
On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 
And to your Heirs for ever : common pleafures 
To walk abroad, and recreate your felves. 
Here was a Cefar: when comes fuch another ? 
I1. Ple, Never, never: come, away, away: 
Wee’ll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the Brands fire all the Traytors Houfes. 
Take up the Body. 
2. Ple. Go fetch fire, 
3. Ple. Pluck down Benches. 
4. Ple. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing. 
. (Exennt Plebeians 
Ant, Now let it work: Mifchief thou arta foot, 
Take thou what courfe thou wilt. 
How now, Fellow ? 


Enter Servant. 
‘Ser. Sit, Octavius isalready come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he ? 
Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cafar’s Houfe. 
Ant. And thither will I ftraight, to vifit him: 
He comes upon a wifh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 
Ser. I heard him fay, Bratus and (affius 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people, 
How I had moved them, Bring me to Offavins. [Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 


Gn. I dreamt to Night, that {did Feaft with Cefar, 

And things unluckily charge my Fantafic : 
I have no will to wander forth of Doors, 
Yet fomethiug leads me forth. 

, What is your Name ? 

. Whither are you going ? 

. Where do you dwell ? 

. Are youa Married Man, or a Batchellor ? 
. Anfwer every man directly. 

_ |, and briefly. 

. 1, and wifely. 

. [, and truly, you were beft. 

Cin. What ismy Name? Whither am I going ? Where 
do Idwelt? Am Ia Married Man, or a Batchellor ? Then 
to Anfwer every Man directly and briefly, wifely and 
truly: wifely, I fay, | ama Batchelor. 

2. That’s as mach as to fay, they are Fools that Marry ; 
you'll bear mea bang for that | fear: Proceed directly. 

Cin. Directly, Lam going to Cefar’s Funeral. 

1. As a Friend, or an Enemy ? 

Cin, As a Friend. 

2. That matter is anfwered directly. 

4. For your Dwelling: briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, | dwell by the Capitol. 

3. Your Name, Sir, truly. 

Gn. Truly my Name is Cinna. 

1, Tear him to pieces, he’s a Confpirator. 

Cin, Jam Cinna the Poet, | am Cinna the Poet. 

4. Tear him for his bad Verfes, tear him for his bad 
Verfes, 

Cin, I am not Cinna the Con/fpirator. 

4. It is no matter , his Name’s Cinna, pluck bat his 
name out of his heart, and turn him going. 


wA aw N PW HK uo 


3. Tear him, tear him; Come Brands ho, Firebrands : 


to Brutus, to Caffixs, burnall. Some to Decisu’s Houles, 
and fome to Caska’s, fome to Ligarius: Away, £0. _ 
{ Exeunt all rbe Plebeians. 





Aus Quartus. 





Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. 


pms many then fhall die, their Names are 
prickc. 

a Your Brother too mut die: confent you, Le- 
idus ? 

Lep. Ido confent. - 

Oê. Prick him down, Antony, 

Lep. Upon condition Publius fhall not live, 
Who is your Sifters Son, Mark, Antony. 

Ant. He fhall not live ; look, with a fpot, I damn him. 
But Lepidus, go you to Cefar’s Houfe: 
Fetch che Will hither, and we fhall determine 
How to cut off fome charge in Legacies. 

Lep. What? fhall I find you here ? 

Ott. Or here, or at the Capitol. 

Ant. This isa Qight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be fent on Errands: is it fit 
The three. fold Warld divided, he fhould ftand 
One of the three to fhare it ? 

Of. So you thought him, 
And took his Voice who fhould be prickt to die 
[In our black Sentence and Profcription. 

Ant. Ottavius, [have feen more days than you ; 
And though we lay thefe honours on this man, 
To eafe our felves of divers ftand’rous loads, 


[Exit Lepidus. 
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He fhall but bear them, asthe Afs bears Gold, 
To groan and fweat under the Bufinefs, 
Either led of driven, as we print the way: 
And having brought our treafure, where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and curn him off 
(Like to the empty Afs) to fhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons. 
Of. You may do your will: 
But he’s a cri’d and valiant Souldier. 
Ant. Sois my Horfe, Octavius, and for that, 
[ do appoint him ftore of Provender. 
It is a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to ftop, to run directly on: 
His corporal Motion, govern’d by my Spirit, 
And in fome taft, is Lepidus but fo : 
He moft be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth - 
A barren fpirited Fellow, one that feeds 
On Objects, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of ufe, and ftall’d by other men 
Begin his fafhion. Do not talk of him, 
But asa property: and now, O@avixs, 
Liften great things. Brurus and (affius 
Ace levying Powers; We moft ttraight make head: 
Therefore let oar Alliance be combin’d, i 
Our beft Friends made, and our beft means ftretcht out, 
And let us prefently go fit in Council, 
How covert matters may be belt difclos’d, 
And open Perils fureft anfwered. 
Oé, Let us dofo: for we are at the ftake, 
And bayed about with many Enemies, 
And fome that {mile have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of Mifchiefs. [ Exeunt. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and the Army. Titinius 
and Pindarus meet them. 


Bru. Stand, ho 

Luc. Give the word, ho, and Stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilius, is Cafius near ? 

Lue. He isat hand, and Pindarus is come 
To do you falutation from his Matter. 

Bru. He greets me well. Your Malter Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath given me fome worthy canfe to with 
Things done, undone: But if he be at hand, 
I fhall be fatished. 

Pin. I do not doubt 
But that my Noble Mafter will appear 
Such as heis, full of regard, and Honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilias, 
How he receiv’d you: let me be refolv’d. 

Lac. With curtefie, and with refpect enough, 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference, 
As he hath us’d of old. 

Bru. Thou haft defcrib’d 
A hot Friend, cooling: Ever note, Lwcilins, 
When Love begins to ficken and decay, 
[t ufeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and fimple Faith : 
But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand, 
Make gallant thew, and promife of their Mettle : 

Low March within. 

But when they fhould endure the bloody Spar, 
They fall their Creft, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink inthe Trial. Comes his Army on? 

Luc. They meao this Night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater part, the Horfe in general 
Are come with Caffins. 


Enter Caffius and his Powers. 


Bru. Hark, he is arriv’d : 
March gently onto meet him. 


Cafi. 


a 
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Caffi Stand, ho. 

Bru. Stand, ho, {peak the word along. 
Stand, 

Stand, 
Stand. 

Caffi. Moft Noble Brother: you have done me wrong. 

Bru Judge me, youGods; wrong I mine Enemies ? 
And if not fo, how fhould I wrong a Brother ? 

Caffi. Brutus, this fober form of yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do them ——. 

Bru. Cafius, be content, 

Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well. 
Before the Eyes of both our Armies here 
(Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away: 
Then in my Tent Cafius enlarge your Griefs, 
And I will give you Audience. 
Caffi. Pindarus, 
Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do you the like, and let no man 
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Conference. 
Let Lucins and Titinius guard our Door. [Exeunt. 

Manent Brutus and Caflius. 

Caff. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in this 
You have condemn’d, and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking Bribes here of the Sardians ; 

Wherein my Letter, praying on his fide, 
Becaufe I knew the man, was flighted off. 

Bru. You wrong’d your felf to write in fuch a cafe. 
Caffi. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet, 
That every nice offence fhould bear his Comment. 
Bru. Let me tell you, Cafius, you your felf, 

Are much condemn’d to have an itching Palm, 
To fell, and Mart your Offices for Gold 
To Undefervers. 

Caffi. I, an itching Palm ? 
You know that you are Brutus that {peaks this, 
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laf. 

Bru. The name of Cafius honours this Corruption, 
And Chaftifement doth therefore hide his head, 

Cafi. Chaftifement? 

Bru. Remember eMarch,the Ides of March remember : 
Did not great Fxlins bleed for Juftice fake ? 
What Villain touch’d his Body, that did ftab, 
And not for Juftice ? What, fhall one of Us, 
That ftruck the Formoft man of all this World, 
But for fupporting Robbers: fhall we now 
Contaminate our Fingers with bafe Bribes? 
And feil the mighty {pace of our large Honours 
For fo much trafh, as may be grafped thus ? 
I had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, 
Than fuch a Roman. 

Caffi, Brutus, bait not me, 
Pil not endure it: yon forger your felf, 
To hedge mein, I ama Souldier, }, 
Older in practice, abler than your felf 
To make Conditions, 

Bru, Goto: you are not Caffins. 

Cafi, Tam, ’ 

Bru. I fay, you are nor, 

Caf. Urge meno more, i hhall forget my felf: 
Have mind upon your health: Tempt me no farther. 

Bru. Away, flight man, 

Caffi. Is’t poflible ? 

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak. 

Mutt I give way, and room to your rafh Choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a mad man ftares ? 

Caffi. O ye Gods, ye Gods mutt I endure all this? 

Bru. All this? I more. Fret till your proud heart break, 
Go fhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 

And make your Bondmentremble, Mutt I budge? 
Muft J oblerve you? Muft I ftand and crouch 
Under your cefly humour? By the Gods 


You fhall digeft the Venom of your fplecn 
Though it do fplit you. For from this day forth, 
Pil ufe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter, 
When you are wafpifh. 
Caffi. Isit come to this ? 
Bru. You fay, you are a better Souldier ; 
Let it appear fo, make your vaunting rrue, 
And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine own part, 
| hall be glad co learn of Noble men. 
Caf. You wrong me every way : 
You wrong me, Brutus: 
I faid, an Elder Souldier, not a Better. 
Did I fay Better ? 
Brn If you did, I care not, 
Caffi, When Cefar liv’d, he durft not thus have mov’d 
me. 
Bru, Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted him. 
Cafi. I dur not. - 
Bru. No, , 
Caf. What? daorft not tempt him ? 
Bru. For your life you durft not? 
Caffi. Do not prefume too much upon my love, 
I may do that I fhal! be forry for 
Bru. You have done tbat you Mhould be forry`for. 
There is no terror, Caffixs, in your threats. 
For fam arm’d fo {trong in honefty, 
That they pafs by me, as theidle wind, 
Which I refpect not. I did fend to you 
For certain fums uf Gold, which you deny’d me, 
For I can raife no inoney by vile means 
By Heaven, I had rather coin my heart, | 
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, than to wring 
From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile trath 
By any indirection. I did fend 
To you forGold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny’d me: was that done like Caffius ? 
Should I have anfwer’d Caius Caffius fo? 
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
To lock fuch Rafcal Counters from his Friends, 
Be ready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
Dath him to pieces. 
Caffi. 1 deny’d you not, 
Bru. You did, 
Cafi. I did not. He was but a Fool 
That brought my anfwer back, Bruexs hath riv’d my heart, 
A Friend fhould bear his Friends infirmities, 
Bot Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. 1 do not till you practife them on me. 
Caffi. You love me not. 
Bru. 1 do not like your faults. 
Caffi. A Friendly Eye could never fee fuch faults. 
Bru. A Flatterers would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympi. 
Caffi. Comec, e4ntony, and young Octavius come, 
Revenge your felves alone on Caffins, 
For Caffius is a weary of the World: 
Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his Brother, 
Check’d like a Bondman, all his faults obferv’d, 
Sct ina Note-Book, learn’d, and con’d by roat 
Tocaft into my Teeth. OT could weep 
My Spirit from mine Eyes: There is my Dagger, 
And here my naked Breaft: Within a hearc 
Dearer than Pluto’s Mine: Richer than Gold: 
If that thou beeft a Roman, take it forth. 
I that deny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart : 
Strike as thou didft at Cefar, for 1 know, 
When thou didit hate him worft, thou lovedft him better 
Than ever chou lovedtt Caffins. 
Bru, Sheath your Dagger : 
Be angry when you will, it fha!l have fcope, 
Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour. 
O, Caffins, you are yoaked with a Lamb 
That carries anger, as the Flint bears fire, 
Who much inforced, fhews a hafty fpark, ma 
n 
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And ftraight is cold again. 

Caffi, Hath Caffius liv’d l 
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief and blood illtemper’d, vexeth him? 
Bru. When l {poke that, | was ill-temper’d too. 
Caffi. Do you confefs fo much? Give me your hand. 
Brn. And my heart too. 

Caffi. O Brutus! 

Bru, What’s the matter ? 

Caffi. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that rah humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Caffins, and from henceforth 
When you are over-carneft with your Brutus, 

Hee’ll think your Mother chides, and leave you fo. 


Enter a Poet, 


Po. Let me go in to fee the Gencrals, 

There is fome grudge between ’em, ’tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luci. You fhall not come to them. 

Poet. Nothing but Death fhall flay me. 

Caffi. How now? What’s the matter ? 

Poet. For hame you Generals ? what do you mean? 
Love, and be Friends, as two fuch men fhould be, 

For I have feen more years I’m fure than ye. 

Caffi. Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick rhime: 

Bru. Get you hence, Sirrah: Sawcy fellow, hence. 

Caffi. Bear with him, Braeus, “tis his fafhion. 

Bru. Vil know his humour, when he knows his time: 
What fhould the Wars do with thefe jigging Fools ? 
Companion, hence. 

Caffi. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet. 

Brut. Lucilins and Titinius, bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night. 

Cafi. And come your felves and bring Mefala with yov 
Immediately to us. 

Bru. Lucius, a Bowl of Wine. 

Caffi. 1 did not think you could have been fo angry. 

Bru. O Caffins, 1 am fick of many griefs. 

Cajfi. OF your Philofophy you make no ule, 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Brut, No man bears forrow better. Portsa is dead. 

Caffi. Ha! Portia? 

Bru. She is dead. 

Caffi. How fcap'd I killing, when I croft you fo ? 

O inlupportable, and touching lofs ! 
Upon what ficknefs ? 

Bru. Impatient of my abfence ; 

And grief, that young Offavins with Mark Antony, 
Have made themfelves fo ftrong: For with her Death 
That tydingscame. With this the fel! diftradt, 

And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow’d fire, 

Caffi. And dy’d fo? 

Bra. Even fo. 

Caffi. O ye immortal Gods ! 


Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her: Give me a Bow] of Wine. 
[In this} bury all unkindnefs, Caffins C Drinks. 
Caffi. My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge, 
Fill, Lucins, till the Wine o’re fwell the Cup: 
I cannot drink too much of Brurus’s love. 


Enter Titinius, and Meflala. 


Bru. Come in, Titinius : 
Welcome, good Meffala : 
Now fit we clofe about this Taper here, 
And call in queftion our neceffities. 
Cafft. Portia, art thou gone ? 


Bru. No more, | pray you. 
Meffala, Ihave here reccived Letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Aatony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 
Meff, My felf have Letrers of the felf fame tenure. 
Bru. With what Addition. 
Meff. That by profeription, and Bills of Outlawry, 
Oflavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 
Bru. Therein our Letters do not well agree : 
Mine {peak of feventy Senators, that dy'd 
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caffi. Cicero one? 
Mef]. Cicero ts dead, and by that order of proscription. 
Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord ? 
Brut. No, AMeffala. 
eMeff, Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing, Meffala, 
Mef. That methinks is range. 
Bru. Why ask you? 
Hear you ought of her, in yours ? 
Mef. No, my Lord, 
Bru. Now, as you area Roman, tell me truce. 
Mef. Then like a Roman, bear the truth 1 tell, 
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewel, Portia: we mult die, Adefale, 
With meditating that fhe muft die once, 
l have the patience to endure it now. 
Mef. Even fo great men, great lolles fhould endure. 
Caffi. I have as much of thisin Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not bear it fo. 
Bru. Well, toour work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Phrkppi prefently. 
Caffi. 1do not think it good. 
Bru. Your reafon ? 
Caffi. This it is: 
Tis better that the Enemy feek us, 
So fhall he wafte his means, weary his Souldicrs, 
Doing himfelf offence, whilft we lying ftill, 
Are full of reft, defence, and nimblenefs. 
Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better : 
The people "twixt Philippi, and this ground 
Do ftand but in a fore’d affection: 
For they have grudg’d us Contribntion. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, . 
By them hall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag’d, 
From which advantage mhall we cut him off. 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Thefe people at our back. 
Caffis Hear me, good Brother. 
Bru. Under your Pardon. You muft note befide, 
That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends: 
Our Legions are brim full, our caufe isripe, 
The Enemy encreafeth every day, 
We at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a Tide in the affairs of men, 
Which takem at the Flood, leads on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 
Is bound inShallows, and in Miferies. 
On fuch a fullSea, are we now a-float, 
And we muft rake the current when it ferves, 
Or loofe our ventures. 
Caff. Then with your will goon: we'll along 
Our felves, and meet them at Philippi. 
Bru. The deep of oight is crept upon our talk, 
And Nature mult obey Neceflity, 
Which we will niggard with a little reft : 
There is no more to fay. 
Caffi. No more, good night, 
Early to Morrow will we rife, and hence. 


Erter 
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Enter Lucius. 


Bru. Luciws, my Gown : farewel, good Meffala, 
Good Night, Titimus : Noble, Noble Caffins, 
Good Night, and good repofe. 
Caffe O my dear Brother: 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come fuch divifion ’tween our Souls: 
Let it not, Brutus. 


Enter Lucius with the Gown. 


Bru. Every thing is well. 
Caffi. Good Night, my Lord. ‘ 
Bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Meffa. Good Night, Lord Brutus. 
Bru, Farewel, every one. 
Give methe Gown. Where is thy Inftrument ? 
Luc. Here inthe Tent. 
Bru. What, thou fpeakeit drowfily ? 
Poor Knave, | blame thee, thou art o’re-watch’d. 
Call Claudio, and fome other of my men, 
I'll have them fleep on Cufhions in my Tent. 
Luc. Varrus and Claudio. 


Enter Vatrus and Claudio. 


Var, Calls my Lord? 
Bru. | pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and fleep, 
It may be I fhall raife you by and by 
On bofinefs to my Brother Caffites. 
Var. Sopleafe you, we will ftand, 
And watch yonr pleafure. 
Bru. I will not have it fo: lie down, good Sirs, 
It may be I fhall otherwife bethink me. 
Look Lucius, here’s the Book I fought tor fo: 
[ puc it in the Pocket of my Gown. ban 
Luc, | was fure your Lordfhip did not give it me. 
Bru, Bear with me, good Boy, | am much forgetful. 
Canit chou hold up chy inftrument a ftrain or two. 
And touch thy heavy Eyes a while. 
Luc: 1, my Lord, an’t pleafe you. 
Bru. It does, my Boy ; 
| trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Luc. It is my duty, Sir. 
Bru \fhould not urge thy dury paft thy might, 
[ know young bloods look for a time of reft. 
Luc. Lhave flept, my Lord, already. 
Brn. It was well done, and thou fhalt fleep again: 
I will not hold thee long. If I dolive, 
I will be good to thee. ; 


Mujick, and a Song. 


This is a fleepy Tune : O murderous flnmber / 

Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, . 
That plays thee Mufick ? Gentle Knave, good night : 

| will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee: 

If thou doft nod, thou break’ft thy Inftrument, 

Ill take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night. 

Let me fee, let me fee? is not the Leaf rurn’d down 
Where 1 lefg reading ? Here it.is, 1 think, 


Enter the Ghoft of Cefar. 


How ill this Taper burns. Ha! Who comes here ? 
I think it is the weaknefs of mine Eyes 
That fhapes this monftrous Apparition. 
It comes upon me: Art thou any thing? 
Art thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devil, 
That mak’ft my blood cold, and my hair to flare ? 
Speak tome, what thou art. 

Ghot. Thy evil Spirit, Bratus, 


[ Exeunt. 


Bru. Why com’{t thou? , 
Ghoft. To tellthee thou halt fee me at Philippi. 
Brut. Well : then] fhall fee thee again ? 
Ghoft, 1, at Philippe. 
Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then: 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanifhe 
ll) Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy, Luesus, Varrus, Claudio, Sits: awake: 
Claudio, 
Luci. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe. 
Bru. He thinks he is ftill at his Inftrument 
Lucius, awake. 
Luci. My Lord. 
a Didf thou dream, Lweims, that thou fo cryedft 
out ; 
» My Lord, 1 do not know that! did cry. 
. Yes, that thou didft; Didft thou fee any thing? 
Luc. Nothing, my Lord. 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius: Sirrah, Clandso, Fellow, 
Thou, awake. 
Var. My Lord. 
Clan, My Lord. 
Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your Sleep? 
Both. Did we, my Lord ? 
Bru. 1: faw you any thing ? 
Var, No, my Lord, 1 faw nothing. 
Clan. Nor l, my Lord. 
Bru, Go, and commend me to my Brother Caffins : 
Bid him fet on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 


Both. \t fhall be done, my Lord. LExeunt. 





Attus Quintus. 





Enter Octavius, Antony, and ther efrmy. 


mt W, Antony, our hopes are anfwered, 

You faid the Enemy would not come down, 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions : i 

It proves not fo: their Battels are at hand, 

‘They mean to warn us at Philippi here : 

Anfwering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut lam in their bofoms, and 1 know 
Wherefore they do it: They could be content 
To vifit other places, and come down 
With fearful bravery: thinking by this face 
To faften in our thoughts that they have Courage: 
But ’tis not fo. 


Enter a Melk nger. 


Mef. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew: 
Their bloudy fign of Battel is hung out, 
And fomething to be done immediately. 
ent, Octavius, lead your Battel foftly on 
Upon the left hand of the evil Field. 
Oéta. Upon the right hand J, keep thou the left. 
| Ant, Why do you crofs me in this exigent ? 
Ofta. 1 donot crofs you: but! willdofo.  [ March, 
Drum. Enter Brutus, Caffius, and their Army. 


Bru. They ftand, and would have parley. 

Caffi. Stand falt, Tirinins, we muft out and talk. 

Otta. e Mark Antony, fhall we give fign of Battel? 

Ant. No, Cafar, we will anfwer on their Charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have fome words. 

Ola. Stir not until the Signal. 

Bru. Words before blows: is it fo, Country- men ? 

Off a 
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Offa. Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, Off avins. 
Ant, In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words, 
Witnefs the hole you made in (efars heart, 
Crying, long live, hail Cefar. 
Caffi. Antony, 
| The pofture of your blows are yet unknown; 
But for your words, they rob the Zibia Becs, 
And leave them Honey-lefs. 
Ant. Not ftinglefs too. 
Bru. O yes, and foundlefs too : 
For you have ftoln their buzzing, Antony, 
And very wifely threat before you fting. 
Ant. Villains: you did not fo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack one another in the fides of Cafar : 
You fhew’d your teeth like Apes, 
And fawn’d like Hounds, 
And bow’d like Bondmen, kifling Cefar’s feet : 
Whillt damned Czska, like a Cur, behind. 
Struck Cefar on the neck. O you flatterers! 
Caffi. Flatterers ? Now Brutus thank your felf : 
This tongue had not offended {fo to day, 
| If Cafius might have rul’d. 
Otte. Come, come, the caufe. Ifarguing make us fwet, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops : 
Look, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 
When think you that the Sword goes up again ? 
Never till Cefar’s three and thitty wounds 
Be well aveng’d ; or till another Cefar 
Fave added Slaughter to the Sword of Traytors. 
Bru. Cefar, Thou canft not die by Traytors hands, 
Unlefs thou bringft them with thee. 
Offa. Sol hope: 
I was not born to die on Brutus Sword. 
Bru. O if thou wert the Nobleft of thy Strain, 
Yonng-man, thou couldft not die more honourable. 
Caf. A peevith School-Boy, worthies of fuch honour 
Join’d with a Masker and a Reveller. 
Ant. Old Cafius ftill. 
Otta. Come, eAntony: away : 
Defiance, Traytors, hurle we in your teeth. 
If you dare fight to day, come tothe field: 
if nor, when you have ftomachs. 
[Exit Octavius, Antony, and Army. 
Cafi. Why now blow wind, fweil billow, 
| And {wim Bark: 
i The Storm is up, and all is onthe hazard. 
Bru, Ho, Lucikins, hark, a word with you. 
Lucillius, and Meffala ftand forth. 
Luc. My Lord. 
Caf. Meffala. 
Meffa. What fayes my General ? 
Caf Meffala, this is my Birth-Day: as this very day 
Was Caffins born. Give me thy hand, Aéeffala : 
Be thou my witnefs, that againft my will, 
(As Pompey was) am I compell’d to fet 
Upon one Battel al! our Liberties. 
You know that I held Epicurus trong, 
And his opinion : Now [ change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Coming from. Sardis, on our former Enfign, 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
Who Co Philipps here conforted us: 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 
And in their fteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, 
Fly o’re our heads, and downward look on us 
As we were fickly prey ; their fhadows feem 
A Canopy moft fatal, under which ` 
Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft. 
Meffa. Believe not fo. 
Caffi. 1 but believe it partly, 
For l am freh of fpirit, and refolv’d 
To mect all peril, very conftantly. 





Brn. Even {o, Lucillun., 

Caffi. Now moft Noble Brutus, 
The gods to day ftand friendly, chat we may 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days ro age. 
But fince the affairs of men refts ftill incertain, 
Lets reafon with the worft that may befal., 
If we do lofe this Battel, then is chis 
The very laft time we fhall {peak together : 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru, Even by the role of that Philofophy, 
By which I did blame Caro, for the death 
Which he did give himfelf, I know not how : 
But I do find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent 
The time of life, arming my felf with patience, 
To ftay the providence of fomc high Powers, 
That govern us below. 

Caffi. Then if we lofe this Battel, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Through the ftreets of Rome. 

Bru, No, Caffins, no: 
Think not thou, Noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome, 
He bears too great a mind, But this fame day 
Muit end that work, that Ides of earch begun. 
And whether we fali meet again, 1 know not: 
Therefore our everlafting farewel take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffixs, 
If wedo meet again, why, we fhall {mile : 
If not, why chen this parting was well made. 

Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus : 
If we do meet again, wee’! fmile indeed ; 
if not, ’tis true, this parting was well made. 

Brs. Why then lead on. O thata man might know 
The end of this days bufinefs, ere it come : 
But ic fafficeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. Come bo, away. [Exczz-. 

eAlarnm. Enter Brutus and Meffala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Meffala, ride and give thefe Bills 

Unto the Legions, on the other fide. 
[Loud laren. 

Let them fet on at once: for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Oftevio’s Wing : 
And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow : 
Ride, ride, Mefala, let trhem all come down,  [Excunt. 


Alarums, Enter Caflius and Titinius. 
Caffi. Olook, Titinins, look, the Villains fly : 

My felf have to mine own turn’d Enemy : 

This Enfign here of mine was turning back, 

[flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 
Titin. O Cafius, Brutus gave the word too early, 

Who having fome advantage on Offavins 

Took it too eagerly: his Souldiers fell to fpoil, 

Whilft we by Antony are all inclos’d. 


Enter Pindarus. 


Pind. Fly further off my Lord : fly further off, 
Mark, Antony is in your Tents, my Lord : 
Fly therefore, Noble Caffins, fly far off. 
Caffi. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Titimins, 
Are thofe my Tents where I perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caffi, Titemins, if thou loveft me, 
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide thy Spars in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops, 
And here again, that! may reft aflur’d 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. 
Tit. Iwill be here again, even with a thought. 
Caffi. Go, Pindarus, get a on that Hill, 
D 


(Exit. 
My 
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Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing. 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and [ 

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Caius Cafius: 

By your leave, gods: This is a Romans part, 
Come Caffins Sword, and find Titinius heart. 


My fight was ever thick: regard, Tetintas, 
And cell me what thou not’ft about the field. 
This day | breach’d firft, time is come round, 
And where I did begia, there fhall | end, 
My life isrun his compafs. Sirrah, What news ? 
Pind. Above. O, my Lord, 
Caffi. What news ? 
Pind. Titinius is enclofed round about 
Wich Horfemen, that make to him on the Spur, 
Yet he {purs on. Now they are almoft on him: 
Now Titinins, Now fome light: O he lights too. 


He’s tane. [ Shout. 


And hark, they fhout for joy. 
Cafi. Come down, behold no more: 
O Coward, that Lam, to live fo long, 
To fee my beft Friend tane before my Face - 


Enter Pindarus. 


Come hither Sirrah; In Parthia did I take thee Prifoner, 


And then | fwore thee, faving of thy life, 
| That whatfoever I did bid tbee do, 


Thou fhouldft attempt it. Come now, keep thine Oath, 


Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword 
That ran through Cefars Bowels, fearch this Bofom. 
Srand not to Anfwer: Here, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face is cover’d, as’tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword —— Cefar thou art reveng’d, 
Even with the Sword that kill’d thee. 

Pin. So, 1 am free, 
Yet would not fo have been, 
Durft | have done my will, O Cafius, 
Far from this Country Pindars fhall ran, 
Where never Roman fhall take note of him. 


Enter Titinius, and Meffala. 


Mefa. Itis bnt change, Titinias: for Olfaveus 

fs overthrown by Noble Brutus power, 

| As Caffins Legions are by Antony. 

Titin. Thefe tidings will well comfort Cafius. 
eMeffa. Where did you leave him? 
Titin. All difcanfolate, 

With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill. Š 
Meffa. Is not that he that lies upon the ground ? 
Titi. He lies not like the Living. O my heart! 
Meffa. 1s not that he ? 

Titin. No, this was he, Mefala, 

But Caffins is no more, O {etting Sun: 

Asin thy red Rayes thou doft fink to night; 

So in his red blood Cuffius day it fet. 

The Son of Rome islet. Our day is gone, 


Clouds Dews, and Dangers come ; our deeds are done : 


Miftrufl of my fuccefs hath done this deed. 
Meffa Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed. 
O hateful Error, Melancholies Child : 
Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men, 
The things that are not? O Error foon conceiv’d, 
Thou never com’ft unto a happy Birth, 
But ki? ft the Mother that engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindarus? Where art thou, Pindarus ? 
Mefa. Seek him, Titinins: whilft I go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thrufting this report 
Into his Ears; I may fay, throfting it: 
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus, 
As tydings of this fight. 
Tit. Hye you, AMdeffala, 
And f will feek for Pindarns the while: 
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffiss ? 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
‘Put on my brows this wreath of Victory, 


And bid me give it thee ? Didft thou not hear their fhouts? 


C Dies. | 


Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meffala , young Cato, 
Serato, Volumnius, and Lucillius. 


Bru. Where, where, Lapse doth his Body lie? 
Mefa. Lo yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 
Bru. Titinius face is upward. 

Cato. He is flain, 

Bru. O Julius Cefar, thou art mighty yet, 


Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords 
In our own proper Entrails. 


z [Low Alarums, | 
Cato. Brave Tusinius, 


Look where he have not Crown’d dead Caffias. 


Bru. Are yet two Rowans living fuch as thefe ? 


The laft of all the Romans, fare thee well: 
It is impoflible that ever Rome 

Shonld breed thy Fellow: Friends I owe moe teats 
To this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay. 
I fhall find cime, Ceffivs : 1 fhall find time, 
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body, 
His Funerals fhall not be in our Camp, 

Left ic difcomfort us. Lweillius come, 

And come, young Cato, let us to the Field, 
Labio and Flavins, fet our Battels on: 

"Tis three a Clock, and Romans yet ere night, 
We fhall try Fortune in a fecond fight. 


[Exeunt 


Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meflala, Cato, Lucillins, 
and Flavius. 


Bru. Yet Countrymen: O yet, hold up your heads. 
Cato What Baftard doth not? who will go with me? | 


! will proclaim my name about the field. 

I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 

A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countreys Friend. 
I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 


Enter Souldiers and fight. 
And | am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I. 


Brutus my Countries Friend: know me for Bratus. 


Luc. O young and Noble Caro, art thou down ? 


Why now thou dyeft, as bravely as Titinius, 
And may’ft be honour’d being Cato’s Son. 


Sould. Yield, or thou dycft. 
Luc. Only I yield todie: 


There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me {traight : 
Kill Brats, and be honour’d in his Death. 


Sould, We muft not: a Noble Prifoner. 
Enter Antony. 


2. Sould. Room ho: tell Antony, Brutus is tane, 
1. Sould. I'll tell thee news, here comes the General, 


Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane, my Lord. à 


Ant. Where ishe? 
Luc. Safe —Antony, Brutus is fafe cnovgh : 


[ dare affure thee, that no Enemy 

Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutus : 
The gods defend him fiom fo great a hame, 
When you do find him or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himfelf. 


Ant. This is not Brutus, Friend, but I affure you, 


A prize no lefsin woith: keep this man fafe, 
Give him all kindnefs, 1 had rather have 
Such men my Friends, than Enemies. Goon, 
And fee where Brutus be alive or dead, 

And bring us unto Oftavius Tent, 

How every thing is chanc’d. 


[Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, 
and Volumnius, 


Bru, Come,poor remains of Friends, reft on this Rock. 


Cit. Statilius hew’d the Torch-light, but, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is, or taue, or faia. 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus: flaying is the word, 
lt isa deed in fafhion, Hark thee, Chiens. 
Clit. What, my Lord? No, not for all the World, 
Bru, Peace then, no words. 
Clit, PI rather kill my felf. 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius. 
Dard. Shall} do fucha Deed ¢ 
Chet, O Dardanius. 
Dar. O Clitus. 
Clit. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thce? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitas : look he meditates. 
Clit. Now is that Noble Veffel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his Eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnins, lifta word. 
Volum. What fays, my Lord ? 
Bra, Why this, Volumnius : 
The Ghoft of Cafar hath appear’d to me 
Two feveral times by night: at Sardis, once ; 
And this laft night, here in Phslippefields : 
I know my hour is come. 
Volum. Not fo, my Lord. 
Bru. Nay, I am fure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou feeft the World, Volumnius, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit: 
It is more worthy, to leap in our felves, 
Than tarry till they pufh vs. Good Volumntus, 
Thou knoweft that we two went to School together : 
Even for that our love of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Swords Hilt, while I run on it. 
Fol. That’s notan office for a Friend, my Lord. 


CAlarnm fill. 


Clit. Fly, fly, my Lord, there isno tarrying here. 
Brn. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volsmmnixs, 

Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep : 

Farewel to thee, to Strato, Countrymen: 

My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I fhall have glory by chis loofing day, 

More than Offavins and Mark Antony, 

By this vile Conqueft fhall attain unto. 

So fare you well at once, for Bratus tongue 


[ Low Alarum. 


Hath almoft ended his tives Hiftory : 
Night hangs upon mine Eyes, my Bones would reft, 
That have but labour’d, to attain this hour. 
Alarum. Cry within, Flie. flie, fie. 
Clr. Flie, my Lord, fiie. 
Bru. Hence: | will follow : 
I prethce, Strato, ftay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou arta Fellow of a good refpett 
Thy life hatch had fome fmatch of honour in ic. 
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strate? 
Strat, Give me your hand firft. Fare yon well, my Lord. 
Bru. Farewel, good Strato. — Cafar, now be ftill, 
[ kifl’d not thee wich half fo good a will. (Dies. 


Mlarum, Rgtreat. Enter Antoay, Oftavins, Meflata, 
Lucillius, and the Army. 


Ofa. What man is that ? 
Meffa. My Mafters man. Strato, where is thy Mafter ? 
Stra, Free from the Bondage you are in, Meffala ; 
The Conqperours can but make a fire of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himfelf, 
And no man elfe hath honour by his Death. 
Luci. So Brutus fhould be found. E thank thee, Bruzas, 
That thou haft prov’d Lucsllius faying true. 
Otte. All that ferw’d Bratus | will entertain them, 
Fellow, wilt thon beftow thy time with me? 
Stra. I, if Meffala will prefer me to you. 
Offa. Do fo, good Meffala. 
Meffa. How died my Lord, Strato? 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did ran on it. 
Meffa. Offavins, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the fateft fervice to my Mafter. 
Ant. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all: 
All che Confpirators fave oniy ne, 
Did that they did, in envy of great Ccfar: 
He, only ina general honeft thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixtin him, that Nature might ftand up, 
Aad fay toall the World, This was a map. 
Oa. Accarding to his Vertue, let us ufe him 
With all refpect, and rites of Burial. 
Within my Tent his Bones to night fhall lie, 
Moft like aSouldier, ordered bonourably : 
So call the field toreft, and let’s away, 
To pare the glories of this happy day. 


LE xesnt emnes. 
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aAtus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


HEN shall we three meet again ? 
i Ñ j in Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain? 
2. When the Hurly-burly’s done, 

When the Battel’s loft and won. 

3. That will be e’re the fet of Sun. 

1. Where the place ? 

2. Upon the Heath. 

3. There to meet with Macbeth. 

1. l come, Gray-AZalkin. pa 

«AH. Padocke callsanon: Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 
Hover through che fog and fiithy air. 


Scena Secunda. 


Alarum within, Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine, 
Lenox, with Attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Captain, 


King. What bloody man is that? He can report, 
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweft ftate. 

eMal. This ts the Serjeant, 

Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought 
*Gainft my Captivity: Hail, hail, brave Friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broyl, 
As thou didft leave it. 

Cap. Doubtful it flood, . 
Astwo {pent Swimmers, that docling together 
And choak their Art: The mercilefs A¢acdonnel 
(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 
The multiplying villanies of Nature 
Do fwarm upon him) from the weftern Ifles 
Of Kernes and Gallow glafles is fupply’d, 

And Fortune on his damned Quarry {miling, 
Shew’d like a Rebels whore: But all’stoo weak : 
For brave A4acheth (well he deferves that name) 
Difdaining Fortune with his brandifht Steel, 
Which fmoak’d with bloady execution 
Like Valours Minion) carv’d out his paflage, 
Till he fac’d the Slave: 
Which never fhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Till he unfeam’d him from the Nave toth’ Chops, - 
And fix’d his head upon our Battlements. 
King. O valiant Coufin, worthy Gentleman. 
Cap. As whence the Sun gins his reflection, 


LExeunt. 


Shipwracking ftormsand direful Thunders breaking 
So from that {pring , whence comfort feem’d to come, 
Difcomfort fwells: Mark, King of Scotland, mark, 
No fooner Juftice had with Valour arm’d, 
Compell’d thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heels, 
But the Norweyan Lord furveying vantege, 
With forbufht arms and new fupplies of men, 
Began a frefh affault. 

King. Difmaid not this our Captains, AZacherb and 
Banquo ? 

Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles; 
Or the Hare the Lion. 
If I fay footh, I muf report they were 
As Cannons overcharg’d with doùble Cracks, 
So they doubly redoubled ftroaks on the Foe: 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 
I cannot tell: But Iam faint, 
My Gafhes cry for help. 

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds, 
They fmack of Honour both: Go, get him Surgeons. 


Enter Rolle and Angus. 


Who comes here ? 
Mal, The worthy Thane of Roffe. 
Len. What haft looks through his eyes ? 
So fhould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange, 
Roffe.: God fave the King, 
King. Whence cam’fE thou, worthy Thane ? 
Rofe From Fife, great King, 
Where the Norweyaa Banners flout the Sky, 
And fan oor people cold. 
Norway himfelf, with terrible numbers, 
Affifted by that moft difloyal Trayror, 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a difmal Conflict, 
Tillthat Beona’s Bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with felf-comparifons, 
Point againft Point, rebellious Arm *gainft Arm, 
Curbing his lavifh fpirit: And to conclude, 
The victory fell on us. 
King. Great happinefs. 
Roffe. That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, 
Craves compofition : 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmes-hill, 
Ten thoufand Dollars, to our general ufe. 
King. No more that Thane of Cawdor fhall deceive 
Our bofom intereft: Go, pronounce his prefent death, 
And 
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And with his former Title, great Macbeth. 
offe. Vil fee it done. 
King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath won. 
{ Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Thundere Enter the three Witches. 


r. Where haft thou been, Sifter ? 

2. Killing Swine. 

g. Sifter, where chou ? è 

1. A Saylors wife had Cheftouts in her Lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht: 
Give me, quoth I. 
Anoynt thee, Witch, the Rump.fed Ronyon cries. 
Her husband’s to e4leppo gone, Mafter o’th? Tiger. 
But ina fieve I'll thither fail, 
And like a Rat withouta Tail, 
PI do, Pildo, and Pildo, 

2. [ll give thee a wind. 

t. Tart kind. 

3.. And l another. 

1. | my felf have all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 
Pth’ Shipman’s Card. 
Vil drain him dry as Hay: 
Sleep fhall neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his Pent honfe Lid : 
He fhall live a man forbid: 
Weary Sev’nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his Bark cannot be loft, 
Yet it fhall be Tempeft-tof. 
Look what I have. 

2. Shew me, fhew me. 

r. Here, Ihave a Pilos Thumb, 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. 

3. A Drom, a Drum: 
Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weyward Sifters, hand in hand, 
Pofters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus do go, about, about, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charm’s wound up. 


FE Drum within. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not feen. 
Bang. How far is’t call’d to Soris? what are thefe ? 
So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire, 
That look not like ch’ inhabitans o’th’ Earth, 
And yet are on’t? Live you, or are you ought 
That man may queftion? You feem to underftand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny Lips: You fhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are fo. 
Mach, Speak if you can: What are you? 
T. All hail, Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Glamis. 
2. All hail, Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor. 
3. All hail, Macbeth, that fhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban. Good Sir, why do you ftart and feem to fear 
Things that do found fo fair ? Prb’ name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye hew? My noble Partner, 
You greet with prefent Grace, and great Prediction 
OF Noble having, and of Royal hope, 
That he feems wrapt withal ; to me you ipeak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of Time, 
And fay, which Grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear 


Your favours, nor your.hate. 

1. Hail. 

2. Hail. 

3. Hail. 

1, Lefler than Macbeth, and greater. 

2. Not fo happy, yet much happier. 

3. Thou fhalt get Kings, though thou be none : 
So all hail, AMacherh and Banquo. 

1. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail. 

Mach, Stay, you imperfect Speakers, tell me more: 
By Sinel’s death | know | am Thane of Glamis, 
But how of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawdor lives, 
A profperous Gentleman: And to be King, 
Stands not within the profpect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange intelligence, or why, 
Upon this blafted heath you {top our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 

Speak, I charge you. [Witches vanifh. 
Bang. The Earth hath bubbles, as the water has. 
And thefe are of them: Whither are they vanifh’d ? 
eMacb. Into the Air: and what feem’d corporal, 

Melted, as breath into the wind. 
Would they had ftaid. 

Bang. Were fuch things here, as we do fpeak about? 

Or have we eaten of the infane Root, 
That takes the Reafon Prifoner ? 

Mach, Your Children fhail be Kings. 

Bang. You fhall be King. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too: Went it not fo? 

Bang. Toth’ felf fame tune, and words: Who’s here? 


Enter Rofle and Angus. 


Roffe. The King hath happily received, Afacherb, 
The news of thy Succefs: and when he reads 
Thy perfonal Venture in the Rebels fighr, 

His wonders and his Praifes do contend, 

Which fhould be thine or his: Silenc’d with that, 
In viewing o’re the reft o’th’ felf-fame day, 

He finds thee in the {tout Norweyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy felf didft make 
Strange Images of death, asthickas tale 

Can poft with Poft, and every one did bear 

Thy praifes in his Kingdoms great defence, 

And pour’d them down before him. 

c4ng. We are fent, 

To give thee, from our Royal Mafter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Roffe. And for an earneft of a greater hononr, 
He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor: 
In which addition, hail, moft worthy Thane, 

For it is chine. 

Bang, What, can the Devil fpeak true ? 

eMacbh. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 

Why do you drefs me in his borrowed Robes ? 

Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet, 

But under heavy judgment bears that life, 

Which he deferves to lofe. 

Whether he was combin’d with thofe of Norway, 
Or elfe did line the Rebel with hidden help, 

And vantage; or that with both he labour’d 

In his Countreys wrack, I know not: 

But Treafons Capital, confeis’d, and prov’d, 
Have overthrown him. 

Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor: 

The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains. 
Do you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
When thofe that gave the Thane of Coydor tome, 
Promis’d nolefsto them 2 

Bang. That trnfted home, 

Might yet enkindle you into the Crown, 
Befides the Thane of Cavdor. But’tis {trange: 


Ddd 3 And 





42 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 





And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The inftruments of Darknefs cell us Truths, 

Win us with honeft trifles, to betray’s 

In deepeft confequence. 

Confins, a word, I pray you. 

Macb.. Two truths are told, 
As happy Prologues to the fwelling Act 
Of the imperial Theam. Ithank you, Gentlemen : 
This fupernatural folliciting 

Cannot be ill, cannot be good. 

If ill? Why hath it given me earneft of fuccefs, 

Commencingina Truth? Lam Thane of Cawdor. 

If good? Why dol yield to that fuggeftion, 

Whofe horrid Image doth unfix my heir, 

And make my feated heart knock at my Ribs, 

Againft the ufe of nature ? Prefent fears 

Are lefs than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whofe murther yer is but fantaftical, 

Shakes fo my fingle ftateof man. . 

That function is fmother’d in furmife, 

And nothing is, but what is not, 

Ban. Look how our Partner’s rapt. 
Mach, \f Chance will have me King, 
Why Chance may crown me 
Without my ftirr. 
Ban. New honours come upon him, 
Like our ftrange Garments, cleave not to their mould, 
Buc with che aid of ufe. 
Macb, Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the rougheft day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ftay upon your leifure. 
Mach. Give me your favour : 

My dull brain was wrought with things forgotten. 

Kind Gentlemen, your pains are regiftred, 

Where every day I turn the Leaf, 

To read them. 

Let us toward the King; think upon 

What hath chanc’d: and at more time, 

The interim having weigh’d it, let us fpeak 

Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 
Macb. Till chen enough : 


Come, friends. [ Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Flonrifh. Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
Donalbain, and Attendants. 


King. fs execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thofe in commiffion yet return’d ? 

Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But I have fpoke with one that faw him die: 
Who did report, that very frankly he 
Confefs’d his Treafons, implor’d your Highnefs pardon, 
And fet forth a deep Repentance : 

Nothing in his life became him, 

Like the leaving it. He dy’d, 

As one that had been ftudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareft thing he ow’d, 
As ’twere a carelefs trifle. 

King. There’s no Art, 

To find the minds conftruction in the face : 
He was a Gentleman on whom I buile 
An abfolute truft. 


‘Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rofle, and Angus. 


O worthieft Coufin, 

The fin of my Ingratitude even now 

Was heavy on me. Thou art fo far before, 

That fwifceft Wine of Recompence is flow : 

To overtake thee. Would thou hadft lefs deferv’d, 


That the Proportion both of thanks and payment, 
Might have been mine: Only f have left to fay, 
More is thy due, than more than all can pay. 

Macb. The fervice and the loyalty 1 owe, 
In doing it, paies it felf. 
Your Highnefs part is to receive our Duties: 
And our Duties are to your Throne and State. 
Children and Servants; which do but what they fhould 
By doing every thing fafe toward your love 
And honour. 

King, Welcome hither: 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banguo, 
That haft no lefs deferv’d, nor mult be known, 
Nor lefs to have done fo: Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban, There if I grow, 
The Harveft is your own. 

King, My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide themfelves 
In drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinfman, Thazes, 
And you, whofe places are the neareft, know, 
We will eftablifh our Eftare upon 
Oureldeft, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which honour muft 
Not unaccompanied, inveft him only. 
But figns of Noblenefs, like Stars fhall fhine 
On all Defervers. From hence to Exvernes, 
And bind us further to you. 

Mal. The reft is labour, which is not us?d for you : 
Pil be my felf the Harbenger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach: 
so humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor. 

Macb. The Prince of Cumberland: That isa ftep, 
On which 1 muft fall down, or elfe o’r leap, 

For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires, 

Let not light fee my black and deep defires : 

The eye wink at the hand: Yer let that be, 

Which the eye fears, when it is done to fee. Exit. 

King. True, worthy Banquo : He is full fo valiant, 
And in his commendations, I am fed: 

It is a Banquet to me, let’s after him, 
Whofe care is gone before, to bid us welcome: 


It isa peerlefs kinfman. CExennt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Macbeth’s wife alone wish a Letter. 


Lady. They. met me in the oe of fuccef: and I have learn’d 
by the perfet fè report, they have more in them, than mortal 
knowledge. When I burnt in defire to queftion them further, 
they made themfelves Air. Into which they vanifl'd. Whiles I 
food rape in the wonder of it, came Miffives from the King, 
who all hail’d me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title before, 
thefe weyward Sifters falutedme , andreferr’d me te the co- 
ming on of time, with hail King that fhalt be. This have I 
thought good to deliver thee (my deareft partner of Greatnef,) 
that thou might’ ft not lofe the dues of rejoycing by being ignorant 
of what Greatnef. i promis'd thee. Lay it tothyheart , and 
farewel. . 
Glamis thouart, and (awdor, and fhalt be 

What thou art promis’d: Yet I do fear thy Nature, 

It is too full o’ch’ milk of humane kindnefs, 

To catch the neareft way. Thou wouldft be great, 

Art not without ambition: But wichout 

The IInefs fhould attend it. What thou would’ft highly, 
That wouldft thou holily > Would’ft not play falfe, 

And yet would’{t wrongly win. 

Thowd'ft have, great Glam, that which cries, 

Thus thou mutt do if rhon have it; 

And that which rather thou doft fear todo, 


Than 
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Than wifheft fhould be undone. Hie thee hither, 
That { may pour my Spirits in thine car, 

And chaftife with the valour of my tongue 

All that chee hinders from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyfical aid doth feem 

To have thee crown’d withal. 


Enter Melfenger. 


What is your tidings? ` , 
Meff, The King comes here to night, 
Lady. Tnou’rt mad to fay it, 
Is not thy Mafter witb him ? who, wer’t fo, 
Would have inform’d for preparation. s 
Meff, So pleafe you, itis true: our Thene is coming, 
One of my fellows had the fpeed of him ; 
Who almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more 
Than would make up his Meflage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 
He brings great News, 
The Raven himfelf is hoarfe, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncane 
Under my Battlements. Come you Spirits. 
That tend on mortal thoughts, uniex me here, 
And fill me from the Crown tothe Toc, top-full 
Of direft Cruelty : make thick my blood, 
Stop up the accefs and paflage to Remorfe, 
That no compunctious vifitings of Nature 
Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between 
Th’effedt, ana it. Come to my Womans Breafts, 
And take my Milk for Gall, you murth’ring Minifters, 
Where-ever in your fightlefs fubftances, 
You wait on Natures Mifchief. Come, thick Night, 
And pall thee in che dunneft {moak of Hell, 
That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes, 
Nor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, hold. 


Enter Macbeth. 


(Exie Meffenger. 


Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor, 
Greater than both, by the all hail hereafter, 
Thy Letters have tranfporred me beyond 
This ignorant prefent, and I feel now 
The future in the inftant, 

Macb, My deareft Love, 
Duncane comes here to Night. 

Lady. And when goes hence ? 

Macb. To morrow, ashe purpofes. 

Lady. O never, 
Shall Sun that morrow fee. 
Your Face, my Thane , is asa book, where men 
May read ftrange matters to beguile the time. 
Look like the time, bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the Serpent under’c. He that’s coming, 
Mutt be provided for: and you fhall put 
This Nights great bufinefs into my difpatch, 
Which fhall co all our Nights and Days to come. 
Give folely Soveraign Sway and Mafterdom.- 

Mach. We will {peak further, 

Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour ever is to fear : 


Leave all the reft to me. [ Exeunt. 


Scana Sexta. 


Hoboys, and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain. 
Banquo, Lenox, Macduffe, Roffe, Angus, 
and Attendants. 


King. This Caftle hath a pleafant feat, 
The air nimbly and fweerly recommends it felf 


Unto onr gentle fenfes, 

Bang. This Gueft of Sammer, 
The Temple-haunting Barlet docs approve, 
By his loved Manfonry, that che Heavens breath, 
Smells wooingly here: No Jutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, But this Bird 
Hath made this pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle, 
Where they muft breed, and haunt: | have obferv’d 
The air is delicate, 


Enter Lady. 


King. See, fee, our honour’d Hoftefs : 
The love that follows us, fometime is our trouble, 
Which ftill we thank as Love. Herein I teach you, 
How you fhall bid god-eyld us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our fervice, 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor , and fingle Bufinefs, to contend 
Againft thofe honours deep, and broad, 
Wherewith your Majefty loads our houfe : 
For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Heap’d upto them, we reft your Hermits. 

King, Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We courft him ac the heels, and had a purpofe 


To be his Purveyor: But he rides well, 


And his great Love (fharpas his Spur) hath holp him 
To his home before us: Fair and Noble Hoftefs, 


| We are your gueft to Night. 


Lady. Your Servants ever, 


| Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compt, 


To make their Audit at your highnefs pleafure, 
Still to return your own. 

King. Give me your hand : 
Conduct me to mine Hoft, we love him highly, 
And fhall continue, our Graces towards him. 


By your leave, Hoftefs. (Exeunt, 


Scena S eptima. 


Hoboys. Torches. | 
Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants with Difhes and Service 
over the Stage. Then enter Macbeth. 


Mach. If it were done, when ‘tis done, then ’twere well, 
[¢ were done quickly: if th’Affaffinacion 
Could trammel up the Confequence, and catch 
With his furceafe, Suceefs: that but this blow 
Might be the be all, and theend all. Here, 
But here, upon this Bank and School of rime. 
We'ld jump the life cocome. Buc in thefe Cafes, 
We ftill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inftru¢ctions, which being taught, return 
To plague th’ingredience of our poyfon’d Chalice 
To our own lips. He’s here in double truft ; 
Firít, as Iam his Kinfman, and his Subject, 
Strong both againft che Deed: chen, as his Hoft, 
Who fhould againft his Murderer hut the door, 
Not bear the knife my felf. Befides this Duncane 
Hath born this Faculty fo meek : hath been 
So clear in his great Office, chat his Vertues 
Will plead like Angels, Trumpet congu’d againft 
The deep damnation of his taking of: 
And Pity, like a naked new-born babe, 
Scriding the blaft, or Heavens Cherubio, hors’d 
Upon the fightlefs Curriors of the Air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every cye, 
That tears hall drown the Wind. 1 have no Spur 
To prick the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting Ambition, which o’re-leaps it felf, 


Erter 
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Enter Lady. 


And falls on th’other 
How now? What News ? 

La. He has almoft fup’d:why have you left the chamber? 

Mac, Hath he ask’d for me? 

Lady, Know you not, he has? 

Mac, We will proceed no further in this Bufiaefs: 
He hath honour’d me of late, and 1 have bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of People, 

Which would be worn now in their newelt glofs, 
Not caft afide fo foon. 

Lady, Was the hope drunk, 
VVherein you dreft your felf? Hath i€ flept fince ? 
And wakes it now to look fo green and pale ? 
At what it did fo freely ? From this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the fame in thine own Act, and Valour, 
As thou art in defire? Wouldi{t thon have that 
Which thou efteem ft the Ornament of Life, 
And live a Coward in thine own efteem ? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poor Cati’th’ Adage. 

Mach, Prethee, peace: 
[ dare doall that may become aman; 
Who dares no more is none. 

Lady, What beaft was’t then, 

That made you break this enterprize to me? 
When you durft do it, then yon were a man: 
And to be more than what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 
They have made themfelves, and that their fitnefs now 
Do's unmake you. I have given Suck, and know 
How tender ’tis to love the Babe that milks me, 
| would, while it was {miling in my face, 
Have pluckt my Nipple from his bonelefs Gumms, 
And dafht the Brains our, had I but fo fworn 
As you have done to this. 
¿Mach If we mould fail? 
Lady. We fail? 
But fcrew your courage to the fticking place, 
And we'll not fail: When Ducan is afleep, 
W hereto the rather fhall his days hard Journey 
i foundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will t with VVine and V Vaffel, fo convince, 
"That meniory, the warder of the Brain, 
Shall be a Fume, and the Receipt of Reafon 
A Limbeck only , when in {winith fleep, 
Their drenched Natures lie as ina Death, 
What cannot you and | perform upon 
Thunguarded Duncan ?What, not put upon 
His fpongy Officers? Who fhail bear the guilt 
Of our great Quell ? 
Mfacb. Bring forth Men-Children only : 
For thy undaunted Metal fhould compofe 
Nothing but Males, VVill it not be receiv’d, 
VVhen we have mark’d with blood thofe fleepy two 
Of his own Chamber, and us’d their very Daggers, 
That they have don’t? 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 

As we fhal! make our Griefs and Clamour roar, 
Upon his Death? 

Mach \am fetled, and bend up 

Each corporal Agent to this terrible Feat, 

Away, and mock the time with faireft fhow, 

Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know. 
Exeunt, 


Attus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Eñter Banquo, and Fleance, with a Torch 
before him, 


Bang TY OW goes the Night, Boy? 
Fleance. The Moon is down: I have not 


| heard the Clock, 


Bang. And fhe goes down at Twelve, 
Fleance. Ytak’t tis later, Sir. 
Banq. Hold, Take my Sword: 
There’s Husbandry in Heaven, 
Their Candles are all out: Take thee that too. 
A heavy Summons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not fleep: 
Merciful Powers, reftrain in me the curfed thoughts 
That Nature gives way to in repole. 


Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a Torch. 


| Give me my Sword: Who’s there? 


Mach. A Friend. 


Bang. What, Sir, not yet at reft? The King’s a bed 
He hath been in unufual pleafure. 


And fent forth a great Largefs to your Offices. 


| This Diamond he greets your Wife withal , 


By the name of moft kind Hoftefs, 


| And fhut it up in meafhrelefs content. 


Macb. Being unprepar’d, 
Our will became the fervant to defect, j 
Which elfe fhonid free have wrought. 
Bang. APs well. : 
l dreamt laft night of the three weywward Sifters : 
To you they have fhew’d fome truth. 
Mach. \ think not of them: 
Yet when we can intreat an hour to ferve, 
We would {pend itin fome words upon that Bufinefs, 
If you would grant the time, 
Banq. At your kind leifure. 
Macb. \f you fhall cleave to my confent, 
When ’tis, it fhall make honour for you. 
Bang. So I lofe none, 
In feeking to augment it, but ftill keep 
My bofom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 
| fhall be counfell’d. 
Macb. Good repofe the while. 
Bang. Thanks, Sir: The like to you. [ÆEx;ż Banquo. 
Macb. Go, bid thy Miftrefs, when my drink is ready, 
She {trike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed. [ Exit. 
Is this a dagger which I fee before me, 
The handle toward my hand ? Come let me clutch thee: 
I have chee not, and yet | fee thee ftill, 
Art thon not fatal Vifion, fenfible 
To feeling, as to fight? Orar: thou but 
A Dagger of the Mind, a falfe Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat oppreffed Brain ? 
I fee thee yet, inform, as palpable 
As this which now | draw, 
Thou marfhalft me the way that I was going, 
And {uch an Inftrument I was to ufe. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o’th’ other Senfes, 
Or elfe worth all the reft : 1 fee thee ftill, 
And on thy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, 
Which was not fo before. There’s no fuch thing : 
It isthe bloody Bufinefs, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes Now ore the one half world 
Nature feems dead, and wicked Dreams abufe 
The Curtain’d fleep: Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecates Offerings: and wither’d Murther, 
Alarum’d by his Sentinel, the Woolf, 
Whofe | 
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Whofe howl’s his watch, thus with his ftealthy pace, 

With Tarquin’s ravifhing fides, towards his defign 

Moves like a Ghott. Thou four and firm- fet Earth, 

Hear not-my fteps, which they may walk, for fear 

Thy very {tones prate of my wherc-about, 

And take the prefent horrour fromthe time, 

Which now fuits with it. Whiles ! threat, he lives: 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
A Bell rings. 

í go, and it is done : the Bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncane, for itis a Knell, 


That {ummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. (Exe. 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Lady. 
(bold: 

La. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 
What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire. 
Heark, peace: It was che Owl chat fhriek’d, 
The fatal Belleman, which gives the ftern’ft good night, 
He is about it, the doors are open: 
And the furfeited Grooms do mock their charge 
With Snores. Ihave drugg’d theire Poffets, 
That Death and. Nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Macb. Who's there? What ho? : 

Lady. Alack, tam afraid they have awak’d, 
And ’cis not done: The attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us: Hark: I laid their Daggers ready, 
He could not mifs’em. Had he not refembled 
My Father ashe flept, I had done’e. 
My Husband ? 

Macb. | have done the deed : 
Didft not thou hear a noife ? 

Lady. \ heard the Owl {cream, and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you fpeak? 

Macb. When? 

Lady. Now. > 

Macb. As I defcended ? 

Lady. L. 

Macb. Hark, who lies Pth” fecond Chamber ? 

Lady. Donalbaine. 

Macb. This is a forry fight. 

Lady. A foolifh thought, to fay a forry fight. 

facb. There’s one did laugh in’s fleep, 

And one cry’d Murder, that they did wake cach other: 
I tood, and heard them: But they did fay their Prayers, 
And addreft them again to fleep. 

Lady, There are two lodg’d together. 

Mach Onecry’d, God blefsus, and Amen the other, 
As they had feen me with thefe Hangmans hands : 
Liftning their fear, { could not fay Amen, 

When they did fay, God blefs us. 

Lady. Confider it not fo deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 

{ had moft need of bleffing, and Amen ftuck in my throat. 

Lady, Thefe deeds muft not be thought 
After thefe ways: fo, it will make us mad. , 

Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry, fleep no more: 
Macberh does murder fleep, the innocent fleep, 

Sleep that knits up the ravell’d Sleeve of Care, 

The death of each daics Life, fore Labours Bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great Natures fecond Courfe, 
Chief Nourifher in Lifes Feaft. 

Lady. What do you mean? 

Mach. Still it cry’d, fleep no more to all the houfe : 
Glamis hath murther’d fleep, and therefore (Cawdor 
Shall fleep no more : Macbeth hall fleep no more. 

La. Who was it that thus cryd? Why, worthy Thane, 
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You do unbend your noble ftrength, to think 
So brain-fickly of things: Go, get fome water, 
And wath this filthy witnefs from your Hand, 
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place ? 
They muft lie there: Go, carry them, and fmear 
The fleepy Grooms with bloud. 

Mach. Vil go no more: 
| am afraid, to think what I have done: 
Look on’t again, | dare nor. 

Lady. Inhirmof purpofe: 
Give me the Daggers: The fleeping and the dead, 
Are bne as Pictures: *Tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If he do bleed , 
l'Il gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, 
For it muft feem their Guilt 

Knock, within. 

Mach. Whence is that Koocking ? 
How is’c with me, when every noife appalls me ? 
What Hands are here ? Hah : they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great ra Ocean wath this bloud 
Clean from my Hand? No: This my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sear incarnardine, 
Making the Green one Red: 


[ Fxir. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour: But I fhame 
To wear a heart fo white. [ Knock. 
I hear a Knocking at the South Eatry : 
Retire we toour Chamber : 


‘| A little Water clears us of this deed, 


How eafie is it then? Your Conftancy 
Hath left you unattended, 
Heark, more Knocking. 
Get on your Night-Gown, left occafion call us, 
And fhew us to be Watchers: Be not loft 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Macb. To know my deed, 
’Twere beft not know my felf. 
Wake Duncane with thy Knocking : 
i would thou could’ft. 


[Kneck. 


[Xneck, 


[ Exeunr. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter a Porter. 


[Xnockeng wishin, 
Porter. Here’s a knockiog indeed: if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, he fhould have old turning the 
Key. Kock. Knock, knock, knock, Who’s there, 
ch’ name of Belzebub ? Here’s a Farmer, that hang’d 
himfelf on th’expectation of Plenty: Come in rime, have 
Napkins enough about you, here you'll fweat fers. Knock. 
Knock, knock, Who'’sthere, inth’other Devils Name? 
Faith, here’s an Equivocator , that could {wear in both 
the Scales , againft either Scale, who committed Treafon 
enough for God’s fake, yet could not equivocate ro Hea- 
ven: Oh come in, Equivocator. Knock. Knock, 
knock, knock. Who's there? Faith, here’s an Englefh 
Taylor come hither for ftealing ont of a Frexch Hole: 
Comein, Taylor, here von may roa(t yourGaole Krock. 
Knock, knock, never at quiet! Wharare you? But this 
place is toocold for Hell. Pli Devil-Porter it no further : 
I had thought ro have let in fome of all profeflions , that 
go the Primrofe way toch everiafting Bonfire. Kreck. 
Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter. 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Maca. Was it folate, Friend, e’re you went to bed, 
That you do lie fo late? 
Pore. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing till the fecond Cock: 
And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three things. 
Maca. 
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Macd. What three things does Drink efpecially pro- 
voke? 

Porte Marry, Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleep, and Urine. 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it Provokes 
the defire, but ic takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drink may be faid to be aa Equivocator with Le- 
chery: it makes him and it mars him; it fets him on, 
and ic takes him off; it perfwades him, and difheartens 
him; makes him ftand to, and not ftand to: in conclu- 
fion, equivocates him ina fleep, and giving him the Lye, 
leaves him. : 

Macd. \ believe, Drink gave thee the Lye laft Night, 

Port. Tharit did, Sir, i’ the very Throaton me: but I 
requited him for his Lye, and (1 think) being too ftrong 
for him, though he took up my Legs fometime, yet I made 
a Shift to cak him. 


Enter Macbeth. . 


Macd. \s thy Mafter ftirring ? 
Our knocking has awak’d bim: here he comes. 
Lenox, Good Morrow, Noble Sir. 
Macb. Good Morrow both. 
Macd. \s the King ftirring, worthy Thane? 
Mach. Not yet. 
Macd, He did command me to call timely on him, 
L have almoft flipt the hour. 
Macb. Vil bring you to him. 
eMacd. | know thisis a joyful trouble to you: 
But yet “tis one. 
Macb. The labour we delight in, Phyfick’s pain : 
This is che Door. s 
Macd, Vil make fo bold to call, fortis my limited 
fervice. [Exit Macduffe. 
Lenox. Goes the King hence to day. 
eMacb. He does: he did appoint fo. 
Lenox. The Night has been unruly ; 
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blown down. 
And (as they fay) lamentings heard i’th’ Air ; 
Strange Screems of Death, 
And Prophefying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dire combuftions, and confus’d Events, 
New hatch’d to th’ woful time. 
The obfcure Bird clamor’d the live long Night, 
Some fay, the Earth was feaverous, 
And did fake. 
Macb. ’Twas arough Night. 
Lenox. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 


Enter Macduff. 


Macd, O horrour, horrour, horrour ! 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee. 
Mach. and Lenox. What's the matter ? 
eMacd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-piece : 
Mott facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord’s annointed Temple, and ftole thence 
The Life o’ ¢h’ Building. 
e Mach. What is’t you fay ? the Life ? 
. Lenox, Mean you his Majefty ? 
Mach, Approach the Chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon, Do not bid me {peak : 
See, and then fpeak your felves: awake, awake. 
CExeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the Alarum-Bell :: Murther, and Treafon, 
Banquo, and Donalbaine: eWMalcolme awake, 
Shake off this Downy fleep, Death’s counterfeit, 
And look on Death it felf: up, up, and fee 
The great Doom’s Image: ealcolme, Banquo, 
As from your Graves rife pp, and walk like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 


Courage, to make’s love known? 
| Lady, Help me hence, ho. 


Bell rings. Enter Lady. 
Lady. What's the bufinefs ? 

That fuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley 

The fleepers of the Houle? fpeak, {peak. 
Macd. O gentle Lady, 

"Tis not for you to hear what I can {peak : 

The repetition in a Woman’s Ear, 

Would murther as it fell. 


Lady, Woe, alas: 
What, in our Houfe ? 

Ban. Too cruel, any where, 
Dear Duff, 1 prythee contract thy felf, 
And fay, it is not fo. 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Roffe, 


Macb. Had I but dy’d an hour before this chance, 
I had liv’d a bleffed time : for from this inftant, 
There’s nothing ferious in Mortality : 
All is but toyes : Renown and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lees 
Is left this Vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolme, and Donalbaine. 


Donal, What is amifs ? 

Macb, You are, and do not know’t: 
The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Bloud 
Is opt; the very Source of it is ftopt. 

eMacd. Your Royal Father’s murther’d. 

eal, Oh, by whom? 

Lenox, Thofe of his Chamber, as it feem’d, had don’t : 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with blond, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip’d, we found 
Upon their Pillows: they ftar’d, and were diftracted, 
No man’s life was to be crufted with them. - 

edach. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo ? 

Macb. Who can be wife,amaz’d,temp’rate,and furious, 
Loyal, and Neutral, in amoment ? No man: 
Th’ expedition of my violent Love 
Out-run the paufer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 
His filver skin, lac’d with his Golden Bloud, 
And his gafh’d Stabs, look’d like a Breach in Natnre, 
For Ruins waftful entrance : there the Murtherers, 
Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade, their Daggers 


} 
Enter Banquo. 
O Banquo, Banquo, Our Royal Mafter’s murther’d. 


‘| Unmannerly breech’d with gore : who could refrain, 


That had a heart to love, and in that heart, 


eMacd, Look to the Lady. 
eal. Why do we hold our tongues, 
That moft may claim this argument for ours ? 
Donal. What fhould be fpoken here, 
Where our Fate hid within an awger-hole, 
May rufh, and feizeus? Let’s away, 
Our tears are not yet brew’d, 
Mal. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Upon the foot of Motion, 
Banq. Look tothe Lady : 
And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 
That fuffer inexpofure; lec us meet, 
And queftion this moft bloudy piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and {cruples fhake us : 
In the great Hand of God I ftand, and thence, 
Againtt the un-divulg’d pretence J fight 
Of treafonous Malice. A 
: eMMacd. 
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eMacd. And fodol. 

All. So all. 

Mach. Let's briefly pat on manly tcadinefs, 
And meet i’ th’ Hall together. 

All. Wellconten ted, 

eMale. What will you do ? 
Let’s nut confort with them : 
To thew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falfe man do’s eafic. 
Vil co England. 

Don. Yo Ireland, 1: 
Our feparated fortune hall keep us both the fafer : 
Where we arc, ther’s Daggers in mens Smiles; 
The near in bloud, che nearer bloudy. 

Male. This murtherous haft that’s hot, 
Hath not yet lighted: and our fafeft way, 
Is tq avoid the aim. Therefore to Honfe, 
And let us not be dainty of Icave-taking, 
But fhift away: there’s warrant in that Theft 


Which fteals it felf, when there’s no mercy lefr. 
[ Exeunt, 


LE xeunt 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Roffe, with an Old man. 


Old man. Threefcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which time, Ihave feen 
Hours dreadful, and things trange : but this fore Night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

offe. Ha, good Father, , 
Thoŭ fëeft the Heavens, as troubled with man’s Act, 
Threatens his bloudy Stage: by th’ Clock ’tis Day, 
And yet dark Night ftrangles the travelling Lamp: 
Is’t Night’s predominance, or the Day’s fhame, 
That Darknefs do’s che face of Earth intomb, 
When living Light thould kifs it 2 

Old man, ’Tis unnatural, 

Even like the deed that’§ done: an Tuefday laft, 
A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 
Was by a Moufing Owl hawkcat, and kill’d. 

Rofe. And Duncan’sHorles, — < 
(A thing moft {trauge, andcertain) 
Beauteous, and fwift, the Minions of their Race, 
Torn’d wild inoature, broke their ftalls, flung ovt, 
Contending ’gainft Obedience, as they would 
Make War with Mankind. 

Old man. Tis faid, they eat each other, 

Roffe. They did fo: 
To th’ amazement of mine Eyes that look’d upon't. 


Enter Macdyff. 


Here comes the good Macduff. 
How goes the World, Sir, now ? 
Macd. Why fee you not? 
Roffe. is't known who did this more than bloody deed ? 
Macd. Thofe that Macberh hath flain. 
Roffe. Alas the day, 
What good could they pretend ? 
Macd. They were fuborned, 
Malcolm, and Donalbain the King’s two Sons 
Are ftoln away and fled, which puts upon them 
Sufpicion of the decd, 
Roffe. ’Gainft Nacure ftill, 
Thrifelefs Ambition, chat will raven upon 
Thine own lives means: chen ’tis meft like, 
The Soveraignty will fall upon Macbeth. | 
Maced. He.is already nam’d, and gone to Scone 
To be invefted. 
Roffe. Where is Dancan’s Body? 
Macd. Carried to Colmekill, 
The Sacred. Store houfe of his Predeceffors,. 


And Guardian of their Bones. 

Roffe. Will you to Scone ? 

eMacd. No Conlin, Ill to Fife. 

Roffes Well, I will thither. 

Maca. Well may you fee things well done there : Adieu. 
Left onr old Robes fit eafier than our new. 

Roffe. Farewel, Father. 

Old.M. God’s benifon go with you, Sir, and with thofe 
That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes. 


{ Exeunt omnes. 





Alfus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Banquo. 


ie a haft i¢ now, King, Cawdor, Glami:, all, 

As the weyward Woman promis’d, and I fear 
Thou pleyd’ft moft foully for’t: yet ic was faid 

it fhould not ftand in thy Pofterity, 

Buc that my felf fhould be the Root, and Father 

Of many Kings. lf there come trath from them, 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their Speeches fhine, 

Why by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my Qracles as well, 

And fet me upin hope? But hufh, no more. 


Senit founded. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox, Roffe, 
Lords, and Attendants. 


Mach. Here’s our chief Gueft. 

La. \f he Bad been forgotten, 
It had been as agap in our great Feaft, 
And ail things unbecoming. 

eMach. To night we hold a folemn Supper, Sir, 
And I'll requef€ your prefence. 

Bang. Let your Highnefs 


| Command upon me, to the which my duties 


Are with a moft indiffoluble tye 
For ever knit. 
Macb. Ride you this Afternoon ? 
Bang. 3, my good Lord. 
Mach We fhould have elle defir’d your good advice, 
(Which ftill hath been both grave, and profperous) 
In this dayes Councel: but we'll take to Morrow. 
Is’t far you ride? 

Bang. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
’Twixt this and Supper. Go not my Harfe the better, 
I muft become a borrower of the Night, 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Mach. Fail not our Feaft. 

Ban. My Lord, I will not. 

Macb. We hear our blondy Confins are beftow’d 
In England, and in Irelaizd, not confefling 
Their cruel Parricide, filling cheir hearers 
With ftrange invention. But of that to morrow, 

When therewithal we fhall have caufe of State, 
Craving us jointly. Hye you to Horfe : 

Adieu, cll you return at Night. 

Goes Fleance with you? 

Ban. 1, my good Lord: our time does call upon’s. 
each. twit your Horles fwift, and fure of foot : 
And fo do | commend yov to their backs. 

Farewel. 

Lec every man be mafter of his time, 
Till feven at Night, to make Society 
The fweeter welcome : 

We will keep our felf cill Supper time alone - 

While then, God be with you. ( Exeunt Lords. 
Sirrah, a word with you: Actend chofe men 

Our pleafore ? 

Servant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
Gate. 


(Ex Banquo. 


Mach. 





—_ 


TP een 


Macb, Bring them before us. [Exit Servant. 

To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus : 
Our fears in Banguo ftick.deep, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reigns that 
Which would be fear’d. ’Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his Mind, 
He hatha Wifdom, that doth pus his Valour, 
To act in fafety. There is none but he, 
Whofe being I do fear: and under him, 
My Genius is rebuk’d, as it is faid 
Mark Anthony's was by Cefar, He chid the Sifters, 
When firit they put the Name of King upon me, 
And bad them fpeak tohim. Then Prophet like, 
They hayl’d him Father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my Head, they plac’d a fruitlefs Crown, 
And puta barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal Hand, 
No Son of mine fucceeding: if’t be fo, 
For Banguo’s Iffue have I fill’d my Mind, 
For them, the gracious Duncan bave I ‘murther "d, 
Put Rancours in the Veffel of my Peace 

| Only for them, and mine Eternal Jewel 
Given to the common Enemy of Man, 
To make them Kings, the Seeds of Banquo Kings: 
Rather than fo, come Fate intothe Lift, 
And Champion me to th’ utterance. 
Who’s there ? 


Enter Servant, and two Murtherers. 


Now goto the Door, and flay there ’till we call. 
[ Exit Servant. 

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ? 

Murth. ìt was, fo pleafe your Highnefs. 

Mach. Well then, 
Now you have confider’d of my fpecches ? 
Know, thatit was he, inthe times paft; 
Which held you fo under fortune, 
Which you thought had been our inaocent felf, 
This I made good to you, in onr laft Conference, 
Palt in probation with you : 
How you were born in hand, how croft: 
The laftruments: who wrought with them : 
And all things elfe, that might 
To half a Soul, and to a Notion eraz’d, 
Say, thus did ‘Banquo. 

1. Marth, You made it known to us. 

Macb. 1 did fo: 
And went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting, 
Do you find your patience fo predominant 
In your nature, that you can let this go ? 
Are you fo Gofpell’d to pray for this good man, 
And for his tifue, whofe heavy hand 
Hath bow’d you tothe Grave, and begger’d 
Yours for ever? 

ı Murth. We are men, my Liege. 

Macb. I, in the Catalogue ye go for men, 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy- Wolves are clipt 
All by the Name of Dogs: the valued file 
Diltinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle, 
The Houfe Keeper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos’d: whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike: and fo of men. 
Now, if you have a {tation in the file, 
Not i tl’ worft rank of Manhood, fay’r, 
And I will put the bufinefs in your Bofoms, 
Whofe Execution takes your Enemy off, 
Grapples you to the heart; and love of US, 
Who wear our Health but fickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfect. 
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2. Marth. tam one, my a eanan = A 2. Dah. Laione, yiki PO case 
Whom the vile Blows and Buffets of the World 
Hath fo incens’d that 1 am recklefs what ! do, 
To Tee the World. 

. eMurth, And | another, 
So. weary with Difafters, tagg’d with Fortune, 
That I would fer my Life on any Chance, 
To mend ir, or be rid on’t. 

Macb. Both of you know Banguo was your Enemy, 

Murth. True, my Lord. 

Macb. Sois he mine : and in fuch bloody diftance, 
That every minote of his being, thrufts 
Againft my near’ft of Life: and though 1 could 
With bare-fac’d power fweep him from my figbt, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muft not, 

For certain Friends that are ‘both his, and mine, 
Whofe loves [may not drop, bat wail his fall, 
Who! my felf {truck down: and thence it is, 
That Ito your affiftancedo make love, 
Masking the bafinefs from the common Eye, 
For inadry weighty Reafons, 

2. Murth. We fhall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us, 

1. Murth. Though our Lives =-= 

Macb. Your Spirits fhine through you. 
Within this hour, at moft, 

I will advife you where to plant your felves, 
Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o’th’time, 
The moment on’t, for’t muft be done to Night, 
And fomething from the Palace : always thought, 
That I require a clearnefs ; and with him, 

To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Work: 
Fleance, his Son, that keeps him company, 
Whofe abfence is no Jefs material to me, 
Than is his Fathers, muft embrace the fate 

Of that dark hour: refolve your felves a-part, 
Pil come to you anon. 

Murth. We are refolv’d, my Lord. 

Macb. Vil call upon you ftraight: abide within, 
itis concluded: Banquo, thy Soul’s flight, 


If it find Heaven, muft find it out to Night. Lexennt. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Macbeth’s Lady, and « Servant, 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ? 

Servant, 1, Madam, but returns again to Night. 

Lady, Say tothe King, 1 would attend his leifure, 
For a few words. 

Servant. Madam, I will. 

Lady. Nought’s had, all’s fpent, 
Where our defire ts got without content : 
Tis fafer, to be that which we deftroy, 
Than by deftruction dwell in doubtful joy. 


(Exit. | 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone? 

Of forrieft Fancies your Companions making, 

Ufing thofe Thoughts, which fhould indeed have dy’d 

With them they think on: things without all remedy 

Should be without regard: what’s done, is done. 
Mach, We have fcorch’d the Snake, not kill?d it : 

She'll clofe, and be her f{elf, whileft our poor Malice 

Remains in danger of her former Tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, 

Both the Worlds fuffer, 

Ere we will eat our Meal in fear, and fleep 

In the affliction of thefe terrible Dreams, 

That hake us Nightly: Better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our place, have fent to peace : 

Than on the torture of the Mind to lie 
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In ceftlefs ecftafie : 
Duncan is in his Grave : 
After Life's fitful Fever, he flecps well, 
Treafon has done his worft : nor Steel nor Poifon, 
Malice domeltick, Foreiga Levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. 
Lady. Com: on: 
Gentle, my Lord, fleck o’re your ruggec Looks, 
Re bright and Jovial ’mong your Guctts to Night. 

Macb. So fhall {, Love, and fol pray be you: 

Let your remembrance {till apply to Banquo, 
Prefent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue: 
Unfafe the while, that we muft lave 

Our Honours in thefe flattering ftreams, 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difgaifing what they are. 

Lady. You muft leave this. 

Mach. O, full of Scorpions is my Mind, dear Wife: 
Thou know’ft, chat Banguo and his Fleans lives. 

Lady Butinthem, Nature’s Copie’s not eterne. 

Macb. There’s comfort yet, they are aflailable, 
Then be thou jocund: e’re the Bat hath flown 
His Gloyfter’d flight, e’re to black Hecar’s Summons 
The fhard-born Beetle, with his drowfie hums, 
Hath-rung Night’s yawning Peal, 

There fhall be done a deed of dreadful note. 

Lady, Whiat’s to be done? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck, 
Till chou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 

And with thy bloudy and invifible Hand 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great Bond, 

Which keeps me pale. Light. thickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing ta th’ Rooky Wood : 

Good things of Day begin to droop, and drowze, 
Whiles-Night’s black Agents to their Preys do rowze. 
Thou marvell’ft at my words: but hold thee ftill: 
Things bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by ill: 

So prythec go with me, 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter three Murtherers. 


1, But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3. Macbeth. 

2. He needs not our miftruft, fince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juft. 

1. Then ftand with us. 
The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of Day. 
Now fpurs the Jateft Traveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches 
The fubject of our Watch. 

3. Hark, I hear Horfes. 

Banquo within, Give us a Light there, ho. 

2. Then ’tis he: 
The reft, that are within the note of expectation, 
Already are 7’ th’ Court. 

1, His Horfes go about. 

3. Almofta mile: but he does ufually, 
So all men do, from hence to th’ Palace Gate 
Make it their walk. 


Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a Torch. 


2. ALight, a Light. 
3. “Tis he, 
I. Stand to’t. 
Ban. It will be Rain to Night, 
1. Let it come down. 
Ban. O, Treachery ! 
Ely, good Fleans, flie, flie, flie, 





[ Excunt. 


Thou may’ft revenge. O Slave! 
3. Who did ftrike out rhe light ? 
t. Was’t not the way ? 
3. There’s but onc down: tie Son is fled. 
2. We have loft 
Beft half of our Affair. 
1, Well, let’s away, and fay how much Is done. 
LExenne. 


Scena Quarta. 


Banquet prepar’d. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Rofe, Lenox, 
Lords, and Attendants. ~ 


each. You know your own degrees, fit down: 
At firft and laft, the hearry welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your Majefty. 

Macb. Our felf will mingle with Society; 
And play the humble Hoft : 
Our Hoftefs keeps her State, but in tbe beft time 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my heart {peaks, they are welcome. 


Enter firft Murtherer, 


Macb. See they encounter thee witb their hearts thanks, 
Both fides are even: here I'll fic i’ ch’ mid’ft, 
Be large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meafure 
The Table round. There’s bloud upon thy Face. 
Mur. Tis Banquo’s then. 
each, Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he difparch’d ? 
eur, My Lord, his Throat is cut, that I did for him. 
Mach, Thov art the bet o’ th’ Cut. Throats, 


-Yet he’s good that did the like for Fleans : 


If thou did’ft it, chou art the Non-pareil, 
Mur. Mott Royal Sir, 
Fleans is {cap’d, 
Macb. Then comes my Fit again : 
I had elfe been perfect ; 
Whole asthe Marble, founded as the Rock, 
As broad, and general, as the cafing Air : 
But. now I am cabin’d, crib’d, confin’d; bound in 
To fawcy doubts, and fears. But Basquo’s fafe ? 
Mur, 1, my good Lord: fafe in a Ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ; 
The leaft a Death to Nature. 
Macb. Thanks for that, : 
There the grown Serpent lies, the Worm that’s fied 
Hath Natore, that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th’ prefent. Get thee gone, ro morrow 
Well hear our felves again. (Exe Murtherer. 
Lady. My Royal Lord, 
You do not give the Cheer, the Feaft is fold 
That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis making : 
"Tis given with welcome: tofeed were beft at home : 
From thence, the fawce to meat is Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 


Enter the Ghoft of Banquo, and fits sm Macbeth’s place. 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeftion wait on Appetite, 
And health on both. 
Lenox. May’t pleafe your Highnefs fit. 
Macb. Here had we now our Conntrie’s Honour, roof'd, 
Were the grac’d perfon of our Banquo prefent : 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindnefs, 
Than pity for Mifchance. 
Roffe. His abfenee (Sir) 
Layes blame upon his promife. Pleas’t yoor Highnefs 
To grace us with your Royal Company ? 
Eee eMach.. 
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Macb. The Table’s full. 
Lenox. Here is a place referv’d, Sir. 
Mach. Where? 
Lenox. Here, my good Lord. 
What is’t that moves your Highnefs ? 
Mach. Which of you have done this ? 
Lords, What, my good Lord ? 
Macb. Thou canft not fay 1 did it; never fhake 
Thy goary Locks at me. 
Roffe. Gentlemen rife, his Highnefs is not well: 
Lady. Sit, worthy Friends : my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep feat, 
The fit is momentany, upon a thought 
He will again be well. If much you note him 
You fhal! ofend him, and extend his Paflion, 
Feed, andregard himnot. Are youa man? 
Macb. 1, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appall the Devil, 
Lady. O, proper ftuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the Air-drawn-Dagger which you faid 
Led you to Duncan, O, thefe flaws and ftarts 
(Impoftors to true fear) would well become 
A Woman’s ftory at a Winter’s fire 
Authoriz’d by her Grandam: fhame it felf, 
Why do you make fuch faces ?. When all’s done 
You look but on a {tool. 
Mach. Prythee fee there: 
Behold, look, loe, how fay you: 
Why what care l, if thou eanft nod, fpeak too. 
If Charnel-Houfes, and our Graves muft fend 
Thofe.that we bury, back; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kites. LExt Chof. 
Lady. What? quite unmann’d in folly. 
Mach. \€ I ftand here, I faw him. 
Lady. Fie for fhame. 
Mach. Bloud hath been fhed e’re now, i’ th’ olden time 
Ere humane Statue pure’d the gentle Weal: 
I, and fince too, Murthers have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the Ear: the times have been, 
That when the Brains were out, the man would die, 
Andtherean end; But now they rife again 
With twenty mortal murthers on their Crowns, 
And pufh us from our ftools: chisis more ftrange 
Than fuch a Murther is. 
Lady. My wortby Lord, 
Your Noble Friends do lack you. 
Mach. | do forget : 
Do not. mufe at me, my moft worthy Friends, 
l have a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thofe that know me. Come, love and health to all, 
Then PI fit down: Give me fome Wine, fill full: 


Enter Ghoft. 


I drink to th’ general joy o’ th’ whole Table, 

And to our dear Friend Bango, whom we mils: 
Would he were here; toall , and him we thirft, 
And all to all. 

Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb. Avant,and quit my fight,let the Earth hide thee : 
Thy bones are marrowlefs: thy bloud is cold: 
Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe Eyes 
Which thou doft glare wirh. 

Lady. Think of this good Peers 
But as a ching of Cuftom: "tis no other, 

Only it fpoils the pleafure of che time, 

Mach. What man dare, | dare : 

Approach thou like rhe rugged Ru/fian Bear, 
The arm’d Rhinoceros, or th’ Ayrcan Tyger, 
Take any fhape but that, and my firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. Or be alive again, 

And dare meto the Defart with thy Sword : 

If trembling Tinhabit, then protect me 
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The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible fhadow, 
Unreal mock’ry hence. Why fo, be gone 
lam aman again: pray you fit ftill. 

Lady. You have difplac’d the mirth, 
Broke the good meeting, with moft admir’d diforder. 

Macb. Can fuch things be, 
And overcome us like a Summer’s Cloud 
Without our fpecial wonder? You make me ftrange 
Even to the difpofition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold fuch fights, 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks, 
When mine is blanch’d with fear. 

Roffe. What figns, my Lord ? 

Lady. 1 pray you {peak not : he grows worfe and worfe, 
Queftion enrages him: at once, goodnight. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Lenox. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majefty. 

Lady A kind goodnight to all. 

Mach. It will bave bloud they fay : 


CExie. 


[ Exeunt Lords. 


‘| Bloud will have Bloud: 


Stones have been known to move, and trees to {peak : 
Augures, and underitood Relations, have 
By Maggot Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought forth 
The fecret’{t man of blond. What is the night ? 

La. Almoft at odds with Mornimg, which is which. 

Macb. How fay’ft thou that Macduff denies his perfon 
At our great bidding ? 

La. Did you fend to him, Sir? 

Macb. | hear it by the way: But Iwill fend : 
There’s not a one of them but in his Houfe 


T keep a Servant Fee’d. I will to morrow 


(And betimes I will) tothe wizard Sifters. 

More fhall they fpeak : for now I am bent to know 
By the worft means, the worft, for mine own good, 
All caufes fhall give way, | amin bloud 

Spent in fo far, that fhould 1 wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o’re: 

Strange things | have in head, rhat willto hand, 


| Which muft be acted, ere they may be fcann’d. 


Lady. You lack the feafon of all Natures, fleep.- 
Macb. Come, we’ll to fleep ; My ftrange and felf-abufe 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe: 


We are yet but young indeed. [Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 


1. Why how now,Hecate, you look angerly ? 
Hec. Have 1 not reafon (Beldams) as you are ? 

Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 

To trade, and trafick with Macbeth, 

In Riddles, and Affairs of death ; 

And I the Miftrefs of your Charms. 

The clofe contriver of all harms, 

Was never call’d to bear my parc, 

Or fhew the glory of our Art? 

And which is worfe, all you have done 

Hath been but for a wayward Son. 

Spightful, and wrathful, who (as others do) 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now: Get you gon, 

And atthe Pit of Acheron 

Meet me i? th’ Morning: thither he 

Will come, to know his Deftiny, 

Your Veflels, and your Spells provide, 

Your Charms, and every thing befide ; 

fam for th’ Air: this night 171l {pend 

Unto a difmal, and a fatal end. 

Great bufinefs muft be wrought e’re Noon. 


| Upon the Corner of the Moon 


There 
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There hangs a vap’rous drop, profound, 
Vil catch it e’re it come to ground ; 
And thac diftill’d by Magick flights, 
Shall raife fach Artificial Sprights, 
As by the ftrength of their illufion, 
Shall draw him on to his Confufion. 
He hall fpurn Fate, fcorn Death, and bear 
His hopes ’bove Wifdom Grace, and Fear: 
And you all know, Security 
is mortals chiefeft Enemy. 
[Mufich, and a So g. 
Hark, I am cald: my little Spirit tee 
Sits in a foggy Cloud, and ftays for me. 
Sing within, Come away, come away, KC. 
1. Come, Iet’s make haft, fhee’l foon be 


Back again. [Exeunt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Lenox, and another Lord: 


Lenox. My former Speeches 
Have but hit your Thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther: Only I fay 
Things have bcen ftrangely born, The gracious Dancan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : marry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Banguo walk?d too late. 
Whom you may fay (if`t pleafe you) Fleans kill’d, 
For Fleans fled : Men mutt not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monftrous 
It was for Adulcolm, and for Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fact, 
How it did grieve AZacheth? Did be not ftraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 
That were the flaves of Drink, and thralls of Sleep ? 
Was that not nobly done ? I, and wifely too: 
For ’twould have anger’d any heart alive 
Tohear the mendeny’t So that I fay, 
He has born all things well, and I do think, 
That had he Duacan’s Sons under the Key, 
(As, and’t pleafe Heaven he fhall not) they fhall find 
What ’twere to kill a Father: So fhould Fleans. 
But peace ; for from broad words, and caufe he fail’d 
His prefence at the Tyrant’s Feaft; I hear 
Macdouffe lives indifgrace. Sir, can you tell 
VVhere he beltows himfelf ? 
Lord. The Sons of Duncan 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 
Live in the Exglifh Court, and is receiv’d 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace, 
That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his highrefpect. hither Macduffe 
Is gone, to pray the holy King, upon hisaid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward, 
Thac by the help of thefe (with him above 
To ratife the VVork) we may again 
Give to our Tables Meat, Sleep to our Nights: 
Free from our Feafts, and Banquets bloody Knives; 
Do faithful Homage, and receive frec Honours, 
All which we pine for now. And thisreport 
Hath fo exafperate their King, that he 
Prepares for fome attempt of V Var. 
Lenox. Sent he to Macduffe ? 
Lord. He did: and with an abfolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy Meflenger turns me his back, 
And hums; as who fhould fay, you’ll rue the time 
That clogs me with this Anfwer. 
Lenox And that well might, 
Advife him toa caution, t’hold what diftance 
His wifdom can provide. Some Holy Angel 
Fly co the Court of England, and unfold 
His Meffage e’re he come, that a fwift blefling 
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m foon return to this our fuffering Country, 
Under a hand accurs’d. 


Lord. T1 fend my Prayers with him. CExeunt. 





Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Thunder. Enter the three VVitehes. 


1 Hrice the brinded Cat hath mew’d. 
z. Thrice, and once the Hedges Pig whin’d. 
3. Harpiercrys, ’tistime, ‘tis time. 
t. Round about the Cauldron go: 
In the poifon’d Entrails throw 
Toad, that under cold ftone, 
Days and Nights, has thirty one : 
Sweltred Venom fleeping got, 
Boil thou firt Pth’ charmed Pot. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2. Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
[n the Cauldron Boil and Bake: 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog: 
Wool of Bat, and Tonguc of Dog: 
Adders Fork, and Blind-worms Sting, 
Lizards Leg, and Howlet’s Wing : 
For a Charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a Hell broth, boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 


| Fice burn, and Cauldron bubble. 


3. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulf 
OF the ravin’d falc Sea Shark : 
Root of Hemlock, digg’d i’th? dark : 
Liver of Blafpheming Few : 
Gall of Goat, and Slips of Yew, 
Sliver’d in the Moon’s Eclipfe : 
Nofe of Turk, and Tartar’s lips, 
Finger of Birth-flrangled Babe, 
Ditch.deliver’d by a Drab, 
Make the Gruel thick, and flab. 
Add thereto a Tyger’s Chawdron, 
For th’Ingredience of our Cauldron. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2. Cool it with a Baboon’s blood, 
Then the Charm is firm and good. 


Enter Hecate, and the other three Witches. 


Hec. O well done: I commend your pains, 


: And every once fhall hare th’ gains : 


And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elves and Fairies in a Ring, 
[achancing all chat you put in. 
Mufickand a Song. Biack, Spirits, &c. 
2. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way conics : 
Open Locks, whoever knocks. 


Enter Macbeth. 


eMac. How now you fecret, black, and midnight Hags? 
What is’t you do ? 

All, Adeed without a name. 

Mac. I conjure you, by that which you profefs, 
(How e’re you come to know it) anfwer mc: 
Though you untie the Winds, and let them fight 
Againft the Churches: Though the yefty Waves 
Confound and fwallow Navigation up: 
Though bladed Corn be Iodg’d, and Trees blown down, 
Though Caftles topple on their Warders heads : 

E Though 
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Though Palaces, and Pyramids do flope 

Their heads to their Foundations: though the treafure 
Ot Natures Germain, tumble altogether, 

Even till deftruction ficken: Anfwer me 

To what I ask you. 

1, Speak. 

2. Demand. 

3. We'll anfwer.. 

1. Say, if th? had’{t rather hear it from our mouths, 

Or from our Matters. 

Mach. Call’em: let me fee ’em. 

1. Pour in Sowes bloud, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Greace that’s fweaten 
From the Murtherers Gibbet, throw 

Into the Flame. 
Ak. Come high or low: 
Thy Self and Office deftly fhow. [Thunder 
1. Apparition, an Armed Head. | 
Macb. Tell me thou unknown power, 
1, He knows thy thought: 
Hear his Speech, but fay thou nought. 
1 Appar, Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth :. 
Beware Afacduf, 
Beware the Thane of Fife: difmifs.me. Enough - 
[He Defcends. 

Mach. What-e’re thou att, for thy good caution, thanks. 
Thou haft harp’d my-fear aright. But one word more. 

1. He will not be commanded: here’s another i 
More potent than the firft. | (Thunder. 
2. Apparition, a Blondy Child: 

2. Appar. eMacbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth, 

Mach. Hadi three Ears, I'd hear thee. 
2. Appar. Be bloudy, bold, and refolute : 
Laugh.to fcorn 
The power of man: For none of Woman born 
Shall harm e Macbeth. [ Defcends. 

Mach. Then live Macduff: what need I fear of thee ? 

But yet Pll make affurance, double fure, 

-And take a Bond of Fate: thou fhalt not live, 

That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lies ; 

And fleepin fpight of Thunder. LT bunder. 
3. Apparition, a Child crowned, with a Tree in his band, 

What-is this, that rifes like the iffue of a King, 

And wears upon his Baby-brow, the round 

And top of Soveraignty ? 

All. Liften, but {peak not to’t. 

3. Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care: 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirers are: 
Macbeth fhall never vanquifh’d be, until : 

Great Birnam Wood to high Dunfinane HII | 

Shall come againft him. | = EDefeend. 
Macb. That will never be: 

Who can imprefs the Foreft, bid the Tree 

Unfix his Earth-bound Root ? Sweet Boadments, good : 

Rebellious dead, rife never’tillthe Wood =; > 

Of Birnam rife, and our high-plac’d Macbeth 

Shalllive the Leafe of Nature, pay his breath 

To time, and mortal Cuftom. Yet my heart 

Throbs to know one thing: tell me, if your Art 

Can tell fo much : Shall Banguo’s iffue ever 

Reign in this Kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

Macb. I will be fatisfed. Deny me this, ° 
And an eternal Curfe fall on you: Let me know. | 
Why finks that Cauldron? and what noife is this ?LAfoboys. 

I. Shew. 

2. Shew, 

3. SKEW 

All, Shew bis Eyes, and grieve his Heart, 
Come like fhadows, fo depart. 

A fhew of eight Kings, and Banquo laff, with a 
glafs in his hand. 

Mach. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down: 
Thy Crown do’s fear mine Eye-Balls. And thy hair 


Our duties did his welcome pay. 
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Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firt : 
A third, is like the former. Filthy Haggs, 
Why do you hew me this ? —— A fourth ? Start Eye ! 
What will the Line ftretch ont to th’ crack cf Doom? 
Another yet ? Afeventh ? lll fee no more :- 
And yet theeighth appears, who bears a Glaf, 
Which fhews me many more: and fome I fee, 
That twofold Balls, and trebie Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight: Now 1 fee ’tis true, 
For the Bloud-bolter’d Banquo {niles upon me, 
And points at them for his. Whatis this fo? 

3. [I Sir, all this is fo. But why 
Stands «Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come Sifters, cheer we up his fprights, 


-And fhew the beft of. our delights. 


Pll Charm the Air to give a found, 
While you perform your Antique round : 
That this. great King may kindly fay, 

[Mafick; 
The Witches Dance, and vanifh. 
each, Where are they ? Gone? 

Let this pernicious hour, 


Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender. 


Come in, without there. Enter Lenox, 

Lenox. What’s your Graces will ? 

eMach. Saw you the Wizards Sifters ? 

Lenox. No, my Lard 

Macb, Came they not by you? 

Lenox. No indeed, my Lord. 

Mach. Infected be the Air whereon they ride, 
And damn’d all thofe that truft them. 1 did hear 
The gallopping of Horfe. Who was’t came by ? 

Lenox. Tis two or three,my Lord,that bring you word : 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Macb. Fled to England ? 

Len, 1, my good Lord 

Macb. Time, thou anticipat’ft my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpofe never is o’re-took 


| Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment, 


The very firftling of my heart fhall be 

The firftlings of my hand. And even now . 
To Crown my thoughts with Acts:be it thought and done :| 
The Caftle of Macduff I will furprize. 

Seize upon Fife; give to th’ edge o’ th’ Sword 

His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls, 

That trace him in his Line. No boafting like a Fool, 

This deed Pll do, before this purpofe cool, 

But no more fights, Where are thefe Gentlemen ? 

Come, bring me where they are. [Exesnr, 


Scena Secunda. 


’ Enter Macdufl’s Wife, her Son, and Roffe. 


Wife. What had he done, to make him fly the Land? 
Roffe. You muft have patience, Madam. 
Wife. He had none : 
His flight was madnefs: when our Actions do not, 
Our fears do make us Traytors. 
. Roffe. You know not 
Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear. 
Wife. Wifdom? to leave his Wife, to leave his Babes, 
His Manfion, and his Titles, ina place 
From whence himfelt does flie? He loves us not. 
He wants the natural touch: for the poor Wren 
(The moft diminutive of Birds ) will fight, 
Her young ones in her Neft, againft the Owle: 


| Allis the Fear, and nothing is the Love ; 


As little isthe Wifdom, where the flight 
Soruns againft all reafon. 
Roffe. My deareft Couz, 
I pray you School your felf; But for your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wife, Judicious, and beft knows i 
e 
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The fits o’th’ Seafon. I dare not fpeak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are Traytors, 
And do not know our felves: VVhen we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you: 
Shall not be long but I’ll be here again: 
Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward 
To what they were before; my pretty Coufin, 
Blefling upon you. 
Wife. Father’d he is, 
And yet he’s Fatherlefs, 
Rofe. 1am fo mucha Fool, fhould { ftay longer, 
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort. 
I take my leave at once. LExit Rolk. 
Wife. Sirrah, your Father’s dead, 
And what will you do now? How will you live ? 

Son. As Birds do, Mother. 

Wife. VVhat with worms and flies ? 

Son, VVith what I get, and fodo they. 

Wife. Poor Bird, 

Thoud’ft never fear the Net, nor Line, 
The Pit. fall, nor che Gin. 
Son. VVhy fhould 1, Mother ? 
Poor Birds they are not fet for : 
My Father is not dead for all your faying, 
Wife. Yes, heis dead: 
How wilt thou do for a Father? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife. VVhy, {can buy me twenty at any Market. 

Son. Then you’ll buy ’em to fell again. 

Wife. Thou fpeak’ft with all thy wit, 

And yet i’ faith with wit enough for thee. 

Son. VVas my Father a Traytor, Mother ? 

Wife. 1, that he was. 

Son. VVhatisa Traytor? 

Wife. Why, one that fwears and lies. 

Son, And beall Traytors that do fo? 

Wife. Every one that does fo is a Traytor, 

And mult be hang’d. 

Son. And muft they all be hang’d that fwear and lie ? 

Wife. Every one. 

Son. Who muft hang them ? 

Wife. VVhy, honeft men. 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 
are Liars and Swearers enow, to beat the honeft men, 
and hang up them. 

Wife. God help thee, poor Monkey : 

But bow wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son, 1f he were dead, you'd weep for him: If you 
would not it were a good fign, tbat I fhould quickly . 
have a new Father. : 

Wife. Poor Pratler, how thou talk’ft! 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Meff. Blefs you, fair Dame, I am not to you known, 
Though in your {tate of honours am perfect. 
I doubt fome danger does approach you nearly. — 
If you will take a homely man’s advice, 
Be not found here : Hence with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks I am too favage : 
To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, i 
Which is too nigh your perfon. Heaven preferve yon, = 
I dare abide-no longer. {Exit Meflenger. 
Wife. Whitherfhould I fiy? 
[ have done no harm. But I remember now 
{am inthisearthly world: where ro do harm 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous Folly. VVhy then (alas) 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To fay I had done no harm ? 
VVhat are thefe faces ? 
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Enter Murtherers, 


eur. VVhere is your Husband ? 
Wife. | hope in no place fo unfanttified, 
VVhere fuch as thou may’ft find him. 
eur. He’s a Traytor. 
Son, Thou ly’ft thou thag.card Villain. 
eMur. VVhat you Egg? 
Young fry of Treachery ? 
Son. He has kill’d me, Mother, 


Run away, I pray you. LExit, crying murther 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Malcolm and Macduffe. 


eMal. Let us feck out fome defolate hade, and there 
VVeep our fad bofomes empty. 

eMacd. Let us rather 
Hold faft the mortal Sword: and like good men, 
Beftride our downfal Birth-dome: Each new Morn, 
New widows howl, new Orphans cry, new forrows 
Strike Heaven on the face, that it refounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

eal. VVhat I believe, Pll wail; 
VVhat knew, believe; and what I canredreG, 


| As I fhall find the time to friend, I will. 


What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whofe fole Name blifters oar Tongues, 
Was once thought honeft: You have lowd him well, | 
He hath not touch’d you yet. I am young, but fomethirg | 
You may difcern of him through me, and wifdom 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent Lamb, 
T’appeafe an angry God. 

eMacd, | am not treacherous, 

Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge. But I fhali crave your pardon: 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpole ; 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brighreft fell. 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace muft {till look fo. 

eMMacd. Ihave loft my hopes. 

Malc. Perchance, even there 
Where I did fnd my doubts, 
Why in that rawnefs left you wife and Children ? 
Thole precious Motives, thofe {trong knots of Love, 
Without leave taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Jealoufies, be your Difhononrs, 
But mine own fafeties: you may be rigbtly juft, 
Whatever I fhall think. 

Macd. Bleed,. bleed, poor Country, 
Great Tyranny, lay thon thy Bafis fure, 
For goodnefs dares not check thee : wear thou thy wrongs, 
The Title is afeard. Fare thee well, Lord, 
[ would not be the Villain that thou chink’ft, 
For the whole fpace that’s in the Tyrants Grafp, 
And the rich Ealt to boot, 

Mal. Be not offended : 
[ {peak not as in abfolute fear of you: 
I think our Country finks beneath the yoke, 
[t weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gath 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands np-lifted in my right : 
And here from gracious England have | offer 
Of goodly thoufands. But for all this, 
When I hhall tread upon the Tyrant’s head, 
Or wear it on my Sword ; yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than it had before, 
More fuffer, and more fundry ways than ever, 
By bim that fhall fucceed. 


Eee 3 Mard. 
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Macd. What fhould he be ? 

Afal. Itis my felf I mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 

That when they fhali be open’d black Macbeth 
Will feem as pure as Snow, and the poor State 
Efteem him asa Lamb, being compar?J 

With my confinelefs harms. 

Macd, Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn’d 
in evils, to top Macbeth. 

Macb, I grant him Bloudy, 

Luxurious, Avaricious, Falfe, Deceitful, 

Sudden, Malicious, fmoaking of every fin 

That has a name. But there’s no bottom, none 

In my Voluptuoufnefs: Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill up 

The Ciftern of my Luft, and my Defire 

Allconcinent Impediments would o’re-bear 

That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth, 

Than fuch an one to reign. 

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance 
In Nature isa Tyranny: Ic hath been 
Th’ untimeiy emptying of the happy Throne, 

And fall of many Kings: But fear not yet 

To take upon you what is yours: you may 

Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty, 

And yet feem cold. The time you may fo Hood wink : 
We have willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to devour fo many 

As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves, 

Findiog it fo inclin’d. 

Mal. With this, there grows 
In my moft ill-compos’d Affection, fuch 
A ftanchlefs Avarice, that were I King, 

I fhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Defire his Jewels, and this others Houfe, 
And my more-having would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge 
Quarrels unjuft againft the Good and Loyal, 
Deftroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This Avarice 
Sticks deeper: grows with more pernicious root 
Than Summer-feeming Luft: and it hath been 
The Sword of our flain Kings: yet do not fear, 
Scotland hath Poifons to fill up your will 
Of your mere Own. All thefe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh’d. 

Mal. But have none, The King-becoming Graces, 
As Juftice, Verity, Temp’rance, Stablenefs, 
Bounty, Perfeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefs, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude ; 

] have no relifh of them, but abound 

In the divifion of each feveral Crime, 

Acting it many ways. Nay had I power I fhould 
Pour the fweet Milk of Concord, into Hell, 
Uproar the univerfal peace, confound 

All unity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland! 

Mal. If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak: 
Tam as Ihave fpoken. : 

Macd.Fit to govern? No nor to live.O Nation miferable! 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloudy Sceptred, 
When fhalt thou fee thy wholefome days again ? 
Since that the trueft Ifue of thy Throne 
By his own Interdiction ftands accurft, 

And do’s blafpheme his breed? thy Royal Father 
Was a moft Sainted King : the Queen that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her Knees, than on her feet, 

Dy’d every day fheliv’d. Fare thee well, 

Thefe Evils thou repeat’ft upon thy felf; 

Hath banifht me from Scotland. O my Breaft, 

Thy hope ends here. 

Mal. Macduff, this Noble paflion 
Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul 
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Wip’d the black Scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 

To thy good truth, and honour. Devillih Macbeth 

By many of thefe trains, hath fought to win me ‘ 

Into his power : and modeft Wifdom plucks me 

From over-credulous hafte : but God above 

Deal between thee and me; For even now 

I put my felf to chy direction, and 

Unfpeak mine own detradtion. Here abjure 

The taints, and blames I laid upon my felf, 

For ftrangers to my Nature, I am yet 

Unknown to Women, never was forfwore, - 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 

At no time broke my Faith, would not betray 

The Devil to his Fellow, and delight 

No lefsin truth than life. My firft falfe (peaking 

Was this upon my felf, what lam truly 

Is thine, and my poor Countries to command : 

Whether indeed, before thy here approach, 

Old Seyward with ten choufand warlike men 

Already at a point, was fetting forth ? 

Now we'lltogether, and the chance of goodnefs 

Be like our warranted Quarrel. Why are you filent? 
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once 

"Tis hard to reconcile. 


Enter a Doctor. 


Mal, Well, more anon. Comes the King torth 
I pray you? 

Dott. I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Souls 
That flay his Cure: their malady convinces 
The great affay of Art. But at his touch, 
Such fanctity hath Heaven given his hand, 
They prefently amend. 

Mal. I thank you, Doctor. 

Macd. What’s the Difeafe he means ? 

Mal. *Tiscall’d the Evil, 
A moft miraculous work in this good King, 
Which often fince my here remain in England, 
Ihave feenhimdo: How he folicits Heaven, 


L Exit. 


‘Himfelf beft knows: but ftrangely vificed people, 


All fwoln and Ulcerous, pitiful to the Eye, 

The mere defpair of Surgery, he cures, 

Hanging a golden ftamp about their Necks, 

Put on with holy Prayers, and ’tis fpoken 

To the fucceeding Royalty he leaves 

The healing Benediction : with this ftrange virtue, 
He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy, 

And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne, 
That {peak him full of Grace. 


Enter Roffe. 


Macd. See, who comes here. 
eMalc. My Countreyman: but yet I know him not. 
eMacd, My ever gentle Coufin, welcome hither. 
eMalc. I know him now Good God betimes remove 
The means, the means that makes us {trangers. 
Roffe. Sit, Amen. 
eMacd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 
Roffe. Alas poor Countrey, 
Almoft afraid to know it felf. It cannot 
Be call’d our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing 
But who knows nothing is once feen to fmile: 
Where fighs and groans, and fhrieks that rent the air 
Are made, not mark’d : Where violent forrow feems 


| A Modern ecftafie : the Dead-man’s Knell, 


Is there {carce ask’d for who, and good men’s lives 
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 


| Dying, or e’re they ficken. 


eMacd. Oh relation; too nice, and yet too true. 
Malc. What’s the neweft grief ? 
Roffe. That of an hours age, doth hifs the fpeaker, 
Each minute teems a new one. 
eMacd, 
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cMacd. How does my Wife? 
Roffe. Why, well. 
Macd. And all my Children ? 
Roffe. Well too. 
eMacd. The Tyrant has not batter’d at their peace? 
Roffe. No, they were well at peace when I did leave ’em. 
eVacd, Be not-a niggard of your {peech: how go’s it? 
Roffe. When! came hither co tranfport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows, that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneft the rather, 
For that I faw the Tyrant’s Power a-foot, 
Now is the time of help: your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Souldiers, make our Women fight, 
To doff their dire diftreffes. 
eMalc. Be’t their comfort 
We are coming thither: Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thoufand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriftendom gives out. 
Roffe. Would | could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howl’d out in the defert air, 
Where hearing fhould not latch them. 
eMacd. What concern they, 
The general caufe, or is it a Fee gtief 
Due co fome fingle Breaft ? 
Roffe. No mind that’s honeft 
Buc in it fhares fome woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 
eMacd. If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Roffe. Let not your Ears defpife my tongue for ever, 
Which fhall poffefs them with the heavieft found 
That ever yet they heard. 
«Macd, Humh: I guefs at if. 
Roffe. Your Caftie is furpriz’d : your Wife, and Babes 
Savagely flaughter’d: torelate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Deer 
To add the Death of you. 
edale. Merciful Heaven : 
What man, ne’re pull your Hat upon your brows: 
Give forrow words; the grief that do’s not {peak, 
Whifpers the o’re-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My Children too? 
Roffe. Wife, Children, Servants,all that could be found. 
Macd. Aad! mult be trom thence? My Wife kill’d too? 
Roffe. Ihave faid. 
eMale. Be comforted. 
Let’s make us Med’cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. He hasno Children. All my pretty ones ? 
Did you fay All? O Hell Kite! All? 
What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damm 
At once fell fwoop ? 
eMalc. Difpute it like a man. 
Macd. I fhall do fo. 
But | muft alfo feel ic as a man; 
l cannot but remember fuch things wete 
That were moft precious tome: Did Heaven look on, 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macdaff, 
They were all ftrook for thee: Naught that lam, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine 
Fell flaughter on their Souls: Heaven reft them now. 
Mal, Be this the Whetftone of your Sword, let grief 
Convert to anger : blunt not the heart, enrage it, 
Macd. Ol could play the Woman with mine Eyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut fhort all intermiffion : Front to Front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felf 
Within my Swords length fet him, ifhe fcape, 
Heaven forgive him too. 
eal. This time goes manly: 
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready, 


Our Jack is nothing but our leave. «%/acbeth 

Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powers above 

Put on their Inftruments: Receive what cheer you may, 
The Night is long chat never finds the Day.  [Exeunt, 





Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Doctor of Phyfick, and a waiting 
Gentlewoman. 


éz. Have two Nights watch’d with you, but can per- 
ceive no truth in your report. When was it fhe 
laft walk’d ? 

Gent, Since his Majelty went into the Field, I have feen 
her rife from her Bed, throw her Night-Gown upon her, 
unlock her Clofet, take forth Paper, fold it, write upon’t, 


j fead it, afterwards Seal it, and again retorn to Bed ; yet 


all this while in a moft faft fleep. 

Dott, A great perturbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep and do the effects of watching. 
In this flumbry agitation, befides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what (at any time) bave you heard 
her fay? 

Gent. That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dott, You may to me, and ‘cis moft meet you fhould. 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one, having no witnefs 
to confirm my fpeech. Enter Lady with « Taper. 
Lo you, here fhe comes: This is her very guife, and up- 
on my life faftafleep; obferve her, ftand clofe. 

Dot. How came fhe by that light ? 

Gent, Why, it ftood by her: fhe has light by her con- 
tinually, "cis her command. 

Dof, You fee her Eyes are open. 

Gent. L but their fenfe are fhut. 

Dott. Whatis it fhe do’s now ? 

Look how fhe rubs her hands. 

Gent, t isan accuftom’d action with her, to feem thus 
wafhing her hands: | have known her continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lad. Yet here’s a {pot. 

‘Dott. Hark, the fpeaks, I will fet down what comes 
from her, to fatishe my remembrance the more ftrongly. 

La, Out damned fpot: out! fay. One: Two: Why 
then "tis time.todo’t: Hell is murky. Fie, my Lord, Fie, 
a Souldier, and afear’d ? what need we fear ? who knows 
it, when none can call our power to account: yet who 
would have thought the old man to have had fo much 
bloud in bim. 

Dott. Do you mark that 2 

Lad, The Thane of Fife, hada Wife: where is fhe now? 
What will thefe hands ne’re be clean? No more o’ tbat, 
my Lord, no moreo’ that: you marr all wich ftarting. 

Doct. Go to, go to: 

You have known what you fhould noe. 

Gent. She has fpoke what fhe fhould not, I am fure of 
that: Heaven knows what fhe has known. 

La. Here’s the fmell of bloud ftill: all the perfumes 
of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand. 

Oh, oh, oh. 

Dot. What a figh isthere? The heart is forely charg’d. 

Gent. 1 would not have fucha heart in my bofome, for 
dignity of the whole body. 

Doct, Well, well, well. 

Gent, Pray God it be, Sir. 

Doct. This Difeafe is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known thofe which have walkt in their fleep, who have 
died holily in their Beds, 

Lad. \Wath your hands, put on your Night-Gown, look 
not fo pale: I tell you yetagain, Barquo's buried ; he can- 
not come out on’s Grave. 

Doct. Even fo? 

Lady. To Bed, to Bed: there’s knocking at the ae : 

ome, 
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Come, come, come, come, give me your hand: What's 
done, cannot be undone, To bed, to bed, to bed. 
[Exit Lady. 
Dot. Will fhe go now to bed ? 
Gent. Directly. 
Dott. Foul whifperings are abroad: unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles: Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their fecrets: 
More needs fhe the Divine than the Phyfician : 
God, God forgive us all. Look after her, 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And ftill keep eyes upon her: So good night: 
My mind fhe has mated, and amaz’d my fight. 
} chink, but dare not fpeak. 


Gent. Good night, good Doctor. FExennt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Souldiers. 


Ment, The Englifh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges burn inthem: For their dear caufes 
Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Neat Birnam wood 
Shall we meet them, that way are they coming. 
Cath. Who knows if Donalbaine be with his Brother ? 
Lenox. For.certain, Sir, he isnot: I have a File 
Of all the Gentry; there is Seyward’s Son, 
And many unruff Youths, that even now 
Proteft their firt of Manhood. 
Ment. What do’s the Tyrant? 
Cath. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly fortifies, 
Some fay he’s mad: Others, that leffer hates him, 
Do call it valiant Fufy, but, for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diftemper’d caufe 
Witbin‘the belt of Rule. 
Ang, Now do’s he feel 
His fecret Murthers {ticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Revolts upraid his faith-breach : 
Thofe he commands move only in command, 
Nothing in love: Now does he feel his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe 
Upon a Dwarfifh Thief. 
Ment, Who then fhall blame 
His pefter’d Senfes to recoyl, and ftart, 
When all that is within him do’s condemn. 
It felf for being there. 
Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d: 
Meet we the Med’cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with him pour we in our Countries purge, 
Each drop of us. 
Lenox. Or fo much as it needs, 
To dew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds. 
Make we our March towards Zernam. 
[Exeunt Marching, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Macbeth, Dottour, and Attendants. 


Mac. Bring me no more Reports , let them fly all: 
Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunfinane, 
I cannot taint with fear, What’s the Boy, AZalcolme ? 
Was he notborn of Woman ? The Spirits that know 
All mortal Confequences, have pronounc’d me thus: 
Fear not, Macbeth, no man that’s born of woman 
Shall e’re have power upon thee, Then fly falfe Thenes, 
And mingle with the Exglifh Epicures, 
The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never fag with doubt, nor fhake with fear. 


Enter a Servant 


The Devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d Lown: 
Where gor’ft thou that Goofe-Look ? 

Ser. There is ten thoufand. 

Mach. Geefe, Villain ? 

Ser. Souldiers, Sir. 

Afacd. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou Lilly-liver’d Boy. Whiat Soaldiers, Pateh? 

Death of thy Soul, chofe linnen cheeks of thine 
Are Counfellours to fear. VVhat, Souldiers, Whay. face ? 

Ser, The Enghfh Force, fo pleafe you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence, Seyton, Lam fick at heart 
When I behold: Seyton, 1 fay, this pufh j 
Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now. 

I have liv’d long enough: My way of life 

Is faln into the Sear, the yellow leaf, 

And that which fhould acompany Old Age, 

As Honour, Love, Obedience, tcoops of Friends, 

I mult not look to have: But in their ftead, 

Curfes, not loud but deep, Mouth-honour breath, 
Which the poor heart would faindeny, and dare not. 
Seyton ? 


Enter Seyton. 


Sey. What’s your Gracious pleafure ? 

Macb. What news more ? 

Sey. Allis conficm’d, my Lord, which was reported. 

Alach. Pil fight, till from my bones my fiehh is hackt. 
Give me my Armour. 

Sey. ’Tis not needed yet. 

Macb, Vil put it on: 

Send out more horfes, skic the Country round, 
Hang thofe that ftand in fear. Give me mine Armour: 
How do’s your Patient, Doctor ? 
Dott. Not fo fick, my Lord, 
As fhe is troubled with thick-coming Fancies, 
That keepher from her reft. 

Macb, Cure her from that: i 

Canft thou not minifter to a mind difeas’d, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Rafe out the written troubles of the Brain, 
And with fome fweet oblivious Antidote, 
Cleanfe the {tuft bofome of that perillous ftuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Dott. Therein the Patient 
Muft minifter unto himfelf, 

Macb. Throw Phyfick to the Dogs, IPI none of it. 
Come, put my Armour on, give me my Stafie: 
Seyton, Send out: Doctor, the Thanes fly from me: 
Come, Sir, difpatch. If thou could’ft, Doctor, caft 
The water of my Land, find her difeafe, 

And purge it to a found and priftine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Echo, 
That fhould applaud again, Pull’t of, I fay, 
What Rubarb, Senna, or what Purgative Drug, 
Would fcour thefe Englfh hence: Hear’{t thou of them? 
Dot. 1, my good Lord : Your Royal preparation 
Makes us hear fomething. 

Macb. Bring it after me: 
I will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 
Till Birnam Foreft come to Dunfinane. 

Dott. Were I from Dunfinane away, and clear, 

Profit again fhould hardly draw me here. CExeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Dram and Colonrs. Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe, 
Seyward’s Son, Menteth, Cathnes, Angus, 
and Souldiers e Marching. 


Mal, Coulin, | hope the days are near at hand, 
That Chambers will be fafe. 


Ment. 
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eMenr. We doubt it nothing. 
Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? 
Ment. The Wood of Birnam, 

- Male. Let every Souldier hew him down a Bough, 
And bear’t before him, thereby fhall we fhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcovery 
Erre in report of us, 

Sonld. It fhall be done. 
Seyw. We learn no other, but the confident Tyrant, 
Keeps {till in Danfinane, and will endure 
Our fetting down befor’r. ` 
eMalc. ’Tis hismain hope: 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and lefs have given him the Revolt, 
And none ferve with him, but conftrained things, 
Whofe hearts are abfent too. 
eMacd, Let our belt Cenfures 
Before the true event, aud put we on 
[ndultrious Souldierfhip. 
Sey. The time approaches, 
That will with due decifion make us know 
What we fhall fay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts {peculative, their unfure hopes relate, 
But certain iffue, ftrokes muft arbitrate, 
Towards which, advance the War.  ([Exeuat marching, 


Scena Quinta. 
Enter Macbeth , Seyton , and Souldiers, with 


Drums and Colours. 


Mach. Hang out our Banners on the outward Walls, 
The Cry is ftill, they come: Our Caftles ftrength 
Will laugh a Siege to fcorn: Here let chem lie, 

Till Famine and the Ague cat them up: 

Were they not fore’d with thofe that fhould be ours, 

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 

And beat them backward home. What is that noife ? 
CA cry within of Women. 

Seye It is the cry of Women, my good Lord. 

Macb. I have almok forgot the talte of Fears : 
The time has been, my fentes would have cool’d 
To hear a Night-fhriek, and my Fell of hair 
Would at a difmal Treatife rouze, and ftir 
As life were in’c. Ihave fupt full with horrors, 
Direnefs familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once {tart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey, The Queen (my Lord) ts dead. 

Macb. She fhould have dy’d hereafter ; 

There would have been a time for fuch a word: 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creeps inthis petty pace from day to day, 

To the laft Syllable of Recorded time: 

And all our yefterdays have lighted Fools 
The way toftudy death. Out, out, brief Candle, 
Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 
That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 
And thenisheardnomore. Itisa tale 

Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Thou com Tt to nfe thy tongue: thy ftory quickly. 
eUef. My Gracious Lord, 
[ fhould report that which | fay I faw, 
But know not how to do’r. 
eMach. Well, fay, Sir. 
eAMtef. As did ftand my Watch upon the Hill, 
[ lock’d toward Birnam, and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 
Macb. Lyar, and Slave. 
Mef, Let me endure your wrath, if’t be not fo: 


Within this three mile you may fee it coming. 
I fay, a moving Grove. 
Mach If chou fpeak’ft falfe, 
Upan the next Tree fhalt thou hang alive 
Till Famine cling thee: If thy fpeech be footh, 
I care not if thou do’ft for me as much. 
| pullin Refolution, and begin 
To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, 
That lies like truth. Fear not, till Birxam Wood 
Do cometo Dunfinane, and now a Wood 
Comes toward Danfinane. Arm, atm, and out, 
If this which he avouches do’s appear, 
There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here, 
l’gin to be a weary of the Sun, 
And with th’ eftate o’ th’ World were now andone, 
Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 


At Ieaft we'll die with Harnefson our back. (Exem. 


Scena Sexta. 


Drums and Colonrs, 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe, and their Army, 
with Bouchs, 


Mal. Now near enough: 
Your Leavy Scrcens throw down, 
And fhew like thofe you are: You (worthy Uncle) 
Shall with my Coufin, your right Noble Son, 
Lead our firft Battel. Worthy Macduffe, and we 
Shall take upon’s what elfe remains to do 
According to our order. 
Seyw. Fare you well : 
Do we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. breath, 
Macd. Make all our Trumpets fpeak, give them all 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of bloud and death. [ Exeunt. 
[elarums continued. 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Macbeth. 


Macb. They have ty’d me toa ftake, I cannot fy, 
Buc Bear-like | muft fight the courfe. What’s be 
That was act born of Woman? Such a one 
Am | to fear, or none. 


Enter Young Seyward. 


Y. Sey. What is thy name ? 

Mach, Thow'lt be afraid ro hear it. 

T. Sey. No: though thou call’ft thy felf a hotter name 
Than any is in Hell. 

Mach. My name’s Afacheth. 

T. Sey. The Devil himfelf could not pronounce a Title 
More hateful to mine Ear. 

eifach. No: nor more fearful. 

T. Sey. Thou lieft thou abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword 
ll prove the lye thou fpeak’ ft. 

Fight, and young Scywatd's fain. 

Aach. Thou watt born of Woman ; 
Bot Swords [ fmile at, Weapons laugh to fcorp, 
Brandith’d by man that’s of a Woman born. 


[ Exc. 


Alarums. Enter Macduffe. 

Macd. That way the noifeis: Tyrant, hew thy face, 
If thou beeft lain, and with no ftroke of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftil : 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Xernes, whofe arms 
Are hir’d to bear their Staves; either chou, eAfacherb, 
Or elfe my Sword with an unbattered edge po 


| fheath again undeeded. There thou fhould’ft be 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 
Seems brvited. Let me find him Fortune, 


And more I beg not. [ Exit. Alarums, 


Enter Malcolme and Sey ward. 


Seyw. This way, my Lord, the Caftles gently rendred : 
The Tyrants people, on both fides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do bravely in the War, 
The day almoft it felf profefles yours, 
And little is to do. 

Malc. We have met with Foes 
That ftrike befide us. 

Scyw. Enter, Sir, the Caftle Alarm. 


CExennt. 
Enter Macbeth. 


Mac. Why Mould I play the Roman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword ? whiles I fee lives, the gathes 
Do better upon them. 


Enter Macduffe. 


Macd. Turn Hell-hound, turn. 

Macb. Of all men elfe 1 have avoided thee : 
But get the back, my Soul is too much charg’d 
With bloud of thine already. 

Macd. | have no words, 

My Voice is in my Sword. thou bloudier Villain 
Than terms can give thee out. [Feght. Alarnm. 
Macb. Thou lofeft labour, 
As eafie may’{t thou the intrenchant Air 
With thy keen Sword imprefs, as make me bleed : 
Let fall chy blade on vulnerable Crefts, 
I beara charmed life, which muft not yield 
To one of Woman born. 
Macd. Defpair thy Charm, 
And let the Angel whom thon ftill haft ferv’d 
Tell thee, Atacduffe was from his Mothers Womb 
Untimely ripr, 

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me fo 
For it hath Cow’d my better part ofman : 

And be thefe Jugting Fiends no more believ’d, 
That palter with usin a double fenfe, 

That keep the word of promife to our Ear, 

And break it to our hope. Pll not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yield thee Coward, 

And live to be the fhew, and gaze o’ th’ time. 
We'll have thee, as our Rarer Montters are 
Painted upona Pole, and under-writ, 

Here may you fee the Tyrant. 

Macb. Iwill not yield 
To kifs the ground before young Malcolms feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles Curfe, 
Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou oppos’d, being of no Woman born, 
Yet I will try che laft. Before my Body, 
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I throw my Warlike Shield : Lay on Macduff, 
And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold, enough. 


LExeunt fighting. Alarums. 
Enter fi bting, and Macbeth flain. 


Retreat and Flourt{h. Enter with Drum and Calonrs. 
Malcolme, Seyward, Roffe, Thanes, and Souldiers. 


Mal, 1 would the Friends we mifs, were fafe arriv'd. 
Sey. Some mult go off: and yet by thefe | fee, 
So greata day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mal. Macduffe is mifling, and your noble Son. 
Roff. Your Son, my Lord, ha’s paid a Souldiers Debt, 
He only liv’d but till he was a man, 
The which no fooner had his prowefs confirm’d 
In the uofhrinking ftation where he fought, 
But like aman he dy’d 
Sey. Then he is dead ? 
Roffe. 1, ard brought off the Field : your caufe of forrow 
Muft not be meafur’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Sey. Had he his hurts before. 
Roff. 1, on the Front. 
Sey. Why then, Gods Souldier be he : 
Mad 1 as many Sons as J have hairs, 
I would not wifh them to a fairer death: 


‘And fo his Knell is knoll’d, 


eMal, He’s worth more forrow, 
And that Pl fpend for him. 
Sey. He’s worth no more, 
‘T’bey fay he parted well, and paid his {Core, 
And foGod be with him. Here comes newer comfort. 


Enter Macduffe, with Macbeths Head, 


Macd, Hail, King, for fo thon art. 
Behold where ftands 
Th’ Ufurpers Curfed Head; the time is free: 
l fee thee compaft with thy Kingdoms Pear], 
That fpeak my falutation in their minds : 
Whole Voices I defire aloud with mine. 
Hail King of Scotland. 
cll. Hail, King of Scotland. CFlourifh. 
Mal. We fhall not {pend a large expence of time, 
Before you reckon with your feveral loves, 
And make us even with you. My Zhanes and-Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland 
in fuch an honour nam?d : What’s more todo 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruel Minifters 
Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queen; 
Who (as ’tis thought) by felf and violent hands, 
Took off her life, This, and what needful elfe 
That calls upon us, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will perform in meafure, time and place : 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite, to fee us Crown’d at Scone. 
[Floursfh,  Exennt omnes. 
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eAétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Barnardo and Francifco, two Centinels. 


Ho’s there ? 

Fran, Nay anfwer me: Stand 
and unfold your felf. 

Bar. Long live the King. 


Bar. 





Fran, Barnardo. 

Bare He. 

Fran, Youcome moft chearfully upon your hour. 

Bar. ’Tis now ftruck twelve, get thee to Bed, Francifco. 

Fran. For this relief much thanks: "tis bitter cold, 
And I am fick at heart. 

Bar. Have you had quiet Guard. 

Fran. Not a Moufe ftirring. 

Bar. Well, good Night, If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make haft, 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Fran. Uthink I hear them. Stand, who's there ? 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And Liege-men to the Dane. 
Fran, Give you good Night. 
Mar, O farewel,honeft Souldicr, who hath reliev’d you? 
Fran. Barnardohas my place: give you good Night. 
L Exst Francifco. 
eMar. Bolla, Barnardo. 
Bar. Say, what ls Horatio there ? 
Hor. A piece of him. 
Bar. Welcome, Horatio, welcome, good efarcellus, 
Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again to Night. 
Bar. I have feen nothing. 
Mar. Horatio fays, "tis but our phantafie, 
And will not let belief take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feen of us, 
Therefore I have intreated bím along 
With us, to watch the minutes of this Night, 
That if again chis Apparition come, 
He may approve our Eyes, and fpeak to it 
Hor, Tufh, tufh, "twill not appear. 
Bar. Sit down a while, 
And let us once again affail your Ears, 
That are fo fortified againft our ftory, 
What we two Nights have feen. 


Hor. Well, fit we down, 
And let us hear Barnardo {peak of this. 

Bar. Laft night of all, 
When yon fame Star, that’s weftward from the Pole 
Had made his courfe t’illume that part of Heaven, 
Where now it burns, «Aarcelws and my felf, 
The Bell chen beating one. 

eMar, Peace, break thee off : 


Enter the Ghoft: 


Look where it comes again. 
Bar. Inthe fame figure like the King that’s dead. 
«Mar. Thou art aScholar, fpeak to it, Herario. 
Bar. Looks it not like the King? Mark it, Horatio. 
Hor. Moft like: It harrows me with fear and wonder. 
Bar. It would be fpoke to. 
Mar, Queftion it, Horatio. 
Hor, What art thou that ufurp’ft this time of Night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the Majefty of buried Denmark, 
Did fometimes march: By Heaven! charge thee fpeak. 
eMar. It is offended. 
Bar. See, it ftalks away. 
Flor. Stay: fpeak; fpeak: Icharge thee, fpeak. 
[Exit Ghoft. 
Mar. "Tis gone, and will not anfwer. 
Bar. How now,Hoerario? You tremble and look pale: 
Is not this fomething more than fantafie ? 
What think you on’ ? 
For. Before my God I might not this believe 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine own Eyes. 
Mar. Isit not like the King. 
Hor, As thou art to thy felf, 
Such was the Armonr he had on, 
When th’ambitious Norway combated : 
So frown’d he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmote the fledded Poleaxe on the Ice. 
Tis ftrange. 
Mar. Thus ’twice before, and juft at this fame hoor, 
With Martial ftalk, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I Know not: 
Bur inthe grofs and fcope of my opinion, rs 
is 
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This boads fome [trange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me be that knows 
Why this fame ftri& and moft obfervant watch, 
So nightly toils the fubjećt of the Land, 
And why fuch daily caft of Brazen Cannon 
And foreign Mart for Imptemeats of War : 
Why fuch imprefle of Shipwrights, whofe fore Task 
Dos’t not divide the Sunday from the week, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 
Doth make the night joyaot-labourer with the day : 
Who is’c chat caninforme me? 

Hor. That cao J, 
At leaft che whifper goes fo, Our laft King, 
Whofe Image even but now appear’d to us, 
Was (as you know ) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
( Thereto prick’d on by a moft emulate pride ) 
Dar’d to the combate. In which, our valiant Hamler, 
( For fo this fide of our known world efteem’d him ) 
Did flay this Fortinbras : who by a feal’d Compact, 
Well ratified by Law, and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit ( with his life) all thofe his Lands 
Which he ftood feiz’d on, to the Conqueror : 
Againft the which, a Moity competent 
Was gaged by our King: which had return’d 
[othe Inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he bin Vanquifher, as by the fame Cov’nant 
And carriage of the Article defign’d, , 
His tell to Hamlet Now fir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle, hot and full, 
Hach inthe skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark’d up a Lift of Landlefs Refolutes, 
For food and Dyet, to fome enter prize 
That hath a ftomach in’t: which is no other 
( And it doth well appear unco our State ) 
But to recover of us by {trong hand 
And terms compulfative, thofe forefaid Lands 
So by his father loft: and this (I take it ) 
Isthe main motive of our Preparations, 
-| The fource of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this poft hafte, and Romage in the Land. 


Enter Gholt again, 


But foft, behold : Lo, where it comes again : 

Ile crofs it, though it blaft me. Stay, Illufion: 

If chou haft any found, or ufe of voice, 

Speak to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do eafe,and grace to me ; fpeak to me. 

[fchou art privy co thy Countries Fate 

( Which happily foreknowing may avoid ) Oh f{peak. 

Or, ifthou haft uphorded in thy life 

Extorted Treafure in che womb of Earth, 

( For which, they fay, you fpirits oft walk in death ) 

Speak of it, Stay, and fpeak. Stop it, Adarcellws. 
Mar, Shall | {trike at it wich my Partizan ? 
Aor. Do if it will not ftand. 

Barn. ‘Tis here, 
Alor, ’Tis here. 
Mar. Tis gone. 

We do it wrong, being fo Majeftical 

To offer it the fħew of Violence, 

For it is as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows, malicious mockery. 
Barn. It was about to fpeak, when the Cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 

Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard, 

The Cock that is che Trumpet to the day, 

Doth with his lofty and fhrill-founding throat 

Awake the God of Day: and at his warning, 

Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 

Th’extravagant and erring fpirit hyes 

To his Confine. And of the truth herein, 

This prefent Object made probation. 

Adar. \t faded on the crowing of the Cock. 


{ Exit Ghoft. 


Some fayes, that ever ’gainft that feafon comes 
Wherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated, 

The Bird of Dawning fingethall night long : 
And (they fay ) no ipirit can walk abroad, 
The nights are wholfome, then no Planets itrike, 
No Fairy talks, no Witch hath power to charn , 
So hallow’d, and fo gracious is the time. 

Hor. So have | heard, and do in part believe it, 
But look, the Morn in Ruffet Mantle clad, 
Walks o’re the Dew of yon high Eaftern hill, 
Break we our V Vatchup,and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have feen to night 
Unto young Hamles. For upon my life, 

This fpirit dumb to us, will fpeak to him: 
Do you confent we fhall acquaiot him with it, 


) As needful in our Loves, ficting our duty ? 


Mar, Let’s do’t,[ pray, and I this morning know 
VVbere we fhall find him moft conveniently. ——[ Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Clandius, King of Denmark, Gertrude the 
Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, and his S:. 
fter Ophelia, Lords, Attendants, 


King. Though yet of Hamlet onr dear Brothers death, 
The Memory be green : and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe - 
Yet fo far hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wifeft forrow think oa him, 
Together with remembrance of our felves. 
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th’ Imperial Joyatrefle of this warlike State, 
Have we, as’cwere, with a defeated joy, 
VVith one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye, 
VVith mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in Marriage, 
In equal Scale weighing delight and Dole 
Taken co wife; nor have we herein barr’d 
Your better wifdoms, which have freely gore 
V Vith this affair along, for all our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak fuppofal of our worth; 
Or thinking by our late dear Brothers death, 
Our State to be disjoynt, and out of Frame, 
Colleagued wich the dream of his Advantage , 
He hath not fail’d to pefter us with Meflage, 
Importing the furrender of thofe lands 
Loft by bis Father, with all Bonds of Law 
To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him. 


Enter Voltimand and Cornelius. 


: Now for our felf, and for this time of meeting : 
i Thus much the bufinefs is. VVe have here writ 
| To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 


VVho impotent and bedrid, fcarcely hears 
Of this his Nephews purpofe, to fupprefs 
His further gate herein. In that he levies, 
The Lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubject: and we here difpatch 
Yon, good Cornelis, and you Voltimand, 
For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giving to you no further perfonal power 
To bufinefs with the King, more than the fcope 
Of thefe dilated Articles allow: 
Farewell,and let your hafte commend your duty. 
Vole. In that, and all things, will we fhew our duty. 
King. VVe doubt in nothing, heartily farewell. 
— ÇExennt Voltimand and Cornelius 
And now Laertes, what's the news with you ? 


| You told us of fome fuit. VVhat ist, Laertes, 


Yon cannot fpeak of Reafonto the Dane, ae 
n 
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And lofe your voice. What wouldft thou beg, Laertes,| Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin, and our Son. 


That fhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 

The head is not more native to the heart, 

The hand more inftrumental to the movth, 

Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy father, 

What wouldft thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. Dread my Lord, 

Your leave and favour to retorn to France: 

From whence, though willingly | came to Denmark, 

To thew my duty in your Coronation, 

Yet now | muft confefs, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wifhes bend again towards France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
Kinz, Have you your Fathers leave ? 

What fays Polonius ? 

Pol. He hath, my Lord : 

I do befeech you give him leave to go. _ 
King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine, 

And thy beft graces {pend it at thy will: 

Bue now, my Coufin Hamler, and my Son? 
Ham, A little more than kin, and lefs then kind. 
King. How is it that the Clouds {till hang on you ? 
Ham. Not fo, my Lord, I am too much t’th’ Sun, 
Queen. Good Hamlet calt thy nightly colour off, 

And tet thine eye look like a Friend on Denmark, 

Do not for ever with thy veiled lids 

Seek for chy Noble Father in the duft 5 

Thou know’ft ’tiscommon, all that live muft dye, 

Pafling through Nature to Eternity. 

Ham, 1, Madam, itis common. 
Queen If it be; 
Why fcems it fo particular with thee ? 


Ham. Seems, Madam? Nay, itis: I know not Seems : 


Tis not alone my Inky Cloak (good Mother ) 

Nor Cuftomary fuits of folemn Black, 

Nor windy fufpiration of fore’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitful River im the Eye, 

Nor the dejected haviour of the Vifage, 

Together with all Forms, Moods, thews of Grief, 

That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seem, 

For they are actions that a man might play : 

But I have that within, which paffech fhow : 

Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe. 
King. Tis fweet and commendable 

In your Nature, Hamlet, 

To give thefe mourning duties to your Father : 

But you mult know, your Father loft a Father, 

The Father loft, loft his, and the furviver bound 

in filial Obligation, far fome term 

To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfevere 

in obftinate condolement, isa courfe 

Of impious ftubboronefs. °Tis unmanly grlef, 

It fhews a will molt incorrect to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 

An Underftanding fimple, and unfchool’d: 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fence; 

Why fhould we in our peevifh Oppofition 

Take itto heart? Fie, *tisa fauleto Heaven, 

A fault again{t the Dead, a faule to Nature, 

To Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theam 

Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cry’d, 

From the firft Coarfe, till he that dyed to day, 

This muft be fo. We pray you throw to earth 

This unprevailing woe, and thiok of us, 

Asof a Facher: For let the world take note, 

You are the moft immediate to our Throne, 

Aad with no lefs Nobility of Love, | 

Tnao chat which deareft Father bears his Son, 

Do | impart towards you. For your intent 

in going back to School in Wottenberg, 

it is moft retrograde ro our defire: 

And we befeech you, bend you to remain 

Herein the checr and comfort of our Eye, 


Re-fpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. 


Queen, Let not thy Brother lofe her Prayers, Hamlet : 
[ prichee ftay with us, -8o not to Wistenberg, 
Ham, \ fhall inall my beft 
Obey you, Madam. 
King. Why ’tis a loving, and a fair Reply, 
Be as our felf in Denmark, Madam, come, 
This gentle and unfore’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits {miling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocund Health that Denmark, drinks co day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clouds fhall cell, 
And the Kings Rouce, the Heaven hhall bruit again, 
LExennt. 


Manet Hamlet. 


Flam. O that this too too folid Flefh would melt, 
Thaw, and refolve it felf into a Dew: 
Or that the Everlafting had not fixt 
His Cannon ’gaioft felf langhter. O God, O God ? 
How weary, ftale, fldc, and unprofitable 
Seems to me all the ules of this World ? 
Fieon’t! Ofie! ’tis an unweeded Garden 
That grows to Seed: thingsrank, and grofs in Natore 
Poflefs ic meerly. That it fhould come to this: 
But two Months dead: Nay, not fo much; nottwo, 
So excellent a King, that was to this 
fLyperion toa Satyr: foloving to my Mother, 
That he might not between the winds of Heaven 
Vifit her face tooroughly. Heaven and Earth 
Muft I remember : why fhe would hang on him, 
Asif increafe of Appetite had grown 
By what it fed on; and yet within a Month? 


| Let me not think on’t : Frailiy, thy name is woman : 


A little Month, or e’re thofe fhooes were old, 

With which fhe followed my poor Fathers Body, 

Like Niobe, all tears. Why fhe, even fhe, 

(O Heaven! A Beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer) married with mine Uncle, 
My Fathers Brother : ‘bat no more like my Father, 

Than | to Hercales, Withina Month? 

E’re yet the falt of moft unrighteous tears 

Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes, 


She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 


With fuch dexterity to inceftuous fheets : 
It isnot, nor it canmot come to good. 
But break, my heart,for 1 muft hold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcellus, 


Hor. Hail to your Lordhip. 
Ham. I am glad to fee you well, 
Horatio, or 1 do forget my felf. 
Hor. The fame, my Lord, 
And your poor fervant ever, 
Ham, Sir, my good friend, 
PII change that name with you: 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 
Marcellus. 
Mar. My good Lord. 
Ham. Iam very glad to fee you: good even, fir. 
Bur, in faith, fee you from IWittenbere. 
Hor. A Truaut difpofition, good my Lord. 
Ham, | would have your Enemy fay fo ; 
Nor fhall you do mine ear that violence, 
To take it crufter of your own report 
Againft your felf. I know you are no Truant : 
But what ts your affair in Elfezoore ? 
We’ll teach you to drink deep e’re you depart. 
Hor. My Lord, I came to fee your Father’s Foneral. 


Ham. Upcithee do not mock me (fellow Stadcat) 
[ think it was to fee my Morhers Wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it followeth hard apon. 
Ham, Thrift, thrift, “= s the Foneral bak’d Mears 
F 


Did 
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Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would I had met my deareft Foe in Heaven, 
E’re l had ever feen that day Horatio. 
My Father, methinks 1 fee my Father, 
Hor. O where, my Lord ? 
Ham. In my minds eye (Horatio) 
Hor, \faw him once, he wasa goodly King. 
Flam. He wasa man, take him for all in all ; 
I fhould not look upon his like again. 
Hor. My Lord, I think I faw him yefternight. 
Ham. Saw? Who? 
Hor. My Lord, the King your Father. 
Ham, The King my Father ! 
Hor, Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive Ear; till I may deliver 
Upon.the witnefs of thefe Gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 
. Ham. For Heavens love, let me hear. 
Hor, Two nights together, had thefe Gentlemen 
(Marcellus and Barnardo) on their Watch 
In the dead wafte and middle of the night 
Been thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Armd at all points exactly, Cap a Pe, 
Appears before them, and with folemn March 
Goes flow and ftately : By them thrice he walk’d, 
By their oppreft and fear-furprized Eyes, 
Within his TruncheonsJength; whilft they be ftill’d 
Almoft to Jelly with the Act of fear, 
Stand dumb and fpeak notto him. This to me 
In dreadful fecrecy impart they did, 
And } with them the third night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had deliver’d both in time, 
Form of the thing ; each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes, 1 knew your Father : 
Thefe hands are not more like. 
Ham, But where was this ? 
Mar. My Lord, upon the platform where we watcht. 
fam, Did you not fpeak to it ? 
Hor. My Lord, I did ; 
But anfwer made it none: yet once methought 
[t lifted up its head, and did-addrefs 
It felf to motion, like as it would fpeak : 
But even then, the Morning Cock crew loud ; 
And at the found it fhrunk in hafte away, 
And vanilht from our fight. 
Ham, ’Tis very ftrange. 
Hor. Asi dolive, my honourable Lord, ’tis trne ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 
Ham, Indeed, ‘indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the Watch to night? 
Beth, Wedo, my Lord ? 
fam, Arm’d, fay you? 
Both. Arm’d, my Lord. 
Ham, From top to tode ? 
Both. My Lord, from head to foot. 
Flam, Then faw you not his face ? : 
Hor.. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up. 
Fam. What, lookt he frowningly ? 
Hor, Acountenance more in forrow than in anger. 
Ham, Pale, orred? 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham. And fixt his Eyes upon you ? 
Alor, Moft conflantly. 
Ham. 1 would Fhad been there. 
Hor. it would have much amaz’d you. 
Ham, Very like, verylike: ftaiditlong? (dred. 
Flor, While one with moderate hafte might: tell a hun- 
ell. Longer, longer. 
Hor. Not when | four t. 
Ham. His Beard was grifly ? 
Hor, lt was, Ihave feen it in his life, 
A Sable Silver’d, 
Ham, Pll watch to night; perchance twill walk again. 


Hor, | warrant you it will. 

Ham, \f it aflume my noble Fathers perfon, 
llI fpeak to it, though Hell it felf hould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto concealed this fight 5 
Let it be treble in your filence ftill : 

And whatfoever elfe fhall hap to night, 

Give it an underftanding but no tongue ; 

I will require your loves; fo, fare ye well: . 
Upon the Platform ’twixt eleven and twelve, 
PII vilit you. 

All, Qur duty to your Honour. 

Ham, Your love, as mine to you: farewel, 
My Fathers fpiritin Arms! All is not well : 

I doubt fome foul play : would the night were come; 
Till then fit ftill,my Soul; foul deeds will rife, 
Though all the Eartho’rewhelm them to mens Eyes. (Exit. 


CExexnt. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Lacrtes and Ophelia. 


Laer, My neceflaries are imbark’d, farewel: 
And Sifter, as the Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy is afliftant; donot fleep, 
But let me hear from you. 
 Ophe. Do you doubt that ? 
Laer, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, 
Hold it a fafhion and a toy in Bloud ; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature ; 
Forward, not permanent ; fweet, not lafting 
The fuppliance of a minute; No more. 
Ophe, No more but fo. 
Laer, Think it no more: 
For nature crefcent does not grow alone, 
In thews and Bulk: hutas his Temple waxes, 
The inward fervice of the miad and foul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no foil nor cautel doth befmerch 
The vertue of his fear: but you muft fear 
His greatnefs weigh’d, his willis not his own: 
For he himfelf is fubject to his Birth: 
He may not, as unvalued perfons do, 
Carve'for himfelf; for, on his choice depends 
The fanctity and health of the whole State. 
And therefore mult his choice be circum({crib’d 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 
Whereof he isthe head. Then if he fays he loves you, 
It fits your wifdom fo far to believe it ; 
As he in his peculiar Sect and force: 
May give his faying deed: which is no further, 
Than the main Voice of Denmark, goes withal. 
Then weigh that lofs your honour may fuftain, 
If with too credent Ear you lift his Songs ; 
Or loofe your heart ; or your chafte treafure open 
To his unmaftered importunity. 
Fear it, Opbelsa, fear it,my dear Sifter, 
And keep within the rear of your affection ; 7 
Out of the fhot and danger of defire. 
The charieft maid is prodigal enough, 
If fhe unmask her beauty tothe Moon : 
Vertue it felf fcapes not calumnious ftrokes, 
The Canker galls the infant of the fpring 
Too oft before the Buttons be difclos’d, 
And in the morn and liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 
Be wary then, beft fafety lies in fear; 
Youth to it felf rebels, though none elfe near. 
Ophe. I fhalt th’ effect of this good Leflon keep, 
As Watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother, 
Do not as fome ungracious Paftors do, 
Shéw me the fteepand thorny way to Heaven 3 
Whilft like a puft and recklefs Libertine t: 
Himfelf, 
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Himfelf, the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
And reaks not his own read. 
Laer. Oh, fear me not. 


Enter Polonius. 


I flay too long , but here my Eather comes : 
A double bleffing isa double grace ; 
Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave, 
Polon. Yet here, Laertes? Aboard, aboard for fhame, 
The wind fits in the fhoulder of your fail, 
And you are ftaid for there : my blefling with you : 
And thefe few Precepts in thy memory, 
See chou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his Act: 
Be thou familiar ; but by no means vulgar : 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption try’d, 
Grapple them to thy Soul, with hoops of fteel : 
Buc do not dull thy palm, with entertainment 
Of each unhatch’d, unfledg’d Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but being iu 
Bear’t that ch’oppofed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear; but few chy voice : 
Take each mans cenfure: butreferve thy judgment : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy ; 
But not expreft in fancy ; rich, not gaudy: 
Forthe apparel oft proclaims the man. 
And they in France of the beft rank and ftation, 
Are of a molt felect and generous cheff in that, 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be: 
For Loan oft lofes both it felf and friend : 
A borrowing dulls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all ; tochine own {elf be true: 
And it muf follow, as the night the Day, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 
Farewel-: my blefling feafon this in thee. 
Laer. Moft humbly do | take my leave, my Lord. 
Polon, The time invites you, go, your fervants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have faid to you. 
Ophe. ’Tisin my memory lockt, 
And you yout felf fhall keep the key ofit. 
Laer. Farewell. ` i 
Polon. What is't Ophelia, he faid to you ? 


Ophe.So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 


Polon. Marry, well bethought : 
"Tis cold ime he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you your felf 
Have of your audience been moft free and bounteous, 
lf it be fo, as fo it is,put on me ; 
And that in way of caution: I muft tell yon, 
You do not underftand your felf fo clearly, 
As it behooves my Daughter, and your honour. 
What is between yon, give me upthe truth ? 
Ophe. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. . 
Polon. Affection, puh. You fpeak like a green Girle, 
Unfifted in fuch perillons circumftance, 
Do you believe his tenders as you call them ? 
Ophe. 1 do not know, my Lord, what! fhould think. 
Pol. Marry tle teach you ; chink your felf a Baby, 
That you have tane his tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ftatling. Tender your felf more dearly ; 
Or not to crack the wind of the poor phrafe, 
Roaming itthus, you'll render mea fool. 
Ophe. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love, 
In honourable fathion. 
Polon. I, fafhion you may call it, goto, goto. 
Ophe. And hath given countenance to his {pecch, 
My Lord, with all the vows of heaven. 
Polon. |, Springs to catch V Voodcocks. Ido know 
When the bloud burns, how prodigal the Soul 
Gives the tongue vows : thele blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat; extinct in both, 


[ Exit Laer, 
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Even intheir promife, asic is a making ; 
You mull not cake for fire. For this time, Daughter, 
Be fomewhat {canter of your Maiden prefence, 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 
Than acommand to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe fo much ia him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you, In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers, 
Not of the eye, which their inveftments thew : 
But meer implorators of unholy Suits, 
Breathing like fanctified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all: 
| would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo flander any moment leifure, 
As to give words or talk withthe Lord Hamlet : 
Look to’t, I charge you; come your way. 
Opbe. 1 fhall obey my Lord, [ Exennt. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellus. 


Ham, The air bites fhrew’dly: itis very cold ? 
flor. it isa nipping and eager air. 
Ham, What bour now? 
Hor. | think it lacks of twelve. 
Mar. No, it ha’s ftruck. ( feafon, 
Hor. Indeed | heard it not: then it draws near che 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk. 
What do’s this mean, my Lord ? 
Flam, The King doth wake to night,and takes his roafe, 
Keeps waffels, and the fwaggering up/pring reels, 
And as he drains his draughts of Rhenifh down, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumphof his pledge. 
For, Isit a cutom? 
Ham, I marry is’t : 
And to my mind, though I am native here, 
And tothe manner born: Itisacafttom 
More honour’d io the breach, than the obfervance. 


Entw Gholt. 


‘Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us: 
Be thoua Spirit of healch, or Goblin damn’d, 
Bring with chee airs from heaven, or blafts from hell, 
Be thy events wicked or charitable, 

Thou com’ft in fuch a queftionable fhape, 
That} will {peak cochee. Vle call chee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: Oh, oh, anfwer me, 
Let me not burft in ignorance: but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones hea ted in death, 
Have burft their Cearments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we faw thee quietly Jnurn’d, 
Hath op’d his ponderous and Marble jaws, 
To caft thee up again? What may chis mean? 
That thou dead Coarfe again in compleat ftecl, 
Revifie'h thus the glimptes of the Moon, 
Makiog night hideous ? and we fools of Nature, 
So horridly to fhake our difpofition, 
Wich thoughts beyond thee , reaches of our Souls, 
Say, why is this, wherefore ?. what fhould we do? 

C Ghoft beckens Hamlet. 

For. \t beckens you to go away with it, 

As ifitfome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

ear, Look with what courteous action 
a wafts you to a morc removed ground : 

But do not go with it. 

Hor, No, by no means, 

Ham. Ic willnot fpeak : then will I follow it. 

Aer. Do not, my Lord. 

Ham, Why, what flould be the fear ? 

I do not fet my life at a Pins a ? 
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And for my Sou! what can it do to that ? 
Being a thing immortal as it felf: 
It waves me forth again; Vle follow it. 
Hor. What ìf it tempt you toward the Floud,my Lord ? 
Or to the dreadful Sonnet of the Cliff, 
That beetles o’re his bafe into the Sea, 
And there affumes fome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your Soveraignty of Reafon, 
And draw you into madnefs ? think of it. 
Ham. \t wafts me ftill: goon, I'le follow thee. 
Mar. You fhail not go, my Lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be rul’d, you fhall not go. 
Ham, My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Attire in his body, 
| As hardy as che Nemean Lions Nerve: 
| Scillam [ call’d ? Unhand me,Gentlemen - 
By heav’n, P'le make a Ghoft of him that letts me: 
I fay away, go on, lle follow thee. 
[Exeunt Ghoft, and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let’s follow ; ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after, to whatiflue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten inthe State of Denmark. 
‘Hor, Heaven will direct it. 
Mar. Nay, let’s follow him. { Exeunt. 
Enter Ghoft and Hamlet. 


Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? fpeak;, Ile go no 
Ghoff, Mark me. Ham. I will. ( further. 
Ghoft. My hour is almoft come, 
When | to fulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Moft render up my felf. 
Ham, Alas poor Ghoft. á 
Ghoft. Pitty me not, bnt lend thy ferious bearing 
To what | fall unfold. 
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Ghof?. So art thou to revenge, when thou fhalt hear, 
Ham, What ? 
Ghoft. 1am thy fathers {pirit, 
Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night, 
And for the day confin’d to faft in fires, 
Till the foul crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg’d away: Butthat 1 am forbid 
Totell the fecrets of my Prifon houfe ; 
l could a Tale unfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow up thy foul, freez thy young bloud, 
Make thy two eyes like Stars, ftart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to parr, 
And each particular hair to ftand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porpentine : 
But this eternal blazon muft not be 
To ears of flefh and bloud ; lift Hamlet, oh lift, 
Lf thou didft ever thy dear father love. 
Flam. Oh heaven ! i 
Ghoft. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Murther. 
Ham, Murther ? 
Ghojt, Murther moft foul, as in the beft it is; 
Bat this moft foul, ftrange,and unnatural. 
Ham. Hatfte, hafte me to know it, 
That | with wings as {wift 
As Meditation, or the thoughts of Love 
May fweep to my Revenge. 
Ghoff. 1 find thee apt, 
And duller fhould’ft thou be than the fat weed 
That rots it felfin eafe on Lethe Wharf, 
Would’ft thon not ftir inthis. Now,Afamler, bear : 
It’s given out, that fleeping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ftang me: fothe whole ear of ‘Denmark, 
Is by a forged procefsof my death 
Rankly abus’d : But know, thou noble youth, 
The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life, 
| Now wears his Crown. 


Ham, O my Prophetick Soul: mine Uncle? 
Ghoff. 1, that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft 

With witchcraft of his wits, and traiterous gifts 

(Oh wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 

So tofeduce )! won to his fhameful luft 

The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queen: 

Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there, 

From me, whofe love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 

I made to her in Marriage; and to decline 

Upon a Wretch, whofe natural gifts were poor 

To thofe of mine. But vertue, as it never will be moved 

Though Lewdnefs court it in a fhape of heaven: . 

So lult, though to a radiant Angel link’d, 

Will feat it telf in a Celeftial bed, and prey in Garbage. 

But foft, methinks | {cent the mornings Air : P 

Brief ler me be: fleeping within mine Orchard 

My cuftom always in the afternoon ; 

Upon my fecure hour thy Uncle ftole 

With juyce of curfed Hebenon ina Viol, 

And in the Porches of mine ears did pour 

The leprous Diftilment ; whofe effect 

Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of man, 

That fwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 

The natural Gates and Allies of the body ; 

And with a {udden vigour it doth poffet 

And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milk, 

The thin and wholfom blond: {0 did it mine 

And a moft inftant Tetter bak’`d about, 

Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft, 

All my fmooth body. 

Thus was |, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, 

Of Life, of Crown, and Queen at once difpatcht : 

Cut off even in the blofloms of my Sin, 

Unhouzzled, difappointed, unnaneld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head, 

Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moft horrible! 

If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not ; 

Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark be 

A Couch for Luxury and damned {nceft, 

Buc howfoever thou purfueft this Act, 

Taint not thy mind; nor let thy Soul contrive 

Againft thy Mother ought; leave her to heaven, 

And to thofe thorns that in her bofom lodge, 

To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at once, 

The Glow-worm fhews the Matine tobe near, 

And ’gins to pale his uneffectual Fire : 

Adieu, adieu, Hamlet : remember me. [ Exit. 
Ham. Oh allyou hoft of heaven! Oh Earth ; what elfe ? 

And fhall I couple hell ? Oh fie : hold my heart ; 

And you my finews, grow not inftant Old ; 

But bear me ftiffly up: remember thee ? 

[, thou poor Ghoft, while memory holds a feat 

In this diftraéted Globe : Remember thee? 

Yea, from the table of my memory, 

le wipe away all trivial fond Records, 

All faws of books, all forms, all preffures paft, 

That youth and obfervation copied there : 

And thy Commandment all alone fhall live 

Within the book and Volume of my brain, 

Unmixt with bafer matter; yes, yes, by heaven : 

Oh moft pernicious woman ! 

Oh Villain, Villain fmiling damned Villain ! 

My Tables, my Tables: meet it is I fet it down, 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and bea Villain ; 

At leaft i’m fure it may be fo in Denmark; 

So Uncle, there you are: now to my word ; 

[tis ; adieu, adieu, Remember me: | have fworn't. 
Hor. e Mar. within. My Lord,my Lord. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Hor. Heaven fecure him. 
emar. 


Mar. Lord Hamlet. 
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ear. So be it. 
Hor. Milo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ; come bird, come. 
Mar. How is’t, myNoble Lord? 
Hor, What news, my Lord? 
Ham, Oh wonderful ! 
Hor. Good my Lord,tell it. 
Ham, No, you'll reveal it. 
flor. Not}, my Lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor 1, ny Lord.. 
Ham. How fay youthen,would heart of man once think 
But you'll be fecret ? Cit? 
Both. 1, by heav’n, my Lord. 
Ham. There’s ne’re a villain dwelling in all Denmark , 
But he’s an arrant Knave. 
Hor, There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the 
Grave to tell us this. 
Ham: Why, right, you are i’th’right ; 
And fo without more circumftance at all, 
| hold it fit that we fhake hands, and part: 
You as your bufinefs and defires fhall point you : 
For every man has bufinefs and defire, 
Such as it is: and for mine own poor part, 
Look you, Vie go pray. 
Hor. Thefe are but wildand hurling words, my Lord. 
Ham. Ym forry they offended you,heartily : 
Yes faith, heartily: 
Flor. There’s no offence, my Lord. 
Ham, Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching this Vifion here : 
It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you: 
For your defire to know what is between us, 
O’re-mafter’t as youmay. And now, good friends, 
As you are Friends, Scholars, and Souldiers, 
Give me one poor requcft. 
Hor, Whatis’c, my Lord? we will, 
Ham. Never make known what you have feen to night. 
Both, My Lord, we will not. 
Ham, Nay, but fwear’t. 
Hor. In faith, my Lord, not I. 
Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my Sword. 
Mar. We have fworn, my Lord already. 
Ham, Indeed, upon my fword, indeed. 
Gho. Swear. CGhoft cries under the Stage. 
Ham. Ah, ha boy, fay’{t thou fo’ Art thou there true. 
penny ? Come on, you hear this fellow in the Celleridge. 
Confent to {wear. 
Hor, Propose my oath, my Lord. 
Ham. Never to {peak of this that you have feen. 
Swear by my Sword. 
Gho Swear. 
Ham. Hic © ubique? Then we'll hift for ground, 
i Come hither Gentiemen, 
And lay your hands again upon my fword. 
Never to fpeak of this that you have heard : 
Swear by my Sword. 
Gho. Swear. (fant? 
Ham, Well faid, old Mole, can’ft work i’ch’ ground fo 
A worthy Pioneer,once more remove,good friend. 
Hor. Oh day and night, but thisis wondrous ftrange. 
Ham, And therefore asa ftranger bid it welcom. 
There are more things io heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dream’t of in our Philofophy. But come, 
Here as before, never fo help you mercy, 
How ftrange or odde fo ere I bear my felf 5 
( As I perchance hereafter fhall think meet 
To put an antick difpofition on: ) 
That.you at fuch time feeing me, never fhall 
With armes encumbred thus, or thus, head fhake 5 
Or by pronouncing of fome doubrful phrafe ; 
As well, we know, or we could, and if we would, 
Or if we lift to fpeak , or there be and if there might, 
Or fuch ambiguous giving out to note, 


65 


That you know ought of me ; this not to do: 
SO grace and mercy at your moft need help yon: 
Swear, 

Ghoft. Swear. 

Ham. Rett, reft pertarbed Spirit: fo, Gentlemen, 
With all my love commend me toyou ; 
And what fo poor a manas Hamlet is, 
May do t’exprefs his love and friending to you, 
God willing fhall not lack: let us goin together, 
And {till your fingers on your lips I pray, 
The time is out of joynt : Oh curfed fpight, 
That ever I was born to fee it right, 


Nay, come, let’s go together. [ Exeunt. 





Attus Secundus. 


Enter Polonius, and Reynoldo. 


Pol. Give him his mony, and thofe notes, Reynolde. 
Reynol. Y will my Lord. 
‘Pol. You fhall do marvels wifely , good Reynoldo. 
Before you vifit him,you make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 
Reyn. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pelon. Marry, well faid : 
Very well faid. Look you, fir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris; 
And how, and who; what means; and where they keep: 
What company, what expence : and finding 
By this encompaffement and drift of queftion, 
That they do know my fon: Come you more near, 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 
Take you as "twere fome diftant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his father and his friends, 
And in part him. Do you mark this, Reynoldo ? 
Reynol. 1, very well, my Lord, 
Polen, And in part him, but you may fay not well ; 
But if’t be he | mean, he’s very wild ; 
Addicted fo and fo ; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe : marry, none forank, 
As may difhonour him: take heed of that - 
Bur, fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufual flips, 
As are companions noted and moft known 
To youth and liberty. 
Reyno., As gaming, my Lord. 
Polon. 1, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 
Quarrelling, Drabbing. You may go fo far. 
Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him. 
Polon. Faith no, as you may feafon itin checharge ; 
You muft not put another fcandal on him, 
That he is open to Incontinency, 
That’s not my meaning; but breath his faults fo quaintly, 
That they may feem the taints of Jiberty ; 
The flahh and out-break of a fiery mind, 
A favagenefs in unreclaim’d bloud of general affauic. 
Reynol. But, my good Lord. 
Polon. Wherefore hould you do this? 
Reynol, 1,my Lord, | would know that 
Polon. Marcy, fir, here’s my drift, 
And I believe it is a ferch of warrant : 
You laying thefe flight fullies on my Son, 
As twere a thing a little foil’d ith’ working : 
Mark you your party in converfe, him you would found, 
Having ever feen. Inthe prenominate crimes, 
The youth you breath of guilty, be aflur’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence : 
Good fir, or fo, or friend, or Gentleman. 
According to the Phrafe and the addition, 
Of man and Country. 
Reynol, Very good, my Lord. 
Polon. And then, fir, do’s he this ? 
He do’s : what was! about to fay ? 
I was about to fay nothing: where did I leave ? 
Fff 3 Reyrel. 
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Reynol. Atclofes in the confequence : 
At friend, or fo, and Gentleman. 

Polor. At clofesin the confequence, | marry, 
He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
I faw him yefterday, or `tother day ; 

Or then, or then, with fuch and fuch, and as you fay, 
There was he gaming, there o’retook in’s Roufe, 
There falling out at Tennis; or perchance, 

| faw him enter fuch a houfe of fail, 

Videlicet, a Brothel, or fo forth. See you now ; 
Your bait of falfhood, takes this Cape of truth , 
And thus do we of wifdom and of reach 

VVith windlaces, and with aflayes of Byas, 

By indirections find directions out: 

So by my former Lecture and advice 

Shall you my fon, you have me, have you not? 

Reynol. My Lord, I have, 

Polon. God b’w’ you; fare you well. 

Reynol, Good my Lord. 

Polon. Obferve his inclination in your felf. 

Reynol. 1 fhall, my Lord. 

Polon. And let him ply his Mofick. 

Reynol. VVell, my Lord, 





Enter Ophelia. 


Polon. Farewell : 
How now, Ophelia, what’s the matter ? 
Ophe. Alas, my Lord, 1 have been fo affrighted. 
Polon. VVith what, in the Name of Heaven ? 
Ophe. My Lord, as I was fowing in my Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac’d, 
No Hat upon his head, his ftockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his Ancle, 
Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look fo pitious in purport, 
As if he had been Joofed out of Hell, 
To fpeak of horrors: he comes before mie. 
Polon. Mad for thy love ? 
Ophe. My Lord, 1donotknow: but truly {do fear it. 
Polon. VVhat faid he ? 
Ophe. He took me by the wrift. 
Then goes he tothe length of all his Arme ; 
And with his other hand, thus o’re his brow, 
He falis to fuch perufal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long ftaid he fo, 
At Jatt, a little fhaking of my arme, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and dowa, 
He rais’d a figh, fo hideous and profound, 
That it did feem to fhatter all his bulk, 
And end his being. That done, he lets go, 
And with his head over his fnoulders turn’d, 
He f€em’d to find his way without his eves, 
For out adoors he went without their help ; 
And tothe lalt, bended their light on me. 
Polon. Go with me, | will go feek the King, 
This is the very ecftafie of Love, 
VVhofe violent property foredoes it felf, 
And leads the will to defperate Undertakings, 
As oft as any paflion under heaven, 
That do’s afflict our Natures. Jam forry, 
V Vhat have you given him any hard words of late ? 
Ophe. No, my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Letters, and deny’d 
His accefs to me. 
Polon. That hath made him mad. 
I am forry that with better fpeed and judgment 
Í had not quoted him. I fear he did but trifle, 
And meant to wrack thee: but befhrew my jealouhe : 
It feems it is as proper to our Age, 
To caft beyond our felves in onr opinions, 
As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack difcretion. Come,go we to the King. 


[ Exit. 
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This mnft be known, which being kept clofe might move 
More gricf to hide, than hate to utter love. LExeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter King, Queen, Rofincrofs, and Guil. 
denftare cum alii. 


King. VVelcome dear Rofincrof and Guildenft are, 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 
The need we have to ufe you, did provoke 
Onr hafty fending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlg:’s transformation : fo I call ir, 
Since not th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was. VVhat ic fhould be 
More than his fathers dearth, that thus hath put him 
So much from th’underftanding of himfelf, 
| cannot deem of. I intreat you both, 
That being of fo young dayes brought up with him : 
And fince fo Neighbour’d to his youth, and humour, 
That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some littletime, foby your Companies 
To draw him on to pleafures, and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may glean, 
That open’d lies within our remedy, 

Qu. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk’d of you, 
And ture lam, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To fhew us fo much gentry and good will, 
As to expend yonr time with us a while, 
For the fupply and profit of our hope, 
Your Vifitation fhall receive fuch rhanks, 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rofin. Both your Majefties 
Might by the Soveragin power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleafures, more into command 
Than to. Entreaty. 

Gul. VVe both obey, 


| And here give up our felves, inthe full benr, 


To lay our fervices freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 
King. Thanks, Rofincrof, and gentle Guildenft are, 
Que. Thanks, Guildenftare and gentle Rofinerofs, 
And I befeech yon inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed fon. 
Go fome of ye, 


| And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 


Gal. Heavens make our prefencc and our practices 
Pleafant and helpful to hitn. L Exeunt. 
Queen, Amen. 


Enter Polonius. 


Pol, The Ambaffadors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return’d. 
King. Thou ftill haft been the father of good news. 
Pol. Havel, my Lord? Affure you, my good Liege, 
] hold my duty, as I hold my Soul, 
Both to my God, one to my gracious King: 
And I dothink, or elfe this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trailof Policy, fo be fure 
As I have us’d to do, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacy. 
King. O fpeak of thar, that 1 do long to hear. 
Pol. Give firft admittance to th’ Ambafladors, 
My News fhall ce the News torhat great Feaft. bs 
King. Thy felfdogsace to them, and bring them m. 
He tells me,my fweer Queen, thar he hath found 
The head and fource of all your fons diftemper. 
Queen, | doubt it is no other, but the main, 
His fathers death, and our o’re-hafty Marriage. 


Enter 
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Enter Polonius, Voltimand, and Cornelius. 


King. Well, we shall fifthim. VVelcom, good Friends : 
Say Voltimand, what from oar Brother Norway ? 

Vole. Mott fair return of Greetings, and defires. 
Upon our firft, he fent-out to fupprefs 
His Nephews Levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Polak: 

But better look’d into, he truly found = 

lt was againft your Highnels, whereat grieved, 
That fo his Sicknefs, Age, and Impotence 
VVas falfely born in hand, fends out Arrefls 
On Fortinbras, which he (in brief) obeys, 
Receives rebuke from Norway : ana infine, 
Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more 

To give th’aflay ofarmes againft your. Majefty. 
VVhereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thouland Crowns in annual Fee, 
And his commiffion to imploy thofe Souldiers 

So leviedas before, againft the Polak : 

VVith an intreaty herein further fhewn, 

That it might pleafe vou to give quiet pafs 
Through your Dominions for his enterprize, 

On fuch regards of fafety and allowance, 

As therein are fet down. 

King. It likes us well: 

And at our more confider’d time we'll read; 

Anfwer, and think upon this bufinefs. 

Mean time we thank you, for your well-look’t labor. 

Go to your reft, at night we'll Feaft together. 

Molt welcom home. C Exit Ambaf. 

Pol. This bufinefs is very well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, to expoftulate 

What Majefty fhould be, what duty is, 

Why day isday ; night, night; and time is time, 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, day, and time. 
Therefore, fince Brevity is the Soul of wit, 

And tedioufnefs, the limbs and outward flourifhes, 
I willbe brief. Your noble Son is mad: 

Mad call lit; for to define true Madnefs, 

What is’t, but to be nothing elfe but mad. 

But let that go. 

Queen, More matter, with lefs Art. 

Pol. Madam, I fwear I ufe no Arrat all: 
That heis mad ’tis truc : ’Tis true, "tis pity, 
And pity itis true: A foolifh figure, 

Buc farewell it: for I will ufe no art. 

Mad Iec us grant him then - and now remains 

That we fiad out the caufe of this effect, 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defect ; 

For this effect defective, comes by caufe, 

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. Perpend. 
I have a Daughter: have, whil’ft fhe is mine, 
Whoin her duty and Obedience, mark, 

Hath given me this: now gather, and furmife. 


The Letter. 
k the Celeftiall, and my Soils Idol, the moft beantified 
Ophelia. 
That’s an ill Phrafe, a vile Phrafe, beautified is a vile 
Phrafe: but you fhall hear thefein her excellent white 
bofome , thefe. 
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol, Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 
Doubt thon, the Stars are fire, 
Doubt, that the Sun doth move: 
Doubt Truth to be a Lyar, 
But never Doubt, I love. 
O dear Ophelia, J aus ill acthefe Numbers: I have not 
Art to ‘eine my groans; bue that I love thee beff , ob 
moft Best, believe st. Adieu. 
Thine evermore, moft dear Lady, whilfè chis 
Machine 1s to bim, Hamlet. 
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This in Obedience hath my Daughter fhew’d me : 
And more above hath his foliciting, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine ear, 
King. But tow hath fhe receiv’d his Love ? 
Pol. What do yoo think of me? 
King. As ofa man, faithfult and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove fo. But what might you think ? 
When I had feen his hot love on the wing, 
As I perceived it, I muft tell yov that 
Before my Daughter told me, what might yoo 
Or my dear Majefty your Queen here, think, 
If | had play’d che Desk or Table-book, 


Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb, 


Or look’d upon this love, with idle fight, 
What might you think ? No, I went ronnd to work, 


And my young Miftris thus I did befpeak ; 

Lord Flamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 

This muft not be : and then, I precepts gave her, 
That fhe fhould lock her felf from his Refore, 


Admit no Meffengers, receive no Tokens : 
Which done, fhe took the fruits of my advice, 
And herepulfed, a fhort Tale to make, 

Fell into a Sadnefs, then into a Faft, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a weaknefs, 


Thence to a Lightnefs, and by this declenfion 


Intothe Madnefs whereon now he raves, 


And all we wail for. 


King. Do you think ’tis this? 
Queen. It may be very likely. 
Pol, Hath there been fuch a time, lde fain know that, 
That I have pofitively faid, ’tis fo, 
When it prov’d otherwife ? 
King. Not that I know. 
Pol, Take this from this, if this be otherwife, 
If Circumftances lead me, 1 will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 
King, How may we try it further ? 
Pol. You know fometimes 
He walks four hours together, here 
In the Lobby. 
Queen, So he has indeed. 
Pol. At fuch a time l'le loofe my Daughter to him, 
Be you and I behind an Arras then, 
Mark the encounter: If he love her not, 
And be not from his reafon faln thereon; 


Let me be no Affiftant for a State, 


And keep a Farm and Carters, 
King. We will ery it. 


Enter Hamlet reading on a Book. 


Queen. But look where fadly the poor wretch 
Comes reading. 

Pol. Away, | do befeech you, both away, 
Cle board him prefently. ( Exie King and Queen. 
Oh give me leave. How does, my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham, Well, god.a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent well : yare a Fifimonger ? 

Pol. Not I, my Lord? 

Ham, Then | would you were fo honeft a man. 

Pol. Honeft, my Lord? , 

Ham. |, Sir, tobe honeft as this world goes, is to be 
one pick’d out of two thoufand. 

Pol. That’s very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggotsin adead Dog, 
being a good kifling Carrion—— 
Have you a Daughter ? 

Pol. | have, my Lord. 

‘Ham, Let her not walk ith? Suo: Conception is a 
blefling, but not as your Daughter may conceive. Friend 


look to’t. 
Pel. 
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Pol. How fay you by that? Still harping on my Daugh- 
ter: yet he knew me notat firft, he faid 1 was a Fifhmon- 
ger: heisfar gone, far gone: andtrulyin my youth, I 
fuffered much extremity for love: very near this. P’le {peak 
to him again, What do you read,my Lord? 

Ham,, Words, words, words. 

Pol, Whatisthe matter, my Lord ? 

Ham, Between whom ? 

‘Pol. l mean the matter you mean, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders, Sir: for the Saryrical flave fayes here, 
that old men have gray Beards; that their faces are wrin- 
kled; their eyes purging thick Amber, or Plum Trec- 
Gum: and that they have a plentifull lock of Wit, 
togethér with weak Hams. All which, Sir, though I 
moft powerfully, and potently believe, yet I hold it not 
Honefty to have it thus fet down: For you your felf, 
Sir, fhould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could go 
backward, 

Pol, Though this be madnefs, 

Yet there is Method in’t: will you walk 
Out of theair, my Lord? 

Ham, Into my Grave? 

Pol, Indeed that isout oth’ air: 

How pregnant ( fometimes ) his replies are ? 

A happinefs, 

That often Madnefs hits on, 

Which Reafon and Sanity could not 

So profperonfly be deliver’d of. 

I will leave him, 

And fuddenly contrive the means of meeting 
Between him: and my Daughter. 

My honourable Lord, I will moft humbly 

Take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from meany thing, that 
Ne more willingly part withall, except my life, my 

ife. 

Polon, Fare you well, my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fools. 

Polon. You go to feek my Lord Hamlet ; there he is. 





Enter Rofincros and Guildenftare, 


Rofin. God fave you, Sir. 

Gudd, Mine honour’d Lord ? 

Rofin. My moft dear Lord? 

Flam. My excellent good friends? How doft thou 
a e Oh, Rofincros, good Lads: How do ye 

oth ? 

Rofin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 

Guild. Happy, in that we are not over-happy: on 
Fortunes Cap, we are nor the very Button. 

Flam. Nor the Soals of her Shooe ? 

Rofin. Neither, my Lord. 

Flam. Then you live about her wafte, orin the middle 
of her favour ? 

' Guild, Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. Inthe fecret parts of Fortune? Oh, moft true : 
fhe is a Strumpet. Whats the news. 

Rofin. None, my Lord, but that the World’s grown 
honeft. 

Ham, Then is Dooms.day near: but your News is not 
true, Let me queftion more in particular :' what have yoy, 
my good friends, deferved at the hands of fortune, that 
fhe fends you to prifon hither ? 

Guild, Prifon, my Lord ? 

Flam. Denmark's a Prifon. 

Rofin. Then is the World one. _ 

Ham. A goodly one, im which there are many Con. 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons  Dennrark, being one 
o’ th’ worft. 

Rofin. We think not fo, my Lord. 

Ham, Why then, ’tis none to you ; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to mcit is 
a prifon, 
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Rofin. Why then your Ambition makes it one: "tis too 
narrow for your mind; 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a Nut-fhell, and 
count my felf a King of infinite fpace ; were it not thar | 
have bad dreams. 

Guild, Which drcams indeed are Ambition: for the 
very fubftance of the Ambitious, is meerly the fhadow.of 
a Dream. 

Ham, Adreamit felf is but a fhadow. 

Rofin. Truly, and I hold Ambition of foairy and light a 
qualicy, that it is but a fhadows fhadow. 

Ham, Then are our Beggars bodies; and our Monarchs, 
and out-ftretcht Heroes, the Beggars fhadows: fhall we to 
th’ Court : for, by my tey I cannoc reafon ? 

Both, We'll wait upon you. 

Fam. No fuch matter. 1 will not fort you with the reft 
of my fervants: for to fpeak to you like an honeft man: 
lam moft dreadfully attended 5 but in the beaten way of 
friendfhip. What make you at Elfinoore ? 

Rofin. To vifit you, my Lord, no other occafion. 

Ham. Beggar thar I am, l am evcn poorin thanks; but 
I thank you: and fure, dear friends, my thanks are too 
dear a half-penny were you not fent for ? Isit your own 
inclining ? Isita free vifitation? Come, deal juftly with 
me: come, come; nay, fpeak. 

Guild. What fhould we fay, my Lord ? 

Ham, Why, any thing. But to the purpofe ; you were 
fent for; and there is a kind of confeffionio your looks - 
which your modefties have not craft enough to colour, I 
Know the good King and Queen have fent for you. 

Rofin. Yo whatend, my Lord ? 

Ham, That you muft teach me: but let me conjure you 
by the rights of your fellowhhip,by the confonancy of our 
youth, by the obligation of our éver-preferved love, and 
by what more dear, a better propofer could charge you 
withall, be even and direct with me, whether you were 
fent for or no. 

Rofin. What fay you? 

Ham, Nay then I havean eye of you: if you love me, 
hold not off. 

Guild. My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why; fo all my anticipation 
prevent your difcovery of your fecrecy to the King and 
Queen : moult no feather, -1 have of late, but wherefore I 
know not, loft all my mirth,forgone all cuftom of exercife ; 
and indeed, it goes fo heavenly with my difpofition ; that 
this goodly frame, the earth, feems to me a fteril Pro- 
montory ; this moft excellent Canopy the air, look you 
this brave o’re-hanging, this Majeftical Roof, fretted with 
golden fire: why, it appeared no other thing to me, than 
afoul and peftilent congregation of vapours. What a 
piece of work is a man! How Noblein Reafon? how in- 
finite in faculty? in form and moving how exprefs and 
admirable ? in action, how like an Angel ? in apprehenfion 
how like a god? the beauty of the world, the Parragon 
of Animals, and yct tome, what is this quinteflence of 
Duft? Man delights not me; no, nor Woman neither, 
though by your fmiling you feem to fay fo. 

Rofin. My Lord, there’ was no fuch ftuff in my 
thoughts. 
Ham. Why did youlaugh, when I faid, Man delights 

not me? 

Rofin. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Players fhall receive from 
you: we coated them on the way, and hither are they 
coming to offer you Service. l 
_ Ham, He that playes the King fhall be welcome; his 
Majelty fhall have Tribute of me: che adventurous Knight 
fhall ufe his Foyleand Target: The Lover fhall not figh 
gratis, the humorous man fhall end his partin peace; the 
Clown hall make thofe langh,whofe lungs are tickl’d ath’ 
fere: and the Lady mall fay her mind freely; or the blank 
Verfe thal! halt for’t, what Playersare they ? 

Rofin. Even thofe you were wont to take delight in, the 
Tragedians of the City. Ham. 
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Ham, How chances it they travell? their refidence both 
in reputation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rofin, 1 think thcir Inhibition comes by the means of 
the late innovation ? . i 

Ham. Do they hold the fame eftimation they did when 
I was in the City ? Are they fo follow’d ? 

Rofin, No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it? do they grow rufty ? 

Rofin, Nay, their endeavour keepsin the wonted pace ; 
But there is, Siran Airy of Children, little Yafes, that cry 
out on the topof queftion; andare moft tyrannically clapt 
fort: thefe are now the fafhion, and fo be-rattle the 
common Stages ( fo they call.them }) tbat many wearing 
Rapiers, are afraid of Goofe Quills, and dare fcarce come 
thither. 

Ham. What are they Children? Who maintains ’em ? 
How are they efcoted ? Will they purfue the Quality no 
longer than they can fing? Will they not fay afrerwards 
if they fhould grow thetafelves to common Players (as tt 
is like moft if their means are no better ) their Writers 
do them wrong to make them exclaim againft their own 
Succeflion. 

Rofin. Faith there has been much to do on both fides : 
and the Nation holds itnofin, totarre them to contro- 
verfic. There was for awhile, no money bid for argu- 
ment, unlefsche Poetand the Player went to Cuffs in the 
Queftion. 

Ham. \s’t poffible ? 

Guild. Oh there has been much throwing aboot of 
brains. 

Ham. Dothe Boyes carry itaway ? 

Rofin. I that they do,my Lord, Hercules and his load too. 

dam. (cis not ftrange, for mine Unkle is King of Den- 
mark , and thofe that would make mowes at him while my 
Father lived , give twenty, forty, an hundred Ducates a 
piece, for his picture in little. There is fomething in this 
more than Natural, if Philofophy could find it out. 

{ Flourifh for the Players. 

Guild, There are the Players. 

Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfinoore ; your 
hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
lelt my extent to the Players ( which I tell you muft hew 
fairly outward) fhould more appear like entertainment 
than yours. Youare welcome: but my Unkle Father, and 
Aunt Mother are deceiv’d. 

Guild. in what, my dear Lord ? 

Flam. | am but mad North, North-Weft: when the 
Wind is Southerly, | know a Hawk from a Handfaw. 


Enter Polonius. 


Polo. Well be with you, Gentlemen 

Ham, Hark you, Guildenftare, and you too, at each ear a 
hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet out of his 
fwathing clouts. 

Rofin. Haply he’s the fecond time comc to them : for 
they fay, an old man is twice a Child. 

Ham, 1 will Prophefie , He comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right,Sir: for on Munday mor- 
ning ’twas fo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord, I have news to tell you. 

flam, My Lord, I have news to tell you, 

When Rofcius an Actor in Rome 
Pol. The Actors are come hither,my Lord. 
Ham., Buzze, buzze. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Ham, Then can each Actor on his Afs 

Pol. The beft Actors in the world, either for Tragedy, 
Comedy,Hiltory, Paftoral: Paftorical-Comical-Hiftorical 
Paftoral : Tragical Hiftorical ; Tragical.-Comical-Hiftori- 
Cal-Paftoral: Scene indivible, or Poemunlimited. Seneca 
Cannot be toe heavy, nor Plantw too light, for the law of 
Writ, and the liberty. Thefe are the onlymen. 
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‘ ren O Jephta, Judge of Ifrael, what a Treafore had 
thou ! 

Pol. Whata Treafure had he, my Lord ? 

Fam. Why one fair Daughter, and no maure, 

The which he loved paffing well. 

Pol. Still on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am Inot ith’ right, old Jephta ? 

Pol. 1f you call me Fephta, my Lord, [havea Daughter 
that I love paffing well. 

Ham, Nay that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my Lord ? 

Ham, Why, as by lot, God wot? and then you know, 
it Came to pafs, as moft like it was: thefirftrow of the 
Pans Chanfon will hew you more., For look where my 
Abridgements come. 


Enter four or five Players. 


Y’are welcome Mafters, welcome all. Iam glad to fee thec 
well, welcome good friends. Oh my old friend! Thy 
face is valiant fince I faw thee lat: Comt thou to beard 
me in Denmark? what my young Lady and Miltris ? 
Berlady your Lordfhip is nearer heaven, than when Í faw 
youlatt, by the altitude ofa Choppine, Pray God your 
voyce, like a piece of uncurrant gold, be not crack’d with. 
in the Ring. Mafters, youare all welcome: we'lle’neto’c 
like French Faulconers, flye at any thing we fee : weil have 
a {peech {traight. Come, giveus a talte of your quality : 
come, a paffionate fpeecti. 

1. Play. What fpeech, my Lord? 

Ham, 1 heard thee {peak me a fpeech once, hut it was 
never Acted: or if it was, not above once, forthe Play | 
remember pleas’d not the Million, ’twas Caatary to the 
General: but it was (as I received it, and others, whofe 
judgment in fuch matters, cryed inthe top of mine ) an 
excellent Play ; well digefted in the Scenes, fet down with 
as much modefty, ascunning. I remember one faid, there 
was no Sallets in the lines, to make the matter favoury ; 
nor nomatter in the phrafe, that might indite che Author 
of affectation, but call’d ican honeft.method. One chief 
fpeech in it, I chiefly lov’d, ’twas ~£neas Tale to Dido, and 
thereabout of ic efpecially , where he {peaks of Priams 
flaughter. If it livein your memory, begin at this Line, let 
me fee, let me fee: The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcani. 
an Bealt. It isnotfo: it begins with Pyrrhus, 

The rugged Pyrrhi, he whofe Sable Armes 

Black as his purpofe, did the night refemblc 

When he lay coached in the Ominous Horfe, 

Hath now this dread and black Complexion fmear’d 
With Heraldry more difmal: head to foot 

Now is he to take Geules, horridly Tricke 

With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 
Ba’k and impafted, withthe parching {treets, 

That lend a tyrannous, and damned light 

To their vile Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire, 
And thus o’refized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncles, the hellith Pyrrins 
Old Grandfire Priam feeks. 

Pal. "Fore God, my Lord,well fooken,with good accent, 
and good dilcretion. 

t. Play. Anon he finds him, 

Striking too fhort at Greeks. His antick Sword, 

Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls 

Repugnant to command : unequal match, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in rage ftrikes wide: 

But with the whiffand wind of his fell Sword, 

Th’unnerved father falls, Then fenfelefs Ium, 

Seeming to feel his blow , with flaming top 

Stoops ro his Bace, and with a hideous craih 

Takes Prifoner Pyrrhws ear, Forlo, his Sword 

Which was declining on the Milky head 

Of Reverend Priam, feem’d ith’ Air to Rick: 

So asa Tyrant Pyrrbus ftood, 

And like a Neutral to his will and matter, did mp 
ni 
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But as we often fee againtt fome ftorm, 

A filence in the heavens, the Rack ftand ftill, 
The bold winds fpeechlefs, and the Orbe below 
As hulhas death: Anon the dreadful Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhws pawfe, 
A rowfed Vengeance fets him new a work, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall 

On Afars his Armours, forg’d for proof Eterne, 
With lefs remorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding Sword 
Now falls on Priam; 

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you gods, 
In general Synod take away her power . 
Break all che Spokes and Fellies from her wheel, 
And bow! rhe round Nave down the hill of heaven, 
As low as tothe fiends. 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It hall to th’ Barbers with your Beard. Prethee 
fay on : He’s for a Jigge, ora tale of Bawdry, or he fleeps. 
Say on; come to Hecuba. 

1. Play, But who, O who, had feen the Mobled Queen ? 

Ham. The Mobled a ? 

Pol. That’s good : Mobled Queen is good. 

1, Play. Run bare foot up and down, 

Threatning the flame 

With Biffon Rheum: a clout about that head, 

Where late the Diadem ftood, and for a Robe 

About her lank and all o’re teamed Loyns, 

A Blanket in th’alarum of fear caught up. . 

Who this had feen, with tongue in Venome fleep’d, 
Gainft fortunes State, would treafon have pronounc’d ? 
But if che gods themfelves did fee her then, 

When fhe faw Pyrrbus make malicious {port 

In mincing with bis Sword her Husbands limbs. 

The inftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made 

( Unlefs things mortal meant them fotall) 

Would have made milch the buraing eyes of heaven, 
Aad paflion in the Gods. 

Pol, Look where he has not turn’d his colour, and has 
tears in’s Eyes. Pray youno more. - 
| Ham. Tis well, Ple have thee fpeak out the reft foon. 
Good my Lord, wi | you fee the Players well beftow’d. 
Do ye hear,let them be well us’d: for they are the abftracts, 
and brief Chronicles or the time. After your death, you 
were better havea bad Epitaph, than their ill report while 
you lived. 

Pol. My Lord, I will ufe them according to their de- 
fert. 

Ham. Gods bodikins man, better. Ufe every man after 
his defert, and who fhould fcape whippiog - ufe them after 
your own Honour and Dignity. The lefs they deferve,the 
more Merit isin your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, Sirs. L Exit Polonius 

Ham. Follow him, Friends: We’ll hear a Play to mor- 
row. Doftthou hear me, old Friend, can you Play the 
murther of Gonzago ? 

Play. 1, my Lord. 

Ham, We'll ha’t to morrow night. Vou could for a 
need ftudy a fpeech of fome dozen or fixteen lines, which 
1 would fet down, and infert in’c ? Could ye not ? 

Play. 1, my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and look you mack 
lim not. My good friends, Ple leave you till night,you are 
welcom to Elfinoore. 

Rofin. Good my Lord. 

e Manet Hamlet. 

Ham, \{0, god b’w’ye: Now I am alone. 
O what a Rogue and Pezant flave am J? 
Is it not monftrous that chis Player here, 
Bot in a Fiction, ina dream of Paffion, 
Could force his Soul fo to his whole conceit, 
Thatfrom her working, all his vifage warm’d 5 
Tears in hiseyes, diftraction in’s afpect, 
A broken voyce, aad his whole Function fuiting 
With forms, to his conceit? and all for nothing ? 


[ Exeunt. 


For Hecuba ? ; 

Whavs Hecuba to him, or heto Hecuba, 

That he fhould weep for her ?, what woald he do, 
Had he the motive and the Cue for paffion 

That I have, he would drown the Stage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear with horrid {peech: 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free ; 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 

The very faculty of Eyes and Ears. Yet J, 

A dulland muddy metled Rafcal, peak 

Like John. a-deames, unpregnant of my caule, 

And can fay nothing : No, not for a King, 

Upon whofe property, and moft dear life, 

A damn’d defeat was made. Amia Coward ? 
Who calls me Villain? breaks my pate a-crofs, 
Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by th’Nofe, gives me the Lye ith’ Throat, 
As deep as to the Lungs. Who docs me this 2 

Ha? Why fhould | take it ? for ir cannot be, 

But | am Pigeon-Liver’d, and lack Gall 

To make Oppreffion bitter, or ere this, 

I fhould have fatted all the Region Kites 

With this Slaves Offall, bloody : a Bawdy villain, 
Remorfelefs, Treacherous, Lecherous, kindlefs villain ! 
Oh Vengeance ! i 

Who? what an AfsamI? I fure, this is moft brave, 
That J, the Son of the dear murthered, 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell, 


{ Maft (like a Whore) unpack my heart with words, 


And fall a curfing like a very Drab, 


| AScullion ? Fye upon’t, Foh. About my Brain. 


| have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene, 

Been {truck fo to the Soul, that prefently 

They bave proclaim’d their Malefactions. 

For Murther, though it have no tongue, will fpeak 

With moft miraculous Organ. I’le have thefe Players, 

Play fomething like the murder of my Father, 

Before mine Unkle. I’le obferve his looks, 

Ple cent himtothe quick: if he but blench, 

I know my courfe. The Spirit that I have feen, 

May be the Devil, and the Devil hath power 

T’affume a pleafing fhape, yea, and perhaps 

Out ot my weaknefs,and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with fuch Spirits, 

Abufesmetodamnme. Ile have grounds 

More relative than this: The Play’sthe thing, 

Wherein I’le catch the Confcience ofthe King.  [Ease. 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rolincros, 
Cuildenftare, and Lords. 


King. Andcan yoo by no drift of circumftance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion, 
Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 

Rofin. He does confefs he feels himfelf diffracted, 
But from what caufe he will by no means {peak. 

Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be founded, 
But with a crafty Madnefs keeps aloof : 

When we would bring him on to fome Confeflion 
Of his true ftate, 
Queen, Did he receive you well ? 
ofin. Moft like a Geatleman. 

Guild. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

Rofin. Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Queen. Did youaffay him to any paftime ? 

Rofin. Madam, it fo fell out, that certain Players 
We o’re-took onthe way : of thefe we told him, 
And there did feem in him a kind of Joy 
To hear of it - They are about the Court, 

Aad (asf think) they have already order 


This night to play before him. 
Pol. 
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Pol. "Tis moft true : 
And he befeech’d me to intreat your Majeftics 
To hear and fee the matter. 
King. With all my heart, and it doth much content me 
To hear him fo inclin’d. Good Gentlemen, 
Give him a further edge, and drive his purpofe on 
To thefe delighrs. 

Rofin. We lball,my Lord. 

King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, 
For we have clofely fent for amlet hither, 
That he, as’rwere by accident, miay there 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father, and my felf (lawful efpials) 
Will fo beftow oar felves, that feeing unfeen 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, 
And gather by him, ashe is behaved, 
If *c be th’affliction of his love, or no, 
That thus he fuffers for, 

Queen, | fhall obey you: 
And for your part, Ophelia, 1 do wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy canfe 
Of Hamle:’s wildnefs : fo fhall | hope your Virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your Honours. 

Ophe, Madam, | wilh it may. 

Pol. Opbelia, walk you herc. Gracious, fo pleafe ye, 
We will beftow our felves: Read on this Book, 
That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonclinefs, We are oft to blame inthis, 
Tis too much prov’d, that with Devotions vifage, 
And pious Action, wedo furge o're 
The Devil himfelf. 

King. Oh “tis crue: 
How [mart a lafh that fpeech doth give my Confcience ? 
The Harlots Check beauticd with plaftiring Arc 
ls not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than ismy deed to my moft painted word. 
Oh heavy burchen ° 

Pol. \ hear him coming, let’s withdraw, my Lord. 

L Exeunt. 


LExeunt. 


Enter Hamlct. 


Ham. Tobe, or-not tobe, that is the Queftion: 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againf{t a Sea of troubles, 
And by oppofing end them: to dye, to fleep 
No more: and bya fleep, to fay we end 
The heart-ache, and the thoufand natural fhocks 
That fiefh is heirto. “Tis a confummation 
Devoutly to be wifh’d. To die to fleep, 
To fleep, perchance to dream 1, there’s the rub, 
For in that fleep of death, what dreams may come, 
VVhenhe hath fhuffled off this morcal coyle, 
Mutt give us pawfe. There’s the refpect 
That makes Calamity of fo long life : 
For who would bear the whips and fcornsof time, 
The oppreflors wrong, the poor mans Contumely, 
The pangs of difpriz’d Love, the Laws delay, 
The infolence of office, and the fpurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he himfelf might his Qxietus make 
Witha bare Bodkin ? VVho would chefe Fardles bear 
To grunt and fweat under a weary life, 
But chat the dread of fomcthing after death, 
The undifcovered Country, from whofe Born 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear thofe ills we have, 
Than fly to others chat we know not of, 
Thus Confcience does make Cowards of usall, 
And thus the Native hue of Refolution 
Is ficklied o’re, with the pale caft of thought, 
And enterprizes of great pith and momienr, 
VVith this regard their Currents turn away, 


And lole the name ef action. Soft you now, 
The fair Opheitz 2 Nymph, in thy Horizons 
Be all my fins remembied. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham {humbly thank you: well, well, well. 

Ophe My Lord, | have remembrances of yours, 
That t have longed long to re-deliver. 

I pray you now receive them. 

Alam. No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honour’d Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of fo fweet breath compos’d, 
As made the things more rich, than perfume left : 
Take thefe again, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 


_| There, my Lord, 


Ham, Ha, ha: are you honeft ? 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham, Are you fair ? 

Ophe, What means your Lordhip ? 

Ham, That if you be honeft and tair,your honefty fhould 
admit no difcourfe to your beauty. 

Ophe. Could beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
than your honefty ? 

Ham. | truly: for the power of beauty, will fooner 
transform honefty from what it is, toa bawd, than the 
force of honefty can tranflate beanty inro his likenefs. 
This was fometimes a Paradox, but now thie time gives it 
proof. I did love you once. 

Ophe. Indeed,my Lord, you made me belicve fo. 

Ham. You fhould not have believed me. For virtue 
cannot fo inocualte our old ftock, but we fhall rellifh of 
it, | loved you not. 

Opb. 1 was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thec to a Nunnery. Why would’ft thou be a 
breeder of Sinners? I am my felf indifferent honelt, but 
yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were bettcr, 
my Mother had not bornme. {am very prood,revengeful, 
Ambitious, wich more offences at my beck, than l have 
thoughts to put them in imagination, to give them fhape, 
or time to act themin. VVhat ould Iuch Fellows as I 
do crawling betwcen Heaven and Earth. We are arrant 
Knaves all, believe none of us. Go tby ways to a 
Nunnery. Where’s your Father ? 

Ophe. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be fhut upon him, that he may 
play the Foo! no way, but in’s own houfe. Farewcl. 

Ophe. O help him, you fweet heavens. 

Ham. it thou do’ft Marry, le give thee this Plague 
for thy Dowry. Be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as Snow, 
thou fhalt not efcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunaery. 
Go, farewel. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 
fool: for wife men know well enough, what monfters 
you make of them. Toa Nunnery go, and quickly too. 
Farewel. 

Ophe. O heavenly Powers, reftore him. 

Ham. \ have heard of your pratling too, well enough. 
God has given you one pace, and you make your felf an- 
other: you pidge, you amble, and yov lifp, and nick-name 
Gods Creatures,and make your wantonnefs,your ignorance. 
Go Pic no more on’t, it hath made me mad. | fay, we 
will have no more Marriages. Thofe that are married al- 
ready, all but one fhall, the reft fhall keep as they are. To 
a Nunnery, go. LExirt Hamlet. 

Ophe, O what a Noble mind is here o`re-thrown ? 

The Courtiers, Souldiers, Scholars! Eye, tongue, Sword, 

Th’expectancy and Rofe of the fair State, 

The glafs of fafhion, and the mould of form, 

Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite down. 

| am of Ladies moft deject and wretched, 

That fuck’d the Hony of his Mufick Vows : 

Now fer that Noble, and moft Soveraign Reafon, 

Like fweet Bells jangied out of tune, and harfh, 

That unmatch’d fortune and featare of blown roy as 
d 
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Blafted with ecftafie. Oh.woe is me, 
T’have feen what [ have feen: fee what I fee. 


Enter King and Polonius. 


King. Love? hisaffections do not that way tend, 
Nor what he fpake, though it lack’d form a little, 
Was not like Madnefs. There’s fomething in his Soul, 
O’re which his Melancholy fits on brood, 

And {| dodoubt the hatch, and the difclofe 

Will be fome danger, which how to prevent, 

I have in quick determination. 

Thus fet it down. He fhall with fpeed to England 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countreys different 

VVith variable objects, fhall expel 

This fomething fetled matter in his heart : 
Whereon his brains {till beating, puts him thus 
From fafhion of himfelf. What think you on’t ? 

Pol. Ic hall do well. But yet doI believe 
The Origin and Commencement of this grief 
Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not tell us, what Lord Hamlet fàid, 

We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafe, 
But if you hold it fit after tbe Play, 
Let his Queen Mother all alone intreat him | 
To fhew his griefs: let her be round with him: 
And I’le be plac’d, fo pleafe you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. !f the find him not, 
To England fend him: ot confine him where 
Your wifdom beft fhall think. 

King. It fhall be fo: 
Madnefs in great Ones muft not unwatch’d go. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players. 


Ham, Speak the Speech I pray you, as 1 pronounc’d 
itto you trippingly on the Tongue. But if you mouth it, 
as many of your Players do, I had as lieve the Town- 
Cryer had fpoke my Lines: Nor do not faw the air too 
much with your hand thus, but ufe all gently , for in the 
very torrent, tempeft, and (asi may fay) the whirl-wind 
of pafon, you muf acquire and beget a temperance that 
may give itfmoothnefs. O it offends me tothe Soul, to 
feearobuftous Perriwig parted fellow, tear a Paflion to 
tatters, to very rags, to f{plit the ears of the Groundlings : 
who (forthe moft part) are capable of nothing, but in- 
explicable dumb fhews, and noife: I could have fuch a fel 
low whipt for o’re-doing Termagant + itout-Herods Herod, 
Pray you avoid it. 

Player. I warrant your Honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither: but let your own Dif- 
cretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action tothe word, the 
word to the action with this fpecial obfervance: that you 
o’rc-ftop not the modefty of nature ; for any thing fo over- 
done, is from the purpofe of Playing, whofe end both at 
the firft and now, was and is, tohold as ’twere the Mirrour 
upto nature; to thew Virtue her own Feature, fcorn her 
own Image, and the very Age and Body of the time, his 
form and prefflure. Now, this over-done, or come tardy 
off, though it make the unskilful langh, cannot but make 
the judicious grieve: the cenfure of the which one, mutt 
in your allowance o’re-fway a whole Theatre of others. 
Oh, there be Players that | lave feen Play, and heard o- 
thers praife, and chat highly (not to fpeak it prophanely) 
that neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate 
of Chriftian, Pagan, or Norman, have fo ftrutted and bel- 
lowed, that I have thought fome of natures Journey-men 
had made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
Humanity fo abominably. 

Ha I hope we have reform’d that indifferently with 
us, Sir. 

Alam, Oreform it altogether. And let thofe that play 
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your Clowns,fpeak no more than is fet down for them, For 
there be of them, thar will of themfelves laugh, to fet on 
fome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too, though 
in the meantime, fome neceflary queftion of the Play be 
then ¢o be confidered: that’s Villanous, and fhewsa molt 
pitiful Ambition in the Fool that ufes it. Go make you 
ready. [Exeunt Players, 


Enter Polonius, Rofincros, and Guildenftare. 
How now, my Lord? 


Will the King hear this piece of work ? 
Pol, And the Queen too, and that prefently, 


Ham, Bid the Players make hatte. ( Exit Polonins, 
Will you two help to haften them ? 
Both. We will, my Lord. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Horatio. 


Ham, What ho, Horatio? 
Flora, Here, fweet Lord, at your fervice. 
Ham. Horatio thouarte’ne as jult a man 
As e’te my Converfation coap’d withal. 
Hora. O my dear Lord. 
Ham. Nay, do not think | flatter : 
for what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no Revenue hafl, but thy good Spirits 
To feed and cloathe thee. Why fhould the poor be flatter’d? 
No, let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pomp, 
And crook the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow feigning ? Dolt thou hear, 
Since my dear Soul was Miltris of my choice, 
And could of men diftinguith, her election 
Hath feal’d thee for her felf. For thou haft been 
As one in fuffering all, that faffers nothing. 
A man that fortune buffets, and rewards 
Hath tane with equal thanks. And bleftare thofe, 
Whofe blood and Judgement are fo well co-mingled, 
That they are not a Pipe for fortunes finger, 
To found what ftap the pleafe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paffions Slave, and | will wear him 
In my hearts Core: I, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee. Something too much of rhis, 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Circumftance 
Which I have rold thee, of my Fathers death. 
I prethee, when thou feelt that Acta foot, 
Even with the Comment of my Soul 
Obferve mine Unkle: if his occulted guilt 
Do noc it felfunkenoel in one fpeech, 
It isadamned Ghoft that we have feen: 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan’s Styth. Give him heedful note, 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 
And after we will both our judgements joyn, 
To cenfure of his feeming. 
Hora, Well, my Lord. 
If he fteal ought the whil’ft this Play is playing, 
And fcape detecting, I will pay che Theft. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincros, Guil- |. 
denftare, and other Lords Attendant, with his Guard car- 
vying Torches. Danifh March. Sound a Flourifh. 


Ham, They are coming to the Play: 1 muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares my Coulin Hamlett 

Ham. Excellent ifaith,of the Chamelion’s difh: I eat the 
Air promife cramm’d, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. | have nothing with this anfwer, Hamlet, thefe 
words are not mine. i 

Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
ith’ Univerfity, you fay ? 

Polon. That 1 did, my Lord, and was accounted a good 
Actor, Ham. 
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Ham, And what did youenact ? 

Polen. 1 did enact Julina Cafar, I was kill’d ith’ Capitol : 
Brutw kill’d me. l 

Ham, 1t was a bruit part of him,to kill fo Captial a Calf 
there. Be the Players ready ? l 

Rofin. 1 my Lord, they ftay upon your patience, 

Queen, Come hither, my good Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham, No,good Mother, here’s mettle more attractive, 

Polo. Oh ho, do you mark that ? 

Ham, Lady, fhall I lye ia your Lap? 

Ophe. No, my Lord. 

Ham, { mean, my head upon your Lap ? 

Ophe. 1, my Lord. 

Ham. Do you think I meant Country matters ? 

Ophe. \ think nothing, my Lord. l 

Ham, That’sa fair thought Co lie between Maids Legs. 

Ophe. What is my Lord? Ham, Nothing. 

Opbe. You are merry, my Lord? 

Ham. Who I? Ophe, 1, my Lord. 

Ham, Oh God, your only Jigge maker : what fhould a 
man do, butbe merry. For look you how cheerfuliy my 
Mother looks, and my Father di’d within’s two hours, 

Ophe. Nay, “tis twice two months, My Lord. 

Ham. Salong? Nay then let the Devil wear black, for 
le have a Suit of Sables. Oh heavens! dye two months 
ago, and not forgotten yet ? then there’s hope, a great 
mans Memory may out-live his life half a year: But by’r. 
lady he muft build Churches then : or elle fhall he fuffec 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is, 
for o, foro, the Hobby- horfe is forgot. 


Hoboyes Play. The dumb phew enters, 
Enter a King and Queen, very lovingly, the Queen embracing 
him. She kneels and makes fhew of Proteftation unto 
him. He takes her up, and declines bis head upon her neck, 
Layes him down upon a Bank of Flowers. She feeing bim 
Ary leaves him, Anon ma ina ee takes off ~” 

Crown, kiffes it, and pours poyfon in the Kings ears, an 
Exits. A Queen ale finds the King dead, and 
makes paffionare Attion. The poyfoner, with fome two or 
three eAVutes come in again, feeming to lament with her. 
The dead Body ts carried away: The Poyfoner wooes the 
Queen with Gifts, fhe feems loth and unwilling a while, but 
sa the end accepts his love. [ Exeunt, 


Ophe. What means this, my Lord? ae | 
Ham.Marry this is Miching A¢abcho,that means mifchief. 
Oph. Belike this hew imports the Argument of the Play ? 
Ham, We hall know by thefe tellows:the Players can- 
not keep counfel, they'll tell all. — 
Ophe, Will they tell us what this hew meant ? 
Ham, 1, or any fhew chatyou'll fhew him. Be not you 
afham’d to fhew,he’ll not fhame to tell you what it means, 
Ophe. Youare naught, you are naught, l'le make the 
Play. 
Enter Prologue. 
For us, and for our Tregedy, 
Here ftooping to your Clemency , 
We beg your hearing patiently. 


Ham. \s5 this a Prologue, or the Pofle of a Ring ? 
Ophe. Tis brief, my Lord. 
Ham. As Womans love, 


Enter King, and Queen. 


King. Full thirty times hath Phabws Cart gon round, 
Neptunes falt Wah, and Tellus Orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen Moons with borrowed fheen, 
About the world have time, twelve thirties been, 
Since Love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite co-mutual,in moft facred Bands 
Queen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 


Make us again count o’re, ere love be done. 
But woe is me, you are fo fick of late, 
So far from cheer, and from your former ftate, 
That I diftrut you: yet though { diftrutt, 
Difcomfort you { my Lord) it nothing muft: 
For womens Fear and Love, holds quantity, 
[n neither ought, or in extremity : 
Now what my love is, proof hath made you know, 
And as my love is fixt, my fear is fo, 
King. Faith I mutt leave thee, Love,and fhortly too : 
My operant Powers my functions leave todo, 
And thou fhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour’d, belov’d, and haply, one as kind. 
For Husband halt choun—— 
Queen, Oh counfound the reft : 
Such Love muft necds be Treafonin my brett : 
In fecond Husband let me be accurft, 
None wed the fecond, but who kill’d the firf. 
Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood, 
Qaeen, The inftances that fecond Marriage move, 
Are bafe refpećts of Thrift, but none of Love. 
A fecond time, 1 kill my Husband dead, 
When fecond Husband kiffes me in Bed, 
King. | dobelieve you. Think what now you {peak : 
But what we do determine,oft we break : 
Purpofe is but the flave to Memory, 
Of violent Birth, but poor validity : 
Which now like fruit unripe fticks on the Tree, 
But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be. 
Moft neceflary "tis that we forget 
To pay our felves, what to our felvesis debt : 
What to our felves in paflion we propofe, 
The paflion ending, doth the purpofe lofe. 
The violence of other Grief or Joy, 
Their own enactots with themfelves deftroy : 
Where Joy moft revels, Grief doth moft lament: 
Grief joys, Joy grieves on flender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor "tis not ftrange 
That even our Loves fhould with our Fortunes change. 
For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, ` 
Whether Love lead Fortune, or elfe Fortune Love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite flyes, 
The poor advanc’d makes friends of Enemies: 
And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 
For who not needs, fhall never lack a friend ? 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly feafons him his Enemy. 
Buc orderly to end where I begun, 
Our Wills and Fates do fo contrary run, 
That our Devices ftill are overthrown, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none ofour own. 
So think chou wilt no fecond husband wed, 
But dye thy thoughts, when thy firit Lord is dead. 
Queen, Nor Earth to give me food, nor heaven light, 
Sport and repofe lock from me day and night : 
Each oppofite that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what] would have well, and it deltroy : 
Both here, and hence, purfue me lafting ftrife, 
If once a Widow, ever Ibe Wife. 
Ham. 1f fhe hould break it now. 
King. *Tis deeply fworn : 
Sweet, leave me here a while, 
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 
Queen, Sleep rock thy brain, [ Sleeps. 
And never come mifchance between us twain. ( Exse. 
Ham, Madam, how like you the Play ? 
Quecn, The Lady protefts too much methinks. 
Ham, Oh but the’ll keep her word. 
King. Have you heard the Argument, is there no Of. 
fence in’t ? 
Fam. No, no, they do but jeft, poyfonin jet, no Of- 
fenee ith’ world. 
King, What do you call the Play ? 


Gee Ham 
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Ham, The Moufetrap: Marry how? ‘Tropically . 
This Play is the image of a murder done in Prenna : 
Gonzago is the Dukes name, his Wife Baptifta : you 
fhall fee anon: “tis a knavifh piece of work ; but what 
o? that? Your Majefty, and we that have free fouls, it 
touches us not; let the gall’d jade winch: our withers 
are unwrung, 

Enter Lucianus. 


This is onc Lucianus, nephew to the King. 
Ophe. Yon area good Chorus, my Lord. 
Ham. {could interpret between you and your love: 
if | could fee the Puppets dallying. 
Ophe. Youare keen, my Lord, you are keen. 
Ham, lt would coft you a groaning , to take off my 


dge. 

Ore, Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake Husbands. 
Begin Murther. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces,and begin. 
Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge. 

Lucian. Thoughts black ,hands apt, 
Drugs fit, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate feafon, elfe no Creature feeing : 
Thou mixture rank, of Midnight. Weeds collected, 
With Aecares Bane,thrice blafted, thrice infected, 
The natural Magick, and dire property, 
On wholfome life, ufurp immediately. 

[Pours the poyfon in his ears. 

Ham. He poyfons him ith’ Garden for’s eftate: His 
names Gonzago : the Story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You fhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
love of Gonzago’s Wife. 

Ophe. The King rifes. 

Ham. What, frighted with falfe fire. 

Queen. How fares my Lord? 

Pol, Give o’re the Play. 

King, Give me fome Light. Away,. 
Ail Lights, Lights, Lights. [ Exeunt. 
eManent Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham, Why lec the ftrucken Deer go weep, 
The Hart ungalled play: 
For fome muft watch, while fome mutt fleep? 
Soruns the world away. 
Would not this, Sir, and a Foreft of Fathers, if the reft 
of my fortunes turn Turk with me: with two Provinical 
Rofeson my rac’d Shooes, getme a Fellowhhip in a cry of 
Players, Sir. Hor, Half a fhare. 

Ham. A whole one l. 
For thou doft know: Oh Damon dear, 
This Realm difmantled was of Jove himfelf, 
And now reigns here, 
A very very Pajock, 

Hora, You might have Rim’d. 

Ham, Oh good Horario, Vle take the Ghofts word for a 
thovfand pounds. Didft perceive? 

Hora. Very well, my Lord. 

Ham, Upon the talk of the poyfoning ? 

Hora. \did very well note him. 


Enter Rofincros avd Guildenttare. 


Ham. Oh,ha! come fome Mufick. Come the Recorders, 
For if the King like not the Comedy : 
Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 
Come, fome Mufick. 
Guild. Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a word with you. 
Ham, Sir, a whole Hiftory. 
Guild. The King, Sir. 
Ham. 1, Sir, what of him. 
Guild. isin hisretirement, marvellous diftemper’d, 
Ham, With drink, Sir? 
Guild, No, my Lord, rather with choler. 


Ham, Your wifdom fhould fhew it felf more rich 
to fignific this to this Doctor ; for me to put him to his 
Purgation, would perbaps plunge him into far more 
Choler, 

Guild. Good my Lord, put your difcourfe into fome 
frame, and ftart not fo wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, Sir, pronounce. 

Guild. The Queen your Mother, in moft great affliction 
of Spirit, hath fent me to you, 

Ham. You are welcom. 

Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the 
right breed. If it fhall pleafe you to make mea wholfom 
anfwer, I will do your Mothers commandment: if 
not, your pardon, .and my return fhall be the end of my 
bufinefs. Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guild, What my Lord ? 

Ham, Make you a wholfom anfwer: my wit’s difeas’d. 
But Sir, fuch anfwers as I can make, you fhall command : 
or rather you fay, my mother; therefore no more but to 
the matter. My mother you fay. 

Rofin. Then thus fhe fays: your behaviour hath ftruck 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham, Oh wonderful Son, that can fo aftonifha Mother 
But is there no fequel at the heels of this Mother-admi- 
ration ? 

Rofin. She defires to {peak with you in her Clofet ere you 
go to bed. 

Ham. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother 
Have you any further Trade with us ? 

Rofin. My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. Sol do ftill, by thefe pickers and ftealers. 

Rofin. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftemper ? 
You do freely bar the door of your own liberty, if you 
deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham, Sir, I lack advancement. 

Rofin. How can that be, when you have the voice of the 
King himfelf, for your fucceffionin Denmark? 

Flam. 1, but while the grafs grows, the Proverb is 
fomething mutfty. 


Enter one with a Recorder. 


O the Recorder. Let me fee to withdraw with you, why 
do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would 
drive me intoa toil? 

Guild. O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love is 
too unmannerly. 

Ham. \ donot well underftand that. Will you play up- 
on this Pipe? 

Guild. My Lord, I cannot. 

Ham. l pray you, 

Guild. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do befeech you. 

Guild. I know no touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham, °`Tisas eafie as lying : govern thefe Ventiges with 
your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, 
and it will difcourfe moft excellent Mufick. 

Look you, thefe are the ftops. 

Guild, But thefe cannot 1 command to any utterance of 
harmony, I have not the skill. i 

Ham, Why look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me: you would play upon me: you would feem 
to know my ftops: you would pluck out the heart of my 
Myftery ; you would found me from my loweft note,to the 
top of my compafs: andthereis much Mufick, excellent 
Voice, in this little Organ, yet cannot you make it. Why 
do you think, that I ameafier to be plaid on than a Pipe ¢ 
Call me what Inftrument you will,though you can fret me, 
you cannot play upon me. God blefs you, Sir. 


Enter Polonius. 
Polon. My Lord, the Queen would fpeak with you, and 


prefently. 
Ham. 





T he Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Ham. Do you fee that Cloud, thats almoft in fhape like | And likea mano to double bufinefs bound 


a Camel? a: x 
Polon. By th’ Mafs, and it’s like a Camel indeed. 
Ham. Methinks it is like a Weazel. 
Polox. It is back’d like a Weazel. 
Ham, Or like a Whale ? 
Polon. Very like a Whale. 
Ham. Then will 1 come to my Mother by and by : 
They fool me tothe top of my bent. 
I will come by and by. 
Polon. 1 will fay fo. 
Ham. By and by is eafily faid. Leave me, friends : 
Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When Charch-yards yawn, and Hell it {elf breathes out 
Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufinefs as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft now, tomy Mother : 
Oh heart, loofe not thy nature; let notever 
The Soul of Nero enter this firm bofom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural, 
I will fpeak Daggers coher, but ufe none : 
My tongue and Soul in this be Hypocrites. 
How in my words fomever fhe be fhent, 
To give them feals, never my Soul confent. 


Enter King, Rofincros, and Guildenftare. 


King ‘like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us, 

To let his madnefsrange. Therefore prepare you, 
I your Commiffion will forthwith difpatch, 
And he to England fhall along with you, 
The terms of our eftate may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. Pi 

Guild. We will our felves provide : 
Moft holy and Religious fear ir is 
To keep thofe many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rofin. The fingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and Armour of the mind, 
To keep it felf from noyance: but much more s 
That Spirit, upon whofe Spirit depends and refts 
The lives of many, the ceafe of Majefty 
Dies notaJone: but likea Guifdoth draw 
What’s near it, with it, It isa maflie wheel 
Fixt on the Somnet of the higheft Mount, 

To whofe huge Spoaks, ten thoufand lefler things 
Are mortiz’d and adjoin’d: which when it falls, 
Each {mall annexment, petty confequence 
Attends the boyftrous Ruine. Never alone 

Did the King figh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arme you, I pray you Co this fpcedy Voyage ; 
For we will Fetters put upon chis fear, 
Which now goes too free footed. 

Both. We will batt us. 

r 
Enter Polonius. 


Pol. My Lord, he’s going to his mothers Clofet : 
Behind the Arras Ple convey my felf 
To hear the. Procefs. Vle warrant fhe’ll tax him home, 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 
’Tis meet that fome more audience than a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, fhould o’re-hear 
The fpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege, 
Ile call upon you e’re you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my Lord. . 
Oh my offence isrank, it {mells to heaven, 
It hath che primal eldeft curfe upon 'r. 
A Brothers murther, Pray can [ nor, 
Though inclination be as fharpas will : 
My {tronger guile defeats my ftrong intent, 


LExit. 


CExennt Gent. 


[ Exit. 
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| {tand in pawfe where { fhall firft begin, 

And both neglect, whatif thiscurfed hand 
Were thicker than it {elf with Brothers blood, 

Is there not Rain enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafhit white asSnow¢ whereto ferves mercy, 
But to confrontthe vifage of Offence ? 

And whatsin Prayer, bat this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon’d being down? Then Ile look up, 
My fault is paft. Bur oh, what form of Prayer 
Can ferve my tarn ? Forgive me my foul Mother : 
That cannot be, fince | am {till pofleft 

Of thofe effects for which I did the Murther, 

My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen. 
May one be pardon’d, and retain th’offence ? 

In the corrupred currants of this world, 
Offences gilded hand may fhove by Juftice, 

And oft ’tis feen, the wicked prize it felf 

Buys out the Law, but ’tis not fo above, 
There is no huffing, there the Action lies 

[n his true Nature, and we our felves compell’d 
Even to the ceeth and fore-heaa of our faults, 
To give inevidence. What rhen? what refts? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

Oh weetched ftate? oh bofom, black as death! 
Oh limed Soul, that ftrugling to be free, 

Art more ingag’d : Help Angels, make affay : 
Bow ftubborn kees, and heart with ftrings of Steel, 
Be foft as finews of the new. born Babe, 

All may be well. 


Enter Hamlet, 


Ham. Now might! doit pat, now he is praying, 
And now [le do’t, and fo he goes to heaven, 
And foam I revenged: that would be fcann’d 
A Villain kills my Father, and for that 
[his foul Son, dothis fame Villain fend 
To heaven. O this is hire and Sallery, not Revenge. 


? 


.| He took my Father groflely, full of bread, 


With all his Crimes broad blown, as frefh as May, 

And how his Audit ftands, who knows, fave heaven : 

Buc in our circumftance and coarfe of thought, 

‘Tis heavy with him: and am | thenreveng’d, 

To take him in the purging of his Soul, 

When he is fit and feafon?d for his paflage? No. 

Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid bent 

When he is drunk afleep ; orin his Rage, 

Or in th’inceftuous pleafure of his bed, 

At gaming, fwearing, or about fome act 

That has no rellith of Salvation in ’r, 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven, 

And that his Soul may be as damn’d and black 

As hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftays, 

This Phyfick bat prolongs thy fickly dayes. [Exir. 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below, 

Words without thoughts never to heaven go. (Exit. 


Enter Queen ard Polonius. 


Polo. He will come ftraight : 
Look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath fcreen’d, and ftood between 
Much heat and him. Vle filence me e’ne here: 
Pray you be round with him. 

Ham, within. Mother, mother, mother. 

Queen, Vle warrant you, fear me cot. 
Withdraw, I hear bim coming. 


Enter 
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Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Now, Mother, what’s the matter ? 
Que. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offended. 
Fiam, Mother, you have my Father much offended. 
Que. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham, Come, go, you queftion with an idle tongue 
Que. Why how now, Hamlet? 
Ham, What's the matter now ? 
Que. Have you forgot me? 
Ham, No, by the Rood, not fo: 
You are the Queen, your Husbands Brothers Wife, 
But would you were not fo. You are my Mother. 
Que. Nay, then I'll fet thofe to you that can fpeak. 
Ham. Come, come, and fit youdown, yon fhall not 
budge: 
YE co not till I fet up a Glafs. 
Where you may fee che inmoft part of you ? 
Que, What wilt thoudo? thou wilt not murther me ? 
|Help, help, ho. 
Pol. What ho, help, help, help. 
Ham How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pol, Oh lam fain. [ Ksils Polonius. 
Que. Oh me, what haft thou done? 
Ham. Nay | know not, is it the King ? 
Que. Oh what a rath and bloody deed is this ? 
Ham. A bloody deed, almoft as bad, good Mother, 
As killa King, and marry with his Brother. 
One. As kill?’d a King ? 
Ham, J, Lady, twas my word. 
Thou wretched, rafh, intruding Fool, facewel, 
| rook thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune, 
Thou find’ft to be too bufie, is fome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you down, 
And ler me wring your heart, for fo] fhall 
[f ic be made of penetrable tuf; | 
If damned Cuftom have not braz’d it fo, 
That it is proof and bulwark againft Senfe. 
Qu. What have I done,that thou dar’it wag thy tongue, 
In noitfe fo rude again me? 
Ham. Such an Att 
That blurs the grace and biofh of Modefty, 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off che Rofe 
From che fair Fore-head of an innocent love, 
And makesa blifter there. Makes marriage vows 
As falfe as Dicers Oaths. O fucha Deed, 
As from the body of contraction pucks 
The very Sout, and fweet Religion makes 
A rhapfody of words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this folidity and compound mafs, i 
With triftful vifage as againft the doom, 
Is thought-fick at the act. 
Que. Aye me, whar act, that roars foloud, and thun- 
ders in the Index. 
Ham, Look here upon this Picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit prefentment of two Brothers : 
See what a grace feated on his Brow, 
Flyperions Curls, the front of fove himfelf, 
An Eye like Mars, to threaten or command 
A Station like the Herald Afercury. 
Now lighted on a Heaven kifling Hill ; 
A Combination, anda form indeed, 
Where every god did feem to fet hisSeal, 
To give the World afflurance of a.man. 
This was your Husband. Look you now what follows. 
Here is your Husband, like a Mildew’d Deer 
Blakting his wholfome breath, Have you Eyes? 
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on thls Moore? Ha? haye you Eyes ? 
You cannot call it Love: For at.your Age, 
The hey day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment: and what judgment 
Would ftep from this to this? What Devil was’c, 


That thus hath cozen’d you at Hoodman-blind ? 
O Shame! where is thy blufh? Rebellious Hell, 
[f thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth, let Virtne be as Wax. 
And melt inher own fire. Proclaim no fhame, 
When the compulfive Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Froftit felf, as actively doth burn, 
As Reafon panders Will. 

Que. O Hamlet, {peak no more. 
Thou tarnft mine Eyes into my very Soul, 
And there I fee fuch black and grained fpots, - 
As will not leave their Tind. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 
Inthe rank fweat of an enfeamed Bed, 
Stew’d in Corruption ; honyiog and making love 
Over the nafty Sty. 

Que. Oh {peak to me, no more, 
Thele words like Daggers enter in mine Ears. 
No more, fweet Hamler. 

Ham. A Murderer, anda Villain: 
A Slave, that is not twentieth part, the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule. - 
That froma fhelf, the precious Diadem ftole, 
And put it in his Pocke . 

Que, No more. 


Enter Ghoft, 


Ham. A King of fhreds and patches. 

Save me: and hover o’re me with your Wings 

You Heavenly Guards. What would you gracions figure? 
Qw. Alafs he’s mad. 
Ham, Do you not come your tardy Son to chide, 

That laps'd in Time and Paflion, let’s go by 

Th’ important acting of your dread command? Oh fay. 

Ghoft. Do not forget : this Vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But look Amazement on thy Mother fits ; 
O ftep between her, and her fighting Soul, 
Conceit in weakeft bodies, ftrongeft works. 
Speak toher, Hamlet. 

Ham. Howis it with you, Lady? 

Que. Alas, how is't with you? 

Tbat thus you bend your Eye on vacancy, 

And with the Corporal air do hold difcourfe, 
Forth at your Eyes, your fpirits wildly peep, 
And as the fleeping Souldiers in th’ Alarm, 

Your bedded hair, like life in Excrements, 

Start up, and ftandanend. O gentle Son, 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle cool patience, Whereon do you look ? 

Ham, On him, on him, look you how pale he glares, 
His form and caufeconjoin’d, preaching to ftones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look upon me, 

Left with this pitious action you convert 
My ftern effects: then what have I to do, 
Will want true colour 3 tears perchance for blood. 

Que. To whom do you fpeak this ? 

Flam. Do you fee nothing there? 

Que. Nothing atall, yet all that is I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Que. No, nothing but our felves, 

Ham, Why look you there : look how it fteals away ; 
My Father in his habit, as he lived. 

Look where he goes even now out at the Portal. 

Que, This isthe very Coinage of your brain, 
This bodilefs Creation ecftafie is very cunbing in. 

Ham. Ecftafie ? 

My Pulfe, as yours, doth temperately keeptime, 
And makes as healthful Mufick. [tis not madnefs 
That I have uttered ; bring me to the Teft 

And I the matter will re-word: which madnefs 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Grace, 


Lay 


LExit. 
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Lay not a flattering Unction to your Soul, 
That not your trefpafs, but my madnefs fpeaks : 
It will but skin and film the Ulcerous place, 
Whilft rank Corruption running all within, 
Infects uafeen. Confefs your fclf to Heaven, 
Repent whats paft, avoid what is to come, 

And do not fpread the Compoft or che Weeds, 
To make them rank. Forgive me this my Virtue, 
For in the fatnefs of thefe purfy times, 

Virtue it felf, of Vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea curb, and wooe, for leave to do him good. 

Que, Oh, Hamlet, 

Thou haft cleft my heart in twain. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 

Good night, but go not to mine Unkle’s Bed, 
Affume a Virtue, if you have it not, refrain to night, 
And chat fhall lend a kind of eafinefs 

To the next abftinence. Once more good night, 
And when you are defirous to be bleh, 

Pil blefling beg of you. For this fame Lord, 

I do repent: but Heaven hath pleas’d it fo. 

To punifh me with this, and this with me, 

Thac I mult be their Scourge and Minilter. 

[ will beftow him, and will anfwer well 

The death | gave him: fo again, good night. 

| muft be cruel, only to be kind; 

Thus bad begins, and worfe remaias behind. 

Que What fhall 1 do? 

Ham, Not this by no means that I bid you do: 
Let che blunt King tempt you again to Bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your cheek, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a pair of reechy kiflfes, 

Or padling in your neck with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I effentially am not in madnefs, 

But mad in craft. ’Twere good you let him know, 
For who thats but a Queen, fair, fober, wife, 
Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such deat concernings hide ? Who would do fo? 
No, indefpight of Senfe and Secrecy, ` 

Unpeg the Basket on the Houles top: 

Let the Birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 

To try Conclufions, inthe Basket creep, 

And break your own neck down. 

Que. Be thou affur’d, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life: I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 

Ham. 1 mult to England, you know that? 

Que. Alack, Thad forgot: ’Tis fo concluded on. 

Alam. This man fhall fet me packing : 

Pil lug the Guts into the Neighbour room ; 

Mother, good night. Indeed this Counfellor 

Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave, 

Who was in lifc a Foolifh prating Knave. 

Come, Sir, to draw toward anend with you. 

Good night, Mother. 
(Exie Hamlet tugging in Polonius. 


Enter King. 


King. There’s matters in thefe fighs. 
Thefe profound heaves 
You muft tranflate : ’tis fit we underftand them. 
Where is your Son? 
Que. Ah, my good Lord, what have I feen to night? 
King, What, Gertrude ? How docs Hamlet ? 
Que. Mad as the Seas, and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in his lawlefs fit 
Behind the Arras, hearing fomething ftir, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, & Rat, 
And in his brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeen good old man, 
King. Oh heavy deed. 
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It had been fo with us had we becn there ; 

His Liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your felf, tous, toevery one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anfwered ? 

It will be laid tous, whofe providence 

Should have kept fhort, reftrain’d, and out of haunt, 

This mad young man. But fo much was our love, 

We would not underftand what was moft fic, 

But like the Owner ofa foul Difeafe, 

To keep it from divulging, lets it feed 

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 
Que. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d, 

O’re whont his very madnefs like fome Ore 

Among a Mineral of Mettals bafe 

Shews it felf pure. He weeps for what is done, 
King. Oh Gertrude, comeaway : 

The Sun no fooner fhall the Mountains touch, 

But we will fhip him hence, and this vile deed, 

We muft with all our Majefty and Skill 

Both countenance, and excufe. 


Enter Rofincros, and Guildenftare. 


Ho Guildenflare : 

Friends both, go join yon with fome further aid : 
Hamlet in madnefs hath Polonius Nain, 

And from his Mothers Clofet hath he dragg’d him. 

Go feek him out, fpeak fair, and bring the body 

Into the Chappel. I pray you haftcinthis. [Exte. Gent. 
Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wifeft Friends, 
To let them know both what we mean to do, 
And what’s untimely done. Oh come away, 
My Soul is full of difcord and difmay. [ Exennt. 
Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Safely ftowed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. 

Ham, What noife? who calls on Hamles ? 
Oh here they come. 


Enter Rofincros, and Guildenftare. 


Rof. What have you done,myLord,with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft, whercto ’tis kin. 

Rofin. Tell us where ‘tis, that we may take ic thence, 
And bear it to the Chappel. 

Flam, Do not believe it, 

Rofin. Believe what? 

Ham. That I can keep your Counfel, and not mine 
own. Befides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what repli- 
cation fhould be made by the Son of a King. 

Rofin. Take you me for aSpunge, my Lord ? 

Ham, |, Sir, that fokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do the King 
beft fervice inthe end ) He keeps them like an Ape in the 
corner of his Jaw, firft mourh’d to be laft fwallowed, 
when he needs what you have glean’d, it is but fqueezirg 
you, and Spunge you fhall be dry again. 

Rofin. | underftand you not, my Lord. 

Ham, | am glad of ic: a Kuavith fpeech fleeps in a 
Foolifh Ear 

Rofin. My Lord, you muft tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the King, 

Ham. The Body is withthe King, but the King ts not 
with the Body. The King, is a thing —— 

Guild A thing, my Lord? 

Ham, Of nothing? bring me to bim, hide Fox, and 
all after. [Exeunr. 


Enter King. 


King. [have fent to feek him, and to find the Body: 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe : 


Ggg 3 Yet 
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Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him: 

He’s lov’d of the diftraéted multitude, 

Who like not in their judgment, but their Eyes: 

And where ’tis fo, th’ Offenders fcourge is weigh’d 
But nearer the offence: to bear all fmooth, and even, 
This fudden fending him away, mult feem 

Deliberate pawle, difeafes defperate grown, 

By defperate appliance are relieved, 

j Or not at all. , 

Enter Rofincros. 


How now ? what hath befaln ? 

Rofin. Where the dead body is beftow’d, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where .is he ¢ 

- Rofin. Without, my Lord, guarded to know your plea- 

fure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

Rofin. Ho, Gnildenftare ? bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet, and Guildenftare. 


King. Now, Hamlet, wheres Polonius? 

Ham, At Supper. 

King. AtSupper? Where ? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, acer- 
tain Convocation of Worms are e’ne at him. Your Worm 
is your only Emperour for diet, We fat all Creatures elfe 
to fat us, and we fat our felves for Maggots. Your fat 
King and your lean Beggar is but variable fervice, two 
Difhes, but to one Table, that’s the end. 

King. What doft thou mean by this? 

Ham. Nothing but to thew you how a King may go a 
Progrefs through the gut of a Beggar. 

King, Where ts Polonins ? 

Ham, In Heaven, fend thither ta fee. If. your Meflen- 
ger find him not there, feek him i’ th’ other place your 
felf: but indeed, if you find him not-this month, you 
hall nofe him as you go up the ftairs into the Lobbey. 

King. Go feek him there. 

Ham. He will ftay ’till ye come. 

Ki. Hamlet, this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence 
With fiery quicknefs: therefore prepare thy felf, 

The Bark isready, and the wind at help, 
Th’ Affociates tend, and every thing at bent 
For England. 

Flam. For England? 

King. 1, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King. Sois it, if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 

Ham. \ fee a Cherub that feeshim: but come, for 
England. Farewel, dear Mother. 

King. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. i 

Hamlet. My Mother; Father and Mother is Man and 
Wife : Man and Wife is one fichh, and fo my Mother. 
Come, for England. LExit. 

King. Follow him at foot, 
| Tempt him with fpeed aboard: 

Delay.it not, Pll have him hence to night. 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe Icans on th’ Affair, pray you make hafte. 
And England, if my love thou hold’ft at ought, 

As my gteat power thereof may give thee fenfe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 

After the Danifh Sword, and thy free awe 

Payes homage tous ; thou may’ft not coldly fet 
Our Sovereign Procefs, which imports at full 

By Letters conjuring to that effect 

The prefent Death of Hamlet. Do it in England, 
For like the Heétick in my bloud he rages, 

And thau muf cure me: ’till 1 know’tis done, 
How-e’re my haps, my joyes were ne’re begun. [Exz. 


\ 


Enter Fortinbras with an Army, 


For. Go, Captain, from me to the Danifh King, 
Tell him that by his Licence , Fortinbras 
Claims the conveyance of a promis’d March 
Over his Kingdom. You know the Rendevouz: 
If that his Majefty would ought with us, 
‘We fhall exprefs our duty in his Eye, 
“And let bim know fo. 

Cap. 1 will do’t, my Lord. 

For. Go fafely on. [ Exit. 
Enter Queen and Horatio. 


Qu. 1 will not {peak with her. 

Hor, She is importunate , indeed diftraét, her mood 
will needs be pitied. 

Qu What would fhe have? 

Hor.: She {peaks much of her Father; fayes the hears 
There’s tricks 7 th’ World,and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spurns envioufly at Straws, {peaks things in doubt, 


_| That carry but half fenfe: Her fpeech is nothing, 


Yet the unfhaped ufe of it doth move 

The hearers to Collection; they aimat it, 

And both the words up fit totheir own thoughts, 
Which at her winks, and nods, and geftures yield them, 
Indeed would make one think there would be thoughts 
Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

| Qu. °Twere good fhe were fpoken with, 

For ihe may ftraw dangerous conjeétures 

In ill breeding minds. Let her come in 

To my fick Soul (as fin’s true nature is) 

Each toy feems Prologue to fome great amifs, 

So full of Artlefs jealonfie is guile, 

It {pills it felf in fearing to be fpilt. 


Enter Ophelia deffratted, 


Oph, Where is the beauteous Majefty of Denmark? 
Qu How-now, Ophelia. 
Oph. How {hould I yonr true love know from another one? 
By his éockle hat. and ftaff, and his fandal fhoon. 
Qn. Alas, fweet Lady : what imports this Song? 
Oph. Say you? Nay, pray you mark. 
He is dead and gone, Lady, he is dead and gone, 
At his head a grafs-green Turf, at bis heels a fione. 


Enter King. 


Qu. Nay, but Ophelia 

Oph. Pray you mark. 

White bis Shrowd as the eAountain-Snow.: 
4. Alas, look here, my Lord. 

Oph. Larded with feet flowers : 

Which bewept to the grave did not £0, 
With True-love flowers, 

King. How do ye, pretty Lady ? 

Oph. Well, God-dil’d you. They fay the Owle was a. 
Baker’s Daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know 
not what we may be. God beat your Table. ` 

King. Conceit upon her Father. 

Oph, Pray you let ns have no words of this: but when 
they ask you what it means, fay you this: 

To morrow ts. S. Valentine’s day, -all in the morn betime, 
And la Maid at. your window, to be your Valentine. 

Then up he rofe,and dond his cloths and dupt the chamber door : 
Let ina eaid, that ont a Maid never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Oph. Indeed la? without an Oath, I'll make an end:on’t. 

By Gis, and by S. Charity: 

Alack, an fie for fhame. 

Young men will do't, if they come tot, 

By Cock they are to blame. 


Quoth 
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Quith fhe, before you tumbled me, 
You promts’d me to wed : 

So would I ha done, by yonder Sun, 
And thou hadft not come to my Bed. 
King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 
Opb. | hope all will be well. 


and fo I thank you for your good counfel. 


Goodnight, goodnight. 
King. Follow her clofe, 
Give her good watch I pray you: 
Oh this is the poifon of deep grief, it fprings 
All from her Fathec’s death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When Sorrows come, they come not fingle [pies, 
Bucin Battels. Firft, her Father flain, 
Next your Son gone, and he moft violent author 
Of his own juft remove; the people muddicd, 
Thick and unwholfome in their thoughts and whifpers, 
For good Polomus death; and we have done but grecnly, 
in hugger mugger tointerr him. Poor Ophelia 
Divided from her felf, and her fait judgment, 
Without the which we are Pictures, or mere Beafts, 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe, 
Her Brother is in fecret conie from France, 
Keeps on his wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds, 
And wants not Buzzers to infect his ear 
With peftilent fpeeches of his Fathers death, 
Where in neceflity of matter beggat’d 
Will nothing ftick our perfons to arraign 
Inearandear, O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like toa murdering Piece in many places, 
Gives me fuperfluous death. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Queen. Alack, what noife is this? 
King. Where are my Switzers? 
Let them guard the door. What is the matter ? 
Mef. Save your felt, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over peering of his Lift) 
Eats not the Flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laerres, ina riotous head, 
O’re-bears your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, ; 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not known, 
The Ratifters and props of every word, 
They cry, choofe we? Laerres fall be King. 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds, 
Laertes hall be King, Laertes King. 
Queen. How cheat fully on tke falfe Trail they cry, 
Oh this is the Counter, you falfe Danifi Doggs. 


LNosfe within, 


Enter Laertes. 


King. The doors are broke. 


Laer. Where isthe King, Sirs? Scand you all without. 


All, No, let’s come in. 
_ Laer, | pray you give me leave. 

All We will, we will. 

Laer, [thank you: Keep the door. 
O thou vile King, give me my Father. 

Queen, Calmly, good Laertes, ` 

Laer. That.drop of blood that calms, 
Proclaims me Baftard: 
Crys Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chalte unfmitched brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. Whatis the caufe, Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion looks fo Gyant-like ? 
Let him go, Gertrude: Do not fear our Perfon: 
There’s fuch Divinity doth hedge a Kiag, 
That treafon can but peep to what it would, 


We muft be patient, 
but | cannot chufe but weep, to think they fhould 
lay him th’ cold ground: My Brother fhatl know of it, 
Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight, Ladies: Goodnight, fweet Ladies : 


LExis. 


LA Noife within. 





Acts little of his will. Tellme, Laertes, 
Why act chou thus iacenft? Let him go, Gertrude, 
Speak man. 

Laer. Where’s my Father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen, But not by him. 

King. Let him emand his fill. 

Laer, How came he dead ? PI not be joggl’d with 
To Hell Allegiance: Vows to the blackelt Devil: 
Confeience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pic. 

I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand, 
That both the Worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes: only I'll be reveng’d 
Molt throughly for my Father. 

King. Who fhall flay you ? 

Laer, My Will, not ail the World. 
And for my means, l'll husband them fo well, 
They mhall go far with little. 

King, Good Laertes : 
If you defire to know the certainty 
Of your dear Father’s death, if writ in your revenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both friend and foc, 
Winner and Lofer. 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer, To his good Friends thus wide [’ll ope my Arms, 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 

Repaft them with my blood. 
King. Why now ? what noile is that ? 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman. 
That lam guiltlefs of your Father’s death, 
And am moft fenfible in grief for it, 
It fhall as level to your Judgment pierce, 
As day do’s to your eye. 
LA Noife within. Let ber come in. 
Enter Ophelia. 


Laer. How now? what noife is that ? 

O heat dry up my brains, tears cven times fale, 
Burn ouc the fenfe and virtue of mine Eye. 
By Heaven thy madnefs fhall be paid by weight, 
Till our Scale turns che Beam. O Rofe of Atay, 
Dear Maid, kind Sifter, fweet Ophelia : 
O Heavens, is’t poflible, a young Maid’s wits, 
Should be as mortal as an old Man’s life ? 
Nature is fine in love, and where ’tis fine, 
Ic fends fome precious initance of it felf 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. They bore him barc-fac'd on the Beer. 

Fey non noney, noney, hey noney: 

And on his grave rams many a tear, 

Fare you well, my Dove. 

Laer. Had`it thou thy wits, and did’{t perfwade Re- 
venge, it could not move thus. 

Oph. You muft fing down a-down , and you call him 
a down-a. O how the wheels become? It is che falfe 
Steward chat [tole his Matter’s daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter, 

Oph. There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance. 

Pray Love remember: and there’s Pancics, that’s for 
Thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madnefs, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitred. 

Oph There?s Fennel for you, and Columbines: there's 
Rue for you, and here’s fome for me. We may call it 
Herb-Grace a Sundays: O you muft wear your Rue 
witha difference. There’sa Dafie, I would give you fome 
Violets, but they withered all when my Father dyed: 
They fay, he made a good end; 

For bonny feet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thought, and Allliftion, Paflion, Hell it felf: 

She turns to favour; andto prettinels. 


Oph. 
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Oph. And will he not come again ? 
And will he sot come again? 
No, no, be ts dead, goto thy Death-bed, 
Fle never will come again. 
His Beard as white as Snow, 
All Flaxen was his Pole: 
He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away monte, 
Gramercy ou his Soul. 
And of all Chriftian Souls, I pray God. 
God b’w’ye. 
Laer. Do you fee this, you gods? 
King. Laertes, I moft commune with your grief, 
Or-you deny me right: Go but a-part, 
Make choice of whom your witfeft friends you will, 
And they fhall hear and judge ’twixt you and me ; 
If by direct or by Collateral hand 
They find us touch’d, we will our Kingdom give, 
Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call Ours, 
To you in fatisfaction, But if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we fhall joyntly labour with your foul, 
To give it due content. . 
Laer, Let this be fo: 
His means of death, his obfcure burial: __ 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment o’er his bones, 
No Noble Rite, nor Formal Oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as twere from Heaven to Earth, 
That I muft call in queftion. 
King, So you fhall: 
And where th’offenceis , let the great Axe fall. 
-] pray you go with me. 





[Exit Ophelia. 


LExeunt. 
Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 


Hora, What are they that would fpeak with me ? 
Ser, Sailors, Sir, they fay they have letters for you: 
Fora. Let them come in, 

I do not know from what part of the world 

[ fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hazlet. 


Enter Sailor. 


Sail. God blefs you, Sir. 

Hora. Let him blefs thee too. 

Sail. He thall, Sir, an’t. pleafe him. There’s a Letter 
for you, Sir: It comes from th’Ambafladour that was 
bound for England, if your name be Horatio, asl am let 
to know it is. | 

Reads the Letter. 


Oratio, when thou fpale have overlook’d this, give 

thefe fellows fome means to the King: They have 
Letters for him, Ere we were two days old at Sea, a Pi. 
rate of very Warlike appointment, gave us Chace. Find- 
eng our febves too flow of Sail, we put on a compelled Va- 
lour. In the Grapple, I boarded them: On the inftant they 
got clear of our Ship, So I alone became their Prifoner, 
They have dealt with me, like Thieves of Mercy, but 
they knew what they did. I am to do a good turn for 
them, Let the King have the Letters I have fent, andre- 
pair thou to me with as much hafte as thou wonldft flie 
Death. I have words to foeakin your ear, will make thee 
dumb, yet are they much too light for the bore of the 
Matter. Thefe good fellows will bring thee where I am, 
Rofincrofs avd Guildenftare hold thei courfe for England, 
Of them I have as mich totell thee, Farewell. 


He that thon knoweft shine, 
Hamlet. 
Come, I will give you way for thefe your Letters, 


And do’t the fpeedier, that you may direct me 


To him, from whom you brought them. CExit. 
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Enter King and Laertes. 


King. Now mult your Confcience my Acquitance feal, 
And you mut put mein your heart, for friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he which hath your Noble Father flain, 
Purfued my life. 

Laer, It well appears, But tell me, 

Why you proceeded not againft thefe feats, 
So Crimeful and fo Capital in Nature, 

As by your Safety, Wifdom, all things elfe, 
You mainly were ftirr’d up? 

King. O for two f{pecial Reafons, 

Which may to you (perhaps) feem much unfinewed, 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen, his Mother, 
Lives almoft by his looks: and for my felf, 
My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She’s fo conjunctive to my Life and Soul; 
That as the Star moves not but in his Sphere, 
[ could not but by her. The other Motive, 
Why toa publick count I might not go, 
Is the great love the general gender bear him, 
Who dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gives to Graces. So that my Arrows 
Too flightly Timbred for fo loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my Bow again, 
And not where I had aim’d them. 
Laer. And fo have Ia Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driven into defperate terms, 
Who was (if praifes may go back again ) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfections. But my revenge will come. 
King. Break not your fleepsfor that, 
You muft not think 
That we are made of ftuff fo flat and dull, 
That we can let our Beard be fhook with danger, 
And think it paftime. You fhortly shall hear more, 
I lov’d your Father, and we love your felf, 
And that I hope will teach you to imagine —— 


Enter Meflenger. 


How now? What News? 

eMef. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. This to your 
Majefty: This to the Queen. 

King. From Hamlet ?- Who brought them ? 

Mef. Sailors, my Lord, tbey fay, I faw them not: 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv’d them. 

Keng. Laertes, you {nall read them: 
Leave us. (Exit Meflenger. 

High and Mighty, you fhal! know I am fer naked on your 
Kingdom, To Morrow fhall I beg leave to fee your King- 
ly Eyes. When I fhall (firft Ski you Pardon thereunto) 
recount th’ Occaftons of my fudden, and more ftrange re- 
burn, i 

Hamlet. 


What fhould this mean? Are all che reft come back ? 
Or is it fomeabule ? Or no fuch thing ? - 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King. Tis Hamlet’s Character, naked, and in a Polt- 
{cript here he fays alone: Can you advife me? 

Laer, I’m loft init, my Lord, but let him come, 
It warmis the very ficknefs in my heart, 
That I fhall live and cell him to his teeth: 
Thus diddeft thon. 

King. If it be fo, Laertes, as how fhould it be fo? 
How otherwife? will you berul’d by me. 

Laer. If fo, you'll not o’er-rule me toa peace. 

King. To thine own peace: If he be now return’d, 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he means 


No more to undertake it; I will work him s 
O 
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Toan exploit now ripe in my Device, 

Under the which he thall not choofe but fall: 

And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe, 
But even his Mother fhall uncharge rhe practice, 
And callitaccident: Some two Months hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy 

Pve feen my felf and ferv’d againft the French. 

And they ran well onhorfe back; but this Gallant 
Had witchcraft imt; he grew into his Seat, 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, 

As had he been encorps’t and demy-Natur’d 

With the brave Beaft, fo far he paft my thought, ‘ 
i That I ia forgery of Pis and Tricks, 

Come fhort of what he did 

Laer. A Norman was't ? 

King, A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life, Lameound. 

King, The Very fame. 

Laer. Lkoow him well, he is the brooch indeed, 
And Gemm of all our Nation. 

King. He made confeflion of you, 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report, 

For art and exercife in your defence ; 

An for your Rapier moft efpecially, 

That he cry’d out, *twould be a fight indeed, 

lf one could match you, Sir. This Report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 

That he could nothing do but wifh and beg, 

Your fudaen coming over to play with him 3 

Now out of this——— 

Laer, Why out of this, my Lord? 

King. Laertes, was your Father dear Co you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, 

A face without a heart? 

Laer, Why ask you this ? 

King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is begun by Time: 

Aad that I fee in paffages of proof, 

Time qualifies the fpatk and fire of it: 

Hamlet, come back, what would you undertake, 
To fhew your felf your Father’s Son in deed, 
More than in words ? 

Laer. To cut his. Throat ith? Church. 

King. No place indeed fhould murther fanctuarize ; 
Revenge fhould have no bounds: but, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep clofe within your Chamber ? 
Hamlet return’d, fhall know you are come home : 
We'll put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnih on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you , bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads, he being remifs, 
Moft generons, and free from all contriving, 
Will not perufe the Foils? So that with eafe, 
Or with a little huffing, you may choofe 
A Sword un.baited, and in a pafs of practice, 
Requite him for your Father. 

Laer. 1 will do’t, 
And for that purpofe Pll anoint my Sword : 
I bought an Unction of a Mountebank, 
So mortal, I but dipt a Knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no Cataplafm fo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that have Virtue 
Under the Moon, can fave the thing from death, 
Thar is but fcratcht withal: PIH touch my point, 
With this contagion, that if 1 gall him flightly, 
lt may be death. 

Keng, Let’s further think of this, 

Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our fhape if this fhould fail, . 

And that our drift lookt through our bad performance, 
*T were better not aflay’d ; therefore this Project 
Should have a back, or fecond, that might hold, 

If this fhould blaftin proof: Soft, let me fee, 

We'll make a folemn wager on your comings, 


lhat: When in your motion you are hot and dry, 

As make your bouts more violent to the end, 

And that he calls for drink; I'll have prepar’d him 

A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but fippiog, 

If he by chance efcape your venom’d ftuck, 

Our purpofe may hold there; how now, fweet Queen. 


Enter Qneen, 


ca One woe doth tread upon another’s heel, 
So fait they’ll follow: Your Sifter’s drown’d, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown’d! O where ? 

ueen. There is a Willow grows aflant a Brook, 

Thac fhews his hoar leaves in the glaflie ftream : 
There with fantaftick Garlands did fhe come, 
Of Crow.flowers, Nettles, Daifies, and long Purples, 
That liberal Shepherds gave a groller name; 
But our cold Maids do dead men’s Fingers call them : 
There on the pendant boughs, her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang; an envious fliver broke, 
When down the weedy Trophies, and her felf, 
Fell in the weeping Brook, her cloaths fpread wide. 
And Maremaid-like, a while they bear her up, 
Which time fhe chaunted fnatches of old Tunes, 
As one incapable of her own diftrefs, 
Or like a Creature Native, and deduced 
Unto that element : But long it could not be, 
Till that her Garments heavy with their drink, 
Pull’d che poor wretch from her melodious by 
To muddy death. 

Laer, Alas then, is fhe drown’d ? 

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore i forbid my tears: But yer 
It ts our trick, Nature her cuftom holds, 
Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 
The woman willbe out: Adieu, my Lord, 
l have a fpeech of fire chat fain would blaze, 


But that this folly drowns it. Exit. 
King. Let’s follow, Gertrude : 

How much I had to do to calm his Rage ? 

Now fear I this will give it ftart again, 

Therefore let’s follow. LExexnt. 


Enter two Clowns. 


Clown, Is fheto be buried in Chriftian burial, that wil- 
fully feeks her own falvation ? 

Other. \ tell thec, the is, and therefore make her Grave 
{traight, the Crownerc hath fate on her, and finds it 
Chriftian burial. 

Clown. How can that be, unlefs fhe drowned her felf 
in her own defence ? 

Other, Why ’tis found fo. 

Clown. It muft be Se offendendo, it cannot be elle: For 
here iies the point: If idrown my felf wittingly, itargues 
an Act: And an Act hath three branches. Itis an Act to 
ee to perform, argall fhe drown’d her telf wit- 
tingly. 

Other. Nay, but hear you Goodman Delver. 

Clown. Give me leave; here lies the water, good: 
here ftands the man, good: If the mangotothis Water, 
and drown himfelf: itiswillhe, nill he, he goes; mark 
youthat: Butif the water cometohim, and drown him; 
he drowns not himfelf. Argall, he that is not guilty of 
his own death, fhortens not his own life. 

Other. Butis this Law ? 

Clown. I marry is’t, Crowner’s Queft Law. _ 

Orber. Will you ha’ the truth on’t: if this had not 
been aGentlewoman, fhe fhould have been buried out of 
Chriftian Burial. 

Clown. Why there thou fay’ft. And the more pity that 
great Folk fhould have countenance in this World to 
drown or hang themfelves, more than their even n 
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ftian. Come, my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen 
but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers; they hold up 
Adam’s profeflion. 

Other. Was he a Gentleman? 

Clo. He was the firft that ever bore Armes, 

Other. Why, he had none. 

Clo. What, art a Heathen? how doft thou underftand 
the Scripture? the Scripture fayes Adam digg’d , could 
be dig without Armes? 1’le put another queftion to thee ; 
if thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe, confefs thy 
felf 

Other. Go to, 

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger than either the 
Mafon, the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. The Gallowsemaker, for that Frame out-lives a 
thoufand Tenants. 

Clo. J like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallows does 
well; but how does it well? it does well to thofe that do 
ill: now thou do’ft ill to fay the Gallows is built ftronger 
thanthe Church : Argal,the Gallows may do well to thee. 
To’t again, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger than.a Mafon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter ? 

Gio. I, tell me that, and unyoke. 

Other. Marry, now I can tell. 

Clo. To’t. 

© Other. Mafs, I cannot tell. 








Enter Hamlet and Horatio afar of. 


Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more-about it; for your dull 
Afs will notmend his pace with beating; and when you 
are askt this queftion next, fay a Grave-maker : the houfes 
that he makes, laft tit] Doams-day: go,get thee to Yanghan, 
| fetch mea ftoup of Liquor. 

Sings. 
In youth when I did love, did love, 
me thought it was very fweet, 
To contratt O the for a my behove, 
O me thought there was nething meet, 


Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefs, that he 
fings at Grave-making, 

Hor, Cuftom hath made it in him a property of eafi- 
nefs. 

Ham, *Tise’en fo; the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier fenfe. 


Clown fings. 
But Age with his ftealing fteps 
hath caught me in his clutch : 
And hath flipped me intillthe Land, 
as if I never had bin fach. 


Ham. That Scull had a tongue init, and could fing once: 
how the Knave jowles it toth’ground, as if it were Cain’s 
Jaw-bone, that did the firft murther : {t might be the pate 
of a Politician which this Afso’re-offices : one that could 
circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hor, It might, my Lord. 

Ham, Or of a Courtier, which could fay,Good Morrow, 
fweet Lord: how doft thou, good Lord? this might be 
my Lord fuch a one,that prais’d my Lord fuch a ones horfe, 
when he meant to beg it 5 might it not? 

Flor. 1, my Lord. 

Ham, Why e’enfo:and now my Lady Worm’s, Chap 
lefs, and knockt about the Mazzard with a Sexton’s Spade, 

here’s fine Revolution, if we had the trick to fee’t. Did 
thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but to play at Log 
gers with em? mine ake to think on’t. 


Clown fings. 
Al Pick:axe and a Spade, a Spade, 
for and a fhrowding fheet : 
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O a Pit of Clay for tobe made, 
for fuch a Gueft is mece. 


Ham. There’s another : why might not that be the Scull 
ofa Lawyer? where be his Quidditsnow? his Quillets ? 
his Cafes? his Tenures , and his Tricks? why does he 
fuffer this rude knave now to knock him about the Sconce 
with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him ofhis Action of 
Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in’scime a great buyer 
of Land, with his Statutes, his Recognizances, his Fines 
his double Vouchers, his Recoveries: !s this the fine of his 
Fines, and the recovery of his Recoveries, to have his fine 
Pate full of fine Dirt? will his Vouchers vonch him no 
more of his Purchaces,and double ones too,than the length 
and breadth of a pair of Indentures ? the very Conveyances 
of his Lands will hardly lye inthis Box, and muftthe In 
heritor himfelf have no more ? ha? 

Har. Nota jot more, my Lord. 

Ham, isnot Parchment made of Sleep skins? 

Hor. I my Lord, and of Calve-skins too. 

Ham. They are Sheep and Calves that feek out affu. 
rance inthat. I willfpeak to this fellow: whofe Grave’s 
this, Sir ? . 

(o. Mine, Sir: 

O a pit of Clay for to be made, 

for fuch a Gueft is meet. 

Ham, \think it be thine indeed : for thou lieft in’t. 

Clo. Youlyc out on’t, Sir, and therefore it is not yours : 
for my part I do not lie in’t, and yet it is mine. 

Ham, Thou doft lye in’t, to be in’t; and fay ’tis thine, 
"tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lyett. 

Clo. "Tis a quick lye, Sir, ’twill away again from me 
to you. 

Ham, What man doft thou dig ir for ? 

Cfo, For no man, Sir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

Clo. For none neither. 

Ham. Whois to be buried in’t ? 

Clo, One that was a Woman, Sir; but reft her Soul, 


Fam. How abfolute the Knave ìs? we muft [peak by 
the Card, or equivocation will follow us: by the Lord, 
Horatio, thefe three years | have taken note of it, the Age 
is grown fo picked, and the toe of the Pefant comes fo near 
the heel of our Courtier , he galls his Kibe. How long 
haft chou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clo, Of all the dayes i’th’year, I came to’t that day that 
our laft King Hamlet o’recame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? 

Clo, Cannot you tell that? every foo] can tell that: Ic 
was the very day that young Hamlet was born, he that was 
mad and fentinto England. 

Ham, | marry, why was he fent into England ? 

Clo. Why, becaufe he was mad ; he fhall recover his 
wits there; or if he donot, it’s no great matter there, 

Flam, Why ? 

Clown. Twill not be feen in him, there the men areas 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Clo. Very ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ¢ 

Clo. Faith e’en with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clo. Why here in Denmark; 1 have been Sexton here, 
Man and Boy thirty years. 

Ham. How long willa man liei’th’earth ’ere he rot ? 

Cio. Ifaith, if he be rotten before he dye (as we have 
many pocky Coarfes now adays, that will {carce hold the 
laying in) he will laft you fome eight year, or nine year. 
A Tanner will laft you nine years. 

Ham. Why he, more than another ? 

Clo. Why Sir, his hide is tann’d with his Trade, that 
he will keep out water a great while. And your water 
is a fore Decayer of your whorefon dead body, here’s a 
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Scull now: this Seuli has lain in the Earth three and 
twenty years. 

Ham. Whofe wasit? 

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellow’sit was ; 

Whofe do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, | know not. 

Clo. A peftilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pour’d a 
Flagon of Rhenifh on my head once. This fame Scull, Sir, 
this fame Scull, Sir,was Yorick’s Scull, the Kings Jefter. 

Ham, This? 

Clo. Een that. 

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poor Yorick,1 knew him, Horatio, 
a fellow of infinite Jeft ; of moft excellent fancy, he hath 
born me on his back a thoufand times: And how abhor- 
red my imagination is, my gorge rifesat it. Here hung 
thofe lips, that | have kilt | know not how oft. Where 
be your fibes now ? Your Gambals? YourSongs? Your 
flafhes of Merriment that were wont to fet the Table ona 
Roar? No one now to mock your own Jecring ? Quite 
chop fall’n ? Now get youto my Ladies Chamber, and tell 
her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour fhe muft 
come, Make her laugh at that: prethee, Aoratro, tell me 
one thing. 

Hor, What’sthat, my Lord? 

Ham. Do’lt thouthink Alexander lookt o’this fafhion 
Pth’earth ? 

Hor. E’en fo. 

Ham. And fmele fo ? Puh. 

Hor, Een fo, my Lord. 
> Ham, To what bafe ufes we may return, Horatio. Why 
May not imagination trace the Noble duft of Alexander, 
*cill he find it {topping a bung. hole ? 

Hor, Twere to confider : too curioufly to confider fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow him thither 
with modefty enough, and jikelyhood to lead it; as thus, 
Alexander dicd: Alexander was buried: Alexander re- 
turneth into duft; the duft is earth; of earth we make 
Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was converted) 
might they not ftopa Beer-barrel ? 

Imperial Cefardead and turn’d to clay, 

Might {top a hole to keep the wind away. 

Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall, vexpell the Winter’s flaw. 
But foft, but foft, afide : here comes the King. 


Fnter King, Queen, Laerts, avd a Cofhn, 
with Lords attendant. 


The Queen, the Courtiers. What is’t that they follow, 
And with fuch maimed rights ? This doth betoken, 
The Coarfe they follow, did with defperate hand, 
Forcdo it’s own life; ’twas fome Eftate. 
Couch we a while, and mark. 
Laer, What Ceremony elfe? 
Ham, That is Laertes a very Noble youth: Mark. 
Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 
Prieft. Her Obfequies have been as far enlarg’d, 
As wc have warrantic, her death was doubtful, 
And but that greatcommand o’refways the order, 
she fhould in ground unfanctified have lodg’d, 
*Tillthe laft Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 
Shards, Flints, and Pebbles, fhould be thrown on her : 
Yet here fhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden {trewments, and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Burial. 
Laer, Muf there no more be done? 
Prieff, No more be done : 
We fhould prophane the fervice of the dead, 
Tofing fage Requiem, and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-departed Souls. 
Laer, Lay her ?th’earth, 
And from her fair and unpolluted fiefh, 
May Violets f{pring. I tellthee (churlifh Prieft) 
A Miniltring Angel fhall my Sifter be, 
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When thou lieft howling. 

Ham, What, the fair Ophelia ? 

Queen. Sweets, to thee fweet farewell, 
[ hop’d thou would’ft have been my Hamlet’s wife : 

thought thy Bride-bed to have deckt ({weet Maid) 
And not have ftrew’d thy Grave. 
Laer. Oh terrible wooer, 
Fall ten times treble on that curfed head, 
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft ingenious fenfe 
Depriv’d theeof. Hold off the earth a while, 
Till | have caught her once more in mine arms: 
. L Leaps into the Grave. 
Now pile your duft upon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
Too’re-top old Pelion, or the skyifh head 
OF blue Olympus, 

Ham, Whatis he, whofe griefs 
Bear fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of forrow 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers? This is!, 

Hamlet the Dane. 
, Laer. The Devil take thy Soul. 
Ham, Thou pray’ft not well, 
I prithee take thy fingers from my throat - 
Sir, though | am not fpleenative and rahh, 
Yet have | fomething in me dangerous, 
VVhich lec thy wifenefsfear. Away thy hand. 

King. Pluck them afunder. 

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 

Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. VVhy | will fight with him upon this Theme, 
Until my eye-lids will no longer wag. 

Queen. Oh my Son, what Theme ? 

Ham, \lov’d Ophela, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not (with all cheir quantity of love) 

Make up my fumm. VVhat wilt thou do for her ? 

King. Oh he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God forbear him. 

Ham, Come fhew me what thov’lt do. 
VVoo'cweep? wootfight? woo’ttear thy felf? 
VVoo't drink up Efile, eat a Crocodile ? 

Pie do’t Do’ft thou come hither to whine ; 
To out-face me with leaping in to her Grave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and fo will I, 
And if thou prate of Mountains; let tnem throw 
Millions of Acres on us, ’cill our ground 
Singging his pate agatnft the burning Zone, 
Make Offa likea wart. Nay, and thou’lt mouth, 
Ple rantas well as thou. 
King. This is mere madnefs : 
Aad thus a while the fic will work on him - 
Anon as patient as the female Dove, 
VVhen that her golden Coplct are difclos’d ; 
His filence will fit drooping. , 
Ham, Hear you Sir; 
VVhat is the reafon that youufe me thus? 
1 lov’d youever; bur it isno matter: 
Let Hercules himfelfdo what he may, 

The Cat will mew, and Dog will have his day, 
King. | pray you good Horatso,wait pon him, 
Strengthen your- patience in our lalt nights fpeech, 

VVe’ll put the matter to the prefent puh. 
Good Gertrude {et fome watch over your Son, 
This Grave fhall have a living Monument : 
An hour of quiet fhortly fhall we fee ; 

‘Till then in patience our proceeding be. 


a 


(Ext. 


[ Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham, So much for this, Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You do remember all the circumftance. 
Hor, Remember it,my Lord. 
Ham, Sir,in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me fleep ; me thought | lay 
VVorfe 
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Worfe than the mutines in the Bilboes, rafhly, 

(And praife be rafhnefs for it) let us know 

Our indifcretion fometimes ferves us well, 

When our dear Plots do pall, andthat fhould teach us, 
There’s a Divinity that fhapes our ends, 

Rough-hew them how we will. 

flor. That is moft certain. 

Ham, Up from my Cabin. 

My Sea-Gown fcarft about me in the dark, 
Grop’d Ito find outthem; had my defire, 
Finger’d their Packet, and in fine withdrew 

To mine own Room again, making fo bold, 
(My tears forgetting manners) to unfeal — 
Their grand Commiffion, where 1 found, Horatio, 
Oh royal knavery : An exaćt command, 

Larded with many feveral forts of reafon : 
Importing Denmarks health, and England's too, 
With hoo, fuch Buggs and Goblins in my life, 
That on the fupervize no leifare bated, 

No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fhould be ftruck off. 

Flor. 1s’t poflible ? 

Ham. Here’s the Commiffion, read it at more leifure : 
But wilt thou hear how | did proceed ? 

Hor. i befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villains, 
E’re I could make a Prologue to my Brains 
They had begun the Play. I fate me down, 

Devis’d a new Commiflion, wrote it fair, 

] once did hold ìt as our Statifts do, 

A bafenefs to write fair ; and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning : But, Sir, now, 
It did me yeoman’s fervice: wilt thou know 
The effects of what I wrote ? 

Hor. 1, good my Lord. 

Ham, Ancarneft Conjaration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Tributary, 

As love between them, asthe Palm fhould flourifh, 
As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wear, 
And ftand a Comma tween their amities, 

And many fuch like Affis of great charge, 

That on the view and know of thefe contents, 
VVithout debatement further, more or lefs, 

He fhould the bearers put to fudden death, 

No fhriving time allowed. 

Hor. How was this feal’d ? 

Ham, Why even in that was heaven ordinate 5 
I had my Father’s Signet in my Purfe, 

Which was the model of that Danifh Seal : 
Folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Sub{crib’d it, gav’th’Jmpreffion, plac’d it fafely, 
The Changling never known: Now, the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fement, 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So, Guildenftareand Rofinerof, go tot. | 
| Ham.Why mar they did make love tothis imployment, 

They are not near my confcience , their debate 
Doth by their own infinuation grow: 

Tis dangerous when bafer nature comes 
Between the pafs, and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor, Why, what a King is this? 

Ham. Does it not, think’ft thee, ftand me now upon, 
He that hath kill’?d my King, and whor’d my Mother, 
Poptin between th’eleéLion and my hopes, 

Thrown out his Angle for my proper life , 

And with fuch cozenage; is’t not perfect confcience, 
To quit him with his arm? And is’t not to be damna’d 
To let this Canker of our Nature come 

in further evil. 

Hor. It mult be fhortly known to him from England, 
What ts the iffue of the bufinef§ there. 

Ham, It wil! be fhorr. 

The /nterim’s mine, and a man’s life’s no more 


Than to fay one: But Iam very forry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot my felf; 
For by the Image of my caufe I fee 
The Pourtraiture of his, Pl! count his favours : 
But fure the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a Towring paffion. 
Her. Peace, who comes here ? 


Enter Offick. 


Ofr. Your Lordhhip is right welcome back to Denmark, 
Ham. 1 hambly thank you,Sir ;doft know this water-fly? 
Flor. No, my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate isthe more gracious; for ’tis a Vice to 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beaft 
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib fhall ftand at the King’s 
Mefle; ’tisa Chough; butasl fay, fpacious in the poffef- 
fion of dirt. 

Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendfhip were 
fhould impart a thing to you from his Majefty. 

Flam, | will receive it with all diligence of 
your Bonnet to his right nfe, tis for the head. 

Ofr. I thank your Lordhhip, ’tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold, the wind js 
Northerly. 

Ofr. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 

Ham, Methinks it is very foultry , and hot for my 
Complexion. 

Ofr. Exceedingly, my Lord, itis very foultry, as twere 
I cannot tell how: bur, my Lord, his Majefty bid me fig- 
nifie to you, that he has laid a great wager on your head : 
Sir, this is the matter. 

Ham. | befeech you rememher. 

Ofr. Nay in good faith, for mine eafe in good faith: 
Sir, you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes isat 
his weapon. 

Ham, What’s his weapon ? 

Ofr. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham, That’stwoof his weapons; but well. 

Ofr. The King, Sir, has wag’d with him fix Barbary 
Horfes, againft the which he impon’d, as I take it, fix 
French Rapiers and Poinards, with their afligns,.as Gir. 
dle Hangers, or fo: Three of the carriages in faith are ve- 
ry dear to fancie, very refponfiveto the hilts, moft deli- 
cate carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages ? 

Ofr. The carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. 

Ham. The Phrafe would be more germane to the 
matter: If we could carry Cannon by our fides; 1 would 
it might be Hangers ’till then; but on, fix Barbary 
Horfes, againft fix French Swords: their Affigns and 
three liberal conceited carriages, that’s the French, but 
again{t the Dazfh, why, is this impon’d as you call it ? 

Ofr. The King, Sir, hath laid that in a dozen pafles 
between you and him, he fhall not exceed you three hits; 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come to 
Immediate tryal, if your Lordfhip would vouchfafe the 
Anfwer. 

Ham. How if I anfwerno? 

Of. k mean, my Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in tryal. 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walk here in the Hall; if i¢ pleafe 


at leifure, ] 


fpirit; put 


| his Majefty, “cis the breathing time of day with me; let 


the Foyles be brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpofe; 1 will win for him if J can: if 
not, Pll gain nothing but my fhame, and the odd hitts, 

Ofr. Shall] redeltver you e’en fo? 

_ Tothis effect, Sir, after what flourifh your nature 
will. 

Ofr. Icommend my duty to your Lordfhip. Exit. 

Ham, Yours, yours; he does well to commend it | 
himfelf, there are no tongues elfe for’s tongue. 

Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the mhell ọn his 
head, 

Ham. 


Tbe Tragedy of Hamlet. 


Ham. He did comply with his Dug before he fuck’e 
it: thus had he and nine more of the fame Beavy that I 
know the droflie Age doats on ; only got the tune of ‘the 
time, and outward habit of encounter, a kind of yefty 
Collection, which carries them through and through the 
moft fond aud wianowed opinions ; and do but blow them 
to their Tryals, the Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You will lofe this Wager, my Lord. 

Ham. I do not think fo, fince he went into France, 
[| have been in continual practice ; I fhall win at the odds ; 
but thou wouldeft not think how all here about my heart: 
but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham. Itis but foolery; but itis fucha kind of gain- 
giving as would perhaps trouble a Woman. 

Hor. \f your mind diflike any thing, obey. 
foreftal their repair hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defie Augury ; there’s a fpecial 
Providence in the fall of aSparrow. Ifitbe now, ’tis not 
to come: if it be not come, it will be now: if it be 
not now; yer it will come; the readinefs is all , fince 
no man has ought of what he leaves. What is’t to leave 
betimes ? 


I will 


Enter King, Queen, Laertes and Lords , with other At- 
tendants with Foyles, and Gantlets, a Table 
and Flaggons of Wine onit. 


Kin. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 

Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I’ve done you wrong, 
But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman. 

This prefence knows, 

And you muft needs have heard how [am punith’d 
With fore diftraction? What have I done 

That might your natures honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim: was madnefs : 
Was’t Hamlet weong’d Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 
If Hamlet from himfelf be tance away : 

And when he’s not himfelf, do’s wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it: 

Who does itthen ? His madnefs? If’t be fo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong’d, 

His Madnefs is poor Hamlet’s Enemy, 

Sic, in this Audience, 

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d evil, 

Free me fo far in your moft generous thoughts, 
That I have fhot mine Arrow o’re the Houfe, 

And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. | am fatisfied in Nature, 

Whofe Motive in this cafe fhould ftir me moft 
To my Revenge. But in my terms of honour 

I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Mafters of known honour, 

I have a voice, and prefident of peace 

To keep my name ungorg’d. But’till chat time, 
I do receive your offer’d love like love, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. ldo embrace it freely, 

And will this Brother’s Wager frankly play. 
Gives us the Foyles: Come on. 

Laer, Come on for me. 

Ham. VIl be your Foyle, Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Yovr skill fhail like a Star i’ ch’ brighteft night, 
Stick fiery of indeed. 

Laer. You mock me, Sir. 

Ham, No, by this hand. 

King. Give the Foyles young Ofrick, 

Coufin Hamlet, you know the Wager. . 

Ham. Very well, my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laid the odds © th’ weaker fide. 

King. 1 do not fear it, 

I have feen you both: 
But fince he is better’d, we have therefore odds. 

Laer. This is toc heavy, 
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Let me fee another. 
Ham, This likes me well, 
Thefe Foyles have all a length. 
Ofr. 1, my good Lord. 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table: 
If Hamlet give the firit, or fecond hit, 
Or quit in anfwer of a third exchange, 
Let all the Batclements their Ordnance fire, 
The King thall drink to Hamlet’s better breath, 
And in che Cup an Union fhall he throw 
Richer than that, which four fucceflive Kings 
In Denmark’s Crown have worn. g 
Give me the Cops, 
And letthe Kertle to the Trumpets fpeak, 
The Trumpets to the Canoneer without, 
The Canons tothe Heavens, the Heaven to Earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham, Come on, Sir. 
Laer, Come on, Sir. 
Ham, One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham, Judgment. 
Ofr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 
Laer, Well: again. 
King. Stay, give me drink, 
Hamlet, this Pearl is thine, 
Here’s to thy health. Give him the Cup. 
CTrumpet found, fhot poes off. 
Ham. PII play this bout firft, fet by ne an 
Come: another hit; what fay you? 
Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confefs. 
King. Our Son fhall win. 
Ou. He’s fat, and fcane of breath. 
Heres a Napkin, rub thy brows, 
The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gertrude, do not drink, 
Qu. I will, my Lord ; 
I pray you pardon me. 
King. It is the poifon’d Cup, it is too late. 
Ham. | dare not drink yet, Madam, 
By and by. 
Qu. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer. My Lord, Vil hit him now. 
King. Ido not think’, 
Laer. And yet ’tis almoft ’gainft my Confcience. 
Ham. Come, for the. third. 
Laertes, you but dally, 
I pray you pafs with your beft violence, 
I am afcard you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you fo? Come on. 
Ofr. Nothing neither way. 
Laer, Have at you now. 
Cin feuffing they charge Raprers. 
King. Part them, they are incen’sd. 
Ham. Nay, come again. 
Ofr. Look to the Queen there, ho. 
Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is’t, my Lord ? 
Ofre How is’t, Laertes ? 
Laer. Why as a Woodcock 
To my Sprindge, Ofrick, 
[am juftly kill’d with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the Queen ? 
King. She {wounds to fee them bleed. 
Qu, No, Do, the drink, the criok, 
Oh my dear Hamiet, the drink, the drink, 
1 am poifon’d. 
Ham. Oh Villany! How? Let the door be lock’d: 
Treachery, feek it out. 
Laer. Itishere, Hamlet. 
Hamlet, thou art flain, 
No Medicine in tbe World can do thec good. 
In thee there is not half m a of life ; 


[Prepare to Play. 


L They play. 
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The treacherous Inftrument isin thy hand, 
Unbated and envenom’d : che foul practice 
Hathturn’d it felf on me. Lo, here I lye, 
Never to rife again: thy Mother’s poifon'd : 
ican no more, the King, the King’s to blame. 
Ham, The point envenom’d too, 
Then venom to thy work. 
(Hurts the King 
All, Treafon, Treafon. 
King. O yet defend me Friends, Iam but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceftuous, murd’rous 
Damned Dane, 
Drink off this Potion: Is thy Union here ? 
Follow my Mother. 
Laer. He is juftly ferv’d. 
It isa poifon temp’red by himfelf: 
Exchange forgivenefs with me, Noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and my Father’s Death come not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me. [Dies. 
Ham, Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
1 am dead, Horatio, wretched Queen, adieu, 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this act: 
Had I but time (as this fell Serjeant Death 
Is ftri in this Arreft) oh l could tell you, ` 
But let it be: Horatio, 1am dead, 
Thou liv’ft, report me and my caufes right 
To be unfatisfied. 
Hor. Never believe it. 
1am more an Antick Roman than a Daze: 
Here’s yet fome Liquor left. 
Ham, As th’arta man, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by Heaven I'll hav’t. 
Oh,good Heratio, what'a wounded name, __ 
(Things {tanding thus unknown) fhall live behind me. 
if chow did’ft ever hold me in thy heart, 
Abfent thee from felicity a while, 
And inthis harfh World draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my Story. 


[King dies. 


LetMarch a far off, and fhout within, 
What Warlike noife is this? 


Enter Ofrick. 


-Ofr. Young Fortinbras,with conquelt come from Poland, 

To th’ Ambafladors of England gives this Warlike Volley. 
Ham, O,| die, Horatio: 

The potent poifon quite o’re-crows my fpirit, 

I cannot live to hear the News from England. 

But I do prophefie th’ election lights 

On Fortinbras, he has my dying Voice, 

So tell him with the occurrents more or lefs, 

Which have folicited. The reft is filence, O, 0,0. [Dies. 
Hora. Now cracks a Noble heart : 

Goodnight, fweet Prince, 

And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 

Why do’s the Drum come hither ? 


Enter Fortinbras and Englifh Ambaflador, with Drum, 
Colours, and Attendants, 


Fort, Where is the fight ? 

Hor. What is it you would fee, 
If ought of woe or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

Fort. His quatry cryes on Havock. Oh proud death, 
What Feaft is coward in thine eternal Cell, 
That thou fo many Princes at a hoot, 
So bloudily haft ftrook. 

Amb, The fight is difmal, 
And our affairs from England come too late, 
The Ears are fenfelefs that fhould give us hearing. 
To tell him his Command’ment is fulfill’d, 
That Rofincrofs and Guildenftare are dead : 
Where fhould we have our thanks? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th’ ability of life to thank you: 
He never gave Command’ment for their Death. 
But fince fo jump upon this bloudy queftion, 
You from the Polack Wars, and you from England 
Are here arrived: Give order that thefe bodies 
High on a Stage be placed to the view, 
And let me {peak to th’ yet unknowing World, 
How thefe things came about. So fhall you hear 
Of carnal, bloudy, and unnatural acts, 
Of accidental judgments, cafual flaughters, 
Of Deaths put on by cunning, and forc’d caufe, 
And inthis upfhot, purpofes miftook, 
Fal’n on the Inventor’s heads. All this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us hafte to hear it, 
And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 
For me, with forrow, I embrace my Fortune, 
l have fome Rites of memory in this Kingdom, 
Which are to claim, my vantage doth 
Invite me. 

Hor. Of that I fhall always caufe to fpeak, 
And from his mouth 
Whole Voice will draw on more : 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 
Even whiles men’s minds are wild, 
Left more mifchance 
On plots, and errours happen. 

Fort. Let four Captains 
Bear Hamlet like a Souldier off the Stage, 
For he was likely, had he been put on 
To have prov’d moft royally : 
And for his paflage, 
The Souldiers Mufick, and the rites of War 
Speak loudly for him. 
Take up the Body ; Sucha fight as this, 
Becomes the Field, but here fhews much amifs. 
Go, bid the Souldiers fhoot. 

[Exennt Marching : after which, a Peal 
of Ordnance are fhot off. 
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e Aétus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Kent, Glolter, and Edmund. 
Thought the King had more affected the Duke 
of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. Ic did always feem tous: But now in 
the divifion of the Kingdom, it appears not 
which of the Dukes he values moft, for qualities are fo 
weigh'd, that curiofity in ncither, can make choice of 
eithers moiety. . 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord ? 

Glo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. Ihave 
fo often blufh’d to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz'd to't. 

Kent, 1 cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young Fellows Mother could; where- 
upon fhe grew round womb’d, and had indeed (Sir) a 
Son for her Cradle, e’re fhe had a Husband for her Bed. 
Do you fmell a fault ? 

Kent. 1 cannot wifh the fault undone, the iffue of it 
being fo proper. 

Glo. But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, fome 
Year elder than this; who, yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count, though this Knave came fomewhat fawcily to the 
World before he was fent for: yet was his Mother fair, 
there was good [port at his making, and the whorfon 
muft be acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, 
Edmond ? 

Edm, No, my Lord. 

Glo. My Lord of Kent: 

Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend, 

Edm, My fervices to your Lordfhip. 

Kent. 1 muft love you, and fue to know you better. 

Edm. Sit, 1 fhall ftudy deferving. 

Glo, He hath been out nine years, and away he hall 
again. The King is coming. 

Sennet, Enter King Leat , Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, 
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Leer, Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, Clofter. 

Glo. J fhall, my Lord. [ Exit. 

Lear. Mean time we fhall exprefs our darker purpofe. 
Give me the Map herce Know, that we have divided 
Intothree, our Kingdom: and ’tis our faft intent, 

To fhake all cares and bufinefs from our Age, 

Conferring chem on younger ftrengths, while we 
Unburthen’d craw] toward Death. Our Son of Corawall, 
And you our no lefs loving Son of Albany, 

We have this hour a conftant will to publifh 

Our Danghter’s feveral Dowers, that future ftrife 

May be prevented now. The Prince, France and Burgundy, 
Great Rivals in our younger Daughter’s Love, 


Kent. 





Long in our Court, have made their amorous fojourn, 
And here are co be anfwer’d Tell my Daughters 
(Since now we will diveft us both of Rule, 
intereft of Terrority, Cares of Statc ) 
Which of you fhall we fay doth love us moft, 
That we, our largeft bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril 
Our eldeft born, fpeak firft. ; 
Gon.Sir,| love you more than word can wield the matter 
Dearer than Eye fight, fpace, and liberty, F 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, 
No lefs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
As much as Child e’re lov’d, or Father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and fpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of fo much I love you. 
Cor, What fhall Cordelia fpeak ? Love, and be filent. 
Lear. Of all thefe bounds,cven from this Line, ro this, 
With fhadowy Forefts, and with Champions rich’d 
With plentcous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meads 
We make thee Lady. Tothine and e4lbany’s IMues 
Be this perpetual. What fayes our fecond Danghrer, 
Our deareft Regan, Wife of Cornwall ? 
Reg. { am made of that felf-mecal as my Sifter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 
l find fhe names my very deed of love : 
Only fhe comes too fhore, that 1 profefs’ 
My felf an Enemy to all other joyes, 
Which the moft precious {quare of fenfe profeffes, 
And find !am alone felicitate 
In your dear Highnefs love. 
Cor. Then, poor Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, fince | am fure my love’s 
More ponderous than my tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and chine hereditary ever : 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No lefs in fpace, validity, and pleafure 
Than that confer’d on Gonerill. Now our Joy, 
Although ovr laft and leaft, to whofe young love, 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
Scrive to be intereft. What can you fay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your Sifters? {peak. 
Cor. Nothing, my Lord. 
Lear. Nothing ? 
Cor. Nothing. 
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, {peak again. 
Cord. Unhappy that lam, I cannot have 
My heart into my mouth: I love your Majelty 
According to my bond, no more nor lefs. 
Lear. How, how, Qrdelia? Mend yout fpeech a little, 
Hbhh 2 Left 
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Left you may marr your fortunes. 

Cor. Good, my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me. 
[ return thofe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moft honour you. 
Why have my Sifters husbands, if they fay 
They love youall? Happily when | fhall wed, 
That Lord, whofe hand mult take my plight, fhall carry 
Half my Love with him, half my Care, and Duty, 
Sure l hall never marry like my Sifters. 

Lear. But goesthy heart with this ? 

Cor. 1 my good Lord. 

Lear, Soyoung, and fo untender ? 

Cor. Soyoung, my Lord, and true? 

Lear, Let it be fo, the truth then be thy dowre - 
For by the facred radiance of the Sun, _ 
The myfteries of Hecate, and the night : 
By all the operations of the Orbs, 
From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be, 
Here I difclaim all my Paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And asa {tranger ro my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The Barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his Generation Mefles 
To gorge his appetite, fhall to my bofom 
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d, 
As thou my fometime Daughter. 

Kent. Good my Liege. Lear. Peace, Kent ; 
Come not between the Dragon and his wrath, 
[lov’d her moft, and thought to fet my reft 
On her kind nurfery. Hence, and avoid my fight ; 
So be my grave my peace, as here | give 
Her Father’s heart from her; call France, who flirs? 
Call Burgundy, Cornwall, and eAlbany, 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeft the third, 
Let pride, which fhe calls plainnefs, marry her: 
ł do inveft you joyntly with my power, 
Preheminence, and all the large effects 
That troop with Majefty. Our felf by monthly courfe 
With refervation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be fuftain’d, fhall our abode 
Make with you by due turn, only we fhall retain 
Thename, and all th’additiontoa King : the Sway, 
Revenne, Execution of the reft, 
Beloved Sons be yours, which to confirm, 
This Coronet part between you. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour’d as a King, 
Lov?J as my Father, as my Mafter follow’d, 
As my Patron, thought on in my Prayers. 


Lar. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the fhafe. 


Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart, be Kent uamannerly, 
When Lear ismad, what wouldft thou do, old man? 
Thiok’ft thou that Duty fhall have dread to {peak, 
When Power to Flattery bows ? 
To plainnefs honcur’s bound, 
When Majefty falls to folly, referve thy ftate, 
And thy beft confideration, check 
This hideousrafhnefs, anfwer my life, my judgment: 
Thy youngeft Daughter do’s not love thee leaft, 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 
Reverb no hollownefs. 
Lear, Kent, on my life no more. 
Kent. My life [never held but asa pawn 
To wage againft thine enemies, ne’er fear to lofe it, 
Thy fafety being motive. Lear. Out of my fight. 
Kert. See better, Lear, and ict me ftill remain 
Tne true blank of thine eye. Lear. Now by Apollo. 
Kent. Now by c¥pollo, King, 
‘T hou fwear’ft thy gods in vain, 
Lear. O Vaffal! Mifcreant. 
Alb, Corn. Dear Sir, forbear. 
Kent. Killthy Phyfician, and thy Fee beftow 


Upon the foul difeafe, revoke the gift, 

Or whil’ft 1 can vent clamour from my throat, 

Ij] tell thee thou do’ft evil. 

Lear. Hear me Recreant, on thine allegiance hear me: 
That thou haft fought to make us break our vows, 
Which we durft never yet > and with ftrain’d pride, 
Tocome betwixt our fentence and our power. 

Which, nor our nature, nor our place can bear 

Our Potency made good, take thy reward. 

Five days we do allot thee for provifion, 

To fhield thee from difafters of the world, 

And on the fixth to turn thy hated back 

Upon our Kingdom ; if the tenth day following, 

Thy banifhe Trunk be found in our Dominions, 

The moment isthy death, away. By Jupiter, 

This fhall not be revok’d. 

Kent. Fare thee well, King, fith tims thou wilt appear 
Freedom lives hence, and banifhment is here ; 
The gods to their dear fhelter take thee, Mai 
That juftly thinks, and haft moft rightly faid ; 
And your large fpeeches may your deeds approve, 

That good effects may {pring from words of love: 

Thus Kext, O Princes, bids you all adieu, 

He'll thape his old courfe in a Countrey new. [Exit 
Enter Glolter, with France and Burgundy Attendants. 
Cor. Here’s France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord. 
Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, 

We firft addrefs toward you, who, with this King, 

Hath rivall’d for our Daughter; what in the leaft 

Will you require in prefent Dowre with her, 

Or ceafe your Queft of Love ? 

Bur. Moft Royal Majefty, 

[ crave no more than what your Highnefs offer’d, 

Nor will you tender lefs. 

Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 

When fhe was dear tous we held her fo, 

But now her priceis fall’n : Sir, there fhe ftands, 

If ought within that little feeming fubftance, 

Orallof it with our difpleafure piec’d, 

And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 

She’s there, and fhe is yours. 

Bur. | know no anfwer. 

Lear, Will yon with thofe infirmities fhe owes, - 
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate, 

Dowr’d with our curfe, and ftranger’d with our oath, 

Take leave, or leave her. 

Bur. Pardon me, Royal Sir, 

Election makes not up in fuch conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her,Sir, for by the power that made me, 
i tell you all her wealth. For you, great King, 

I would not from your love make fach a ftray, 

To match you where l hate, therefore befeech you 

T’avert your liking a more worthier way, 

Than on a wretch whom nature is afham’d 

Almoft acknowledge hers. 

Fra. This is moft ftrange, 

That fhe, who even but now, was your beft object, 

The argument of your praile, balm of your age, 

The beft, the deareft, fhould in this trice of time 

Commit a thing fo monftrous, to difmantle 

So many folds of favour: fure her offence 

Mutt be of fuch unnatural degree, 

That monfters it : Or your fore-voucht affection 

Fall into Taint; which to believe of her 

Mutt be a faith, that reafon without miracle 

Should never plantin me. 

Cor, Tyet befeech your Majefty, 

If for want that gliband oylie Art, 

To {peak and purpofe not, fince what ! willintend, 

Pll do’t before I fpeak, that you make known 

It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulnefs, 

No unchafte action, or difhonoured ftep, 

That hath depriv’d me of your Grace and Favour, 

But even for want of that,- for which Iam richer, 


? 
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A {till foliciting eye, and fuch a rongue, 

That l am glad Í have not, though not to have it, 

Hath loft me in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou had’{t 
Not been born, than not t’have pleas’d me better. 

Fra. Isit butthis? A tardinefs in nature, 

Which ofcen leaves the Hiftory unfpoke 

That it intends todo; my Lord of Burgundy, 

What fay you to the Lady ? Love’s not love 

When it is mingled with regards, that ftands 

Aloof from ch’intire point, will you have her ? 

She is her felf a Dowry. 

Bur. Royal King, 

Give but that portion which your felf propos’d, 

And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 

Dutchefs of Burgundy. ' 

Lear, Nothing, | have (worn, lam firm. 

Bur. 1am forry chen you have fo loft a Father, 

That you muft lofe a Husband. 

Cor, Peace be with Burgandy, 

Since that refpećt and fortuncs are his love, 

I fhall not be his wife. 

Fra. Faireft Cordelia, that art moft rich being poor, 
Moft choice forfaken, and moft lov’d defpis’d, 

Thee and thy Virtues here I feize upon, 

Be it lawful | take up what’s caft away, 

Gods, gods! Tis ftrange, that from cheir cold‘ft neglect 

My love fhould kindle to enflam’d refpect. 

Thy dowrelefs Daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 

Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 

Not all che Dukes of watrith Burgundy, 

Can buy this unpriz’d prectous Maid of me. 

Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind, | 

Thou lofeft here a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou haft her France, let her be thine, for we 
Have no fuch Daughter, nor fhall ever fee 
That face of her’s again, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon : 
| Come Noble Burgundy. Flourifh. 

Fra. Bid farewel to your Sifters. 

Cor. The Jewels of our Father, with wath’d eyes 
Cordelia leaves you, | know you what you arc, 

And like a Sifter am moft loth to call 

Your faults as they are named, Love well our Father : 

To your profefled bofoms I commit him, 

But yetalas, ftood f within his Grace, 

[ would prefer him to a better place, 

So farewel to you both. 

Reg. Prefcribe not us our duty. 

Gon. Let your ftudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv’d you, 

At fortunes alms, you have obedience fcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time fhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who covers faults, at laft with fhame derides. 

Well may you profper. 

Fra. Come, my fair Cordelia. [Exenne France and Cor. 

Gon. Sifter, itis not little I have to fay, 

Of what moft nearly appertains to us both, 

I think our Father will hence to night. (with us. 
Reg. That’s moft certain, and with you: next month 
Gon. You fee how full of changes his age is, che obferva 

tion we have made of it hath been little : he always lov’d 

our Sifter moft, and with what poor judgement he hath 
now caft her off, appears too too groflely. 

Reg. "Tis the infirmity of bis Age, yet he hath ever but 
flenderly known himfelf. 

Gon. The beft and foundeft of his time hath been but 
rafh, then muft we look from his Age, to receive not alone 
the imperfections of long engraffed condition, but there- 
withal the unruly waywardnefs, that infirm and cholerick 
years bring with them. fi 

Reg. Such uaconltant ftarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kene’s banifhment. 


LExeunt. 


_Cloflet. 
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Gon. There is farther complement of leave taking, be- 
tween France and him, pray you let us fit together, if our 
Father carry Authority with fuch difpofition as he bears, 
this laft furrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We thall further think of ic. 

Gon. We mutt do fomething, and ich’heat. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Baftard. 


LExeunt 


Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddefs, tothy Law 
My fervices are bound, wherefore fhould I 
Stand in the plague of cuftom, and permit 
The curiofity of Nations todeprive me ? 
For that I am fome twelve, or fourteen Moonfhines 
Lagofa Brother ? Why Baftard? wherefore bafe? 
When my Dimenfions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my fhape as true 
As honeft Madam’s iffue ? why brand they us 
With Bafe ? with bafenefs Baftardy ? Bafe, Bafe? 
Who inthe lofty ftealth of nature, take 
More compofition,and fierce quality, 
Than doth within a dull ftale tyred bed 
Go the creating a whole Tribe of Fops 
Got "tween a fleep, and wake ? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I muft have your land, 
Our Facher’s love isto the Baftard Edmund, 
As to th’legitimate : fine word: legitimate. 
Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter fpecd, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe 
Shall to th’Legitimate: I grow, I profper : 
Now gods, ftand up for Baftards, 


Enter Glouccfter. 


Glo. Kent banifh’d thus ? and France in choler parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Prefcrib’d his power, 
Confin’dto exhibition? All this gone 
Upon the gad? Edmand, how now ? what news? 

Baft. So pleafe your Lordfhip, none. 

Glo, Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that letter ? 

Baft. 1 know no news, my Lord. 

Glo, What Paper were you reading ? 

Baft. Nothing my Lord. 

Glo. No? what needed thenthat terrible difpatch of ic 
into your Pocket? the quality of nothing, hath oot fuch 
need to hide it felf. Let’s fee: come, if it be nothing, | 
fhall not need Spectacles. 

Baft. | befeech you, Sir, pardon me; it is a letter from 
my Brother, that | have notall o’re-read , and for fo much 
as I have perus’d, 1 find it not fic for your o’re-looking. 

Glo, Give me the Letter, Sir. 

Bafi. | thall offend, either to detain, or give ic: 

The Contents, as in part | underftand them, 
Are to blame. 

Glo. Let’s fee, let’s fee. i 

Bajt. { hope for my brother’s juflification, he wrote this 
but as an eflay, or talte of my Virtue. 

Glov. reads. This policy, and reverence of Age, makes 
the World bitter to beft of our times keeps our Forinnes from 
us, ‘till our oldne{s cannot rellifh them, I begin to find an idle 
avd fond bondage, in she eppreffion of aged tyranny , who 

Soayes noc as it bath power, bur as sis fuffer’'d. Come ceo 
me, thas of this I may fpeak more. If enr Father would fleep 
till I wakèd him, yon fhonld enjoy half his Revenue for ever, 
and live the beloved of your Brother. Edgar. Hum? Con. 
{piracy ? Sleep ’till l wake him, you fhould enjoy half his 
Revenue: my Son Edgar, had hea hand to write this? A 
heart and brain to breed itin? When came this to you? 
who brought it ? 

‘Baft: Ic was not brought me, my Lord; there’s the 
cunning of it. I found it thrown in at the Cafement of my 
Hhh 3 Glo. 
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Baft. 1 am thinking, Brother, ofa Prediction 1 read 
this other day, what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes. 

Edz. Do you bufte your felf with that ? 
à Baft, \ promife, the effects he weites of , fucceed un. 

appily. 

Wien fim you my Father laft ? 

Eds, The night gone by. 

Baff. Spake you with him ? 

Edg. i, two hours together. 

Bajt. Parted you in good terms? Found you no dif- 
pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 


go 

Glo You know the character to be your Brother’s ? 

Baft, \f che matter were good, my Lord, I durft {wear 
it were his: but in refpect of that, J would fain think it 
were not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Bajt. (t ishishand, my Lord: I hope his heart is not io 
the Contents. 

Glo. Hashe never before founded youin this bufinefs ? 

Bajf. Never,my Lord. But { have heard him oft maintain 
it to be fit, that Sons at perfect age, and Fathers declio’d, 
the Father fhould be as Ward to the Son, and the Son ma- 


nage his Revenue. | _ €dg. None at all, J 
Glo. O Villain, villain: his very opinion inthe Letter.; Bajt. Bethink your felf wherein you have offended 


Abhorred Villain, unnatural, detefted, bruitifh Villain ;| him: and at my entreaty forbear his prefence, until fome 
worfe than bruitifh: Go, firrah, feekhim: Vle apprehend | little time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure, which 
him. Abominable Villain, where is he? at this inftant fo ragethin him, that with the mifchief of 
Baft. 1 donot well know, my Lord; if it fhall pleafe | your perfon, it would fcarcely allay. 

you to fufpend your indignation againft my Brother, ’till{ £dg. Some Villain hath done me wrong, 

youcan derive from him better Teftimony of hisintent,| Edm, That’smy fear, I pray you have a continent for- 
you fhould run a certain courfe: where, if you violently į bearance till the {peed of hisrage goes flower: and as} 
proceed againft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would make j fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will fitly 
a great gapin your honour, and fhake in pieces the heart | bring you to hear my Lord {peak : pray ye go, there’s my 
of hisobedieuce. 1 dare pawn down my life for him, that | key: if you do ftir abroad, go arm’d. 


he hath writ this to feel my affection to your honour, and] dg. Arm’d, Brother? 
to no other pretence of danger. Edm, Brother, I advife you to the beft, I am no honeft 


Glo Think you fo? man, if there be any good meaning toward you: I have 

Baft. 1f your honour judge it meet, I will place you | told you what] have feen, and heard: But faintly. No- 
where you fhall hear us confer this, and by an Auricolar | thing like the image, and horrour of it, pray you away. 
affurance have your fatisfaction, and that without any; de. Shall hear from you anon ? [ Exie. 
further delay, than this very Evening. Edm. 1 do ferve you in this bufinefs: 

Glo. Hecannot be fuch a Monfter. Edmund, feek him | A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
out: wind me intohim, | prayyou: frame the Bufinefs | Whofe nature is fo far from doing harms, 
after your own wifdom. | would unftate my felf, tobe ina | That he fufpe€ts none: on whofe foolifh honefty 
due refolution. ; My practices ride eafie: I fee the bufinefs. 

Baft, 1 will feck him, Sir, prefently : convey the bufinefs | Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 
as | fhall find means, and acquaint you withal, All with me’s meet, that I can fafhion fit. (Exit. 

Glo. Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moon portendno 
good tous : though the wifdom of Natnre can reafon it 
thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felf fcourg’d by the fe- 
quent effects. Love cools, Fricndfhip falls off, Brothers 
divide. In Cities, mutinies; in Countries, difcord; in 
Palaces, Treafon; and the Bond crack’d, "twixt Son and 
Father. This Villain of mine comes under the prediction : 
there’s Son againft Father, the King falls from biafs of na- 
cure,there’s Father againft Child. We have feen the beft of 
Ourtime. Machinations, hollownefs, treachery, and all 
ruinous diforders follow us difquietly to oar Graves. Find 
outthis Villain, Edmund, it fhall lofe thee nothing, do it 
carefully: andthe Noble and true-hearted Kent banith’d ; 
his offence, honefty. ’Tis ftrange. [Exit. 

Bajt This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are fick in fortune, often the furfeits of our own 
behaviour, we make guilty of our difafters, the Sun, the 
Moon , and Stars, as if we were Villains on neceffity, 
Fools by heavenly compaifion, Knaves, Thieves, and 
Treachers by Spherical predominance, Drunkards, Lyars, 
and Adulterers by an inforc’d obedience of Planetary in- 
fluence ; and all that we are evil in, bya divine throfting 
on. Anadmirable evafion of Whore-mafter-man, to lay 
his Goatifh difpofition on the charge of a Star : My Father 
compounded with my Mother under the Dragon’s tail, 
and my Nativity was under Urfa major, fothat it follows, 
l am rough and Lecherous. I fhould have been that Jam, 
had the Maidenlieft Star in the Firmament twinkled on 
my Baftardizing. 





























Scena Tertia. 
Enter Goneril, and Steward. 


Gon. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chiding 
of his fool ? 

Stew. 1, Madam. 

Gon.. By day and night, he wrongs me, every hour. 
He flafhes into one grofs crime, or other, 

That fets us all at odds: Vle not endure it ; 

His Knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraids us 
On every trifle. When he returns from hunting, 

i will not {peak with him, fay I am fick, 

If you come flack of former fervices, 

You fhall do well, the fault of it Ple anfwer. 

Stew. He’s coming, Madam, I hear him. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you plcafe. 
You and your Fellows: I'd have it come to queftion: 
if he diftafte it, let him to my Sifter, 

Whofe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what I have faid. 

Stew, Well, Madam. 

Gon, And Ict his Knights have colder looks among you: 
what grows of it no matter, advife your fellows fo, I'le 
write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe: prepare for 
dinner. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Edgar. Scena Quarta. 


Pat: hecomes like the Cataftrophe of the old Comedy : Enter Kent. 
my Cue is villanous Melancholy, with. a figh like Tom 
0” Bedlam ——O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe divifions : 
Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Eady. How now, Brother Edmund, what ferious contem- 
plation are you in ? 


Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my fpeech diffufe, my good intent 
May carry through it felf to that full iffue 
For which I rais’d roy likenefs. Now,banifht Kez, 
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[I chou canft ferve where thou doft ftand condemn’d, 
So may it come, thy Mafter whom thou lov’ft, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns within. Enter Lear and Attendants. 

Lear Let me not ftay a jot for dinner, go get it rea- 
dy: how now, what art thou ? 

Kent. A man, Sir. 

Lear. What doft thou `profefs? what would’it thou 
with us? 

Keot. Ido profefs to be no lefs than I feem ; to ferve 
him truly that will put me in truft, to iove him that is 
honeft, to converfe with him that is wife, and fays lit- 
tle, to fear judgment, to fight when I cannot chufe, and 
to eat no fih, 

Lear What art thou ? 

Kent, A very honelt hearted Fellow, and as poor as 
the King. 

Lear, If thou be’ft as poor for a Subject, as he’s for a 
King, thou art poor enough. What would’ft thou? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Whom would’ft thou ferve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Do’ft thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
which | would fain call Mafter. 

Lear. What’s that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What fervices canit thou do ? 

Kent. | can keep honeft coanfels, ride, run, marr a 
Curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meflage 
bluntly: that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qua- 
lifed in, and che beft of me, isdiligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent, Not fo young, Sir, to love a woman for finging, 
nor fo old to doat on her for any thing. I have years on 
my back forty cight. 

Lear. Follow me; thou fhalt ferve me, if I like thee no 
worfe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho, Dinner, where’s my Knave? my Fool? go you and call 
my Fool hither. You, you, Sirrah, where’s my Daughter ? 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. So pleafe you [Exis 

Lear. What fays the fellow there? Call the Clotpole 
back : where’s my Fool? Ho, I think the World’s afleep, 
how now ? where’s that Mungrel ? 

Knight. He fays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flave back to me when ] 
call’d him ? 

Knight. Sir, he anfwered in the roundeft manner, he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, but 
to my judgment, your Highnefs is not entertain’d with 
that Ceremonious Affection as you were wont, there’s a 
great abatement of kindnefs appears as well in the gene. 
ral dependents, as in the Dake himfelf alfo, and your 
Daughter. 

Lear. Ha! ‘fay’ft thou fo? 

Knight, 1 befeech you, pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
miftaken, for my duty cannot be filent, when | think your 
Highnefs is wrong’d. 

Lear. Thou but remembret me of my own Concepti- 
on, I have perceiv’d a moft faint negleét of late, which 
[have rather blamed as my own jealous curiofity, than as 
avery pretence and purpofe of unkindnefs; J will look 
further into’t : but where?s my Fool? 1 have not feen him 
this two days. 

Kmght. Since my young Ladies going into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, | have noted it wells go you 


9 I 
and tell my Daughter, 1 would fpeak with ber. Go you 


call hither my Fool; O you Si i 
sa as a ar aas as a 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. My Ladies Father. 

Lear, My Ladies Father ? my Lords Knave, you whor- 
fon Dog, youSlave, you Cur. 

Stew, Iam none of thefe, my Lord; 

I befeech your pardon, 

Lear, Do you bandy looks with me, you Rafcal? 

Stew. Dll not be ftrucken, my Lord. 

Kent. Nor tript neither, you bafe Foot-ball Player, 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow, 

Thou ferv’it me, and I'll love thee. 

Kent. Come, Sir,arife, away, I’ll teach you differences : 
away, away, if you will meafare your lubbers length a- 
gain, tarry, but away, go to, have you wifdom, fo. 

Lear, Now my friendly Kaave I thank thee, there’s 
earneft of thy fervice, 


Enter Fool. 


Fool. Let me hire him too, here’s my Coxcomb. 

Lear. How now my pretty Knave? how doft thou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were beft take my Coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, my Bay ? 

Fool. Why? for taking one’s part that is ont of favour ; 
nay, and thou can’t not fmile as the wind fits, choul’t 
catch cold fhortly, there take my Coxcomb; why this 
fellow has banifh’d two on’s Daughters, and did the third 
a blefling againft his will; if thou follow him, chou muft 
needs wear my Coxcomb. How now Nunkle? would | 
had two Coxcombs, and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why, my Boy ? 

Fool, If | give them all my living, Pld keep my Cox. 
comb my felf, there’s mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 
ters. 

Lear. Take heed, Sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. Truth’s a Dog mut to kennel, he muft be 
whip’d out, when the Lady Brach may ftand by th’fire 
and ftink. 

Lear. A peftilent gall to me. 

Fool, Sitrah, Vil teach thee a fpecch. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it Nuokle ; 

Have more than thou fhoweft, 
Speak lefs than chou knoweft, 
Lend lefs than thou oweft, 

Ride more than thou goeft, 

Learn more chan thou trowcft, 
Set lefs than thou throweft : 
Leave thy Drink and thy Whore, 
And keep in Door, 

And thou fhalc have more, 

Than two tens to a fcore. 

Kent. This is nothing, Fool. 

Fool. Then it is like che breath of an unfee'd Lawyer, 
you give me nothing for’t, cah you make no ule of no- 
thing, Nunkle? 

Lear, Why no, Boy, 

Nothing can be made out of nothing. 

Fool. Prithee tell him, fo much the rent of his Land 
comes to, be will not believe a Fool. 

Lear. A bitter Fool. 

Fool. Do’ft thou know the diference, my Boy , be- 
tween a bitter Fool, and a fweet one ? 

Lear, NoLad; teach me. 

Fool. Nunkle, give me an egg, and I'll give thee two 
Crowns. 

Lear, What two Crowns hall they be ? 

Fool. Why? after I have cut the egg i'th’ middle, and 
cat up the meat, che two Crowns of the cgg : od 
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hy Crown i’th’middle, and gav’{t away both parts, 
oo Afs onthy back o’re the dirt,thou had’ft 
little witin thy bald crown, when thou gav'ft thy golden 
one away : if I fpeak like my felf in this, let him be whipt 
that firft finds it fo. 


Fools had ne're lefs grace in ayear, 
For wifemen are grown foppifh, 

And know not how ther wits to wear, 
Their manners are fo apifh. 


Lear, When were you wont to be fo full of Songs, 
Sirrah ? 

Fool; ¥ have ufed it Nuncle, e’re fince thou mad’ft thy 
‘Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav’ft them the 
rod, and put’{t down thine own breechs, then they 


For {udden joy did weep, 

And I for forrow fung, 

That fuch a King fhould play bo peep, 
And ge the Fools among. 


Prythee Nuncle keep a School Mafter that can teach thy 
Fool to lye, | would fain learn to lye. 

Lear. And you lye, Sirrah, we'll have you whipt. 

Fool. | marvel. what kin thou and thy Daughters are : 
thy?ll have me. whipt for fpeaking true: thou’lt have me 
whipt for lying, and fometimes 1 am whipt, for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o’thing thana fool, 
and yet 1 would not bethee, Nuncle; thou haft pared thy 
wit o’both fides,and left nothing ’th’middle 5 here comes 
one o’the parings. 


Enter Goneril, 


Lear. How now, Daughter ? what makes that Frontlet 
on? You are too much of late ith’ frown. 

Fool. Thou waft a pretty fellow when thou had’ft no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O without 
a figure, I am better than thou artnow, I ama fool, thou 
art nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue, fo your 
face bids me, though you fay nothing. 

Mum, Mum, he that keeps nor cruft, nor crum, 
Weary of all, fhall want fome. That’s a fheal’d Pefcod. 

Gon, Not only, Sir, this, your all licenc’d Fool, 
‘But other of your infolent retinue 
‘Do hourly Carp and Quarrel, breaking forth 
-Inrank, (and not tobe endured) riots, Sir. 

I had thought by making this well know unto yov, 
To have found a fafe redrefs, but now grow fearful 
By what your felftoo late have fpoke and done, 
That you protect this courfe, and put it on 

By your ailowance, which if you fhould, the fault 
‘Would not {cape cenfure, nor the redreffes fleep, 
Which in the tender of a wholefome weal, 
Mightin their working do you.that offence, 
Which elfe were fhame, that then neceflicy 

Will call difcreet proceeding, 

Fool, For you know, Nuncle,the Hedge-fparrow fed the 
Cuckooe fo long, that it had it’s head bit off by it’s young, 
fo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our Daughter ? 

Gon. I would you would makeufe of your good wifdom, 
(Whereof I know you are fraught) and put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool, May notan Afs know, when the Cart draws the 
Horfe ? : 

Whoop Jug I love thee. 
Lear. Do’s any here know me? 
This is not Lear : 
| Do’s Lear walk thus ? Speak thus ? Where are his eyes ? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 
Are Lethargied. Ha ? Waking? ’Tis not fo; 
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Who is it that can tell me who lam? 

Fool. Lear’s fhadow. 

Lear. Your name, fair Gentlewoman ? 

Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much o’rh’favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do befeech you 
Tounderitand my purpofes aright : 

As you are Old, and Reverend, fhould be Wife. 
Here do you keepa hundred Knightsand Squires, 
Men fo diforder’d, fo debofh’d, and bold, 

That this our Court infected, with their manners, 
Shews like a riotous Inns; Epicurifm and Luft 
Makes it more like a Tavern, or a Brothel, 

Thana grac'd Palace. The fhame it felf doth {peak 
For inftant remedy. Be then defir’d, 

By her that elfe will take the thing the begs, 

A little to difquantity your Train, 

And the remainders that fhall ftill depend, 

To be fuch men as may befort your Age, 

Which know themfelves, and you, 

Lear. Darknefs, and Devils, 

Saddle my Horfes: call my Train together. 
Degenerate Baftard, I’le not trouble thee; 
Yet have | left a Daughter. 


Gen. You {trike my people, and your diforder’d rabble 
make Servants of their Betters. 


Enter Albany. 


Lear, Woe, that too late repents: 
[s it your will, fpeak, Sir? Prepare my Horfes. 
Ingratitude ! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou hew’ft thee in a Child, 
Than the Sea-monfter. 

Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient. 

Lear, Detefted Kite, thou lyeft. 
My Train are men of choice, and rareft parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And inthe moft exact regard, fupport 
Their worfhips of their name. O moft fmall fault, 
How ugly did’ft thou in (Cordelia thew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixe place: drew from my heartall love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 


‘Beat at this gate that let thy Folly in, 


And thy dear Judgement out. Go, go, my people. 
Alb, My Lord, | ani guiltlefs, as1 am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 
Lear. It may be fo, my Lord, 
Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddefs, hear : 
Sufpend thy purpofe, if thou did’ft intend 
To make this Creature fruitful : 
Into her Womb convey fterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of increafe, 
And from her derogate body, never {pring 
A Babe to honour her. If fhe muft teem, 
Create her Child of Splecn, that it may live 
And be a thwart, difnatur’d torment to her. 
Let it ftamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With cadent Tears fret Chanels in her Checks, 
Turnall her Mother’s pains, and benefits 
Tolaughter, and contempt: That fhe may feel, 
How fharper than a Serpent’s tooth it is, 
To have athanklefs Child. Away, away. 
Alb. Now gods that we adore. 
Whereof comes this ? 
Gon, Never affi& your felf to know of it: 
But let his difpofition have that fcope 
As dotage gives it. 


[Exit 


Enter Lear. 


Lear. What fifty of my followers at a clap? 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What's the matter, Sir ? : 
Lear, 
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pester 


Lear. Vl\tell thee: 
Life and Death, | am afham’d 
That thou haft power to fhake my manhood thus, 
That thefe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them, 
Blafts and Fogs upon thee : 
Th’ untented woundings of a Father’s Curfe 
Pierce every fenfe aboutthee, Old fond Eyes, 
Beweep thee once again, I'll pluck ye out, 
And caft you with the Waters that you lofe 
To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo. 
| have another Daughter, 
Who Ilam fure is kind and comfortable : 
When fhe fhall hear this of thee, with her nails 
Shee’ll feathy Wolvifh vifage. Thou fhalt find, 
That I'll refume the fhape which thou doft think 
| have caft off for ever. 
Gon. Do you mark that? 
Alb. 1 cannot be fo partial, Gonerill, 
To the great love | bear you. 
Gon, Pray you content. What, Ofwald, ho? 
You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Matter. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry, take the Fool with thee : 
A Fox, when one has caught her, 
And fuch a Daughter, 
Should fure to the flanghter, 
If my Cap would buy a Halter, 
So the Foo! follows after. 
Gon. This man hath had good counfel, 
A hundred Knights ? 
Tis politick, and fafe to let him keep 
At point a hundred Knights: yes, that on every Dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diflike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives in mercy. Ofwald, | fay. 
Alb, Well, you may fear too far ; 
Gon. Safer than truft too far; 
Let me {till take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear {till to be taken. I know his heart, 
What he hath utter’d, I bave writ my Sifter : 
If fhe’ll fuftain him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have fhew’d th’ unfitnefs. 


| Exit. 


Enter Steward. 


How now, Ofwald ? 

What have you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 
Stew. 1, Madam. 
Gon. Take you fome Company, and away to Horfe, 

Inform her full of my particular fear, 

And thereto add fuch reafons of your own, 

As may compact it more. Get you gone, 

And haften your return; no, no, my Lord, 

This milky gentlenefS, and courfe of yours 

Though I condemn not, yet under pardon 

You are much more at task for want of wifdom, 

Than prais’d for harmful mildnefs. 

_ Alb, How far your Eyes may pierce I cannot tell; 

Striving to better, oft we mar what's well, 

Gon, Nay then —— 


Aib. Well, well, the ’vent. CExcune. 


Scena Quinta. 
Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, avd Fool. 


Lear. Go you before to Glofter with thefe Letters ; ac- 
uaint my Daughter no further with any thing you know, 
than comes from her demand out of the Letter, if your 
diligence be not fpeedy, I fhall be there afore you. — 
Kent, Iwill not fleep, my Lord, till I have delivered 
your Letter. [ Exe. 


Fool. Ifa man’s brains were in his h i 
danger of ibe ? is heels, wert not in 

Lear, 1, Boy. 

Fool. Then} prythee be merr i 
nip-fhod. pry y, thy Wit fhall not go 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fool, Shalt fee thy other Daughter will nfe thee kind! 
for though fhe’s as like this. asa Crab’s lik de, Bet 
I can tell what I can tell, a 

hae thee canft tell, Boy ? 

ool, She will tafte as tike this, as a Crab do’s to 2 
Crab: canft thou tell why ones Nof P th’ middle 
ae y ofe ftands i’ th’ middle 

Lear. Na. 

Fool, Why to keep ones Eyes of either fide’s nofe, that 
what a man cannot fmell out, he may {py into. 

Lear. | did her wrong. 

Fool. Canft tell how an Oyfler makes his fhell ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool, Nor 1 neither; but I can i 
nae : tell why a Snail has a 

Lear, Why ? 

Fool, Why to put’s head in, not to giveita i 
Daughters, oa ans his Horns tapes a e _ 

Lear. 1 will forget my Nature, fo kind a Fath 
my Horfes ready ? dl 

Fool. Thy Affes are gone about ’em ; the reafon why 
the.feven Stars are no more than feven,is a pretty reafon. 

Lear. Becaufethey are not eight. 

Fool, Yes indeed, thou would’ft make a good Fool. 

Lear. To tak’t again perforce? Monfter ingratitude! 

Fool. If you were my Fool, Nuncle, II’d have thee beat 
en for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that ? 

Fool. Thon fhoald’ft not have bin old, till thou had’ 
bin wife. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, {weet Hearen: 
keep me in temper, 1 would not be mad. How now, are 


i the Horfes ready ? 


Gent. Ready, my Lord. 
Lear. Come, Boy. 
Fool, She that’s a Maid now,and laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unlefs things be du Wicker: 
{ Exeunt, 





Scena Prima. 


Afus Secundus. 


Enter Baftard, and Curan, feverally. 


ail Sar thee, Curan. 

i Cur. And you, Sir, l have bin 

With your Father, and given him notice 

That the Duke of Cormval, and Regan his Dutchefs 
Will be here with him this night. 

Baft. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not, you have heard of the news a- 
broad, | mean the whifper’d ones, for they are yet but 
Ear-kifhng Arguments. 

Baft, Not 1: pray you what are they ? 

Cur, Have you heard of no likely Wars toward, 

’Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Baft. Nota word. 

Cur. You may do then in time, 

Fare you well, Sir. (Exe. 

Baft. The Duke be here to night? the better bef, 
This weaves it felf perforce into my bufinefs, 

My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother, 
And J have one thing of a queazy queftion 
Which ] moft act, briefnefs, and fortune work. 


Enter 
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Enter Edgar. 


Brother, a word, defcend, brother I fay, 
My Father watches ; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hid, _ 
You have now the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not fpoken ’gainft the Duke of Cornwall ? 
He’s coming hither, now i’th’ night, i’th’hafte, 
And Regan with bim, have you nothing faid 
Upon his party ’gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Advife your feff, 

Edg. 1am fure on’t, not a word. 

Bajt. | hear my Father coming, pardon me: 
In cunning, | mult draw my Sword upon you: 
Draw, feem to defend your felf, 
Now quit you well. ' 
Yield, come before my father, light hoa, here, 
Fly, Brother, Torches, fo farewel, L Exit Edgar. 
Some bloud drawn on me would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I have feen drunkards 
Do more than thisin fport ; Father, father, 
Stop, ftop, no help? 


Enter Glolter, and Servants with Torches. 


Glo. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain ? 

Bat. Here ttood he mthe dark, his sharp Sword ont, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjuring the Moon 
To ftand his aufpicious Miftrefs. 

Glo. But where is he? 

Baft. Look, Sir, 1] bleed. - 

Glo. Wherc is the villain, Edmund ? 

Baft. Fled this way,Sir, when by no means he could-—— 

Glo. Purfùe him, ho: goafter, By no means, what ? 

Baft. Perfwade me tomurther of your Lordhhip, 
Butthat I told him the revenging gods, 

*Gaintt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ftrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to th’ Father. Sir,in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppofite 1 ftood 
To his unnatural! purpofe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch’d mine Arm : 
And when he faw my beft alarm’d Spirits 
Bold in the quarrels right, rowz’d to th’encounter, 
Or whether gafted by the noife | made, 
Full fuddenly he fled. 
Glo. Let him fiye far : 
Not in this land fhall he remain uncaught 
And found ; difpatch, the Noble Duke my Mafter, 
My worth Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his Authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him fhall deferve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous Coward tothe ftake : 
He that conceals him, death. 

Baft. When | diflwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to doit, with curft fpeech 
I threatned to difcover him ; he replied, 

Thou unpoffeffing Baftard, doft thou think, 

IF 1 would ftand again{t thee, would the repofal 

Of any truft, virtue, or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith’d ? No, what fhould I deny, 

( As this { would, though thou did’ft produce 

My very Character ) VI turn it all 

To thy fuggeftion, plot,and damned practice : 

And thou muft make a dullard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential Spirits 
To make thee feek it. 

Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villain! 
Would he deny his Letter, faid he? 
Heark, the Duke’s trumpets, I know not where he comes, 
All Ports Ple bar, the villain fhall not fcape, 


E Tucket within. 
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The Duke muft grant me that: befides, his pi¢ture 
1 will fend far and near, that all the Kingdom 

My have dne note of him, and of my land, 

( Loyal and natural Boy) Ple work the means 

To make thee capable. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 


Corn. How now, my noble friend, fince I came hi 
(Which I can call but — I have heard ee 
Reg. If it be truc, all vengeance comes too fhort 
Which can purfue th’offender: how does my Lord ? 
Glo, OQ Madam, my old heart is crack’d, it’s crack?d. 
Reg. What, did my Father’s Godfon feek your life ? 
He whom my father nam’d, your Edgar : 
Glo. O Lady, Lady, hame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not compainon with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my father ? a 
Glo. I know not, Madam, ’tis too bad, too bad. 
Baft. Yes, Madam, he was of that confort. 
Rep, No marvel then, though he werc ill-affected, 
Tis they have put him on the old man’s death, 
To have th’expence and waft of Revenues ; 
L have this prefent evening from my Sifter 
Been well inform’d of them, and with fuch cautions, 
That if they come to fojourn at my Houfe, 
Ple not be there. 
Cor, Nor 1, aflure thee, Regan ; 
Edmund, I hear that you have hewn your Father 
A Child-like Office. 
Baft. Itis my duty, Sir. 
Glo. He did bewray his practice, and receiv’d 
This hurt you fee, ftriving to apprehend him. 
Cor. Is he purfued ? 
Glo, I, my good Lord. 
Cor. Ifhe he taken, he thal] never more 
Be fear’d of doing harm, make your own purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe : as for you, Edmund, 
Whofe virtue and obedience doth this inftant 
So much commend it felf, you fhall be ours, 
Natures of fuch deep truft, we fhall much need: 
You we firft feize on. 
Baft. \ thall ferve you, Sir, truly, how ever cife» 
Glo. For him I thank your Grace. 
Cor. You know not why we came to vifit you. 
Reg. Thus out of feafon, thredding dark-ey’d night, 
Occafions Noble Glofter of fome prize. 
Wherein we mutt have ufe of your advice. 
Our Father he hath writ, fo hath our Sifter, 
Of differences, which I beft thought it fit 
To anfwer from our home: the feveral Meflengers 
From hence attend difpatch, our good old friend 
Lay comforts to your bofome, and beftow 
Your needful counfel to our bufineffes, 
Which craves the inftant ufe. 
Glo. I ferve you, Madam, 


Your Graces are right welcom. CExennt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Kent, and Steward, feverally. 


Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend, art of this houfe ? 

Kent, I. 

Stew. Where may we fet our horfes ? 

Kent. I th'mire. 

Stew. Prythee if thou lov’ft me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew, Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I hadtheein Lipsbwry Pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Stew. Why doft thou ufe me thus? 1 know thee not. 


Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 
Stew. 
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Stew. What doft thou know me for? 

Kent. A Knave,a Rafcal, and eater of broken meats, a 
bafe, proud, fnallow, begparly, three-fuited ,huadred pound, 
filchy woofted ftocking Knave, a Lilly-livered, Adtion- 
taking , whorfon glafs gazing , fuper-ferviceable finical 
Rogue, onc-Tronk-mheriting lave, one that would’{t be a 
Bawd in way of good fervice , and art nothing but che 
compofition of a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander; and 
the Son and Heir of a Mungril Bitch, one whom I will beat 
into clamorous whining, if thou deny’ft che Icaft fyllable 
of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a monftrous fellow art thou , thus 
to railonone, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 
thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen fac’d Varlet art thou, todeny 
thou knoweft me ? Is it two days fince I tripe up thy heels, 
and beat thee before the King? Draw you Rogue, for 
though it be night , yetthe Moon fhines, I’le make a fop 
o’th’Moonthine of you, you whorfon Culleinly Barbar- 
monger, draw. 

Stew. Away, [have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Deaw, you Rafcal, you come with letters againf 
the King, and take Vanity the puppet’s part, againft the 
Royalty of her facher : draw,you rogue,or |’le fo carbonado 
your thanks, draw you Rafcal, come your ways. 

Stew. Help, ho, murther, help. 

Kent, Strike you flave: ttand, Rogue, ftand you neat 
flave, ttrike. 

Stew. Help ho, murrher, murther. 


Enter Baftard, Cornwal, Regan, Glofter, Servant. 


Baft. How now, what’s the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleafe, come, 
Pic flefh ye, come on young Mafter. 

Glo. Weapons? Arms? what’s the matter here ? 

Cor, Keep peace upon your lives, he dyes that ftrikes a- 
gain, what is the matter ? 

Reg. The Meflengers from our Sifter, and the King ? 

Cor, What is your difference, fpeak ? 

Stew. Lam {carce in breath, my Lord. 

Kent. Nomatvel, you have fo beftir’d your Valour, you 
— Rafcal, nature difclaimsin thee: a Taylor made 
thee. 

Corn. Thou arta ftrange fellow, a Taylor makea man? 

Kent, A Taylor, Sir ;a Scone-cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him foill, though they had been but two 
years o’th’trade. 

Cor. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew, The ancient Ruffian, Sir, whofe life [have fpar’d 
at {ute of his gray beard. 

Kent, Yhou whorefon Zed, thou unneceflary letter, my 

Lord, if you will give me leave, | will cread this unboulted 
villain into mortar,and daub the wall of a Jakes with him, 
Spare my gray-beard, you wag-tail ? 

Cor, Peace, Sirrah, 

You beaftly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hatha priviledge. 

Cor, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That fucha flave as this fhould wear a Sword, 
Who wears nohonefty: fuch filing rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords a-twaia, 
Which art c’intrince, C'unloofe: fmooth every paflion 
That in the natures of their Lords rebel, 
Being oil to fire,faowto the colder moods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon beaks, 
With every gale, and vary of their Mafters, 
Knowing nought (like dogs) but following : 
AA plague upon your Epileptick vilage, 
smile you my {peeches, as 1 wete a fool ? 
Goofe, if ! had you upon Serwm plain 
Ple drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Corn. What art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Gloft. How fell you ont, fay that ? 
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Kent. Nocontraries hold more antipathy, 
Than 1, and fuch a Knave. 

Coru. Why doft thou call him Knave ? 
Whar is his fault ? 

Kent, His countenance likes me not. 

Cor. No more perchauce do’s mine,nor his,nor hers. 

Kent. Sit, ’tis my occupation to be plain, 

I have feen better faces in my time, 

Than ftands on any shoulder that | fee 

Bcfore me, at this inftanr. 

Corn. This is fome fellow, 

Who having been prais’d for bluntnefs, doth affect 
A fawcy roughnefs,and conftrains the garb 

Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter, he, 

An honeft mind and plain, he muft fpeak truth, 

And they willtake it fo, if not, he’s plain. 

Thefe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainnefe. 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 

Then twenty filly-ducking obfervants, 

That ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 

Under th’aliowance of your great afpect, 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radiant fire 

On flicking Phebus front. 

Corn, What mean’ft by this? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect: which youdifcommend 
fomuch;, Iknow, Sir, 1 am no flatterer, he that beguil’d 
you ina plain accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 
part | will not be, though 1 fhould win your difpleafure to 
intreat me to’t. 

Corn. What was th’offence you gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave him any : 
lt pleas’d the King his Mafter very late 
To ftrike at me upon his mifconftruction, 

When he compatt, and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript me behind: being dows, infulced, rail’d, 
And put upon bim fucha deal of Man, 

That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 
For him attempting, who was felf-fubdued, 

And in the flefhment of this dead exploit, 

Drew on me here again. 

Kent. None of thefe Rogues, and Cowards, 

But Ajax is their fool. 

Corn. Ferch forth the Stocks? 

Ycu ftubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggart, 

We'll teach you. 

Kent, Sir, t am too old to learn: 

Call aot your Stocks for me, I ferve the King ; 

On whofe imployment I was fent to you, 

You fhall dofmall refpects, fhew too bold malice 

Againft the Grace, and Perfon of my Matter, 

Stocking his Meflenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ; 

As I have life and honour, there fhall he fit "till Noon, 

Reg. Till noon? "till night my Lord, and all night too. 

Ke t. Why Madam, if I were your Father’s dog, 

You fhould not ufe me fo. 

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will. C Srocks brought ont. 

Corn. This isa fellow of the felf-fame colour, 

Our Sifter {peaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 

Glo, Let me befeech your Grace, not to do fo, 

The King his Mafter needs muft cake itill 

That he’s fo flightly valued in his Meflenger, 

Should have him this reftrained. 

Corn. Ple anfwer that. 

Reg. My Sifter may receive it much more worle, 

To have her Gentleman abus’d, aflaulted. 
Corn, Comec, my Lord, away. (Exit. 
Glo. 1 am forry for thee, friend, "tis the Dukes pleafurc, 

Whofe difpofition all the world well knows 

Will not be rubb’d nor ftopt, I'le intreat for thee. 

Ken, Pray do not, fir, | have watch’d and travel'd hard, 
Some time I fhall fleep out, the reft l'le whiftle : 


A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels: Š 
ive, 
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Give you Good morrow. — | 
Glo. The Duke’s to olame in this, | 

> Twill be il) taken. (Exit. 
Kent. Good King, that muft approve the common faw, 

Thou out of Heaven’s benediction com’ft 

Tothe warm Sun. 

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe , 

That by thy comfortable Beams may | 

Pecufe this Letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles 

But mifery. 1 know ’tis fram Cordelsa, 

Who hath moft fortunately been inform’d 

Of my obfcured courfe. And fhall-find time 

From this enormous State, feeking to give 

Loffes their remedies, All weary and o’re-watch’d, 

Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 

This fhameful lodging. Fortune, good night, 

Smile once more, turn thy wheel. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edg. | have heard my ‘elf proclaim’d, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Efcap’d the hunt. No Portis free, no place 
That guard, and moft unufual vigilance 
Do’s not attend my taking. Whiles I may {cape 
| will preferve my felf: and am bethought 
To take the bafeft and moft pooreft fhape 
That ever penury in contempt of man, 
Brought near to Beaft: My face I’ll grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, putal! my hair in knots, 
And with prefented nakednefs out-face 
The winds, and perfecutions of the Sky : 
The Country gives me proof and prehdent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices 
Strike in their numm’d and mortifi’d Arms, 
Pins, Wooden pricks, Nails, Sprigsof Rofemary: 
And with this horrible object, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coats, and Mills, 
Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, fometimes with Prayers, 
[nforce their charity - poor Zurlygod, poor Tom. 
That?sfomething yet: Edgar 1 nothing am. [Exit. 
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 


Lear. Tis ftrange that they fhould fo depart from home, 
And not fend back my Meflenger. 
Gent. Asi learn’d, 
The night before, there was no purpofe in them 
Of this remove. 
Kent. Hailtothee, Noble Mafter. 
Lear. Ha, mak’ft thou this fhame thy paftime? 
Kent. No, my Lord. 
Fool. Ha, ha, he wears Crewel Garters; Horfes are ty’d 
by the heads, Dogs and Bears by th’ neck, Monkies by 
th’ loins, and men by th’ legs; when a man is overJufty 
at legs, then he wears wooden nether ftocks. 
Lear, What’s he, 
That hath fo much thy place miftook 
To fer thee here ? 
Kent. Itis both he and fhe, 
Your Son and Daughter. 
Lear, No. 
Kent, Yes, 
Lear. No, I fay. 
Kent. l fay, yea. 
Lear. By Fupiter, I{wear no. 
Kent. By Juno, | {wear I. 
Lear. They durft not do’t - 
They could not, would not do’t: ’tis worfe than mucther 
Todo upon refpect fuch violent outrage : 
Refolve me with all modeft haft, which way 
Thou might?it deferve, or they impofe this ufage, 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
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I did commend your Highnefs Letters to them, 

E’re I was rifen from the place, that fhewed 

My duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poft, 
Stew’d in his haft, half breathlefs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his Miftrefs, falutation ; 

Deliver’d Letters fpight of intermiffion, 

Which prefently they read; on thofe contents 

They fummon’d up their meiny, ftraight took hore, 
Commanded me to follow and attend 

The leifure of their anfwer, gave me cold looks, 
And meeting here the other Meffenger, 

Whofe welcome I perceiv’d had poyfon’d mine, 

Being the very fellow which of Jate 

Difplay’d fo fawcily againft your Highnefs , 

Having more man than wit about me, drew; 

He rais’d the houfe, with loud and coward cries, 
Your Son and Daughter found this trefpafs worth 
The fhame which here it fuffers. way, 

Fool, Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild Geefe fly that 
Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind. 

But Fathersthat bear Bags, fhal] fee their Children kind, 
Fortune, that arrant whore, ne’er turns the key to th’poor. 
But for all this thou fhalt have as many dolours for thy dear 
Daughters, as thou canft tell ina year. 

Lear, Oh how this Mother {wells up toward my heart ! 
Hyfterica paffio, down thou climing forrow, 

Thy Element’s below; where is this Daughter ? 

Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within. 

Lear, Follow me not, ftay here. 

Gen. Made you more offence, 

But what you {peak of. 

Kent. None; 

How chance the King comes with fo {mall a number ? 

Fool, And tbou hadit been fet Pth’ Stocks for that 
queftion, thoud’it.well deferv’d it. 

Kent. Why, Fool? 

Fool, We'll fet thee to fchool to an Ant, to teach thee 
there’s no labouring i’th’ winter. All that follow their 
nefes,are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there’s not 
a nofe among twenty, butcan fmell him that’s ftinking ! 
let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down a hill, left 
it break thy neck with following. But the great one that 
goes upward, lec him deaw thee after: When a wife man 
gives thee better connfel, give me mine again, | would 
have none but Knaves follow it, fince a fool gives it. 
That, Sir, which ferves and feeks for gain, 

And follows but for form; 
Will pack when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in a ftorm, 

And I willtarry, the fool will ftay, 
And let the wife man fy: : 
The Knave turns fool that runs away, 
The fool no Knave perdy. 


{ Exit, 


Enter Lear, and Glofter. 


Kent, Where learn’d you this, fool ? 
Fool. Not i'th’ Stocks, fool. 
Lear. Deny to fpeak with me ? 
They are fick, they are weary, 
They have travell’d all the night ? meer fetches, 
The Images of revolt and flying off. 
Fet mea better anfwer, 
Glo, My dear Lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How unremoveable and fixt he is 
In his own courfe. 
Lear, Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confufion: 
Fiery? What quality? Why, Glofer, Glofter, — 
[Id {peak with the Duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 
Glo. Well, my good Lord, I have inform’d them fo. 
Le. Inform’d them? Doft thou underitand me, man? 
Glo. 1, my gocd Lord. 
Lear, The King would {peak with Cornwal, ts 
e 
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The dear Father 

Would with his Daughter fpeak,commands, tends, fervice, 

Are they inform’d of this? My breath and blood : 

Fiery? The fiery Duke, tell che hot Duke that—— 

No, but not yer, may be he is not well, 

Infirmity doth ftill neglect all office, 

Whereto our health is bound, we are not our felves, 

When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind 

To fuffer with the body; lII forbear, 

And am fall’n out with my more headier will, 

To take the indifpos’d and fickly fit, 

For thefound man. Death on my ftate: wherefore 

Should he fit here ? This act perf{wades me, 

That this remotion of che Duke and her 

Is practice only, give me my fervant forth; 

Go, tell the Duke and’s Wife, I'id fpeak with them : 

Now prefently ; Bid them come forth and hear me, 

Or at their Chamber door I'll beat the Drum, 

Till it cry fleep to death. 

| Glo. | would have all well betwixt you. [Exie. 

Lear, Oh me, my hearc! My rifing heart? But down. 
Fool, Cry to it, Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the 

Eels, when he putthem i’th’ Paftealive, fhe knapt’em 

o’th’ Coxcombs with aftick, and cryed down wantons, 

down; "twas his Brother, that in pure kindnefs co his 

Horfe buttered his Hay. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glofter, Servants. 


Lear, Good morrow to you both, 
Corn. Hail to your Grace, (Kent here fee at liberty 
Reg. Lam glad to fee your Highnefs. 
Lear, Regan, think youare, | know what reafon, 
[ have to think fo, if thou fhould’ft not be glad, 
| would divorce me from thy Mother’s Tomb, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefs. O, are you free ? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy Sifter’s naught: Oh Regan, the hath tyed 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindnefs, like a Vulture here, 
ican fcarce fpeak to thee, thou'lt not believe 
With how deprav’d a quality. Oh Regan. 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience, | have hope 
You lefs know how to value her defert, 
Than fhe to fcant her duty. 
Lear. Say? How ts that ? 
Reg. I cannot think my Sifter in the leaft 
Would fail her Obligation. If, Sir, perchance 
She have reftrain’d the Riots of your Followers, 
’Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 
Lear. My curfes on her. 
Reg. OSir, you are old, 
Nature in you ftands on the very Verge 
Of herconfine: You fhould be rul’d and led 
By fome difcretion, that difcerns your ftate 
Better than you your felf: Therefore [ pray you, 
That to our Sifter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong’d her. 
Lear. Ask her forgivenefs? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houfe ? 
Dear Daughter, | confefs chat | am old ; 
Age is unneceflary: On my my knees I beg, 
That you'll vouchfafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg. Good Sir, nomore: thefe are unfightly tricks : 
Return you to my Sifter. 
Lear. Never, Regan: 
She hath abated me of half my Train: 
Look’d black upon me, ftrook me with her Tongue 
Moft Serpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All the flor’d vengeances of heavea fall 
On her ingrateful top : Strike her young bones, 
You taking Airs, with Lamenefs. 
Corn, Fie, Sir, fie. 
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into her {corntuleyes: Infect her Beauty, 
You Fen-fuck’d Fogs, drawn by the powerful Sun 
To fall, and blifter. 
Reg. O the bleft gods! 
So will you wifhon me, when the rah mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou fhalt never have my curfe : 
Thy tender hefted nature fhall not give 
Thee o’er toharfhnefs: Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. ?Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleafures, to cut off my Train, 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, 
And in conclutan, to oppofe the bolt 
Againft my coming in. Thou better know’ft 
The Offices of Natare, Bond of Child-hood, 
Effects of Courtefie, Dues of Gratitude : 
Thy half o'th’ Kingdom hatt thou not forgot, 
Wherein ! thee endow’d. 
Rep. Good Sir, to th’purpofe. CT acket within, 
Lear Wio put my man i’th’ Stocks ? 


Enter Steward. 


Cornu. What Trumpet’s that ? 

Reg. I know’t, my Sifter’s: This approves her Letter, 
That fhe would foon be here. Is your Lady come? 

Lear. This is aSlave, whofe eafie borrowed pride 
Dwells in the fickly grace of her he follows. 
Out Varlet,. from my fight. 

Corn. What means your Grace ? 


Enter Gonerill. 


Lear. Who ftockt my Servant ? Regan, I have good hope 
Thou didft not know on’t. 
Who comes here? O Heavens! 
If you dolove old men ; if your {weet fway 
Allow Obedience; if you your felves are old, 
Make it your caufe: Send down and take niy part. 
Art not afham’d to look upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you'take her by the hand ? 
Gon, Why not by th’ hand, Sir ? How have I offended ? 
All’s not offence that indifcretion finds 
And dotage terms fo. 
Lear, O fides, you are too tough! 
Will you yet hold ? 
How came my man i’th’ Stocks? 
Corn. (fechim there, Sir: But hisown Diforders - 
Deferv’d much lefs advancement. 
Lear, You? Did you? 
Reg. | pray you, Father, being weak, feem fo. 
If, "till the expiration of your Month, 
You will return and fojourn with my Sifter, 
DifmifGing half your train, come then to me, 
lam now from home, and out of that provifion, 
Which fhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear, Returntoher? and fifty men dismifs’d ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chufe 
To wage againft the enmity o’th’air, 
To be a Comerade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceflities fharp pinch. Return with her ? 
Why? The hot bloodied France, that Dowcrlefs took 
Our youngelt born, 1 could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penfion beg, 
To keep bafe life a-foot ; return with her ? 
Perfwade me rather to be flave and fumpter 
To this detefted Groom. 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. 
Lear. I prithee, Daughter, do not make me mad, 
twill not trouble thee, my Child: Farewell: 
We'll no more meet, no more fee one another, 
But yet thou art my flefh, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a difeafe that’s in my fieth, 
Which I muft needs call mine. Thou art a Bile, 


Lear. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames | A plaguc-fore, or imboffed Carbuncle 
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In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee. 
Let fname come when it will, I do not call it, 
| do not bid che Thunder- Bearer fhoot, 
Nor tell tales of chee to high judging Fove, 
Mend when thou canft, be better at thy leifure, 
I can be patient, I can ftay with Regan, 
Land my hundred Knights. 
Reg. Not altogether fo, 
| look’d not for you yet, noram provided . 2 
For your fit welcome, giveear, Sir, to my Sifter, 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 
Mott be content to think you old, and fo, 
But fhe knows what fhe does. 
Lear. Is this well fpoken ? 
ep. dare avouch it, Sir, what fifty followers ? 
[s ic not well? What fhould you nced of more ? 
Yea, or fo many? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speak ’gainft fo great a number: How in one houfe 
Should many people, under two commands 
Hold amity? °Tis hard, almoft impoffible. 
Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance 
From thofe that the calls fervants, or from mine ? 
Reg. Why not, my Lord? 
If then they chanc’d to flack ye, 
We could controll them ; if you will come to me, 
(For now | fpy a danger) Iintceat you 
To bring fve and twenty, to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 
Lear. 1 gave you all. 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. 
Lear. Made you my Guardians my Depofitaries, 
Buc keep a refervation to be followed 
With fuch a number ? What muft | come to you 
With five and twenty ? Regan, faid you fo? 
Reg. And fpeak’t again, my Lord, no more with me. 
Lear. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look well favor’d 
When others are more wicked, not being the worft 
Stands in fome rank of praife; ll go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty. 
And thou art twice her Love. 
Gon, Hear me, my.Lord ; 
What need you five andtwenty? Ten? Or five? 
To follow ina houfe, where twice fo many. 
Have a command to tend you? 
Reg. What need one? 
Lear. Oreafon not the need: Our bafeft Beggars 
Are inthe pooreft thing fuperfluous, 
Allow not Nature, more than nature needs: 
Man’s life is cheap as Beafts. Thou art a Lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous : 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’ft, 
Which fcarcely keeps thee warm, but for true need, 
You Heavens, give me that patience, patience I need, 
You fee me here (you gods) a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age, wretched in both, 
If ic be you that f{tirs thefe Daughters hearts 
Againft their Father, fool me not fo much: 
To bear it tamely : Touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not Women’s weapons, water drops, 
Stain my man’s cheeks No, you unnatural Hags, 
[ will have fuch revenges on you both, 
That all the world fha!l —— I will do fuch things, 
What they are yet, I! know not, but they fhall be 
The terrors of the Earth, you think I'll weep, 
No, I'll not weep, I have full caufe of weeping. 
| [Storm and Tempeft. 
But this heart fhall break into a hundred thoufand flaws, 
Ore’er | weep. O fool, I fhall go mad. [Exennt. 
Corn, Let us withdraw, "twill be a form. 
Reg. This houfe is little, the old man and’s people 
Cannot be well beftow’d. 
Gon. Tis his own blame hath put himfelf from reft, 
And muft needs tafte his folly. 
Reg. For his particular IH receive him gladly, 


| Gent. 
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But not one follower. 
Gon. Soam I purpos’d, 
Where is my Lord of Glofter ? 


Enter Glofter. 


Corn. Followed the old man forth, he is return’d, 
Glo, The King is in high rage. 
Corn, Whither is he going ? 
Gle. He callsto horfe, but will 1 know not whither, 
Corn. Tis beft to give him way, he leads himfelf. 
Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to ftay. 
Glo. Alack the night comes on: and the high winds 
Do forely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There’s {carce a Bufh. 
Reg. O Sir, to wilful men, 
The injories that they themfelves procure, 


| Muft be their School-Mafters: Shut up your doors, 
| He is attended with a defperate train, 


And what they may incenfe him to, being apt, 
To have his ear abus’d, wifdom bids fear. 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my Lord, ’tis a wild night, 
My Regan Counfels well : Come out o’th’ ftorm. 
[Exeunt. 





Atus Tertius. 


Storm ftil. Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, feverally. 


Ho’s there befides foul weather ? (ly. 
One minded like the weather, molt unquiet 

Kent. 1 know you: Where's the King ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful Elements. 
Bids the wind blow the earth intothe Sea, 

Or fwell the curled Waters ’bove the Main, 
That things might change, or ceafe. 
Kent. But whois with him ? 
Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to out-jeft 
His heart-ftrook injuries. 
Kent. Sir, Ido know you, 
And dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commenda dear thing to you. There is divifion 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover’d 
With mutual cunning) ’twixt Albany and Cornwall : 
Who have, as who have not, that their great Stars 
Thron’d and fet high; Servants who feem no lefs, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin feen, 
Either in {nuffs and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Rein which both of them have born 
Againft the old kind King; or fomething deeper, 
Whereof (perchance ) thefe are but furnifhings. 
Gent. 1 will talk further with you. 
Kent. No, donot: 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall; open this purfe and take 
What it contains. 1f you fhall fee Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you fhall) thew her this Ring, 
And fhe will tell you who that fellow is, 
That yet you do not know. Fic on this form, 
I will go feek the King. 
Gent, Give me your hand, 
Have you no more to fay ? 

Kent. Few words, but to effect more than all yet; 
That when we have found the King, in which your pain 
That way, Vilchis; He chat firft lights on him, 
Hollow the other. 


Scena Prima. 


Kent. 


[Exeunt. 


Scena 
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Scena Secunda. 


Storm frill, Enter Lear, and Fool, 

Lear. Blow winds,and crack your cheeks ; Rage, blow 
You Cataracts, and Hurricano’s fpout, 

‘Till you have drench’d our Steeples, drown the Cocks. 
You Sulph’rous and thought-excuting fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolis, 

Sindge my white head. And thou all-fhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o’th’world, 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germanes {pill at once 

That makes ingrateful Man. i 

Fool. O Nuncle, Court holy-water in a dry Hovfe , is 
better than the Rain-water outo’door. Good Nunkle,in,ask 
thy Daughcers biciling, here’s a night picies neither wife- 
men, nor Fools. 

Lear, Rumble thy belly full: {pit Fire, {pout Rain ; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters, 
| tax not you, you Elements with unkindnefs, 

I never gave you Kingdom, call’d you Children : 
You owe me no fubfcription. Then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure. Here I ftand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis’d old man : 

Buc yet I call you fervile Minifters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high~engender’d Battles, ’gainft a head 

So old and white as this. O, ho! tis foul. 

Fool. He that has a Houfe to put’s head in, has a good 
Head. ptece : 

The Cod piece that will honfe, before the head has any : 

The head, and he fhall Lowfe : fo beggars marry many. 

That man chat makes histoe, what he his heart fhould 
make, 

Shafl ofa Corn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake. 

For there was never yet fair woman, but fhe made 
mouths in a glafs, Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, | will be the patience of all patience. 

{ will fay nothing. ) 
Kent, Who’s there ? 
Fool. Marry here’s Grace , and a Codpiece , that’s a 
‘ Wife-man, and a Fool. 

Kent, Alas Sir, are you here? things that love night, 
Love not fuch nights as thefe: the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 

And makes them keep their Caves: Since I was man, 
Such fheets of fire, fuch burfts of horrid thunder, 

Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard, Man’s nature cannot carry 
Thafiction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods 
That keep this dreadful pudder o’re our heads, 

Find out their enemies now, Tremble thon Wretch, 
That haft wichio thee undivulged Crimes 
Unwhipt of Juftice. Hide thee, thou bloudy hand; 
Thou Perjur’d, and thou Simular of Virtue 
That art inceftuous. Caitiff, to pieces fhake 
That under covert and convenient feeming 
Has practis’d'on man’s life. Clofe pent upguilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Thefe dreadful Summoners grace. | ama man, 
More finn’d againft, than finning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
Some friendthip will i¢lend you ’gainft the tempeft : 
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe 
( More harder than the Stones whereof ’tis rais’d, 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny’d me to come in) return, and force 
Their fcanted courtefie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 

Come on my boy. How doftmy boy? Art cold ? 
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1 am cold my felf. Whercis this ftraw, my fellow ? 
The art of oor Neceflitics is ftrange, 
And can make vild things precious. Come, your hovel ; 
Poor Fool, and Knave, I have one part iù my heart 
That’s forry yet for thee. 
Fool, He that has and a little-tyne wit, 
With height-ho, the Wiad and the Raia, 
Muft makecontent with his fortunes fir, 
Though the Rain it raineth every day. 
Lear, True boy : come bring us tothis Hovel. 
Fool, This is a brave night to cool a Curtizan: 
l'le fpeak a prophecy e’re I go: 
When Priefts are more in words, than matter : 
When Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
When Nobles are their taylor’s tutors, 
No Hereticks burn’d bat wenches Suitors, 
When every Cafe in Law is right : 
No Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight 
When Slanders do not live in tongues ; 
Nor Cut purfes come not to throngs ; 
When Ufurers tell their Gold ith’ held, 
And Bawds and Whores, do Charches build. 
Then hall the Realm of Albion come to great confufion, 
Then comes the time, who lives to fee’t, | 
That going fhall be us’d with feet. 
This prophecy Merlin hall make, 
For ldo live before his time. 


[éxit. 


(Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Glofter snd Edmund. 


Glo. Alack, alack Edmund, U like not this unnatural dea- 
ling, when I defired their leave that 1 mighe pitty him, 
they took from me the ufe of mine own houle, charg’d me 
on pain of perpetual difpleafure, neither to {peak of him, 
entreat for him, or any way fultain him. 

Baft. Moft favage and unnatural. 

Glo. Gotoo; fay you nothing. There is divifion be- 
tween the Dukes , and a worfe matter chan that: [ have 
received a Letter this night, "tis dangerous to be {poken | 
have lock’d the Letter in my Cloflet,chefe injuries che King 
now beats, will be revenged home; there is part of a 
Power already footed, we mutt incline to the King, I will 
look him, and privily relieve him , go you and maintain 
talk with the Duke, that my charity be not of him percei- 
ved; if he ask forme, [am ill, and gone to bed, if | die 
for it, (as no lefs is threatned me) the King my old Mafter 
muft herelieved. There is ftrange things toward,€dmund, 
pray you be careful. (Exis. 

Baft. This Courtefie forbid thee, fhall the Duke 
Inftantly know, and ofthat Letter too ; 

This feems a fair deferving, and muft draw me 
That which my Father lofes: no lefs chan all, 
The younger rifes, when the old doth fall, (Ext. 
Scena Quarta. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place,my Lord, good my Lord, enter, 
The tyranny of the open night’s too rough 
For Nature to endure. [ Storm fä. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 
Kent. Thad rather break mine own, 
Good my Lord enter. 
Lear. Thou think’ "tis much that this contentious 


Invades us to the skin fo: tis ro thee, ( form 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 
The leffec is fcarce felt. Thou’dft hun a Bear, 
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ot if thy flight light coward the roaring Sea, 
ali - che Bear ith’mouth,when the mind’s free, 
The bodies delicate, che tempeft in my mind, 
Doth from my fenfes.cake all feeling elfe, 
Save what beatsthere. Filial ingratitude, 
ls ic not as this mouth fhould tear his hand 
For lifting food to’t: But will pumifh home; 
No, | will weep no more. In fuch a night, 
To fhut me out? Pour on, | willendure: 
In fuch a night as this? O Regan,Gonersll, 
Your old kind Father, whofe frank heart gave all, 
O that way madnefslies, lec me fhunthat : 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Prithee go inthy felf, feek thine own eafe, 

This tempelft will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but I’le go in, 
In boy, go firft. You houfelefs poverty, 
Nay, gettheein; I’le pray, and then I’:: fleep. 
Poor naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittilefs torm, 
How hall your boufelefs heads, and unfed fides, 
Your lop'd, and window’d raggednefs defend yot 
From feafons fuch as thefe ? Ol have tane 
Too little care of this: take Phyfick, Pomp, 
Expofe thy felf to feel, what wretches feel, _ 
That thou may’ft fhake che fuperflux to them, 
And fhew the heavens more juft. 


TEx. 


Enter Edgat, and Fool. 


£dg. Fathom and half, Fathom and half? poor Tom. 

Fool. Come not in here Nuncle, heres a Spirit, help me, 
help me. | 

Kent. Give me thy hand, who’s there ? 

Fool. A Spirit, a Spirit, he fays his name’s poor Tom. 

Ken,What art thou that do’ft grumble there i’th’ftraw ? 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through the 
fharp Hawthorn blow the winds. Humh, go to thy bed and 
warm thee. 

Lear. Didft thou give all to thy Daugthers? And art 
thov come to this? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom the 
foul Fiend hath led through Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and whirlepool, ore Bog, and Quag- 
mire, that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, fet Rats bane by his Porredge: made him 
Proud of heart, to ride ona Bay trotting Horfe, over four 
arch’d Bridges, to courfe his own fhadow for a traitor, 
Blifs thy five VVits, Tom’sa cold. O do, de, do, de, do, 
de, blifs thee ftom Whirle-winds, Star-blafting, and 
taking, do poor Tom‘ fome charity, whom the fou) fiend 
vexes. There conid I have him now, and there, and here 
again, and there. 
C Storm (tile. 

Lear. Have his Danghters brought him to this aile ? 
Could’ft thou fave nothing ? would’ft thon give’em all ? 

Foot. Nay, hereferv’d a Blanket, elfe we had been all 
fham’d, 

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang tated o’re mens faults, light on thy daughters. 

Kent, He hath no Daughters, Str, 

Lear, Death, traitor, notinng could have fubdu’d nature 
To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. 
is it the fafhion, that difcarded Fathers, 

Should have thus little mercy on their fiefh : 
Judicious punifh ment, ’twas this ftefh begat 
Thofe Pelican Daughters. 6 

Edg. Pillicock fat on Pilliceck hill, alow : alow,loo, loo. 

Fool, This cold mght will turn us all to fools, and 
Madmen. 

Edgar. Take heed oth’ foul fiend, obey thy Parents, 
keep thy word, juitice, fwear not, commit not, with 
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mans fworn Spoufe ; fet on thy Sweet heart on proud 
array. Tem’s a cold. 

Lear, What halt thou been? 

Ede, A fervingman. Proud in heart, and mind ; that 
curl’d my hair; wore Gloves in my cap; ferw’d the Luft 
of my Miltris heart, and did the act of darknefs with ber. 
swore as many Oaths, as I {pake words, and broke them 
in che fweet face of Heaven, One, that fleptin the con- 
triving of Luft, and wak’dto doit. VVine lov'd I dearly ; 
Dice dearly ; and in woman, out-Paramour’d the Tark. 
Falfe of heart, light of ear, bloudy handed. Hog in Moth, 
Fox in ftealth, VVolf in greedinefs, Dog in madnefs, Lion 
in prey. Let not the creaking of fhooes, Nor the ruftling 
of Silks, betray thy poor heart to woman. Keepthy foot 
out of brothels, thy hand out of Plackets, thy Pen from 
Lenders Books, and defie the foul fiend. Still through thy 
Hawthorn blows the cold wind: Says fuum, mun, nonny, 
Dolphin my Boy, Boy Seffey: let him trot my. 

C Storm fiill 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, than to enfwer 
with chy uncover’d body, this extremity ofthe Skies, Is 
man no more thanthis? Confider him well. Thov ow’ft 
the VVorm no Silk: the Beaft, no Hide: the Sheep, no 
VVool: the Cat no perfume. Ha? Here’s three on’sare 
fophifticated. Thou art the thing it felf, snaccommodated 
man, is no more but fucha poor, bare, forked Animal as 
thou art. Off, off you Lendings: Come, unbutton here. 


Enter Gloucefter with 2 Torch. 


Foel. Prethee Nuncle be contented, ’tisa naughty night 
tofwimin. Now alittle fire in a wild field, were like an 
old Letchers heart, a fimall fpark, all the reft on’s body, 
cold: look, here comes a walking fire. 

Edgar. This is the foul Flibbertigihbet; he begins at 
Curfew, and walks at firt Cock; He gives the V Veb 
And the Pin, fquints the eye, and makesthe Hair-lip ; 
Mildews the white VVheat, and hurts the poor Creature 
of the Earth. 

Swithold footed thrice the old. 

He met the Nighi-Mare, and her ninefold, . 
Bid her alight, and her troth-plight, 

And aroyot the VVitch, aroynt thee. 

Kent. How fares your grace ? 

Lear. VVhat’s he ? 

Kent. VVho’s there ? what is’t you feek? 

Glow. VVhatare you there? Your Names? 

Edgar. Poor Tom, that Eats the fwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pool, the wall-Neot, and the water: that 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiends rages, Eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets ; fwallows the old Rat, ‘and the 
ditch-Dog: drinks the green Mantle of the ftanding Pool : 
who is whipt from Tything to Tything, and ftockt, pu- 
nifh’d, and imprifon’d: whohath three Suits to his back, 
fix fhirts to his Body: 

Horfe to ride, and weapon to wear: 

But Mice, and Rats, and fuch fmall Dear, 

Have been Tom’s food for feven long year ; 
Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace chou fiend. 

Glou. VVhat, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg, The Prince of Darknefs isa Gentleman. «odo 
he’s call’d, and eAfabn. 

Glos. Our feh and blound, my Lord, is grown fo vile, 
thatitdoth hate what it gets. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a coid. 

Glon. Go in withime , my duty cannot fuffer 
Tobey in all your daughters hard commands : 

Though all their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
Yet have I ventured tocome to feek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. Firft let me talk with this Philofopher, 


VVhat ts che caufe of Thander ? 
Kent 
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Kent. Good, my Lord, take his offer, 
Go into th’ houfe. wl 
Lear. Vil take a word with this fame learned Theban : 
What is your ftndy ? 
Edg. How to prevent the Fiend and to kill Vermin. 
Lear, Let us ask you one word in private. 
Kent, Importune him once more to go, my Lord, 
His wits begin e’unfettle. ' 
Glow, Canft thou blame him ? [Storm ftill, 
His Daughters feek his death: Ah, that good Kent, 
He faid it vould be thus: Poor bantfh’d man: 
Thou fayeft the King grows mad, I'll tell thee, friend, 
1 am almoft mad my felf, I bad a Son, 
Now out law’d from my blood: He fought my life 
But lately: Very late: [lov'’d him (friend) 
No Father his Son dearer: True to tel] thee, 
The grief hath craz’d my wits. What a night’s this ? 
I do befeech your grace, 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sic: 
Noble Philofopher, your company. 
Edg. Tom’s a cold. 
Glon. In, fellow, there, into th? Hovel; keep thee warm. 
Lear, Come, let’s in all. 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 
Lear. With him ; 
I will keep {till with my Philofopher, 
Kene. Good, my Lord, footh him: 
Let him take the fellow. 
Glou, Take him you on. 
Kent. Sitcah, comeon: Go along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. 
Glou. No words, no words, bufh. 
Ede, Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 
His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fum, 


1 {mell the blood of a Brittifh man. LExeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 


Corn, I will have revenge, e’re1 depart his houfe 

Baft. How, my Lord, 1 may be cenfured, that Nature 
k gives way to Loyalty, fomething fears me to think 
o 


Coras I now perceive, it was not altogether your 
Brothers evil difpofition made him feek his death: But 
a provoking merit feta work by a reprovable badnefs 
in himfelf. 

Baft. How malicious is my fortune, that I muft re. 
pent to be jut? This is the Letter which he {poke of, 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 
ges of France. O Heavens! That this Treafon werc not; 
or not I the Detector. 

Corn.-Go with me to the Dutchefs. 

Baft. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you have 
mighty bufinefs in hand. 

Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earl of Glos- 
cefter: Seek ọut where thy Father is, that he may be ready 
for our apprehenfion. 

Baft. \€ 1 find him comforting the King, it will tuf 
his fufpition more fully. 1 will perfevere in my courfe of 
ens though the conflict be fore between that and my 

00 


Corn. I will lay truft upon thee; and thou fhalt find 
a dear father in my Love. LExennt. 
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Scena Sexta. 


Enter Kent and Gloucefter. 


Glou. Here is better than the open air, take it thank- 
fully : I will piece ont the comfort witb what addition I 
can: Iwill not be long from you [Exit 
_ Kent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience: The gods reward your kindnefs. 


Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 


Edy. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nerois an An- 
gler in the Lake of Darknefs: Pray innocent, and beware 
the foul fiend. 

Fool. Prithe, Nuncle, tell me, whether a madman-be a 
Gentleman, or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Fool. No, he’sa Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to his 


Son: For he’sa Yeoman that fees hisSona Gentleman 


before him. 
Lear. To have a thoufand withred burning fpits 
Come hizzing in upon ’em. / 
Eag. Blefs thy five wits. 
Kent. O pity: Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you fo oft have boafted to remain ? 
Edg, My tears begin to take his part fo much, 
They marr my counterfeiting. 
Lear, The little dogs and all ; 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-beart : See, they bark at me, 
Ede. Tom will throw his head at them: Avaunt, you 
Currs, be thy mouth or black or white: 
Tooth that poifons if it bite : 
Mattiff, Grey-hound, Mungril, Grim, 
Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym: 
Or Bobtail tike , or Troudle tail, 
Tom will make him weep and wail, 
For with throwing thus my head ; 
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. - 
Do, de, de, de; Sefe; Come, march to Wakes and Fairs, 
And Market Towns: poor Tom, thy hornisdry. (Exs. 
Lear. Then let them Anatomize Regan: See what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any caufe in Nature that 
make thefe hard hearts. You, Sir, | entertain for one of 
my hundred, only, Ido not like the fathion of your gac- 
ments. You will fay they are Perjians but let them be 
chane’d. 
Enter Glofter. 


Kent. Now, good my Lord, lie here, and reft a while. 
Lear, Make no noife, make no noife, draw the Cur- 
tains: So, fo, we’ll go to fupper i'th’ Morning. 
Fool. And PI! go to bed at noon. 
Glon. Come hither, friend ; 
Where is the King, my Mafter ? 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 
Glon. Good friend, [ prithee take him in thy arms ; 
I have o’reheard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in’e, 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou fhalt mect 
Both welcome aud protection, Take up thy Malter, 
If thou fhould’ft dally half an hour, his life 
Withthine, and all that offer todefend him, 
Stand in aflured lofs, Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to fome provifion 


Give thee quick condnét. Come,come, away.  [Exeunt. 


lii 3 Scena 
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Was’t thou not charg’d at peril? 
Corn, Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anfwer that. 


Scena Septima. Glo. Lam tyed to th’ Stake, 

And I muft ftand the Courte. 

Enter Cornwall, Gonerill, Baftard, Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
and Servants. Glo. Becanfe 1 would not fee thy cruel Nails 


Pluck out his poor old Eyes: nor thy fierce Sifter, 
Corn. Poft fpeedily to my Lord your Husband, fhew | In his Anointed fiefh, ftick boarifh phangs. 
him this Letter, the Army of France is landed: feek out | The Sea, with fuch a ftorm as his bare head, 


the Traytor Glofter. In Hell-black-night indar’d, would have buoy’d up 
Reg. Hang him inftantly. And quench’d the Steeled fires : 
Gon, Pluck out his Eyes. Yet poor old heart, he holp the Heavens to rain. 


Corn, Leave him to my difpleafure. Edmund, keep you | If Wolves had at thy Gate howl’d that ftern time, 
our Sifter Company : the revenges we are bound to take | Thou fhould’ft have faid, good Porter turn the Key : 
upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your behold- All Cruels elfe fubfcribe: but I fhall fee 
ing. Advife the Duke where you are going, to a moft | The winged Vengeance overtake fuch Children. 
feftinate preparation: we are bound to the like. Our| Corn. Seet fhalt thou never. Fellows hold the Chair. 
Pofts thall be fwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel | Upon thefe Eyes of thine, Pil fet my foot. 





dear Sifter, farewel my Lord of Glofter. Glo, He that will think to live, till he be old, 
Give me fome help, — O cruel! O you gods. 
Enter Steward. Reg. One fide will mock another : th’ other too. 
Corn, If you fee vengeance. 
How now ? Where’s the King ? Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 
Stew. My Lord of Glofter had convey’d him hence. I have ferv’d you ever fince l wasa Child: 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights But better fervice have I never done yon, 
Hot Queftrifts after him, met him at gate, Than now to bid you hold. 
Who, with fome other of the Lords dependants, Reg. How now, you Dog? 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they boaft Ser. If you did wear a Beard upon your Chin, 
To have well armed Friends. I'd fhake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ? 
Corn, Get Horfes for your Miltrefs. Corn, My Villain ? 
Gon, Farewel, fweet Lord, and Sifter. CExit.| Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Corn, Edmund farewel: go feek the Traitor Glofter, Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ftand up thus? 
Pinnion him like a Thief, bring him before us : (Kills him. 
Though well we may not pafs upon his life Ser. Oh, I am flain: my Lord, you have one Eye left 
Without the form of Juftice : yet our power To fee fome mifchief on him. Oh. 
Shall doa cure’fie to our wrath, which men Corn. Left it fee more, prevent it ; Out vild gelly : 
May blame, but not controul, Where is thy lufter now ? 
Glo. All dark and comfortlefs ? 
Enter Glofter, and Servants. Where’s my Son Edmnnd ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the fparks of Nature 
Who's there? the Traitor ? To quit this horrid act. 
Reg. Ingrateful Fox, tis he. Reg. Out treacherons Villain, 
Corn. Bind faft his Corky Arms. Thou call’ on him, that hates thee, It was he 
Glo. What mean your Graces? That made the overture of thy Treafons to us: 
Good my Friends confider you are my Guefts : Who is too good to pitty thee. 
Do me no foul play, Friends, Glo. O my follies! then Edgar was abus’d. 
Corn. Bind him I fay. Kind gods, forgive me that, and profper him. 
Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor. Reg. Go thruft him out at Gates, and let him fmell 
Glo. Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I’m none. His way to Dover. [Exit with Glofter. 
Curn, To this Chair bind him, How is't, my Lord ? How look you? 
Villain, thou fhalt find. i Corn. 1 have receiv’d a hurt: follow me Lady: 
Glo. By the kind gods, ‘tis moft ignobly donc Turn out that Eyelefs Villain: chrow this Slave 
To pluck me by the Beard. Upon the Dunghill: Regan, | bleed apace, 
Reg. So white, and fuch a Traytor ? Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. [Exeunt. 
Glo, Naughty Lady, 
Thefe hairs which thou do’ft ravifh from my Chin’ 
i asken and accufe raes, lam DE 
ith Robbers hands, my hofpitable favours i 
You fhould not ruffle thus, What will you do? Atus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
(orn. Come, Sir. 
What Letters had you late from France ? Enter Edgar. 


Ree. Be fimple anfwer’d, for we know the truth. 
Corn, And what Confederacy have you with the Tray- | Edg. Yi better thus, and known to becontemn’d, 
tors, late footed in the Kingdom ? Than ftill contemn’d and flatter’d, to be wort : 
| Reg. To whofe hands The loweft, and moft deject thing of Fortune, 
| You have fent the Lunatick King: fpeak. Stands ftill in efperance, lives not in fear. 
Glo. Ihave a Letter gueflingly fet down The lamentable change is from the beft, 


Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart, “The worft returns to laughter, Welcome then, 
And not from one oppos’d. Thou unfubftantial air that | embrace : 
Corn, Cunning. The wretch that thou haft blown unto the worlt, 


Reg. And falfe. 


Cor. Where haft thou fent the King ? 
Glo. To Dover, 


Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 


Owes nothing to thy blafts. 


Entier 
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Bring me but to the very brim of ic, 
Enter Glofter fed by an old man. And Pll repair the mifery thou do’ft bear 
With fomething rich about me: from that place, 
But who comes here ? My Father poorly led? I hall no lending need, 
World, World, O World! Edg. Give me thy arm; 
Buc that chy ftrange mutations make us hate thee, Poor Tom fhall lead thee. [ Exeunt. 


Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good Lord, I have been your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tenant, thefe fourfcore years. 

Glo. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 

Thee they may burt. 

Old Man. You cannot fee your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: 
I tumbled whea I faw. Full oft’tis feen, 

Our means fecure us, and our meer defects 
Prove our Commodities. Oh dear Son Edgar, 
The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath : 

Might I but live to fee thee in my touch, 

[Pd fay I had Eyes again. 

Old Man. How now ? who’s there ? 

Ede. O gods! Who is’tcan fay 1am at the worlt ? 
I am worfe chan ere [ was, 

Old Man. Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edz. And worfe I may be yet: the worft is not, 

So long as we can fay thisis the worft. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goelt ? 

Glo. isit a Beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman, and Beggar too. 

Glo. He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg. 

i’ th’ laft nights ftorm, I fucha Fellow faw 5 
Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 
Was then fcarce Friends with him. 

[ have heard more fince : 

As Flies to th? wanton Boyes, are we to th’ gods, 
They kill us for their fport. 

Edg. How fhould this be ? 

Bad is the Trade that mutt play the Foo! to forrow, 
Ang’ring it felf, and others. Blefs the Mafter. 

Glo. ts that the naked Fellow ? 

Old Man. i, my Lord. 

Glo. Get thee away : if for my fake 
Thou wilt o’re-take us hence a mile or twain 
P th’ way toward Dover, do it for ancient love, 
And bring fome covering for this naked Soul, 
Which I’! intreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack Sir, he is med. 

Glo. ’Tis the times plague, 
When Madmen lead the blind : 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure : 
Above the reft, be gone. 

Old Man. 1I bring him the beft Parrel that I have, 
Come on’t, what will. 

Glo, Sirrah, paked Fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a cold. [cannot daub it further. 

Glo. Come hither Fellow. 

Ede. And yet I muft: 

Blefs thy fweet Eyes, they bleed. 

Glo. Know’ft thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both Stile, and Gate, Horfe way, and foot path : 
poor Tom hath been fcar’d out of his good wits. Blefs 
thee good mans Son, from the foul Fiend. (plagues 

Glo. Here take this Purfe, thou whom the Heay’ns 
Have humbled to all ftrokes : that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier : Heavens deal fo ftill : 

Let the fuperfluous, and Luft-dieted man, 

That flaves your Ordinance, that will not fee 
Becaufe he do’s not feel, fecl your power quickly : 

So diftribution fhould undo excefs, 

And tach man have enough. Do’lt thou know Dover ? 

Edg, 1 Mafter. 

Glo. There is a Cliff, whofe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined Deep: 


[ Exie. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Gonerill, Baftacd, and Steward. 


Gon. VVelcome my Lord, I marvel our mild Husband 
Not met us on the way. Now, where’s your Mafter ? 
Stew. Madam withia, bot never man fo chang’d : 
I told him of the Army that was Landed : 
He fmil’d atit. I told him you were coming, 
His anfwer was the worfe. Of Glofters Treachery, 
And of the loyal fervice of his Son 
VVhen I inform’d him, then he call’d me Sot, 
And told me I bad turn’d the wrong fide out : 
What molt he fhould diflike, feems pleafant to him ; 
What like, offenfive. 

Gon, Then hall you go no further, 
It is the Cowifh terror of his fpirie 
That dares not undertake : he’ll not feel wrongs 
Which tye him to an anfwer , our wifhes oa the way 
May prove effects. Back Edmund to my Brother, 
Haften his Mufters, and conduct his powers. 
I muft change names at home, and give the Diltaff 
Into my Husbands hands. This trufty Servant 
Shall pafs between us : ere long you are like to hear 
(If you dare venture in your own behalf) 
A Miftreffes command. Wear this ; {pare {peech, 
Decline your head. This kifs, if it durft fpeak, 
Would ftretch thy Spirits up into the air : 
Conceive, and fare the well. 

Bajt. Yours ia the ranks of Death, 

Gon, My molt dear Glofter. 
Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To thee a Womans fervices are due, 
My Fool ufurps my Body. 

Stow, Madam, rere comes my Lord. 


Enter Albany. 


Gon, 1 have been worth the whiftle. 

Alb. Oh Goneril, 
You are not worth the duft which the rude wind 
Blows-in your Face. 

Gon, Milk-liver’d man, 
That bear’ft a cheek for blows, 2 head of wrongs, 
Who haft not in thy brows an Eye-difcerning 
Thine honour, from thy fuffering. 

Alb. See thy felf Devil: 
Proper deformity feems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in Woman. 

Gon. Oh vain Fool. 


Enter a Meffenger. 


Me. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cormvalls dead, 
Slain by his Servant, going to put out 
The other Eye of Glofter. 

Alba, Glofters Eyes? 

eAMef. A Servant that he bred, thrill’d with remorfe, 
Oppos’d againft the act : bending his Sword 
To his great Mafter, who, thereat enrag’d 
Flew on him, and amongft them fell’d him dead, 
But not without that harmful ftroke, which fince 
Hath plack’d him after. 

Albs. This thews you are above 
You Juftices, that thefe oer nether crimes 
So {peedily can venge, But (O poor Glofer) ee eal 
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Loft he his other Eye ? 
Mef. Both, both, my Lord. | 
This Letter Madam, craves a fpeedy Aufwer : 
’Tis from your Sifter. 
` Gon. Qne way I like this well, 
But being Widow, and my Glofter with her, 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life. Another way 
The News is not fo tart. I'll read, and anfwer. 
Alba. Where was his Son, 
When they did take his Eyes ? 
- Mef. Come with my Lady hither, 
Alba. He is not here. s > 
Mef. No, my good Lord, I met him back again. 
Alba. Knows he the wickednefs ? R. 
Mef. 1, my good Lord: "twas he inform’d againft him, 
And quit the Honfe of purpofe, that their punifhment 
Might have the freer courfe. 
Alb, Gloffer, Llive } 
To thank thee for the love thou hewd’ft the King, 
And to revenge thine Eyes. Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou know’ft. [ Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
and Souldiers, 


(r. Alack, ’tis he: why he was met even now 
As made the vext Sea, finging aloud, 
Crown’d with rank Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow Flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our fuftaining Corn. A Century fend forth ; 
Search every Acre in the high-grown Field, 
And bring him to our Eye, What can mans wifdom 
In the reftoring his bereaved Senfe: he that helps him, 
Take all my outward worth. 

Gent. There is means, Madam: 
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofe, 
The which he lacks: that to provoke in him, 
Are many Simples operative, whofe power 
Will clofe the Eye of Anguith. 

Cord All bleft Secrets, 
All you unpublifh’d Vertues of the Earth 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 
Inthe good mans defire: feek, feek for him, 
Left lis ungovern'd rage, diffolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


` Mef. News, Madam, 
The Brittifh Powers are marching hitherward. 

Cord. °Tis known before. Our preparation ftands . 
In expectation of them. O dear Father, 
lt is thy bufinefs that I go about : therefore great France 
My mourning, and importun’d tears hath pittied : 
Now blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 
But love, deat love, and our ag’d Fathers Right: 
Soon may I hear, and fee him. LExeunt. 
om 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter Regan, and Steward. 


Reg. But are my Brothers Powers fet forth ? 
Stew. I, Madam. 
Reg. Himfelf in perfon there ? 
Stew. Madam, with much adoe 
Your Sifter is the better Souldier. 
Reg. Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lord at home ; 
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Stew. No, Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Sifters Letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not, Lady. 
Reg, Faith he is pofted hence on ferious matter ; 
It was great ignorance, Gloffers Eyes being out 
To let him live. Where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts again{ft us: Edmund, | think, is gone 
In pitty of his mifery, to difpatch 
His nighted life: Moreover to defery 
The ftrength oth’ Enemy. 
Stew. 1 muft needs after him, Madam, with my Letter. 
Reg. Our Troops fet forth to morrow, {tay with us: 
The wayes are dangerous. 
Stew. I may not, Madam: 
My Lady charg’d my duty in his bufinefs. 
Reg. VVhy fhould the write to Edmund ? 
Might not you tranfport her purpofes by word? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what. VII love the much 
Let me unfeal the Letter. 
Stew. Madam, | had rather —~ 
Reg. I know your Lady do’s not love her Husband, 
I am fureofthat: and at her late being here, 
She gave ftrange Iliads, and moft {peaking looks 
To Noble Edmund, 1 know youare of her bofome. 
Stew. I, Madam ? 
Reg. I fpeak in underftanding: Y’are: I know’, 
Therefore I do advife you take this note : 
My Lord is dead : Edmund, and I have talk’d, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your Ladies: You may gather morc: 
If you do find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your Miftrifs hears thus much from you, 
I pray defire her call her wifdom to her. 
So fare you well: 
If yon do chance to hear of that blind Traytor, 
Preferment falls on him, that cuts him off. 
Stew. VVould I could meet him, Madam, ]! fhould hew 


VVhat party I do follow. 
Reg, Fare thee well. LExeunt. 
Scena Quinta. 


Emer Glofter, and Edgar. 


Gle, VVhen fhal! I come to th’ top of that fame Hill? 
Edg. You doclimb up it now. Look how we labour. 
Glo. Me thinks the ground is even. 
Edg, Horrible fteep. 
Hark, do you hear the Sea ? 
Glo, No truly. 
Edge. VVhy then your other Senfes grow imperfect 
By your Eyes anguifh, 
Glow So may it be indeed. 
Me thinks thy Voice is alter’d, and thou fpeak’ft 
In better phrafe, and matter than thou didit. 
Edg. Y’ are much deceiv’d: in nothing am! chang?d 
But in my Garments. 
Glo, Me thinks y’ are better fpoken. 
Edg. Come on Sir, 
Heres the place: ftand. ftill: how fearful 
And dizzy ’tis, to caft ones Eyes fo low, 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway air 
Shew fcarce fo grofs as Beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadful trade : 
Me thinks he feems no bigger than his head, 
‘The Fifhermen that walk’d upon the beach 
Appear like Mice: and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 
Diminifh’d toher Cock: her Cock, a Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th’ unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. Pll look no more, 
Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight 


Topple down headlong. ; 
Glo 
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Glou. Set me where you ftand. 
Edg. Give me your hand: 
You are now within a foot of th’extrean Verge: 
For all beneath the Moon would J not leap upright, 
Glow. Let go my hand : 
Here friends, another purfe , init, a Jewell 
Well worth a poor mans taking. Fairies, and gods 
Profper it with thee. Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 
Glon. With all my heart. 
Ede. Why do 1 trifle thus with his defpair, 
’Tis done to cure it. 
Glos. O you mighty gods ! 
This world | do renonnce, and In your fights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppofelefs wills, 
My {nuff, and loathed pact of nature fhould 
Burn ic felfout. If Edgar live, O blefs him. 
Now fellow, fare the well. 
Edg. Good Sir, Farewel, 
And yet I know not how conciet may rob 
The Treafure of life, when life it felf 
Yields to the Theft. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been paft. Alive, or dead ? 
Hoa, you Sir: friend, here you Sir, {peak : 
Thus might he pafsindeed: yet he revives. 
What are you Sic ? 
r. Glou. Away, and let me dic. 
Edg. Had’ft thou been ought 
But Gozemore, Feathersand air, 
(So many fathom down precipitating) 
Thoud’ft fhiver’d likean Egg: but thou do’ft breath : 
Halt heavy fubftance, bleed’ft not, fpeak, art found ? 
Ten Mafts at each, make not the altitude 
Which thon haft perpendicularly fell, 
The life’s a miracle. Speak yet again. 
Glou. But have I faln, or no ? 
Edg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourn 
Look up a height, the fhrill gor’d Lark fo fac 


į Cannot be feen or heard: Do bat look up. 


Glow, Alack, I have no eyes: 
Is wretchednefs depriv'd that benefit 
Toend it felf by death ? "Twas yet fome comfort, 
When mifery could beguile the tyrants rage, 
And fruftrate his proud will. 
Edg. Give me your arm. 
Up, (5 : How is’t? Feel you your Legs? You ftand. 

Glow, Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all {trangenefs, 

Upon the Crown oth’Cliffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glon. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 

Edge. As I {tood here below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moons: he had a thoufand Nofes, 
Horns walk’d, and wav’d like the enraged Sea : 

It wasfome fiend: therefore thou happy Father, 
Think that the cleareft gods, who make them honors 
Of mens impoflibilities, have preferved thee. 

Glou. [do remember now : henceforth Ple bear 
AMiction, till it do cry out it felf 
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you fpeak of, 
I took it fora man : often ’twould fay 

he fiend, the fiend, he led me to that place. 
Edg. Bear free and patient choughts. 


Enter Lear. 


But who comes here ? 
The fafer fenfe will ne’re accomodate 
His Matter thus. 
Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. Iam the 
King bimfelf. 


Edgar. Q thou fide piercing fight : 

Lear. Natures above Art, tn that refpect. There’s your 
Prefs-mooy. That fellow handles his Bow like a Crow- 
keeper : draw mea Cloathters yard. Look,look, a Moufe. 
Peace, Peace, this piece of toafted Cheefe will doo’r, 
There’s my Gauntlet, Ile prove it ona Gyant. Bring up 
che brown Bills. O well flown Bird: ith’clout, ich’clout ; 
Hewgh. Give the word. 

Ede. Sweet Marjoram. 

Lear. Pafs. 

Glou. | Koow that voice. 

Lear. Ha! Gonerill with a white beard? They flatter’d 
me like a Dog, and told me I had the whire hairs in my 
Beard, ere the black ones werethere. To fay {, and no, to 
every thing that I faid: I, and no too, wasno good Divi- 
nity. When the raia came to wet me once, and wind to 
make me chatter: when the Thnnder woold not peace at 
my bidding, there I found ’em, there | fmelt’em out. Go 
to, they are not men o’theic words ; they told me, I was 
every thing: "Tis a Lie, [am not Ague proof. 

Glon. The trick of that voice, I do well remember: !s’c 
not the King? 

Lear. I, every inch a king. i 
When I do ftare, fee how the fubject quakes. 

[ pardon that mans life. What wasthy cavfe ? 

Adultery ? thou fhalt not die: die for Adultery ? 

No, the wren goes too’t, and the {mall gilded Flie 

Do's letcher ia my fight. Let Copulation thrive : 

For Glofters Baftard Son was kinder to his Father, 

Than my Daughters got "tween the lawful fheets. 

Too't Luxury pell mell, for 1 lack Souldiers. 

Behold you fimpring Dame, whofe face between her Forks 
prefages Snow ; that minces Vertue, and do's fhakethe 
head to hear of pleafuresname. ‘The Fitchew, nor the 
foyled Horfe goes too’t with a more riotous appetite: 
down from the wafte they are Centaures, though women 
all above: but tothe Girdle do the gods inherit, beneath 
isall the fiends. There’s hell, there’s darknefs, there is the 
fulphurous pit, burning, fcalding, ftench, confumption : 
Fie, fie, fie; pah, pah: Give me an Ounce Of Civet; 
good Apothecary {weeten my imagination: There’s 
money for thee. 

Glou. O let me kils that hand. 

Lear, Let me wipe it firft, 

It fmells of Mortality. 

Glon. O cuin’d piece of nature, this great world 
Shall fo wear out to naught. 
Do’ft thou know me? 

Lear. 1 remember thine eyes well enough: do’itthou 
{quiny at me? No, do thy worft blind Cupid, I'le not love. 
Read thou this challenge, mark but the penaing of it. 

Glow. Were all thy Letters Suns, | could not fee one. 

Ede, 1 would not take this from report, 

It is, aad my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glow. What with the Cafe of eyes ? 

Lear, Obho, are you there with ine? No eyesin your 
head, nor no money in your purfe? Your eyes are in hea- 
vy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 
goes. 

Glow. 1 fee it ae, 

Lear, What, act mad? A man may fee how this world 
goes, withnoeyes. Look withthine ears: See how yond 
Juftice rails upon yond fimple thief. Heark in thine eer : 
Change places, and handy-dandy, which is the Juftice, 
which isthe thief: Thou haft feen a Farmers dog bark 
at a Beggar ? 

Glon, Sir. 

Lear. And the Creature ron from theCur: there thou 
might’{t behold the great image of Authority, a Dog’s 
obey’d in Office. Thou, Rafcal Beadle, hold thy bloudy 
hand: why do'ft thon lafh that VVhore? Strip thy own 
back, thou hotly lufts to ufe her in that kind, for which 
thou whip’ft her. The Ufurer bangs the Cozener. ae! 

è roug 
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rough and tatter’d cloaths, great Vices doappear: Robes, 
and furr’d gowns hideall. Place fins with gold, and the 
ftronge Lance of juftice, hurtlefs breaks: Arme it in rags, 
a Pigmy’s ftraw doth pierce it. None does offend, none, | 
fay none, Vleable’em; take that of me my friend, who 
have the power to feal th’accufers lips. Get thee glafs eyes, 
and like a fcurvy Politician, feem to fee the things thon 
do'ft not. Now, now, now, now. Pull offmy Boots: har. 
der, harder, fo. 
Edg. Q matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reafon in Madnefs. 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes, 
| know thee well enough, thy name is Glofter : 
Thov muft be patient ; wecame crying hither - 
Thou know’ft, the firft time that we fmell the air 
We wawle,and cry. I will preach to thee: Mark. 
Glow. Alack, alack, the day. 
Lear, When we are born, we cry that we are come 
To this great {tage of fools. This a good block : 
It were a delicate {tratagem to fhooe 
A Troop of Horfe with felt: Ple put’t in proof, 
And when! have ftoln upon thefe Sons-in-Laws : 
Theo kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. O here heis: Ilay hand upon him, Sir. 
Your moft dear Daughter — 
Lear. Norefcue? what,a Prifoner ? I am even 
The Natural Fool of fortune. Ufe me well, 
You fhall have ranfom, Let me have Surgeons, 
Lam cucto th’Brains. 
Gent. You fhall have any thing, 
Lear. No Seconds? All my felf? 
Why, this would make a man, aman of Salt ; . 
To ufe his eyes for Garden water-pots. I will die bravely, 
Like a fmug Bridegroom. What? 1 will be Jovial: 
Come, come, !ama King. Matters, know you that ? 
Gent. You are a Royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there’s life in’t. Come, and you get it, 
You fhall get it by running - Sa, fa, fa, fa. [Exit. 
Gent. A fight moft pittiful in the meaneft wretch, 
Paft fpeaking of ina King. Thou haft a Daughter 
Who redeems nature from the general curfe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir. 
Gent. Sir, {peed you: what’s your will? 
Eds. Do you hear ought. (Sir) of a Battel toward. 
Gent. Molt fure, and vulgar : 
Every oue hears that, which can diftinguifh found. 
Edg. But by your favour : 
How near’s the other Army ? 
Gent. Near, and on fpeedy foot: the main difery 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
Edg, | thank you,Sir, that’s all. 
Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial canfe is here, 
Her Army is mov’d on. L Exit. 
Edg. 1 thank you,Sir. 
Glon. Youever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt meagain 
To die before you pleafe, 
Edg. Well, pray you Father. 
Glou. Now good Sir, what are you? 
Edg. Amoft poor man, madetame to fortunes blows 
Whi, by the Art of known, and feeling forrows; 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Give meyour hand, 
Ple lead you to fome biding. 
Glou. Hearty thanks : 
The bounty, and the benizon of Heaven 
To boot, and boot. 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. A proclaim’d prize: moft happy: 
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That eyelefs head of thine, was firft fram’d flefh 
To raife my fortunes. Thon old, unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thy felf remember : the Sword is out 
That muft deftroy thee. 

Glon. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrength enough to’t. 

Stew. Wherefore,bold Peazant, 
Darft thou fupport a publifh’d traitor ? hence, 
Left chat ch’infection of his fortune take 


Like hold on thee. Let go his Arm. 


Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther cafion. 

Stew. Let go, Slave, or thon dy’ft. 
_ Edg. Good Gentleman go your gate, and let poor volk 
pafs: and’chud ha’been zwagged out of my life, *twould 
ha’been zo long as ’tisy by a vortnight. Nay, come not 
nearth’old man: keep out che vor’ye, or ice try whither 
your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harder; chill be plain 
with you. 

Stew. Out Dunghil. 

Edg. Child pick your teeth Zir: come, no matter vor 
your foyns. 

Stew, Slave thou haft flain me: villain, take my parfe ; 
if ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 
And give the Letters which thou find’{t about me, 
To Edmund Earl of Glofter : feck him out 
Upon the Englifh party. Oh untimely death, death. 

Edg. I know thee well, A ferviceable Villain, 
As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris, 
As badnefs would defire. 

Glow, What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you down Father : reft you. 
Let’s feethefe Pockets; the Letters that he {peaks of 
May be my friends: he’sdead; 1 am only forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let us fee: 
Leave gentle wax, and manners; blame us not 
To know our enemies minds, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawful. 


Reads the Letter. 
co our reciprocal vows be remembred. You have many 
opportumtses to cut him off: if your will want not, time 
and place will be fruitfully offer'd. There is nothing done. If he 


return the Conqueror, then am I the Prifoner, and his bed, my 


Gaol, fromthe loathed warmth whereof, deliver me, and fupply 
the place of our Labour. 
Your (Wife, fo I would fay) affettio- 
nate Servant, Goneril. 


Of indiftinguifh’d fpace of Womans will, 
A plot upon her vertwous Husbands life, 
And the exchange my brother : here, in the fands 
Thee Ple rake up, the poft unfanctified 
Of murtherous Letchers: and inthe mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ftrike the fight 
Of the death-practis’d Duke: for him ’tis well, 
That of thy death, and bufinefs, I can tell. 
Glow. The King is mad - 
How ftiffe is my vile fenfe 
That I ftand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge forrows? Better were diftract, 
So fhould my thoughts be fever’d from my griefs, 
| C Drum afar of. 
And woes, by wrong imaginations lofe 
The knowledg of themfelves. 
Edg. Give me your band : 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. 


Come, Father, le beftow you with a friend, [Exexnt. 


Scene 
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Scena Septima. 


Enter Cordelia, Kent and Gentleman. 


Cor. O thou good Kent, 
How fall I live and work 
To match thy goodnefs ? 
My life will be too fhort, 
And every meafure fail me. 
Kent. Tobe acknowledg’d Madam ts o're- paid, 
All my reports go with the modeft truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo. 
Cor. Be better fuited, 
T hefe weeds are memories of rhofe worfer hours : 
| prechee put them off. 
Kent, Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known fhortens my made intent, 
My boon I make it, that you know mc not, 
Till time, and I think meet. 
Cor. Then be’t fo my good Lord : 
How do’s the King ? 
Gent. Madam, fleeps ftill. 
Cor. O you kind gods ! 
Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, 
Th’untun’d and jarring fenfes, O wind up, 
Of this child changed Father, 
Gent. So pleafe your Majelty. 
That we may wake the King, he hath flept Jong ? 
Cor, Be govern’d by your knowledge, and proceed 
Ich’ fway of your own will: is he array’d ? 


Enter Lear in a Chair, carried by Servants, 


Gent. | Madam: in the heavinefs of fleep, 
We put frefh garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
I doubt not of his Temperance. 
Cor. O my dear Father, reftaucation bang 
Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kifs 
Repair thofe violent harms, that my two Sifters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 
Kent. Kind and dear Princefs. 
Gr. Had you not been their Father,thefe white flakes 
Did challenge pity ofthem. Was this face 
To be oppos’d againft the jarring winds? 
Mine Enemies dog, though he had bit me, 
Should have ftood that night agaioft my fire, 
And was’t thou fain ( poor Father ) 
To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, 
In fhort, and mufty ftraw? alack, alack, 
’Tis wonder that my life and wits, at once 
Had not concladed all. He wakes, fpeak to him. 
Gent. Madam, do you, ’tis fitteft. 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord ? 
How fares yout Majefty ? 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out oth’grave ; 
Thou art a Soul in blifs, but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do fcald, like molten Lead. 
Cor. Sic, do you know me? 
Lear. Youare a Spirit | know, when did youdie ? 
Cor, Still, ftill, far wide. 
Gent. He s (carce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 
Lear, Where have I been? 
Wheream I? fair day light ? 
lam mightily abus’d ; I fhould even die with pity 
To fee another thus. I know not what to fay : 
I will not fwear thefe are my hands: fet’s fee, 
| feel this pin prick, would | were affur’d 
Of my condition, 
Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 


ee ee a T) 


tii. i =(itmim@eiinenss a.” hold your hand in benediction o’re me, 
You muft not Knecl. 
Lear. Pray donot mock me; 
{ama very foolifh fond old man, 
Fourfcore and upward, 
Not an hour more, nor lef: 
And to deal plainly, 
[ feac I am notin my perfect mind. 
Methinks I fhould know you, and know this man, 
Yet! am doubtfull : for 1 am mainly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the skill | have 
Remembers not thefe garments: nor! kuow not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
For (as!am aman) I think this Lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 
Cor. And folam: Iam, 
Lear, Be your tears wet ? 
Yes faith: | pray weep not. 
If you have pojfon for me, I will drink it: 
| know you do not love me, for your Sifters 
Have (as!doremember) done me wrong. 
You have fame caufe, they have not. 

Cer. No caufe, no cate: 

Lear. Am I in France? 

Kent. In your own Kingdom, Sir, 

Lear, Do not abufe me. 

Gem. Be comforted, good Madam, the Great rage 
You fec is kill’d in him: defire him to goin, 
Trouble him no more till furcher fetling. 

Cor. Wilt pleafe your highnefs walk ? 

Lear. You muft bear with me : 

Pray you now forget, and forgive, 


Iam old and foolihh. [Exeunr. 








Scena Prima. 


Atkus Quintus. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Edmund, Regan, 
Gentlemen, and Souldiers. 


Baf. Now of the Dukc if his laft purpofe hold, 
Or whether fince heis advis’d by ought 

To change the courfe, he’s full of alteration, 

And felf reproving, bring his conftant pleafure. 
Reg. Our Sifters man is certainly mifcarcied. 
AN ’Tis to be doubted ,Madam. 

. Now fweet Lord, 

You. now the goodnefs | intend upon you: 

Tell me but truly, but then fpeak the truth, 

Do you not love my Sifter ? 

Baft. In honour’d Love. 
Reg. But have you never found my Brothers way, 

To the fore-fended place ? 
>a. No by mine honour, Madam. 

Reç. 1 never fhall endure her, dear my Lord, 

Be not familiar with her. 

Bajt, Eear not, he and the Duke ber husband. 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Albany, Goneril, Souldiers. 


Alba. Our very loving Sifter, well be met : 
Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Fore’d to cry out. 
Reg, Why is this reafon’d ? 
Gon, Combine together ’gainft the Enemy - 
For thefe domeftick, and particular broils, 
Are not the queftion here. 
Alb, Let's then determine with th’ancient of war 
On our proceeding. 
Reg. Sifter, you i go with us? Gen. No. 
Reg. ’Tis moft convenient, pray go wich us. 


Gor, 
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Gon. Oh, ho, l know the Riddle, I will go. 


CExeunt boththe eArmies. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edg. If ere your Grace had fpeeçh with man fo poor, 
Hear me one word. 
Alb, Vie overtake you, fpeak. 
Edg. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter : 
Ifyou have victory, let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought it: wretch though I feem, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What isavouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Your bufinefs of the world hath fo anend, 
And machination ceafes. Fortune loves you. 
Alb, Stay till I have read the Letter. 
Edg. l was forbid it. 
Wheutime Mall ferve, let but the Herald cry, y 
And Ple appear again. C Exit. 
Alb, Why farethee well, I will o’reelook thy paper. 


Enter Edmund. 


Baff. The Enemy’s in. view, draw up your powers, 
Here 1s the guefs of their true ftrength and forces, 
By diligent difcovery, but your haft 
Is now urg’d on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. CE xtt. 

Baft. To both thefe Sifters have I fworn my love: 
Each jealous of the orher, asthe ftung 
Are of the Adder. Which of them fhall I take ? 
Both? One? Orneither? Neither can beenjoy’d, 
If both remain alive: Totakethe Widow, 
Exafperates, makes mad her Sifter Gonerill, 

And hardly thall (carry out my fide, 

Her Husband being alive. Now then, we'll ufe 

His countenance for the Batrel, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, devife 

His {peedy taking off. As forthe mercy 

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 

The Battel done, and they within our power; 

Shall never fee his pardon : for my ftate, 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit. 
Scena Secunda. 


Alarum within. Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear 
Cordelia,end Souldiers,over the Stage, @ Exennt. 


Enter Edgar, and Gloucefter. 


Edg. Here Father, take the fhadow of this tree 
For your good hoaft: pray thatthe right may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 
Ple bring you comfort, 
Glo. Grace be with you Sir. [Exit. 
C Alarum and Retreat within. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand, away: 
King Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter tane, 
| Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. No further Sir, a man may rot even here. 

€ag. What in ill thoughts again ? | 
Men mult endure 
Their going hence, evenas their coming hither, 
Ripenefs is all, come on. 

Glo, And that’s true too, 


L Exennt, 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter in conqueft with Drum and Colours, Edmund, Lear, 
and Cordelia, as prsfoners, Souldiers, Capran, 


Baft. Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
Until their greater pleafores firft be known 
That are to cenfure them. 

Cor. We are not the firft, 

Who with beft meaning have incurr’d the wort : 
For thee, oppreffed King, | am caft down. 

My felf could elfe our-frown falfe fortunes frown. 
Shall we not fee thefe Daughters, and thefe Sifters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no: come lets away to prifon: 

We two alone will Sing like Birds i’th’Cage: 
When thou do’ft ask me bleffing, Ple kneel down 
And ask of thee forgivenefs: So we’ll live, 
And pray and Sing, and tell old rales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies: and hear poor Rogues 
Talk of Court news, and we’ll talk with them too, 
Who lofes, and who wins ; who’s in, who’s out: 
And take upon’s the myftery of things, 
As if we were Gods {pies : And we'll wear out 
Ina wall’d prifon, packs and fects of great ones 
That ebbe and flow by th’Moon. 
Baft. Take them away. 
Lear, Upon fuch facrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themfelves throw incenfe. 
Have I caught thee? 
He that parts us, fhall bring a Brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes: wipe thine eye, 
The good years fhall devour them, fieh and fell, 
E’re they fhall make us weep? ‘ 
We'll fee’em ftarv’d firft: come. Exit. 

Baft. Come hirher Captain, hark, = 
‘Take thouthis note, go follow them to prifon, 

One ftep I have advanc’d thee, if thou doft 
As this inftrućts thee, thou doft make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes: know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is; to be tender minded 
Do’s not become a Sword, thy great imployment 
Will not bear queftion : either tay thou’ltdo’t, 
Or thrive by other means, 

Capt. Vie do’t my Lord. 

Baft. About it, and write happy, when th’aft done, 
Mark f fay inftantly, and carry it fo 
As I have fet it down. (Exit Captain. 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Souldiers. 


Alba. Sir, you have fhew’d to day your valiant ftrain 
And fortune led you well: you have the Captives 
Who were the oppofites of this day’s ftrife : 
I do require them of you fo to ufe them, 
As we fhall find their merits, and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir, | thought it fit, 
To fend the old and miferable King to fome retention, 
Whofe Age had Charms in it, whofe Title more, 
To pluck the common bofom on this fide, 
And turn our impreft Launces in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I fent the Queen 
My reafon all the fame, and they are ready 
To morrow, or at further fpace, t’appear 
Where you fhall hold your Seffion. 

Alba, Sit, by your patience. 
I hold you but a fubject of this VVar, 
Not as a Brother. 

. Reg. That’s as we lift to grace him. 

Me thinks our pleafure might have been demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo far. He led out Powers, 
Bore the Commifion of my place and perfon, 
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The which immediacy may well ftand up, 
And call it felf your Brother. 
Gon. Not fo hot : — 
In his own grace he doth exalt himfell, 
More than tn your addition. 
Reg. In my rights, 
By me invefted, he compeers the bett. 
Alb. That were the moft, if he fhould Husband you. 
Reg, Jeftersdo oft prove Prophets. 
Gon, Holla, holla, 
That Eye that told you fo, fook’d but a fquint. 
Reg, Lady tam not well, elfe I fhould anfwer 
From a full flowing ftomach. General, — 
Take thou my Souldiers, Prifoners, Pattimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me, the Walls are thinc : 
Witnefs the World, that I create thee here, 
My Lord, and Mafter, 
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 
Alb, The lett alone lies not un your good will. 
Baft. Nor inthine, Lord. 
Alb. Half-blouded Fellow, yes. i > 
, Letthe Drum ftrike, and prove my title thine. 
aE Stay yet, hear reafon: Edmund, 1 arreft thee 
On capital Treafon; andinthyarreft, 
This gilded Serpent: for your claim fair Sifters, 
[ bare it in the intereft of my Wife, 
Tis fhe is fub-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her Husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marcy, make your loves tome, 
My Lady ts befpoke. ` 
Gon. An enterlude. 
Aib. Thouartarmed, Glofter, 
Let the Trumpet found : 
If none appear to prove upon thy perfon, 
Thy heinous, manifeft, and many Trealons, 
There is my pledge : Pil make it on thy heart 
Ere I tafte Bread, thou art in nothing lefs 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 
Reg, Sick, O fiek. n 
Gon. If not, 1’ll ne’re truft Medicine. 
Baft. There’s my exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Traytor, Villain-like he lies, 
Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach ; 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb, A Herald, ho, 
Truft to thy fingle vertues, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their difcharge. 
Reg. My ficknefs grows upon mè. 
Alb. Sheis not well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet found, 
And read out this. Led Trumpet founds. 


Herald reads. 
J any man of quality or degree within the lifts of the 
eArmy , will mamtain upon Edmund fuppofed Earl of 
Glofter, that -he is 4 mamfold Traytor , let him appear by 
the third found of the Trumpet: he ss bold in his de- 


fence. 1 Trumpet. 
Her. Again. 2 Trumpet. 
Her, Again, 3 Trumpet. 


[Trumpet anfwers bins within. 
Enter Edgat armed. 


eflb. Ask him his purpofes, why he appears 
Upon this Call o’ th’ Trumpet. 

Her. What are you? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer 
This prefent Summons ? 
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Edg. Know my name is loft 
By Treafons Tooth ; bare-gnawn, and Canker bit, 
Yet am I Noble as the Adverfary 
[come to cope. 
Alb. Which is that Adverfary ? 
Edg. What’s he that {peaks for Edmund Earl of Glofter ? 
Baft. Himfelf, what faift thou to him ? 
Edg, Draw thy Sword. 
That if my Speech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee Juftice, here is mine: 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
The priviledge of mine honours, 
My Oath, and my profeffion. I proteft, 
Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Defpife thy Victor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a Traytor : 
Falfe to thy gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Confpirant ’gainft this high illuftrious Prince, 
And from th’ extreameft upward of thy head, 
To the defcent and duft below thy foot, 
A molt Toad.fpotted Traytor, Say thou no, 
This Sword, thisarm, and my beft {pirits are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I fpeak, 
Thou lyeft. 
Baft, In wifdom I fhould ask thy name, 
But fince thy out-fide looks fo fair and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue (fome fay) of breeding breaths, 
What fafe, and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-hood, [ difdain and fpurn: 
Back do I tofs thefe Treafons to thy head, 
With the Hell-hated Lie, orewhelm thy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by, and fearcely bruilc, 
This Sword of mine fhall give them inftant way, 
Where they fhall reft forever. Trumpets fpeak. 
Alb. Save him, fave him. [ Alaris, Fights. 
Gon. This is practice, Glofter, 
By th’ law of War, thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An unknown oppofite : thou art not vanquifh’d. 
But cozen’d, and begoil’d. 
Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame, 
Or with this paper fhall I top it: hold, Sir, 
Thou worfe than any name, read thine own evil: 
No tearing Lady, I perceive you know it, 
Gon. Say if Ido, the Laws are mine not thine, 
Who can arraign me for’t ? (Ex. 
Alb. Moft monftrous! O, know’ft thou this Paper ? 
Baft. Ask me not what I know. 
Alb. Go after her, fhe’s defperate, govern her. 
Baft. What you have charg’d me with, 
That have I done, 
And more, much more, the time will bring it out. 
Tis paft, and foam I: But what art thou 
That haft this fortune on me ? If thou’rt Noble, 
I do forgive thee. 
Edg. Let’s exchange charity : 
Tam no lefs in blond than thou art, Edmund. 
If more, the more th’ haft wrong’d me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy Fathers Son, 
The gods are juft, and of our pleafant Vices 
Make inftruments to plague us : 
The dark and vitious place, where thee he got, 
Coft him his Eyes. 
Baft. Th’ haft fpoken right, tis true, 
The Wheel is come full Circle, I am here. 
Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophefie 
A Royal Noblenefs: { muft embrace thee, 
Let forrow fplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy Father. 
Edg. Worthy Prince, I know’e. 
Alb, Where have you hid your felf? 
How have you known the miferies of your Father ? 
Edg. By nurfing them, my Lord. Lifta brief tale, 
And when ’tis told, O that my heart would burft. 
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That follow’d me fo near, (O our lives {weetnefs i 
That we the pain of Death would hourly die, 
Rather than die at once) taught me to fhift 

Into a Mad-mans rags, t affume a femblance 
That very Dogs difdain’d : and in this habit 

Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings, 
Their precious Stones new loft : became his guide, 
Led him, beg’d for him, fav’d him from defpair, 
Never (O fault) reveal’d my felf unto him, 
Until fome half hour paft, when I was arm’d, 
Not fure, though hoping of this good fuccefs, 

| ask'd his blefling, and from firtt to laft 

Told him our Pilgrimage: But this flaw’d heart 
(Alack too weak the conflict to fupport) 
'Twixt two extreams of paflion, joy and grief, 
Burft fmilingly. 

Baft. This Speech of yours hath mov’d me, 
And thal] perchance do good, but {peak you on, 
You look as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it tn, 
For tam almoft ready to diflalve, 

Hearing of this. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Help, Help; O help. 
Edg. What kind of help ? 
“Alb Speak man. s 

Edg. What means this bloudy Knife ? 

Gent. Tis hot, it fmoaks, came even from the heart 
of —- O fhe’s dead. - 

Alb. Who'sdead ? Speak man. 

Gent. Your Lady Sir, your Lady; and her Sifter 
By her is poyfon’d: fhe confefles it. 

Baft. | was contracted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an inftant. 

‘Edg. Here comes Kert. 


Enter Kent. 


Alb. Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead. 
[Gonerill and Regans Bodies brought ont. 

This judgment of the Heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty. O! is this the ? 
The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners urge. 

Kent. lam come 

To bid my King and Malter aye good night, 
[s he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot, 
Speak Edmund, where’s the King ? and where’s Cordelia ? 
Seeft thou this object, Kerr. 

Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Baft. Yet Edmund was belov’d : 
The one the other poifon’d for my fake, 
And after, flew her felf. 

e4lb, Even fo: cover their Faces. 

Baft, } pant for life: fome good I mean todo 
Defpight of mine own Nature. Quickly fend, 
(Be brief init) to th’ Caftle for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and Cordelia: 
Nay, fend in time. 

Alb. Run, run, Orun. 

Edg. To whom my Lord? Who has the Office ? 
Send thy token of reprieve. 

Bajt. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captain. — - 

Edg. Hafte thee for thy life 

Baft. He hath Commiflion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordeliain the Prifon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own defpair, 
That fhe fore-did her (elf. 

Alb, The gods defend her, bear him hence a while. 


Enter Lear with Cordelia sn bis arms. 


Lear, Howl, howl, howl: O you are men of ftones, 
Had I your Tongues and Eyes, Pid ufe them fo, 
That Heavens Vaolt fhould crack: fhe’s gone for ever 
l know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She’s dead as Earth: Lend me a Looking-Glafs, 
If that her breath will mift or ftain the ftone, 
Why then fhe lives. 

Kent. \s this the promis’d end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror, 

Alb. Fall and ceafe. 

Lear. This Feather ftirs, fhe lives: if it be fo, 
[t is a chance which do’s redeem all forrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. Oh my good Mafter. 

Lear. Prethee away. 

Edg. 'Tis noble Kenr your Friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you Murtherers, Traitors all, 
I might have fav’d her, now fhe’s gone for ever : 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ftay a little. Ha. 
What is’t thou faift? her Voice was ever foft, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman. 
I kill’d the flave that was a hanging thee. 

Gent, ’Tis true (my Lords) he did. 

Lear. Did I not, Fellow ? 
I have feen the day, with my good biting Faulchion 
I would have made him skip: Iam old now, 
And thefe fame croffes fpoil me. Who are you ? 
Mine Eyes are o th'beft, PH tell you ftraight. 

Kent. If Fortune brag of two, fhe lov’d and hated, 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. Thisisadull fight, are you not Keur ? 

Kent, The fame: your Servant Kenr, 
Where is your Servant Casas ? 

Lear, He’s agood Fellow, I can tell you that, 
He’ll ftrike, and quickly too, he’s dead and rotten, 
Kent. No, my good Lord, Iam the very man. 

Lear. Vl fee that ftraight. 

Kent, That from on firft of difference and decay, 
Have follow’d your fad fteps. 

Lear, You are welcom hither. 

Kent, Nor no manelfe: 
Alls cheerlefs, dark, and deadly: 
Your eldeft Daughters have fore-done themfelves, 
And defperately are dead. 

Lear. 1, fol think. 

Alb. He knows not what he fayes, and vain is it 
That we prefent us to him. 


Enrer a Meflenger. 


Edg. Very bootlefs. 

Mef. Edmund is dead, my Lord. 

Alb. That’s but a trifle here : 
You Lords and noble Friends know out intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli’d. For us we will refign, 
During the life of this old Majefty, 
To him our abfolute power, you to your rights, 
With boot, and fuch addition as your Honours 
Have more than merited. All Friends fhall 
Tafte the wages of their virtue, and all Foes 
The Cup of their defervings: O fee, fee. 

Lear. And my poor Fool is hang’d: No, no, no life? 
Why fhould a Dog, a Horfe, a Rat have life, 
And thou no breath atall 2? Thou’lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never. 
Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 
Do you fee this? look on her, look on her Lips, 
Look there, look there. 

Edg. He faints, my Lord. 

Kent. Break heart, I prethee break. 


LHe dies. 
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Edg. Look to my Lord. 
Kene. Vex not his Ghot, O let bim pafs, he hates him, 
That would upon the rack of this tough World 
Stretch bim out longer. 
Edg. He is gone indeed. 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endut’d fo long, 
He but ufurpt his life. 
Alb. Bear them from hence, our prefent bufinefs 
{s general woe: Friends of my Soul, you ‘twain, 


Tt! 
Rule in this Realm, and the gor’d ftate fultain. 
Kent. I havea Journey, Sit, fhortly to go, 
My Matter calls me, 1 muft not fay no, C Dies. 


Edg. The weight of this fad time we muft obey. 


Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay : 
The oldeft bath born moft, we that are young, 
Shall never fec fo much, nor live fo long. 


[Exeunt with a dead march. 
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The A@ors Names. 


Thello, the Moore. 
Brabantio, Father to Defdemona. 
Catfio, an honourable Lieutenant 

Jago, a Vilain. 

Rodorigo, a gull’d Gentleman 

Duke of Venice. 

Senators, 

Montano, Governour of Cyprus. 


Gentlemen of Cyprus. 

Lodovico, szd Gratiano, tivo Noble Venetians. 
Saylors. 

Clown, 


Defdemona, Wife to Othello. 
Æmilia, Wife to Jago. 
Bianca, a Curtezan. 





e Agius Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Rodorigo, and Jago. 
Rodo. Ever tell me, I take it very unkindly 
Fhat thou (ago) who haft had my Purfe, 
As if the ftrings were chine, 
Should’ft know of this. 
Jago. But you'll not hear me. 
If ever I did Dream 
Of fuch a matter, abhor me. 
Rodo. Thou told’{t me, 
Thon didft hold him in thy hate. 
Fago. Defpife me 





If Ido not. Three great ones of the City, 

(in perfona! fuit to make me his Lieutenant) 
Off-capt to him : and by the faith of mao 

I know my price, I am worth no worfea place. 
But he (as loving his own pride and purpofes) 
Evades them, with a Bumbaft Circumtitance, 
Horribly {tuft with Epithets of War, 

Non-finits my Mediators. For certes, fayes he, 
| have already chofe my Officer. And what was he: 
Forfooth, a great Arithmetician, 

One eAichael Caffio, a Floremsne, 

(A Fellow almoft damn’d ina fair Wife) 


That never fet a Squadron in the Field, 
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Nor che divifion of a Battel knows 
More than a Spinfter: Unlefs the Bookifh Theorick : 
Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe 
As Mafterly as he, meer prattle (without practice) 
in all his Souldierfhip. But he (Sir) had th’election 
And I (of whom his eyes had feen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprizs, and on others grounds 
Chriftian, and Heathen) muft be be-lee’d, and calm’d 
By Debitor, and Creditor, This Counter-Cafter, 
He (in goodtime) muft his Lieutenant be, 
And I (blefs the mark) his Moor-fhip’s Ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, | rather would have been his hafg-man. 
Fago. Why there’s no remedy, 
Tis the curfe of Service ; 
Preferment goes by Letrer, and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each fecond 
Stood Heir to’th firfl. Now,Sir, be Judge your felf, 
Whether | in any juft term am Affin’d 
To love the Moore ? 
Rod. 1 would not follow him then. 
— Fago, O, Sir, content you. 
I follow him to ferve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be Mafters, nor all Mafters 
Cannot betraly follow’d. You fhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knave, 
That (doting on his own obfequious bondage) 
Wears out histime, much like his Mafters Als, 
For nought but Provender, and when he’s old Cafheer’d. 
Whip me fuch honeft Knaves. Others there are 
Who trimm’d in Forms, and Vifages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themfelves. 
And throwing but fhows of fervice on their Lords, 
Do well thrive by them. 
And when they have lin’d in their Coats 
Do themfelves Homage. 
Thefe Fellows have fome Soul, 
And fuch a one do I profefs my felf. For (Sir) 
Iris as fure as you are Rodorige, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Fago : 
[In following him, I follow but my felf. 
Heaven is my Judge, not I, for love and duty, 
But feeming fo, for my peculiar end: 
For when my outward action doth demonflrate 
The native act, and figure of my heart 
In complement extern, tis not long after 
But | will wear my heart upon my fleeve 
For Dawes to peck at; lam not what lam. 
Rod. Whata fall Fortune do’s the thick lips owe 
If he can carry’t thus ?' 
Jago. Call up her Father : 
Rowfe him, make after him, poyfon his delight, 
Proclaim him in the ftreets, Jncenfe her Kinfmen, 
And though he in a fertile Climate dwell, 
Plague him with Flyes : though that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on’t, 
As it may lọofe fome colour. 
Rodo, Here is her Fathers Houle, PI call aloud. 
Jago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence) the fire 
Is {pied in populous Cities. 
Rodo, What ho: Brabantio, Signior Brabantio, ho. 
Jago. Awake, what ho, Brabantio : Thieves, Thieves, 
Look to your Houfe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Thieves, Thieves, 
Bra. Above. What is the reafon of this terrible 
Summons ? what is the matter there ? 
Redo, Signior, is all your Family within ?- 
Jago. Are your Doors lock’d ? 
Bra. Why? wherefore ask you this? 
Fago. Sir, y are robb’d, for fhame puc on your Gown, 
Your heart is burft, you have loft half your Soul 
Even now, very now, an old black Ram 
Is Tupping your white Ewe. Arife, arife, 
Awake the {norting Citizens with the Bell, 
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Or elfe the Devil will make a Grand.fire of you. 
Arife I fay. 

Bra. What, have you loft your Wits? 

Rod. Moft Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice r 

Bra, Not I: what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 

Bra. The worfer welcome : 

[ have charg’d thee not to haunt about my Doors: 
In honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And nowin madnefs 
(Being full of Supper, and diftempering draughts) 
Upon malicious Knavery, doft thou come 
To ftart my quiet. 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Str. 
Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, 
My Spirits and my place have in their powet 
To make this bitter to thee, 
Rod. Patience, good Sir. 
Bra. What tell’ ft thou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice > my Houfe is not a Grange. 
Rod. Moft grave Brabantio, 
In fimple and pure Soul, I come to you. 

Fag. Sir, you are one of thofe shat will not ferve God, 
if the Devil bid you. Becaufe we come todo you fervice, 
and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Daugh- 
ter cover’d with a Barbary Horfe, you'll have your Ne- 
es neigh to you, you'll have Courfers for Coufins, and 

ennets for Germans, 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

Fag. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter und the Moore, are making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thouart a Villain. 

Jago. You area Senator. 

Bra. This thou fhalt anfwer. I know thee, Rodorigo, 

Rod. Sic, I will anfwerany thing. But I befeech you, 
Ift be your pleafure, and moft wife confent, 

(As partly I find it is) that your fair Daughter, 
At this odd Even and dull Watch oth’ Night 
Tranfported with no worfe or better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundelier, 
To the grofs clafps of a Lafcivious Moore : 
If tbis be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy wrongs 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the fenfe of all Civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter (if you have not given her Jeave ) 
I {ay again, hath made a grofs revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and every where : ftraight fatisfie your felf. 
If fhe be in your Chamber, or your Houfe, 
Let loofe on me the Juftice of the ftate 
For thus deluding you. 
bra. Strike onthe Tinder, ho: 
Give mea Taper : call upall my people, 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreffes me already. 
Light, & fay, light. 
Jago, Farewel: for I muft leave you. 
It feems not meet, nor wholfome to my place 
To be produćted, asif I ftay, 1 fhall, 
Againft the Moor. For I do know the ftate, 
(However this may gall him with fome check) 
Cannot with fafety caft him. For he’s embark’d 
With fuch loud reafon to the Cypras Wars, 
(Which even now ftands in Aét) that for their Souls 
Another of his fadom, they have none, 
To lead their bufinefs, In which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do Hell, 
Yet, for neceflity of prefent life, 
I muft fhew outa Flag, and fign of Love, 
(Which is indeed but fign) that you fhall furely bie 
ca 
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Lead to the Sagittary the raifed Search; 
And there will [be withhim. So farewel. LExit. 
Enter Brabantio, with Servants and Torches. 


Bra. Itistoo trueanevil Gone fheis, 
And whar’sto come of my defpifed time, 
Is naught but bitternefs. Now, Rodorigo, __ 
Where didft thou fee her? (Oh unhappy Girle) 
With the Moore failt thou? (Who would bea Father ?) 
How did{t thou know ’twas fhe ? (Oh fhe deceives me 
Paft thonght :}) what faid fhetoyou? Get moe Tapers: 
Raife all my Kindred. Ace they married, think you? 
Rod. Truly I think they are. 
Bra. Oh heaven: how got hhe out? 
Oh treafon of my blood. 
Fathers, from hence truft not your Daughters minds 
By what youfee them Act. Are there not charms, 
By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Have you not read, Rodorsgo , 
Of fome fuch thing? 
Rod. Yes, Sit: i have indeed. 
Bra. Call up my brothers : oh would you had had her. 
Some one way, fome another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 
Rod. I think I can difcover him, if you pleafe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray youlead on. At every Houfe I'll call, 
(i may command at moft) get Weapons (hoa) 
And raife fome fpecial Officers of might : 
On, good Rodorigo, 1 will deferve your pains. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Jago, Artendants, with Torches. 


[Exeunt. 


Jago. Though in the trade of war I have fain men, 
Yet dol hold it very ftuff oth? Confcience 
To donocontriv’d murder : I take iniquity 
Sometime to do me fervice. Nine or ten times 
[ had thought to have yerk’d him here under the Rib. 
Othel. Tis better as it is. 
Jago. Nay, but he prated, 
And {poke fuch fcurvy, and provoking terms 


Againft your honour, that with the little godlinefsI have, 


I did full Hard forbear him. But I pray you, Sir, 
Are you faft married ? Be affur’d of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov’d, 
And hath in his effect a voyce potential 
As double as the Dukes: He will divorce you. 
Or put upon you, what reftraint or grievance, 
The Law (with all his might, coentorce it on) 
Will give him Cable. 

Othe. Let him do his fpight : 
My fervices, which I bave done the Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. ’Tis yet to know, 
Which when I know, that boating is an honour, 
I fhail promulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
From men of Royal Siege. And my demerits 
May fpeak (unboonetted) to as a proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach’d. For know, Fago, 
But that I love the gentle Defdemona, 
[ would not my unhoufed free condition 
Put into Circumfcription, and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. Butlook, what lights come yond ? 


Enter Caffio with Torches. 


Fago. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his friends : 
You were beft go in. 

Othe. NotI: 1 muft be found. 
My parts, my title, and my perfect Soul 
Shall manifeít me rightly. Is it they ? 
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Jago. By Janus, I think no. 
Othel. The Servants of the Dukes ? 
e my Lk aai; 
e goodnefs of the night upon you ( friends 
Whar is the News ? ower è 
Caffio. The Duke does greet yon (General) 
And he requires your halte, Poft-halte appearance, 
Even on the inftant. 
Othel. What is the matter think you? 
Caffio. Something from Cyprus, as | may divine: 
[t is a bufinefs of fome heat, The Gallies 
Have fent adozen fequent meflengers 
This very night, at one anothers heels: 
And many of the Confuls (rais’d and met,) 
Are at the Dukes already. You have been hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath fent about three feveral Quefts, 
To fearch you out. 
Othel. *Tis welll am found by you: 
[ will {pend but a word here in the Houle, 
And go with you. 
Caffio. Aucient, what makes he here? 
Jago. Faith, he to night hath boorded a Land Carrac, 
If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. 
Caffio, l donot underftand. 
Jago, He’s married. 
Caffio. To whom ? 
Tago Marry to———-Come, Captain, will you go? 
Orbel Have with you. , 
Caffio. Herccomes another Troop to feek for you , 


Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and Torches, 


Jago. It is Brabantio: General be advis’d, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Othel. Holla, ftand there. 

Rod. Signior, it ts the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, Thief. 

Jago. You Rodorigo? Come, Sir, Iam for yon. 

Othel. Keep up your bright Swords, for the dew will raft 
them. Good Sigator, you fhall more command with years, 
than with your Weapons. 

Bra. Oh chou foul Thief, 
Where haft chou ftow’d my Daughter ? 
Damn’d asthou art, thou haft enchanted her, 
For l’le refer me to all things of fenfe , 
Cif fhe in chains of Magick were not bound ) 
Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppofite to Marriage, that fhe fhunn’d 
The wealthy curled Darling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (t’incurr a general mock) 
Run from her Guardage to the footy bofom, 
Of fuch a thing as thou : to fear, not to delight ? 
Judge me the world, if ’tis not grofs in fenfe, 
That thou haft practis’d on her with foul Charms, 
Abus’d her delicate youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens motion. I’le hav’t difputed on, 
Tis probable, and palpable to thinking ; 
l therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abufer of the world, a practicer 
Of Arts inhiblted, and out of warrant ; 
Lay hold upon him, if he do refift 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Othel. Hold your hand. 
Both you of my inclining, and the reft. 
Wereit my Cueto fight, Ifhould have known it 
Without a Prompter. Whither will you that I go 
To anfwer this your charge ? 

Bra, To prifon, cill fic time 
Of Law, and courfe of dircé Seflion 
Call thee to anfwer. 

Othel. What if Ido obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith fatished, 
Whofe Meffengers are here about my fide, 
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Upon fome prefent bufinefs of the State, 

To bring me to him. -= 
Officer. ’Tistrue, moft worthy Signior, 
The Duke’s in Council, and your Noble felf, 

I am fure is fent for. i 

Bra, How ? The Duke in Council ? 
In thìs time of the night ? bring bim away : 
Mine?s notan idle caufe. The Duke himfelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as twere their own : 
For if fuch Actions may have paflage free, 
Bond flaves and Pagans fhall our Statefmen be. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 


Duke, There is no compofition inthis news, 
That gives them credit. 
1, Sen, Indeed, they are difproportioned ; 
My Leters fay, a hundred and feven Gallies. 
Duke, And mine a hundred and forty. 
2. Ses. And mine two hundred: 
But though they jump not on a juft account, 
( As in thefe Cafes where the ayme reports, 
Tis oft with difference) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkifh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, itis poflible enough to judgment: 
1 do not fo fecure me in the errour, 
Bucthe main Article | do approve 
In fearfull fenfe. 
Saylor within. What hoa, what hoa, what hoa. 


Enter Saylor. 


Oficer. A Meflenger from the Gallies. 
Duke, Now? What’sthe bulinefs ? 

Saylor. The Turkifh preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report here tothe State, 
By Signior Angelo. 

Dnke. How fay you by this change ? 

t. Sen. This cannot be 
By no aflay of Reafon. °Tisa Pageant 
To keep us in falfe gaze, when we confider 
Th’importancy of Cyprus to the Turk; 
And fet our felves again but underftand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queftion bear it, 
For that it ftands notin fnch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th’abilities 
That Rhodes is drefs’din. If we make thought of this, 
We muft not think the Turk is fo unskilfull, 
To leave that lateft, which concerns him firft, 
Neglecting an attempt of eafe and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profirlefs. 

Duke. Nay, in allconfidence he’s not for Rhodes. 

Officer. Here is more News. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Meffen. The Ottamittes, reverend, and gracious, 
Steering with due courfe toward the Ifle of Rhodes, 
Have rhere injoynted them with an after Fleet. 

1. Sen. 1,fol thought: how many, as you guefs ? 

Meff, Ofthirty Sail: and now they do re-ftem 
This backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano , 
Your trufty and moft valiant Servitor, 

With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke ‘Tis certain then for Cypre : 

eMarcm Luccicos, is he notin Town? 


L Exennt. 
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1. Sen. He’s now in Florence, 
Duke, VVrite from us, 
To him, Poft, Poft- hafte, difpatch. 
1. Sex. Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor. 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caflio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
; and Officers. 


Duke, Valiant Othello, we mutt {traight employ you, 

Againft the general Enemy Ostoman. 
i did not fee you: welcom, gentle Signior, 
VVe lack’t your Counfel, and your help to night. 

Bra. So did I yours: Good your Grace pardon me, 
Neither my place, for ought f heard of bufinefs, 

Hath rais’d me from my Bed; nor doth the general care 
Take holdon me. For my particular grief 

Is of fo flood-gate, and o’re-bearing Nature, 

That it ingluts, and {wallows other forrows, 

And it is ftill it felf. 

Duke, VVhy 2? what’s the matter ? 

Bra, My Daughter : oh my Daughter ! 

Sen. Dead! 

Bra. 1, to me. 

She is abus’d, ftolen from me, and corrupted 

By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks ; 
For Nature fo prepolteroufly to erre, 

( Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witch-craft could not. 

Duke. VVhoe’re be be, that in this foul proceeding 

Hath thus beguil’d your Daughter of her felf, 

And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 

You fhall your felf read in the bitter Letter, 

After your own fenfe ; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 

Bra, Humbly I thank your Grace, 

Here isthe man, this Moore, whom now it feems 
Your fpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 

All. VVe are very forry for’t. 

Deke. VVhat in your own part can you fay to this? 

Bra, Nothing, but this is fo. 

Othel. Molt Potent, Grave, and Reverend Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approv’d good Mafters,; ` 
That I have tane away this old mans Daughter, 
Itismoft true: true I have married her: ; 

The very head, and front of my offending, 

Hath thisextent; nomore. Rudeam I in my fpeech, 
And little blefs’d with the foft phrafe of Peace ; 

For fince thefe Arms of mine had feven years pith, 

Till now, fome nine Moons wafted, they have us’d 
Their dearft Action, in che tented field : 

Aad little of this great world can I fpeak, 

More than pertains to Feats of Broyls, and Battel, 
And therefore little fhall | grace my caufe, | 
In {peaking for my felf. Yer, (by your gracious patience) 
l wili a tound un. varnifh’d tale deliver, 

Of my whole courfe of love. 

VVhat Drugs? what Charms ? 

V Vhat Conjuration? and whatmighty Magick, 
( For fuch proceeding | am charg’d withal) 

1 won his Daughter with. 

Bra. A Maiden, never bold: 

Of Spirit fo {till and quiet, that her Motion 
Blufh’d at her elf, and fhe in fpight of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 

To fall in Love with what fhe fear’d to look on; 

It is a judgment maim’d, and moft imperfect. 
That will confefs Perfection fo could erre 

Againft all Rules of Nature, and muft be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell 

VVhy this fhould be, I therefore vouch again, 
That with fome mixtures powerful o’re the blood, 
Or with fome Dram (conjur’d to this effect ) 
He wrought upon her. 


Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, VVithout | 
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Wichourt more wider, and more over-Teft 
Than thefe chin habits, and poor likelyboods 
Of modern feeming, do prefer againft him. 
Sen. But, Othello, Ipeak, 
Did you, by indirect and forced courfes 
Subdue, and poyfon this young Maids affections ? 
Or came it by requeft, and fuch fair queftion, 
As foul to foul affordeth ? 
Othel. 1 do befeech you, - 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her fpeak of me before her Father ; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The truft, the office, 1 do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your fentence ` 
Even fall upon my life. 
Duke, Ferch Defdemona hither. 
Othello. Ancient, conduct them : 
You beft know the place. 
And till fhe come as truly as to heaven, 
I do confefs the vices of my bldod, 
So juftly to your Grave ears, PII prefent 
How I did thrive in this fair Ladics Love, 
And fhe in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Orbello. : 
Othello, Her Father lov’d me, oft invited me : 
Still queftion?d me the Story of my life, 
From year to year: The Battells, Sieges, Fortunc, 
That l have paft. 
Į ran it through, cven from my Boyifh days, 
To th’ very moment thar he bad me tell it. 
Wherein! {poke of moft difaftrous Chances : 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field, 
Of hair-breadth fcapes i’th’imminent deadly Breach ; 
Of being taken by the infolent foe, 
And fold co flavery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Traveller’s hiftory. 
Wherein of Antars vaft, and defarts wild, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whofe heads touch hea- 
It was my hint to fpeak. Such was my Procefs, 
And of the Canibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whofe heads 
Grew beneath their Shoulders, Thefe things to hear, 
Would Defdemona {erioufly incline : 
Buc {till the houfe affairs would draw her hence : 
Which ever as fhe could with hafte difpatch, 
She’ld come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my Diicourfe , which I obferving, 
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels fhe had fomething heard , 
But not diftinctively: 1 did confent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did fpeak of fome diftrefsful ftroke, 
That my youth fuffer’d: My ftory being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of kifles : 
She {wore in faith, twas ftrange, ’twas paffing ftrange. 
| Twas pitiful, "twas wondrous pitiful. 
She wifh’d fhe had not heard it, yct fhe wifh’d 
That heaven had made her fuch aman. She chank’d me, 
And bad me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 
I fhould but teach him how ro tell my ftory, 
And that would wooc her. Upon chis hint | fpake, 
She lov'd me for the dangers 1 have paft, 
And | lov’d her, that fhe did pity them. 
| This only is the witch-craft I have us’d. 
Here comes the Lady, let her witnefs it. 


Enter Defdemona, Jago, Attendants. 


Duke. think this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantia, take up this mangled matter at the bef. 
Mendo thcir broken weapons rather vufe, 

Than their bare hands. 





IIS 


Bra. | pray you hear her fpeak : 

If fhe confefs that fhe was half the wooer, 

Deltruction on my head, if my bad blame 

Light onthe man. Come hither, gentle Miftrefs, 

Do you perceive, inall this Noble Company, 

Where moft you owe obedience ? 

Def. My Noble Father ; 

f do perceive here a divided duty, 

To you 1 am bound for life, and education - 

My life and education both do learn me, 

How torefpect you. Youarethe Lord of duty, 

Iam hitherto your Daughter. But here’s my husband ; 

And fo much duty, as my Mother fhew’d 

To you, preferring you before her Father : 

So much I challenge, that | may profefs 

Due to the Afoore, my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you: | have done. 

Pleafe it your Grace, on co the State affairs ; 

| had rather toadope a child than get it. 

Come hither, eoore, 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 

Which, but thou haft already, with all my heart, 

I would keep from thee. For your fake (Jewell) 

| am glad at foul, Ihave no other child ; 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny 

To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 

Duke. Let me {peak like your felf: 

And lay a Sentence, 

Which, like agrife, or ftep, may help thefe Lovers. 

When remediesare paft, the gricfsare ended 

By feeing worft, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourn a mifchief that is paft and gone, 

is che next way to draw new mifchief on. 

What cannot be preferv’d when Fortune takes:- 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. - 

The robb’d thar fmiles, fteals fomething from the Thief, 

He robs himfelf chat fpends a bootlefs gricf. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can {mile : 

He bears the fentence well, that nothing bears, 

But the free comfort which from thence he hears. 

But he hears both the fenrence, and the forrow, 

That to pay grief, muft of poor paticnce borrow. 

Thefe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 

Being {trong on both fides are equivocall. 

But words are words: I never yet did hear, 

That the bruiz’d heart was pierced through the ear. 
Humbly befeech you to proceed coch’affairs of State. 
Duke. The Tark, with a moft mighty prepararion, 

makes for Cyprue: Orbello, the Forfitude of che place ss 

beft known to you.’ And though we have rhere a Subfti- 
tate of molt allowed fufficiency; yer opinion, 2 more 

Sovereign Miftrefs of Effects, throws a more iafe voice 

on you: you muft therefore be content to flubber the grofs 

of your new fortunes , with this more ftubborn, and boy- 

{terous expedition. 

Orhel, The Tyrant Cuftome, moft Grave Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and Steel Coach of War 

My thrice-driven bed of Down. Ido agmize 

A natural and prompt Alacrity, 

T find in hardnefs: and do undertake 

This prefent war againft the Orromitres. 

Moft humbly therefore bending to your State, 


‘| crave fit difpofition for my Wife, 


Due reverence of Place, and Exhibition, 
With fuch accommodation and before, 
As levels with her breeding 
Duke. Why, at her Fathers. 
Bra, | will not have it fo. 
Othel. Nor I. 
Def. Nor would I there refide, 
To put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his Eye. Moft gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding, lend pour profperous Ear, iol 
n 
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And let me find a Character in your voice 
T’affitt my fimplenefs. 

Duke, What woald you, Defdemona ? 

Defd. That I love the Moor, to live with him, 
My down-right violence, and ftorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the world, My heart’s fubdu’d 
Even to the very quality of my Lord ; 

l faw Orhello’s vifage in his mind, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts, 

Did I my foul and fortunes confecrate, 

So that (dear Lords) if Ibe left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go tothe War, 
The Rites for why I love him, are bereft me: 
And | a heavy interim fhall fupport 

By his dear abfence.. Let me go with him. 

Orel, Let her have your voice. 

Vouch with me heaven, J therefore beg it not 

To pleafe the palate of my Appetite: 

Nor to comply with heat the young effects 

in my defunct, and proper fatisfactioa. 

But to be free, and bounteous to her mind: 

And heaven defend your good fouls, that you think 
i will your ferious and great bufinefs fcane 

When fhe is with me, No, when light wing’d Toyes 
Of feather’d Cupid, feel with wanton dulnefs 

My {peculative and ofnce’d Inftrument : 

That my Difports corrupt and taint my bufinefs : 
Let Houfewives make a Skillet of my Helm, 

And all indign and bafe adverfities, 

Make head againft my Eftimation. 

Duke. Be itas you hall privately determine, 
Either for her ftay or going : th’Affair cries hafte : 
And {peed mutt anfwer it. 

Sen, You mult away to night. 

Orhel, With all my heart. 

Duke, At nine ith? morning here we'll meet again 
Otheilo, leave fome Officer behind, 

And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you : 
And fuch things elfe of quality and refpcct 
As doth import to you. 

Orhel. So pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honelty and truft: 

To his conveyance I affign my wife. 

With what elfe needful, your good Grace fhall think 
To be fent after me. 

Duke. Let it be fo: 

Good night toevery one. And Noble Signior, 
If Vertue no delighted beanty lack, 
Your Son-in-law is far more fair than black, 

Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, ufe Defdemona well, 

Bra. Look to her (Moor) if thou haft eyes to fee : 

She has deceiv’d her Father, and may thee. CEs. 
Othe!. My life upon her faith. Honeft Fago, 
My Defdemona mutt I leave to thee : f 

I prethee ler thv wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in their beft advantage. 
Come, Defdemna, | have but an hour 

Of Love, of woidly matter, and direction 
To fpeak with thee, We muft obey the time. 

Rod. Fago. 

Jago. What fayeh thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. What willl do, thinkeft chou ? 

Jago. Why, goto bed and fleep. 

Rod. | willincontinently drown my felf 

Jago. If thou doft, I fhall never Jove thee after. Why, 
thou filly Gentleman? 

Rod. Itisfillinefsto live, when to live is torment: and 
then have we a prefcription to dye, when death is our 
Phyfician. 

Jago. Oh villanous: | have look’d upon the world for 
four times feven years, and fince I could diftinguifh be- 
twixe a Benefit and an Injury, I never found man that 
knew how to love himfelf. Ere I would fay, I would drown 
my felf for the love of a Guinney-Hen , I would change my 


[ Exit. 


humanity with a Baboon. And 
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| Cats and blind Puppies. 


Rod. What fhould Ido, 1 confefs it is my fhame to be 
fo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

Fago. Virtue? a Fig, ’tis in our felves that we are thus 
oc thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettles, or 
fow Lettice : Set Hyflop, and weed up Time: Supply it 
with one gender of Herbs , or diftract it with many : ei 
ther have it fteril with idlenefs, or manured with induftry, 
why the power and corrigible Auchority of this liesin our 
wills.lfthe brain of our liveshad not one fcale of Reafonto 
poife another of Senfuality, the bleod and bafenefs of our 
Natures would conduct us to moft prepofterous Conclu- 
fions. But we have reafon to cool our raging Motions, or 
carnal Stings, or unbitted Lufts: whereof I take this, chat 
you call Love, to be a Sect, or Seyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Fage. It is meerly a Luft of the Blood, anda permiflion 
of the will. Come, be a man: drown thy felt? Drown 
I have profeft me thy Friend, 
and I confefs me knit to thy deferving , with Cables of 


i perdurable toughnefs. I could never better fteed thee 


than now. Put money in.thy purfe: follow thou the 
Wars, defeat thy favour, with an ufurped Beard. I fay, 
put money in thy purfe. It cannot be long that Defae. 
mona fhould continue her love tothe Moor. Put money 
inthy purfe: nor hehistoher. It wasa violent Commen- 
cement in her, and thou fhalt fee an anfwerable Sequeftra. 
tion, but put money in thy purfe. Thefe Moors are 
changeable in their wills: fill thy purfe with money. The 
ood that to him nowisas lufcious as Locufts, fhallto him 
fhortly be as bitter as Coloquintida. She muft change for 
youth : when fhe is fated with his body, fhe will find the 
errours of her choice. Therefore put money in-thy purfe. 
If chou wilt needs damn thy felf, do it a more delicate 
way thandrowning. Make all the money thou canft: If 
Sanctimony and a frail Vow betwixt an erring Barbarian 
and fyper-fubtle Venetzan be not too hard for my wits, ‘and 
all the tribe of hell, thou fhalt enjoy her: therefore make 
money : a poxof drowning thy felf, it is clean out of the 
way. Seek thou rather to be hang’d in compafling thy joy, 
than to be drown’d, and go without her. | 
see Wilt thou he faft to my hopes, if I depend on the 
fue ? 

Jazo, Thou art fure of me: Go make money : I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again , I hate 
the Moor. My caufe is hearted ; thine bath no lefs rea- 
fon. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge again{t him. 
If thou canft cuckold him, thon dof thy felf a pleafure, 
mea fport, There are many Events in the womb of Time, 
which will be delivered. Traverfe, go, provide thy mo- 
acy. We will have moreof this tomorrow. Adieu. 

Rod, Where fhall we meet ith’ morning ? 

Jago. At my Lodging. 

Rod YII be with thee betimes. 

Jago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo ? 

Rod. PII fell all my Land. 

Jago. Thus do I ever make my Fool my purfe: 
For I mine own gain’d knowledge fhould profane, 
If I would time expend with fuch a Swain, 

But for my fport and profit: I hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my fheets 
He has done my office. I know not if’t be true; 
But I, for meer fufpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, 
The better fhall my purpofe work on him: 
Caffio’s a proper man: Let me fee now, 

To get this place, and plume up my will 
Indouble Knavery. How? how ? Let’s fee. 
After fome time, to abufe Orhello’s eats, 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He hath a perfon, anda fmooth difpofe 

To be fufpected : fram’d to make women falfe. 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 

That thinks men boneft, that but feem to be fo, 


Ext. 
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And will as tenderly be led by th’ Nofe 

As Affes are: . 

I havet: it is engendered: Hell and Night 
Mutt bring this monftrous Birth to the worlds light. 





Scena Prima. 


Atus Secundus. 


Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


Mont. Hat from the Cape, can you difcern at Sea? 


1. Gent. l 
l cannot ’twixt the Heaven and the Main, 
Defcry a Sail. 

Mont. Methinks the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’re fhook our Battlements : 
If ic hath ruffiand fo upon the Sea, 
What ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we hear of this ? 

2. A Segregation of the Turkifh Fleet : 
For do but ftand upon the foaming fhore, 
The chidden Billow feems to pelt the clouds, 
The wind-fhak’d Surge, with high and monftrous Main, 
Seems to caft water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th’ever fixed Polc : 
[ never like moleftation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 

Mont. 1f that be the Zurkifh Flect, 
Be not infhelrer’d and embay’d, they are drown’d, 
It is impoflible to bear it out. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


3. News, Lads: our Wars are done: 
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turks, 
That their defignment halts. A noble Ship of Venice 
Hatlı feen a grievous wrack and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleet. 

Mont. How ? Is this true? 

3. The Shipis putin: A Veroneffo, Michael Caffio 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on fhore : the Moor himfelf at Sea, 
And isin full Commiflion here for Cyprus. 

eMont. 1am glad on’t : 
‘Tis 2 worthy Governour. 

3 Butthis fame Cafio, though he fpeak of comfort, 
Touching the Turks(h lofs, yet he looks fadly, 
And prays the Moor be fafe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent Tempett. 

eont. Pray heavens he be: 
For l have ferv’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full Souldier. Let’s tothe Sea-fide (hoa) 
As well to fee the Veffel that comes in, 
As to throw out our cyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the Main and th’ Erial blue, 
And indiftinét regard. : 

Gent, Come, let’s do fo, 
Eor every minute is expectancy 
Of our Arrivancy. 


Enter Caflio. 


Caf. Thanks you, the valiant of the warlike Ifle, 
That fo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heavens 
Give him defence from the Elements, 

For | have loft him ona dangerous Sea. 

Mont. ts he well fhipp’d ? 

Caf. Wis Bark is ftoutly timber’d, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv’d Allowance ; 
Thercfore my hopes (not furfeited to death) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Wael. A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 

Caf Whac noife ? 


Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought Flood: 


Gent. The Town is empty; on the brow oth’ Sea 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 
Caf. My hopes do fhape him for the Governour. 
Gent. They do difcharge their thot of conctefic, 
Our friends at Ieaft. 
Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who ’tis chat is arrived. 
Gent. I fhall. [Exit 
Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd ? 
Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchiev’d a Maid 
That Paragons defcription, and wild Fame : 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning Pens, 
And in th’ effential Vefture of Creation, 
Do’s tire the Ingeniver. 


Enter Gentleman. 


How now ? who has put in ? 
Gent, ’Tisone Fago, Ancient to the Generat. 
Caf. Ha’s had molt favourable and happy fpeed : 
Tempefts themfelves, high Seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter’d Rocks and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep’d, to enclog the guiltlefs Keel, 
As having fenfe of Beauty do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting go fafely by 
The divine Defdemena. 
eMent. What is fhe? 
Gaf. She that I fpake of : 
Our great Captain’s Captain, 
Left in the Conduct of the bold Fago, 
Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A Sennights fpeed. Great Fove, Othello guard, 
And {well his Sail with thine own powerful breath, 
That he may blefs this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loves quick pants in Defdemona’s arms, 
Give renew’d fire to our extincteft Spirits. 


Enter Defdemona, Jago, Roderigo, avd Æ milia. 


Oh behold, 

The riches of the Ship is come on fhore : 

You men of Cypress, lec her have your knees. 
Hail to thce, Lady : and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand ' 
Enwheel thee round. 

Def. I thank you, valiant Caffio, 

What tidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf. He isnot arriv’d, nor know | ovght 
But chat he’s well, and will be fhortly here. 

Def. Oh but I fear: 

How loft you company ? 

Caf. The great contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowfhip. But hark, a Sail. 

Within. A Sail, a Sail. 

Gent. They give this greeting tothe Cittadel : 
This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the News: 

Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miftrcf. 
Let it not gall your patience (good Fago) 

That I extend my Manners. ’Tis my breeding 

That gives me this hold fhew of Cotrtefie. 

Jago. Sir, would the give you fo much of her lips 
As of her tongue fhe oft beftows of me, 

You would have enough. 

Def. Alas: fhe has no fpeech. 

Jago. in faith, too much: 

I find ic {till, when I have leave to fleep, 
Marry before your Ladifhip, { grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in het heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

e£mil. You have little canfe to fay fo. 

Fago. Come on, come on : you are Pictures out of doors : 
Bells in your Parlors: Wild-Cats in your Kitchens: 
Saints in your injuries: Devils being offended : 

Players 
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Players in your Hufwifery, and Hufwives in your Beds. 

Def. Oh, fie npon thee, flanderer. 

Fago. Nay, itistrue: or elfe | am a Turk, 

You rife to play, and go to bed to work. 

eAamil, You fhall not write my praife. 

Jago. No, let me not. 

Def. What would’{t write of me, if thou fhould’ft praife 
me; ` 
Jago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to’, 

For | ami nothing, if not Critical. 

Def. Come on, affay. 

There’s one gone tothe Harbour, 

Jago. 1, Madam. 

Def. 1 am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing | am, by feeming otherwife, 

Come, how would’{t thau praife me ? 

Fago. lamabout it, but indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze , it plucks 
out Brains andall. But my Mufe labours, and thus fhe is 
delivered. 
If fhe be fair and wife : fairnefs and wit, 
The one’s for ufe, the other ufeth st. 

Def. Well prais?d : 
How if the be black and witty ? 

Jago. If fhe be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She'll find a white that fhall ber blacknefs fit. 

Def Worfe and worfe. 

mil. How if fair and foolifh ? 

Fago. She never yet was foolifh that was fair, 

For even her folly helpe her to an heir. 

Def. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools laugh 
ith’ Alehoufe. What miferable praife haft chou for her 
that’s foul and foolith ? 

Fago. There's none fo foul and foolifh thereunto, 

But does foul pranks, which fair and wife ones do. 

Def. Oh heavy ignorance: thou praifeft the worft beft. 
But what praife could’ft thou beftow on a deferving wo- 
manindeed ? One, that in the authority of her merit, did 
jultly put on the vouch of very malice it felf. 


Tago. She that was ever fair, and never prond, 
Had tongue at willy and yee was never loud : 
Never lackt gold, and yee went never gay, 

Fled from her with, and yee fatd now I may. 
She that being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Bad her wrong flay, and her difpleafure fy. 

She thae in wifdom never was fo frail 

To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon’s Tail : 
She that could think, and ne’re difclofe her mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look behind : 

She was aWight, (if ever fuch Wighes were.) 

Def. To do what? 

Fao. To fuckle Fools, and chronicle fmall Beer. 


Def Oh moft lame and impotent conclufion. Do not 
learn of him, e#mulia, though he be thy Husband. How 
f 9 Ma (Caffio) ishe not a moft profane and liberal Coun. 
ellor 

Caf. He fpeaks home (Madam) you may relifh him 
more in the Souldier, than in the Scholar. 

Jago, He takes her by the palm: J, well faid, whifper. 
With as little a web as this, willl enfnare as great a Fly 
as Cajfio. 1, fmile upon her, do: I will give thee in thine 
own Courthhip. You fay true, ’tis fo indeed. If fuch 
tricks as thefe ftrip you out of your Lieutenantry, it had 
been better you had not kifs’d your three fingers fo oft, 
which now again you are moft apt to play the Sir-in. Ve- 
ry good: well kifs’d, and excellent Curtefie: ’tis fo in. 
deed, Yet again, your fingers to your lips? Would they 
were Clyfter-pipes for your fake. 

The Moore, I know his Trumpet. 

Caf, Tis truly fo. 

Def Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

Caf. Lo, where he come. 





Tbe Tragedy of Othello, 


Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Othel. O my fair Warriour. 

Def. My dear Othello. 

Othel. ìt gives me wonder, great as my content 
To fec you herc before me. 
Oh my fouls joy: 
If after every Tempeft come fuch calms, 
May the winds blow, till they have waken’d death: 
And let the labouring Bark climb hills of Seas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 


| As hell’s from heaven. If it were now to dye, 


°Twere now to be moft happy. For I fear 
My foul hath her content fo abfolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 

Def. The heavens forbid 
But that our Loves 
And Comforts fhould increafe 
Even as our days do grow. 

Otbel. Amen to that (Ttapet Powers) 

I cannot fpeak enough of this content, 

It ftops me here: itis too much of joy, 
And this and this the greateft difcords be 
That e’re our hearts fhall make. 

Jago. Oh you are well tun’d now: But I'll fet down 
the Pegs that make this Mufick, as honeft as I am. 

Othel. Come, let us to the Caftle. 

News, (Friends) our wars are done: 
The Turks are drown’d. 
How do’s my old acquaintance of this Ifle ? 
(Honey) you fhall be well defir’d in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongit them. O my Sweet, 
I prattle out of fafhion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prethee, good Fago, 
Go to the Bay, and difembark thy Coffers : 
Bring thou the Matter to the Cittadcl, 
He is a good one, and his worthinefs 
Do’s challenge much refpect. Come, Defdemona, 
Once more well met at Cypress. 
{ Exeunt Othello and Defdemona, 

Fago. Do you meet me prefently at the harbour, Come 
thither, if thou be’{t valiant, (as they tay, bafe men being 
in love, have then a Nobility in their Natures, more than 
is native to them) lift me; the Lieutenant to night wat- 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firft, J muft cell thee this: 
Defdemena is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him? why, ’tis not poifible. 

Fago, Lay thy fingers thus: and let thy foul be inftruct 
ed. Mark me with what violence fhe lov’d the Moore, but 
for bragging , and telling her fantaftical lies. To love 
him ftill for prating, let not thy difcreet heart think it. 
Her eye muft be fed. And what delight fhall fhe have to 
look on the Devil? When the blood is made dull with 
the Act of Sport, there fhould be a game to inflame it, 
and to give fatiety a frefh appetite. Lovetinels in favour, 
Sympathy in years, Manners, and Beauties: all which 
the Moore is defective in. Now for wane of thefe re- 
quir’d Conveniences, her delicate tendernefs will find it 
felf abus’d, begin to heave the gorge , difrelifh and abhor 
the Moore, very Nature will inftruct her init, and com 
pel her to iome fecond choice. Now, Sir, this granted 
(as it is a moft pregnant and unforc’d pofition) who ftands 
fo eminent in the degree of this Fortune , as Caffio do’s: a 
Knave very voluble: no further confcionable , than in 
putting onthe meer form of Civil and humane feeming, 
for the better compafs of his Salt, and moft hidden loofe 
affection? Why none, why none? A flippery and fubtle 
Knave , a finder of occafion: that has an eye can ftamp 
and counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never 
prefent it felf. A Devilith Knave: befides, tne Knave is 
handfom , young: and hath all thefe requifites in him. 


that folly and green minds look after. A peftilent Ce 
pleat 





the Moore of Venice. 
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picat Knave, and the woman hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her, fhe’s full of moft 
blefs’d condition. ; 

Fago. Blefs’d Figes end, The Wine fhe drinks is 
made of Grapes. If fhe had been blefs’d, fhe would ne- 
ver have lov’d the Moore: Blefs’d pudding. Didit thou 
not fee her paddle with the palm of his hand? Didit 
not mark that? 

Rod. Yes, that I did: But that was but courtefie. 

ago. Leachery by this hand: An Index, and obfcure 
Prologue to the Hiftory of Luft, and foul Thoughts. 
They met fo near with their Lips, that their breaths 
embrac’d together. Villanous Thoughts, Rodorigo, when 
thefe mutabilities fo marfhal the way, hard at hand 
comes the Malter, and mainexercife, th’ incorporate 
conclufion: Pith. But, Sir, be yourul’d by me. 1 have 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night: For 
the command, Vil lay’e upon you. Cajffio knows you 
not: Ill not be far from you. Do you find fome oc- 
cafionto anger Caffio, either by fpeaking too loud, or 
tainting his difcipline, or from whac other courfe you 
pleafe, which the time fhafl more favourably minilter. 

Rod. Well. 

Fago. Sir, he’s raih, and very fudden ia Choler: and 
happily may {trike at you, provoke him that he may: For 
even out of that will 1 caufe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny. 
Whofe qualification fhall come into no true tafte again, 
but by difplanting of Caffio. So thall you havea fhorter 
journey to your defires, by the means I fhall then have 
to prefer them. And the impediment moft profitably 
removed , without the which there were no expectation 
of our profperity. — 

Rod. will do this, if you can bring it to any oppor- 
tunity. 

Fag. I watrant thee. Mcet me by and by ar the Cit- 
tadel. I muft fetch his neceflaries afhore. Farewel, 

Rod, Adieu. 

Fago. That Caffio lovesher, Ido well believe’t: 
That fhe loves him, ’tis apt, and of great credit. 
The Moore (howbeit that I endure him not) 

Is of aconftanr, loving, noble Nature, 

And] dare think, hell prove to Defdemona, 

A moft dear Husband, Now! do love her too, 
Not out of abfolute Luft, (though peradventure 

I| tand accountant for as great a fin ) 

But partly led to diet my Revenge, 

For that | do fufpect the lufty Moor 

Hath leapt into my feat. The thoughts whereof, 
Doth (like a poyfonous Mineral) gnaw my Inwards: 
And nothing can, or fhall content my Soul 

Till fam even’d with him, wife for wife : 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the AZor, 

At leaft into a Jealoufie fo ftrong, 

That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to doe, 
If this poor Trath of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, ftand the putting on, 

Pil have our Michael Caffio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moor in the right garb 

(For I fear Caffe with my Night Cap too) 

Make the Moor thank me, love me and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an Afs, 

And practifing upon his peace and quiet, 

Evento madnefs, "Tis here: bue yet confus’d, | 
Knaveries plain face, is never feen, ‘till us’d. 


[Exre. 


[Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello’s Herald, with 4 Proclamation. 


Herald. It is Orbello’s pleafare , our Noble and Vali- 
ant General; That upon certain Tidings now arriv’d, 
importing the mcer perdition of the Turki(h Fleet, every 
man put himfelf into triumph. Some todance, fome to 


make Bone-fires, each man to what Sport and Revels his 
addition leads him. For Befides thefe beneficial News, It 
isthe celebration of his Nuptial. So much was his plea 
fure fhould be proclaimed. Al Officcs are open, and there 
is full liberty of Feafting, from this prefent hour of five, 
"till the Bell have toll’d eleven. 
Blefs the Ifle of Cypris, and our Noble General Orhello. 
(Exit. 


Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caflio, and Asrendants. 


Othel. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to night. 
Let’s teach our felves that honoarable ftop, 
Not to out-fport difcretion. 

Caf. Fago hath direction what to do. 
But notwithftaning with my perfonal eye , 
Will 1 look to’t. 

Othel. Fago is moft honelt : 
Michael, good night. Tomorrow with your eatlieft, 
Let me have fpeech with you. Come, my dear Love, 
The purchace made, the frnits are to enfue, 
That profit’s yet to come "tween me and you. 
Good night. LExir. 
Enter Jago. 


Caf. Welcome, Jago; we muft to tke Watch. 

Jago, Not this hour, Lieuetenant: ‘tis not yet ten o’th’ 
Clock. Our Gencral caft us thus early for the love of his 
Defdemora: Whom let us not therefore blame; he heth 
not yet made wanton the night with her: and hhe is fport 
for Jove. 

Caf. She’s a moft exquifite Lady. 

Jago. And FII warrant her full of Game. 

Caf. Indeed fhe’s a moft freth and delicate creature. 

Jago. What an eye fhe has? 

Methinks it foundsa parley to provocation. 

Caf. An inviting eye: 

And yet methinks right modeft. 

Jago. And when fhe fpeaks, 
isitnot an Alarum to Love ? 

Caf. She is indeed perfection. 

Jago. Weil: Happinefs to their fheets: Come, Liev 
tenant, I have a ftope of wine, and here withoot are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would fain have a meafure 
tothe health of black Orhello, 

Caf. Notto night, good Fago : I have very poor, and 
unhappy Brains for drinking. { could well with courtefie 
would invent fome other cultom of entertainment. 

Jago. Oh, they are our Fricnds: But one Cop!‘ll drink 
for you. 

Cafio, Uhave drunk but one Cupto night, and that 
was craftily qualified too: and behold what innovation 
it makes here. I am infortunate inthe infirmity, aad dare 
not task my weaknefs with any more. 

Sago. What, man? ’tisa night of Revels, the Gallants 
defire it. | 

Caf. Where are they ? 

Jago. Here, atthe door: I pray you, call chem in. 

Caf. Pildo’c, but it diflikes me. 

Jago. If I can falten buc one Cup opon him, 

Wich chat which he hath drunk co night already, 

He'll be as full of Fygi and Offence, 

As my young Miftrifs’s Dog, 

Now, my fick Fool, Roderige, 

Whom Love hath turn’d almott the wrong fide out, 

To Defdemona hath to night Carovz’d, 

Potations, pottle-deep; and he’s to watch. 

Three elfe of Cyprus, Noble {welling Spirits, 

(That hold their honours ina wary diftance, 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle) 

Have I to night flufter’d with flowing Cups, 

And they watch too. 

Now ’mongft this flock of Drunkards, he 
n 
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And Ito putour Caffioin fome Action 
That may offend the Ife. But here they come, 


Enter Caffio, Montano, azd Gentlemen. 


If confequence do but approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, both with wind and ftream. 
Caf. Fore Heaven, they have given mea rowfe already. 
«Mon, Good Faith a little one: not pafta Pint, as! 
am a Souldier. 
Fago. Some Wine ho, 


And let me the Cannakin clink, clink: 

And let me the Cannakin clink, 

A Souldicy’s a man: Ob, mans life’s but a fpan, 
Why then let a Sonldier drink. 


Some Wine Boyes. 

Caf. Fore Heaven, an excellent Song. 

Faco. I learn’d it in England: where indecd they are 
moft potent iri Potting, Your Dane, your Girman, and 
your íwag-belly’d Hokander, (drink bo) are nothing to 
your Exelifh. -=m an 
Caffio. Is your Exglifhman fo exquifite in his drink- 
ing : 

Jago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your Dane 
dead Dronk. He fwears not to overthrow your Almas. 
5 gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next Pottle can 

rd. 

Laf. To the health of our General. 

Mon, 1am for it, Lieutenant ; and PII do you Juftice, 

Fago. Oh fweet England. 


King Stephen was and-a worthy Peer, 
His Breeches cost bim but a Crown, 
He held them fix pence all too dear, 
With that he cald the Taylor Lown 
He was a Wigh: of higb Renown, 
end thou art bus of low degree : 

"Tits pride that pulls the Country down, 
And take thy awl a Cloak about thee. 


Some Wine ho. 

ee Why this is a more exquifite Song than the 
other. 

Fago. Will you hear’t again ? . 

Caf. No: for I hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
that do’s thofe things. Well: Heaven’s above all: and 
there be Souls muft be faved, and there be Souls muft not 
be faved. 

Jago, Its true, good Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part, no offence to the General, nor 
any man of quality: I hope to be faved. 

Jago. And fo do I too, Lieutenant. 

Cafio. 1: (but by your leave) not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Lets have 
no more of this: letsto our affairs. Forgive our fins: 
Gentlemen, lets look to our bufinefs. Do not think, 
Gentlemen, Iam Drunk: this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand, and this is my left. Iam not drunk now: I 
can ftand well enough, and I {peak well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well tben: you muft not think then, 
that I am drunk, 

Montan. To th? Platform (Mafters) come, lets fet the 
Watch. 

Jaga. You fee this Fellow that is gone before, 

He is a Souldier, fitto ftand by Cefar, 

And give direction. And do but fee his Vice, 
’Tis to his Virtues a juft Equinox, 

Theone as long as th’ other. °Tis pity ofhim ; 
I fear the truft Othello puts himin, 

On fome odd time of his infirmity 

Will fhake this Ifland. 


Mont. But is he often thus. 

Fago. Tis evermore his prologue fo his fleep, 
He?ll watch the Horologue a double Set, 
If drink rock not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The General were put in mind of ic: 
Perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caffio, 
And looks not on his evils: is not this true? 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Jago. How now, Rodorigo ? 

I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mont. And’tis great pity that the Noble Moore 
Sould hazard fuch a place, as his own Second, 
With one ingraft Infirmity, 

It were an honeft Action, to fay fo 

To the Moore, 

Jago. Not I, for this fair Ifland, 

Ido lors Caffio well: and would do much 
Tocure him of thisevil. But hark, what noife ? 


Enter Caflio purfuing Rodorigo. 


Caf; You Rogue: you Rafcal. 

eon. What's the matter, Lieutenant ? 

Caf. A Knave teach me my duty ? Vil beat the 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Red. Beat me. 

Caf. Doft thou prate, Rogue ? 

Mon, Nay, good Lieutenant : 

I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me go (Sir) 

Or Pil know you o’re the Mazzard. 

Mon, Come, come, you’re Drunk. 

Caffio. Drank ? 

Fago. Away l fay : go out and cry a Mutiny, 
Nay; good Lieutenant. Alas, Gentlemen: 
Help ho , Lieutenant. Sir Montano : 

Help Mafters. Here’s a goodly Watch indeed. 
VVho’s that which rings the Bell : Diablo, ho. 
The Town will rife. Fie, fe, Lieutenant, 
You'll be afham’d for ever. 


Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Oth. VVhat is the matter here ? 
Mon, I bleed ftill, fam hurt, but not to th’ Death. 
Oth. Hold for your lives. 
Jago. Hold ho : Lieutenant, Sir Montano, Gentlemen : 
Have you forgot all place of fenfe and duty ? 
Hold. The General {peaks to you: hold for hame. 
Orb. VVhy how now ho? From whence arifeth this? 
Are we turn’d Turks ? and to our felves do that 
VVhich Heaven hath forbid the Ortamites. 
For Chriftian fhame, put by this barbarous brawl: 
He that ftirs next to carve for his own rage, 
Holds his Soul light: He dies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Ifle 
From her propriety. VVhat is the matter, Mafters. 
Honelt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak : h began this ? On thy love I charge thee ? 
Jago. I donot know: Friends all, but now, even now 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 
Devefting them for Bed: and then, but now: 
(As if fome Planet had unwitted men) 
Sword out, and tilting one atothers Breafts, 
In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeak 
Any beginning to this peevifh odds. 
And would in Action glorious, I had loft 
Thofe legs that brought me to a part of it. 
Oth. How comes it (A4ichael) you are thus forgot? 
Caf. I pray you pardon me, | cannot fpeak. me 
th. 








the Moore of Venice. 


Othel. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be civil: 
The gravity and ftilnefs of your youth, 
The world hath noted And your name is great 
In mouths of wifeft cenfure. What’s the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And {pend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a Night-brawler ? give me anfwer Co it. 
Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger, 
Your Officer, Fago, can inform you, 
While l fpare fpeech, which fomething now offends mc, 
Of all chac 1 doknow, nor know | ought 
By mex that’s faid or done amifs this night, 
Unlefs Self-charity be fometimes a vice, 
And to defend our felves it be a fin, 
When violence affails us. 
Othel. Now, by Heaven, 
My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, 
And paffion (having my belt judgment collied) 
Affays to lead the way. If l once ftir, 
Or do but lift this Arm, the beft of you 
Shall fink in my Rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began: Who fet it on, 
And he that is approv’d in this offence, 
Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 
Shall loofeme. What ina Townof War, . 
Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim-fal of fear, 
To manage private, and domeftick Quarrel ? 
ln night, and on the Court and Guard of fafety ? 
’Tis monftrous: Fago, who began’t ? 
Mon. \f partially affin’d, or league in office, 
Thou doft deliver more, or lefs than truth, 
Thou art no Souldier. 
Jago. Touch me not fonear, 
J had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it fhould do offence to Michael Caffo. 
Yet 1 períwade my felf, to fpeak fo the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Tnis it is, General; 
Montano and my felf being in fpeech, 
There comesa Fellow, crying out for help, 
And Caffio following him with détermin’d Sword, 
To execute upon him, Sir, This Gentleman 
Steps into Caffio, and intreats his paufe : 
My felf the crying fellow did purfue, 
Left by his clamour (as it fo fell out) 
The Town might fall in fright. He, (fwift of foot) 
Out-ran my purpofe : and I return’d the rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caffio, high in oath: Which till to night 
I ne’er might fay before. When I came back 
(For this was brief ) I found them clofe together 
At blow, and thruft, even as again they were 
When you your felf did part them: 
More of this matter cannot | report, 
But men aremen: The belt fometimes forget, 
Though Caffio did fome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage, ftrike thofe that with them beft, 
Yet furely Caffio, I believe, receiv’d 
From him that fled, fome ftrange indignity, 
Which Patience could not pafs. 
Oshel. I know, Fazo, 
Thy honefty and love dotb mince this matter, 
Making it light to Caffio: Caffio, | love thee, 
But never more be Officer of mine, 


Enter Defdemona attended. 


Look if my gentle love be not rais’d up: 
Pil make thee an example. 
Def. Whats the matter (Dear?) 
Othel. All’s well, Sweeting : 
Come, away to bed. Sir, for your hurts, 
My Self: will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
Jago, look with care about the Town, 
Aad filence thofe whom this vile brawl diftracted. 
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Coine, Defdemona, tis the Souldiers life, 

Fo have tneir Balmy flumbers wak’d with ftrife. 
Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant ? 
Caf. 1, paftall Surgery., 

Jago Marry, Heaven fotbid, 

Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation: Ob Ihave 
loft my Reputation! i have loft the immortal part of my 
felf, and what remains is beftial. My Reputation, Jago. 
my Reputation. 

Jago. A3 laman honcht man, I had thought yon had 
received fome bodily wound; there is more fence in that 
than iţ Reputation. Reputation isan idle, and moft falfe 
impofition ; oft got without merit, and loft without de- 
ferving. You have loft no Reputation atall, uniefs you 
repuce your felf fuch aloofer. What man—there are morc 
ways to recover the General again. You are but now 
caftin his mood, (a punifhment more in policy, than in 
malice ) even fo as one would beat his offencelefs dog 
to affright an imperious Lyon. Sue to him again, and 
he’s yours. 

Caf. 1 will rather fue to be defpis’d , than to deceive 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and 
foindifereet an Officer. Drunk? and fpeak, Parrot? And 
{quabble? Swagger ? Swear? And dilcourfe Fuftian with 
ones own fhadow? O thou invifible Spiric of Wine! 
B - haft no name to be known by, let us call thee 

evil. 

Jago. What was he that you follow’d with your Sword ? 
what had he done to you? 

Caf. 1 know not. 

Jago. Is’t poflible ? 

„Caf. I remember a Maís of things, but nothing di- 
ftinétly: A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
men fhould put an Enemy in their mouths, to fteal away 
theirt Brains? That we fhould with Joy pleafance, revel 
and applaufe, transform our felves into Beafts. 

Jago. Why, But you are now well enough: How came 
you thus recovered ? 

Caf. \thath pleas’d the Devil, Drunkennefs, to give 
place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectnefs fhews mc 
another, to make me frankly defpife my felf. 

Jago. Come, you are too fevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place , and the condition of this Countrey 
ffands, I could heartily with this had not befaln: But fince 
it is, asit is, mend it for your own good. 

Caf. } will ask him for my place again, he fhall tell 
me, l ama Drunkard: Had I as many mouths as Hydra, 
fuch an anfwer would ftop them all. Tobe now a fen 
fible man, by and by a Fool, and prefently a Beat. Oh. 
ftrange ! Every inordinate Cup is unblefs’d , and the In- 
gredient is a Devil. 

Jago. Come, come, good Wine is a good familiar 
Creature , if it be well us’d : Exclaim no morc. againft 
it. And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think | love 
you. 

Caf. Ihave well approv’d it, Sir, I drunk? 

Jago. You, or any man living, may be drunk ata time, 
man. [tell you what you fhall do: Our General’s Wife 
isnowthe General. I may fay fo, in thisrefpect, for 
that he hath devoted , and given up himfelf to the con. 
templation, mark: and Devotement of her Parts and 
Graces. Confefs your felf freely to her: Importue hee 
help, to put you in your place again. She is of fo free, fo 
kind, fo apt, fo blefled a difpofition, the holds it a vice 
m her goodnefs, not to do more than fhe 1s requelted 
This broken joint between you and her Husband, intreat 
her to fplinter. And my Fortunes againft any lay worch 
naming, this crack of your Love, fhall grow ftronger than 
it was before. 

Caf. You advife me well. 

Jago. | proteft in the fincerity of Love, and honen 
kindnefs. 

Cafsio, I think it freely: and betimes in the morning, 
I will befeech the virtuous Defdemona to undertake for 

Lil me. 


[Exit. 


> 
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me: | am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 
Jago. You are in the right: Good night, Licutenant, | 
mult to the Watch. 
Caf. Good night, honeft Fago. 
Fago. And what’s he then, 
That fays I play che Villain? 
When this advice is tree I give, and honeft, 
Probal to thinking, and indeed the courfe 
To win the Moor again. 
For ’tis moft cafie, 
Th’inclining Defdemona ta tubdue A 
Inany honeft Suit. She?s fram’d as fruitful 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To winthe Moor, were torenounce his Baptifm, 
All feals and Symbols of redeemed fin: 
His Soul is fo enfetter’d to her Love, 
That fhe may make, unmake, do what fhe lift: 
Even as her appetite hall play the god ps 
With his weak Function. How faim then a Villain, 
To counfel Cafso to this parallel courfe. 
Direétly to his good? Divinity of Hell, 
When Devils will their blackeft {ins put on, 
They do fuggeft at firft with heavenly fhews, 
Asi donow. For while this honeft Fool 
Plies Defdemona, to repair his Fortune, 
And the for him, pleads ftrongly to the Moor, 
[il pour this Peftilence into his ear : 
Thar fhe repeals him, for her bodies Luft, 
And by how much fhe ftrives todo him good, 
She (hall undoe her Credit with the Moor. 
So will i turn her virtue into pitch, 
And ont of her own goodnefs make the Net, 
That fhall enmafh them all. 
How now, Redorigo? 


(Exit Caflio. 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Redarigo, 1 do follow here in the Chace, not like a 
Hound that hunts, but one that fills up the Cry. My mo- 
ney is almoft fpent, I have been to night exceedingly 
well cudgell’d: and I think the iffue will be, I fhall 
have fo much experience for my pains, and fo with no 
money at all, and a little more wit, return again to Ve- 
nce. 

Jago. How poor are they that have not Patience ? 
Whac wound did ever heal bur by degrees? 

Thou know’ft we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time: 

Doft not go well? Cafsso hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that fma}] hurt hatt cafhier’d Caffe ; 
Though other things grow fair againft the Sun, 

Yet fruits that bloffome firft , will firft be ripe: 
Content thy felf a while. In croth ’tis Morning; 
Pleafure and action make the hours feem fhort. 

Retire thee: Go where thou art Billeted: 

Away, I fay, thou falt know more hereafter: > 
Nay, get thce gone. CExit. Rodotigo. 
Two things are to be done: 

.My Wife muft move for Cafsio to her Miftrefs : 

Vil fec her on my felfa while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may (affio find 
Solliciting his Wife: {,t hat’s the way : 


Dull not Device, by coldnefs and delay. CExir. 





Atus Tertius. 


Enter Caflio, Muficians, and Clown. 


Scena Prima. 


Caf. Mafters, play here, 1 will content your pains, 
Something that’s brief: and bid good morrow, General. 

Clo. Why, Matters, have your Inftruments been in Na- 
ples, that they {peak i’ch’ nofe thus ? 
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Maf. How, Sir, how? 

Clown. Are thefe, l pray yov, wind Inftruments ? 

Muf. 1, marry are they, Sir. 

Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 

Muf. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir? 

Cown, Marry, Sir, by many a wind Inftrument that] 
know. But, Mafters, here’s money for yon: And the Ge. 
neral fo likes your Mnfick , chat he defircs you for loves 
fake to make no noife with it. 

Muf. Well, Sir, we will not. ; 

Clown. If you bave any Mufick that may not be heard, 
too’t again. But (as they fay) to hear Mufick, the Genc- 
ral does not greatly care. 

Muf. VVe have none fuch, Sir. 

Clown. Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for I'll 
away. Go, vanifh into air, away. (Exit Moh. 

Caf. Doft thou hear me, mine honeft Friend ? 

. Clown. No, | hear not your honedt Friend: 
I bear you. 

Caf. Prethee, keepup thy Quillets, there’s a poor piece 
of Gold for thee: If the Gentlewoman that attends the 
General be ftirring, tell her, there’s one Caffio entreats her 
a little favour of fpeech. Wilt thou dothis ? 

Clown, She is ftirring, Sir, if the will ftir hither, I fall 
fee to notifie unto her. [ Exit Clown. 


Enter Jago. 


In happy time, Fago. 

Jago. You have not been a bed then? 

Caf. Why, no: The day had broke before we parted. 
l have made bold (Fago) to fend in co your wife : 
My fuit to her is, that fhe will to virtuous Defdemona 
Procure me fome accefs. 

Jago. Vilfend her to you prefently : 
And PII devife a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converfe and bufinefs 
May be more free. 

Caf. 1 humbly thank you for’r. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeft. 


LExt. | 


Enter FEmilia. 


e£mil. Good morrow (good Lieutenant) | am forry 
For your difpleafure ; bnt all will fure be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it. 
And fhe fpeaks for you ftoutly. The Moor replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinity: and that in wholfom wifdom 
He might not but refufe you. But he protefts he loves you, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 

Caf. Yet, | befeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of fome brief Difcourfe 
With Defdemon alone. 

cEmil. Pray, come in: 
[will beftow you where you fhall have time 
To fpeak your bofom freely. 

Caf. Uam much bound to you. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen. 


{ Exennt. 


Othel. Thefe Letters give (Jago) to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate : 
That done, Iwill be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me, 
Jago. Well, my good Lord, PI do't. 
Othel. This Fortification (Gentlemen fhall we fee’t ? 
Gent, We’ll wait upon your Lorchhip. CExeunt. 


Scena 


Űr 


the Moore of Venice. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Defdemona, Caffio, and Emilia. 


Def. Be thou affur’d (good Caffe) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

emi!. Good Madam, do: 
| warrant it grieves my Husband, 

As if the caufe werc his. 

Def. Ob that’s an honeft Fellow: do not doubt, Ca/fio, 
But I will have my Lord and you again 
As‘friendly as you were. 

Caffio. Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever fhall become of Adichael Caffio, 
He’s never any thing but your true Servant. 

Def. | know’t: I thank you: yon do love my Lord: 
You have known him long, and be you well affur’a, 
He fhall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diftance. 

Caffio. |, but Lady, 
That policy may either laft fo long, 
Or feed upon fuch nice and watcrifh diet, 
Or breed it felf fo out of Circumftances, 
That I heing abfent, and my place fupplv’d, 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 

Def. Do not doubt that: before Emilia here, 
[ give thee warrant of thy place. Affure thee, 

If [do vow a friendfhip, Pll perform ic 

To the laft Article. My Lord fhall never reft, 

PH watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His Bed fhall feem a School, his Boord a Sbrift, 
I'll intermingle every thing he do’s 

With Caffio’s fuit: Therefore be merry, Caffo, 
For thy Sollicitor fhall rather die, 

Than give thy Caufe away. 


Enter Othello and Jago. 


Emil, Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Caffio. Madam, Vl take my leave. 
Def. Why ftay, and hear me fpeak. 
Caf. Madam, not now: | am very ill at eafe. 
Unfic for mine own purpofes. 
Def. Well, do your difcretion, 
. Jago. Hah ? I like not that, 
Othel. What doft thou fay ? 
Fago. Nothing, my Lord; or if—I know not what. 
Otel. Was not that Caffic parted from my wife ? 
Jago. Caffio, my Lord? No fure, I cannot think it, 
That he would fteal away fo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Othel. | do believe ‘twas he. 
Def. How now, my Lord ? 
[ have been talking with a Suitor here, 
A man that languifhes in your difpleafure. 
Orhel. Who is’t you mean? 
Def. Why your Lieutenant Caffio. Good my Lord, 
lf [have any grace, or power to move you, 
His prefent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honeft face. 
[ prethee call him back. 
Othel. Went he hence now ? 
Def. 1, Sooth; fo humbled, 
That he hath left pare of his grief with me 
To fufler with him. Good Love, call him back. 
Othel. Not now ({fweet Defdemona) fome other time. 
Def. But fhal’t be fhortly ? 
Othel. The fooner ({weet) for you. 
Def. Shal’c be to night, at Supper ? 
Orbel. No, not to night. 


[Exit Callo. 
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Def. To morrow Dinner chen ? 
Othel. I fhall not dine at home : 
I meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
Def. Why then to morrow night, on Tucfday morn, 
On Tucfday noon, or night; on Wednefday morn. 
I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three days. In faith he’s penitent : 
And yet his Trefpafs, in our common reafon 
(Save that they fay the wars muft make example) 
Out of her beft, is not almofta faule 
T'incur a private check. When hhall he come? 
Tcl} me, Orhello. 1 wonder in my Soul 
What you would ask me, that | would deny, 
Or ftand fo mam’ring on? What? Michael Cafsio, 
That came a wooing with you ? and fo many atime 
(When I have fpoke of you difpraifingly) 
Hath tane your part, to have fo much to do 
To bring him in? Truft me, I could do much. 
Orbel, Prethee no more : Let him come when he will : 
will deny thee nothing. 
‘Def. Why, this is not a Boon: 
Tis as I fhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed on nourifhing Difhes, or keep you warm, 
Or fue to you, to do a peculiar profic 
To your perfon. Nay, when I have fuit, 
Wherein { mean to touch your Love iadeed, 
lt fhall be full of poize, and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be granted. 
Othel. 1 will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me buta little to my felf. 
Def. Shall I deny you? no: Farewel, my Lord. 
Oth, Farewel, my Defdemona, I'll come to thee ftraight. 
Def. e£milia, come; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate’re you be, I am obcdient. CExis. 
Othel. Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I do love thee : and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
a My Noble Lord. 
Othel. What doft thou fay, Fago? 
Jago. Did Michael Cafsio 
When you woo’d my Lady, know of your love ? 
Othel. He did, from firft to laft : 
Why doft thou ask ? 
Fago. Bot for a fatisfaction of my Thought, 
No further harm. 
Otbel. Why of thy thought, Fage ? 
Fago, I did not think he had been acquainted with it. 
Orhel. O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Fage. Indeed ? 
Orbel. Indeed? Tindeed. Difcern’{t thon ought in that ? 
fs he not honeft ? 
Jago. Honeft, my Lord? 
Orthel. Honet? I, honeft. 
zap. My Lord, for ought I know. 
Othel. What doft thou think ? 
Jago. Think, my Lord ? 
Orhel. Think, my Lord? Alas, thou eccho't me; 
As if there fome Monfter in chy thought 
Too hideous to be fhewn. Thou doft mean fomeching : 
I heard thee fay even now, thou lik’ft not thar, 
VVhen Cafsto left my wife. What did’ft not like? 
And when I cold thee, he was of my Counfel, 
Of my whole courfe of wooing , thou cried’ft, Indeed ? 
And did’ft contract and purfe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadft fhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit, if thou dolt love me 
Shew me thy thought. 
Jago, My Lord, you know I love you. 
Orbel. I think thou doft: 
For I know thour’t full of Love and Honefty, 
Aad weight thy words before thou giv’ft them breath, 
Therefore thefe {tops of thine fright me the more. 
For fuch things in a falfe difloyal Knave 
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Are tricks of Cuftom: but in a man that’s juft, 

They’re cold dilations working from the heart, 

That paflion cannot rule. 

Fago, For Michael Caffta, 

| dare be fworn, | think that he is hone. 
Othel. 1 think fo too. 

Fago Men fhould be what they feem, 

Or thofe that be not, would they might feem none. 
Orhel. Certain, men fhould be what they feem. 
Jago. Why, then I think Caffio’s an honelt man. 
Othel. Nay, yet there’s more in this? 

| pray thee fpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou doft ruminate, and give thy worlt of thoughts, 

The worfl of words. 

Jago, Good, my Lord, pardon me. 

Though Iam bound to every Act of duty, 

lam not bound tothat: All Slavesare free: 

Utter my thoughts? Why fay they are vild and falfe ? 

As, where’s that Palace, whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not? Who hasthat breaft fo pure, 

Wherein uncleanly apprehenfions 

Keep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seffions fit 

With meditations lawful ? 

Othel. Thou doft confpire againft thy friend (Fago) 

If chou but chink’ft him wrong’d, and mak’ft his ear 

A Stranger to thy thoughts. 

Fago. 1 dobefeech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guefs 

( As I confefs it is my natures plague 

To fpie intoabufes, and of my Jealonfie 

Shapes faults that are not) that your wifdom 

From one, that fo imperfectly conceits, 

Would take no notice, nor build your felf a trouble 

Out of his fcattering, and unfure obfervance : 

Ic were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honefty and wifdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Othet. What doft thou mean? 
Fago. Good name in man and woman (deat my Lord) 

Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls ; 

Who fteals my purfe fteals trafh: 

"Tis fomething, nothing ; 

Twas mine, "tis his, and has been flave to thoufands : 

But he that filches from mc my good name, 

Robs me of thar, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

O:hel. PIL know thy thoughts. 
Fago, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 

Nor {hall not, whil{t ’tis in my cuftody. 

Othel, Ha! 
Fago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealoufe, 

It isthe green ey’d Monfter, which doth mock 

The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in blifs, 

Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 

But Oh, what damned minutes tells he o’re, 

Who dotes, yet doubts: fufpects, yet fonndly loves? 
Othel. Omifery ! 

Fago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough, 

But riches finelefs, is as poor as VVinter, 

To him that ever fears he fhall be poor : 

Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 

From Jealoufie. 

Orbel, Why ? VVhy ts this ? 

Think’ft thou ’ld makea Life of Jealoufie? 

To follow ftill the changes of the Moon, 

With freth fufpicions ? No: To be once in doubt, 

Isto be refolv’d: Exchange me for a Goat, 

When I fhall turn the bufinefs of my Soul 

To fuchexufficated, and blowed Surmifes, 

Matching the inference. ’Tis not to make me Jealous, 

To fay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 

Is free of fpeech, Sings, Plays, and Dances: 

Where Virtue is, thefe are moft virtuous, 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
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The fmalleft fear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For he had eyes, and chofe me. No, Fago, 
PII fee before I doubt, when I doubt, prove; 
And on the proof there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Jealoufie. 
Fago. Lam glad-of this: for now ! fhali have reafon 


‘| To fhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 


With franker Spirit. Therefore (as! am bound) 
Receive it from me. | fpeak not yet of proof: 
Look to your Wife, obferve her well with Caffio, 
Wear your eyes, thus: Not Jealous, nor Secure: 
I would not have your free and Noble Nature, 
Out of Self-bounty be abus’d, look to't: 

I know our Country difpofition well : 

In Venice, they do let Heaven fee the pranks 
They dare not fhew their Husbands. 

Their-beft Confcience 

Is not to leave’t undone, but kept unknown. 

Othel. Doft thou fay fo? 

Jago, She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when fhe feem’d to fhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov’d them moft. 

Othel. And fo fhe did. 

Jago. Why, gotothen: 

She that fo young could give out fuch a Seeming 
To feal her Facher’s Eyes up, clofe as Oak, 

He thonght ’twas Witchcraft. 

Buc | am much to blame: 

J] humbly do befeech you of your pardon 

For too much loving you. 

Othel. 1am bound to thee for ever. 

Fago. 1 fee this hath a little dath'd your Spirits : 

Othel. Not a Jot, not a Jot. 

Jago. Truft me, I fear it has: 

I hope you will confider, what is fpoke, 
Comes from my Love, 

But I do fee y’are mov’d : 

] am to pray you, not to {train my fpeech 
To groffer iffues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to Sufpicion. 

Othel Iwill not. 

Jago. Should you do fo (my Lord) 

My fpeech fhould fall into fuch vild fuccefs, 
Which my thoughts aim’d not. 
Caffio’s my worthy friend : 
My Lord, Ifee y’are mov’d: 
Othel. No, not much mov’d: 
l do not think but Defdemona’s honeft. 
Fago. Long live fhe fo; 
And tong live you to think fo. 
Othel. And yet how Nature erring from it felf—— 
Jago. I, there’s the point: 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not to affect many propofed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends: 
Foh, one may fmell in fuch, a will moft rank, 
Foul difproportions, thoughts unnatural. 
But (pardon me) I donot in pofition 
Diftinétly fpeak of her, though I may fear 
Her will, recoyling to her better Judgment, . 
May fall to match you with her Country Forms, 
And happily repent. 

Othel. Farewel, farewel : 
i£ more thou doft perceive, let me know more: 
Set on thy wife to obferve. 

Leave me, Fago. 
Jago. My Lord, I take my leave. 
Othel. Why did I marry ? 
This honeft Creature (doubtlefs) 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 

Jago. My Lord, 1 would I might intreat your Honour 

To fcan this thing no farther: Leave it totime, 


Although ’tis fit that Caffio have his place; r 
or 
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For fure he fills it up with great ability; 
Yet if you pleafe to put him off a while, 
You fhall by that perceive him, and his means : 
Note, if your Lady {train his Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement importunity, 
Much will be feen in that: In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too bufie in my fears, 
(As worthy caufe | have to fear } am) 
And hold her free, Ido befeech your Honour : 
Orhel. Fear not my Government. 
Fago. | once more take my leave, 
Othel. This Fellow’s of excecdiog honefty, 
And knows all Quantities with a learn’d Spirit 
Of humane dealings. IF Ido prove her Haggard, 
Though that her Jefles were my dear heart-{trings, 
Pld whiftle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for | am black, 
And have not thofe foft parts of Converfation, 
That Chamberers have: Or for I am declin’d 
Into the vale of years (yet that’s not much) 
She’s gone. Iam abus’d, and my relief 
Muft be to loath her, Oh Curfe of Marriage 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatares ours, 
And not their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a corner tn the thing | love, 
For others ufes, Yet ’tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogativ’d are they lefs than the Bafe ; 
Tis deftiny unfhunnable like death : 
Even then, this forked plague is fated to us, 
V Vhen we do quicken. Look where fhe comes: 


Enter Deidemona and Æmilia. 


If fhe be falfe, Heav’n mock’d it felf: 
LT! noc behev’t. 
Def. How now, my dear Othello ? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iflanders, 
By you Invited, do attend your prefence. 
Orhel. 1am to blame. 
Def. Why do you fpeak fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Orhel, | have a pain upon my Forehead here 
Def. VVhy that’s with wacchiog, 7cwill away again. 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
Othel. Youc Napkin is too little : 
Let it alone: Come, Vil goin with you. 
Def. lam very forry that you are not well,’ 
Emil. 1am glad | have found this Napkin: 
This washer firit remembrance from the Moor, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’d me to fteal it. But fhe fo loves the Token, 
(For he conjur’d her, fhe fhould ever keep it) 
That fhe referves it ever more about her, 
To kifS and talk to. Pll have the work tanc out, 
And giv’t Jago: what he will do with it, 
Heaven knows, not!: 
[ nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafie. 


Enter Jago. 


Jago. How now? What do you herc alone? 
mil, Do not you chide: | have a thing for you. 
Jago. You havea thing for me? 

it is a common thing 
Emil. Hah? 
Jago. To havea foolihh wife. 

mil. Ob, is that all? what will you give me now 

For thac fame Handkerchief ? 
Jago. What Handkerchief ? 
Emil. What Handkerchief? 

Why, that the «oer firft gave to Defdemona, 

That which fo often you did bid me fteal. 
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Fago. Haft ftolien it from her? 

eLmil. No: But fhe let it drop by negligence, 
And toch’ advantage, i being here, took’t up: 
Look, here ’tis. 

Jago. A good wench, give it me. 

cEmil. VVhat will you do with’r, you have been fo 
carneft to have me filtch it? 

Jago. Why, what is that to you? 

Emil. Vf it be not for fome purpofe of import, 
Giv’t me again. Poor Lady, fhe’ll run mad, 
VVhen the fhall lack it. 

Jago. Be not acknown on’t: 
| have ufe for it. Go, leave me, 
| will in Caffio’s Lodging loofe this Napkin, 
And let him findic. Trifles light as air 
Arc to the jeaious, confirmations ftrong, 
As proofs of holy VVrit. This may do fomething. 
The eAfoor already changes with my poyfons: 
Dangerous conceits are intheir natures poyfoas, 
VVhich at the firftare {carce found to diftafte - 
But with a little aét upon the blood, 
Burn like the Minesof Sulphur I did fay fo. 


LExit Ramil. 


Enter Othello. 


Look, where he comes: Not Poppy, Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowfie Syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine tnee to that fweet fleep, 
Which thou ow’d’ft yefterday. 
Ochel. Ha, ha, falfe tome? 
Fago. VVhy, how now, General? no more of that. 
Orbel. Avant, be gone: Thou haft fet me onthe Rack - 
| fwear tis better to be much abus’d , 
Than but to know a little. 
Jago. How now, my Lord? 
Othel. VVhat {cent had 1, inher ftoln hours of Luft? 
i faw it not, thought it not: itharm’d not me : 
l flept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merry. 
! found not Caffio’s kiffes on her lips : 
He thatis robb’d, not wanting what is ftoln, 
Let him not know’t, and he’snot robb’d at all. 
Tage. I am forry to hear this. 
_Othel, 1 had been happy if the general Camp, 
Pionecrsand all, had tafted her {weet Body, 
Sol had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
farewel the tranquill mind , Farewel, Content ; 
Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big VVars, 
That make Ambition virtue! Oh farewel, 
Farewcl the neighing Steed, andthe fhrill Trump, 
The Spirit-fticring Drum, th’Ear-piercing Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumftance of glorious V Var: 
And O you mortal Engines, whofe rude throats 
Th’immortal Fove’s dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel: Othello’s Occupation’s gone. 
Sage. Is’t poflible, my Lord ? 
Othel. Villain, be fure thou prove my Lovea VVhore ; 
Be fure of it: Give me the Ocular Proof, 
Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou hadft been better have been borna Dog, 
Than anfwer my wak’d wrath. 
Jago. Is’tcome to this? : 
Othel, Make me to fee’t, or (at the leaft) fo provert, 
That the probation bear no Hindge, nor Loop, 
To hang a doubt on: Or woe upon thy Life. 
Fago. My Noble Lord. 
Orhel. If thou doft Mander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more: Abandon all remorfe 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate, 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd ; 
For nothing canft thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that, 
Jago. O Grace! O Heaven forgive me! 
Arc youa man? Have P a Soul? Or Senfe ? 


ll 3 God 
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God b’w’ you: take mine Office. Oh wretched Fool, 
That lov’ft to make thine honefty a Vice ! 
Oh monftrous World! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be direét and honeft, is not fafe. 
I thank you for this profit, and from hence 
PI love no Friend, fith love breeds fuch offence. 
Oth. Nay ftay : thou fhouldft be honeft. 
Jago. 1 fhould be wife, for honelty’s a Fool, 
And lofes that it works for. i 
Oth By the World, i 
Ithiak my Wife is honeft, and think fhe is not : 
I think chat thou are juft, and think thou art oot: 
I’! have fome proof. My name that was as frefh 
As Dians Vifage, is now begcim’d and black 
As mine own Face. ‘If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poyfon, or Fire, or fuffocating ftreams, 
[Pil not endure it. Would I were fatisfied. 
Fago. | fee you ate eaten up with paflion : 
I do repent me that I put it to you, 
You would be fatisfied ? 
Oth. Would, Nay, and l will. 
Jago, And may : but now ? how fatisfied, my Lord? 
Wontd you the fuper vifion grofly gape on ? 
Behold her topp’d ? 
Oth. Death, and Damnation. Oh ! 
Fago. It were a tedious difficulty | think, 
To bring to that profpect: Damn them then, 
| If ever mortal Eyes do fee them boulfter 
More than their own. What then? how then? 
What fhall | fay 2? Where’s Satisfaction ? 
It is impoffible you fhould fee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkies, 
As falt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as grofs 
As Ignorance, made drunk. But yet, ! fay, 
if imputation and ftrong circumftances, 
Which lead direétly to the door of truth, 
VVill give you fatisfaction, you might hav’t. 
Oth, Give me a living reafon he’s difloyal. 
Fago. 1 do not like the Office; 
But fith I am entred in this caufe fo far 
(Prick’d to’t by foolifh Honefty and Love) 
I will goon. I lay with Caffio lately, 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 
I could not fleep. There area kind of men, 
So loofe of Soul, that in their fleeps will mutter 
Their Affairs: one of this kind is Caffia 
In fleep l heard him fay, fweet Defdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our Loves, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand: 
Cry, oh fweet Creature: then kifs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up kifles by the roots, 
That grew upon my Lips, laid his Leg o’re my Thigh, 
And figh and kifs, and then cry curfed Fate, 
That gave thee tothe Moore. 
Oth. O monftrous! monftrous / 
Jago. Nay this was but his Dream. 
Oth. But this denoted a fore-gone conclufion, 
Tis a fhrewd doubt, though it be but a Dream. 
Jago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonftrate thinly. 
Och, Vil tear her all to pieces. 
Fago. Nay yet be wife; yet we fee nothing done, 
She may be honeft yet: Tell me but this, 
Have you not fometimes feen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Straw-berries, in your VVives hand ? 
Orb. | gave her fuch aone: “twas my firft gifr. 
Jago. T know not that: but fuch a Handkerchief 
(lam fure it was your V Vives) did l to day 
See Caffio wipe his Beard with. 
Oth. If it be that, 
Jago. Wit bethat, or any, if >was hers, 
It fpeaks againft her with the other proofs. 
Oth. O that the flave had forty thoufand lives : 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 


Now do! fee tis true. Look here, Fago, 
All my fond love thus do l blow to Heaven. ’Tis gone, 
Arife black vengeance from the hollow Hell, 
Yield up (O Love) thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous hate. Swell bofom with thy fraught, 
For "tis of Afpicks tongues. 
Jago. Yet be content. 
Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
= Patience I fay: your mind may change, 
Oth. Never, Jago. Like to the ‘Pontick Sea, 
VVhofe Icy Current, and compulfive courfe, 
Ne’re keeps retiring ebbe, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Hellefpone : 
Even fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne’re look back, ne’re ebbe to humble Love, 
Till that a capable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred Vow, 
I here engage my words —— 
Jago. Do not rife yet: 
VVituels your ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements, that clip us round about. 
VVitnefs that here Fago doth give up 
The Execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong’d Orhello’s Service. Let him command, 
And toobey fhall be in me remorfe, 
What bloody bufinefs ever. 
Oth. I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inftant put thee to’t: 
Within thefe three dayes let me hear thee fay, 
That Caffie’s not alive. 
Jago. My Friend is dead: 
‘Tis done at your requett. 
But let her live. 
Oth.. Damn her lewd Minx: 
O damn her, damn her. 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furnifh me with fome fwift means of Death 
For the fair Devil. 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 


Jago. Lam your own for ever. (Exen. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Defdemona, Emilia, and Clown. 


, Def. Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffio 
yes ? 

Clown, I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man? f 

Clown, He’s a Souldier, and for me to fay a Souldier 
lyes, *tis ftabbing. 

Def. Goto: where lodges he ? 
siren To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where 

ye. 

Def. Can any thing he made of this ? 

Clown. | know not where he lodges, and for me to de- 
vife a lodging, and fay he lies here, or he liesthere, were 
to lye in mine own throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by 
report ? 

Clown. 1 will Catechize the World for him, that is, 
make Queftions, and by them Anfwer. 

Def. Seck him, bid him come hither: tell him, I have 
mov’d my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 

Clown. To dothis, is within the compafs of mans Wit, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [Exe Clown. 

^ Def. Where hoold I loofe the. Handkerchief, «£. 
milia ? 

e/£mil. I know not, Madam. 

‘Def. Believe me, I had rather have loft my purfe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
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Is truc of mind, and made of no fuch bafencfs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were cnough 
To put him to ill thinking. 
eAmil, Is he not jealous ? 
Def. Who he? I think the Sun where he was born, 
Drew al} fuch humours from him. 
e/£mıilia, Look where he comes, 
Def. 1 will not leave him now, till Caffio be 
Call’d to him. How is’t with you, my Lord? 


Enter Othello, 


Oth. Well, my good Lady, Oh hardnefs to diflemble! 
How do you, Defdemona? 
Def. VVell, my good Lord. 
Oth. Give me your hand, 
This hand is moift, my Lady. 
Def. \t hath felt no age, nor known no forrow. 
Oth, This argues fruitfulnefs, and liberal heart ; 
Hot, hot, and moift. This hand of yours requires 
A fequelter from Liberty: Fafting, and Prayer, 
Much Caftigation, Exercife devout, 
For here’s a young and {weating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: ’Tis a good hand. 
A frank one. 
Def. You may (indeed) fay fo: 
For ’cwas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Orb. A liberal hand, The hearts ofold, gave hands : 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
Def. 1 cannot fpeak of this; 
Come, now your promife. _ 
Oth. VVhat promife, Chuck ? 
Def. 1 have fent to bid Caffio come {peak. with you, 
Orh, I havea fale and forry Rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy Handkerchief, 
Def. Here, my Lord. 
Orth. That which I gave you, 
Def. | have it‘not about me. 
Oth. Not ? 
Def, No indeed, my Lord. 
Oth. That’s a fault: That Handkerchlef 
Did an -Agyptiaz to my Mother give: 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The thoughts of people: She told her, while fhe kept it, 
’T would make her amiable, fubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : but if the loft it, 
Or made a Gift of it, My Fathers Eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying gave it me, 
And bid me (when my Fate would have me VViv’d) 
To give ither. Idid fo, and take heed on’t, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye: 
To loos’t, or giv’t away, wcre fuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match. 
Def. 1s’t poflible ? ' 
Oth. "Tis true, there’s Magick in the VVeb of it: 
A Sybil that had numbred in the V Vorld 
The Sun to courfe two hundred compaffes, 
In her prophetick fury fow’d the work: 
The VVorms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it was di’d-‘in Mummey, which the skilful 
Conferv’d of Maidens hearts. f 
Def. Indeed ? is’t truc? 
Oth, Moft veritable, therefore look to’t well. 
Def. Then would the Heaven, that I had never feen’t. 
Orth, Ha? wherefore ? 
Def. VVhy do you {peak fo ftaringly, and rafh ? 
Oth, Ist loft? is't gone? Speak, is’t out o’th’ way ? 
Def. Blefs us. 
Orth Say you? 
Def. \eis not loft: but what and if it were ? 
Oth, How ? 
Def. I fay it is not loft. 
Oth. Fetch’t, let me fee’t. 
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Def. VVhy fol can: but! will not now : 
This is a trick to put me from my fuit, 
Pray you let Caffio be receiv’d again. 
Oth. Fetch methe Handkerchief, 
My mind mif-gives., | 
Def. Come, come: you'll never meet a more fufici- 
ent man. 
Oth. The Handkerchief. 
Def, A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortuncs on yonr love ; 
Shar’d dangers with you. 
Oth. The Handkerchief. 
Def. Infooth, you are to blame, 
Oth, Away. 
eEmil. Is not this man jealous ? 
Def. I never {aw this before. 
Sure there’s fome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
iam moft unhappy in the lofs of it. 
c£mil, "Tis nota year or two fhews us aman: 
They are all but ftomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. 


{ Exir Othello 


Enter Jago, and Caffio. 


Look you, Cafjio, and my Husband 
Jago. There is no other way: ris fhe muft do’t . 
And lo the happinefs : go and importune her. 
Iyf How now, (good Caffic) what’s the news with 
you 
Caffio, Madam, my former fuit. I do befeech you, 
That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exift, and be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all che Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delay’d. 


„If my offence be of fuch mortal kind, 


That not my Service paft, nor prefent Sorrows, 
Nor purpos’d merit in foturity, 
Can ranfome me into his love again, 
But to know fo, moft be my benefic: 
So fhall I cloath me ina forc’d content, 
And fhut my felfupin fome other courfe 
To Fortunes Almes. 
Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Ca/fir) 
My Advocation is not now in rune ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor fhould I know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour alter’d. 
So help me every fpirit fanctified, 
As I have fpoken for you all my beft, 
And ftood within the blank of bis difpleafure 
For my free fpeech. You muft a while be patient : 
Vvhat I cando, I will: and more I will 
Than for my felf I dare. Let that fuffice you. 
Jago. Is my Lord angry? 
e/£mil. He went hence but now: 
And certainly in ftrange unquietnefs. 

Jago. Can he beangry ? I have feen the Cannon, 
VVhen it hath blown his Ranks into the air, 
And like the Devil from his very Arm 
Puft his own Brother: And is he angry? 
Something of moment then; I will go meet him, 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry,  _ CExri. 

Def. l prethec do fo. Something fure of State, | 
Either from Venice, or fome unhatch’d practice, 

Made demonftrable here in (jpri, to him, 

Hath pudled his clear Spirit: and in fuch cafcs, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Though great ones are their object. °Tis even fo. 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues 

Our other healthful members, even toa fenfe 
Of pain. Nay, we muft think men ate not Gods, 
Nor of them look for fuqh obfervance 


As fits the Bridal. Befhrew me much, e4prnlia; 
[ was (unhandfome V Varriour as I am) 


’ Arraigning 
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Arraigning his unkindnefs with my foul : 
But now I find, I had fuborn’d the Witnefs, 
And he’s indired falfely. 
c#mil. Pray heaven it be 
State-matters, as you think, and no Conception, 
Nor no jealous toy concerning you. | 
Dy. Alas-the-day, 1 never gave him caufe. 
c£Emil, But jealous Souls will not be anfwer’d fo ; 
They are notever jealous for the caule, 
But jealous, for they're jealous. It isa Montfter 
Begot upon it felf, born onic felf. 
Def. Heaven keep the Monfter from Orhello’s mind. 
cml. Lady, Amen. 
Def. 1 will go feek him. Caffio, walk hereabout : 
If l do find him fit, Pil move your fuit, 
And feek to effect irto my uttermoft. 
Caf. | humbly chank your Ladifhip, 


Weis 


Enter Bianca. 


Bian, Save you (Friend Caffio. ) 

Caffio. What makes you from home ? 
How is’r with you, my moft fair Bianca ? 
Indeed (fweet Love) i} was coming to your honfe. 

Bian, And I was going to your Lodging, Caffio. 
What? keep a week away? Seven days and nights? 
Eight fcore eight hours ? And Loves abfent hours 
More tedious rhan the Dial, eight {core times ? 
Oh weary reck’ning, 

Caffio. Pardon me, Bianca: 
I have thìs while with leaden thoughts been preft, 
But l hall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this fcore of abfence. Sweet Bianca, 
Take me this work out. 

Bian, Oh Caffie, whence came this ? 
This is fome token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt-abfence : now I feel a Caufe : 
Is't come to this? Wel, well. 

Caffio. Go to, woman : 
Throw mn vild guefles in the Devils teeth, 
From whence you have them. Youare jealous now 
That this is from fome Miftrefs, fome remembrance ; 
No, in good troth, Branca. 

Bian. Why, whofe isit? 

Cafjio. I know not neither : 
f found it in my Chamber, 
I like the work well: E’re it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) 1 would have it copied : 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. 
' Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 

Caffio. Ido attend here on the General, 
And chink it no addition, nor my with 
To have him fee me woman’d. 

Bian, Why, | pray you? 

(affio, Not chat | love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me, 
[ pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And fay, if I-fhall fee you foon at night ? 

Caffio, "Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For l attend here. Bur lI fee you foon. 

Bian. ’Tis very good: 1 muft be circumftanc’d. 


LExeunt omnes. 





Atus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Othello and Jago, 


Fano. \ JIN you think fo? 

Othel Think fo, Jago? 
Jago. What, to kits in private ? 
Orbel. An unauthorized kifs ? 
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Jago. Or to be naked with her Friends in bed, 
An hour of more, not meaning any harm ? 
Othel. Naked in bed (Fago) and not mean harm ? 
[tis hypocrifie againft che Devil : 
They that mean vertuoufly, and yet do fo, 
The Devil their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heaven. 
Fago. If they do nothing, ’tis a Venial flip: 
But I give my wife a Handkerchief. 
Othel, What then ? 
Jago. Why then ’tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, 
She may (I think) beftow’t on any man, 
Orhel. She is Protectrefs of her Honour too: 


_| May fhe give that ? 


Jago. Her Honour is an Effence that’s not feen, 

They have it very oft that have it not. 
But for the Handkerchief. 

Othel. By heaven I would moft gladly have forgot it : 
Thou faidit (Oh, ut comes o’re my niemory, 

As doth the Raven o’re the infectious houfe : 
Boading to all) he had my Handkerchief. 

Fago., 1: what of that ? 

Othel. That’s not fo good now. 

Fago, What ifl had laid, I had feen him do you wrong? 
Or hear him fay, as Knaves be fuch abroad, 

Who having by their own impo: tunate fuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Miftrefs, 
Convinced or fuppli’d them, cannot chufe 
But they muft blab. 

Othel. Hath he faid any thing ? 

Jago, He hath (my Lord) but be you well aflur’d, 
No more than he’ll unfwear. 

Othel, What hath he faid? 

Fago. Why, thathecid: I know not what he did. 

Othel. What? what ? 

Faso. Lye. 

Othel. With her ? 

Jago, Withher? on her: what you will. 

Othel, Lye with her? lye on her? we fay , lye on her, 
when they be-lye her. Lye with her ? that’s fulfom : 
Handkerchief: Confeflions: Handkerchief. To confefs, 
and be hang’d for his labour. Firft, to be hang’d, and 
then toconfefs: l tremble atit. Nature would not inveft 
her felf in fuch fhadowing paffion, without fome inftructi- 
on.. It is not words that fhakes me thus, (pifh) Nofes, Ears 
and Lips: is’t poflible. Confefs? Handkerchief? O De- 
vil. [Falls in a Trance, 

Jago. Work on, 

My Medicine works. Thus credulous Fools are caught, 
And many worthy, and chaft Dames even thus 

(All guiltlefs) meet reproach: what hoa? My Lord? 
My Lord, | fay, Othello. 


Enter Caflio. 





How now, Caffis ? 
Caf’ What’s the matter ? 
Fago. My Lord is faln into an Epilepfie, 
This is the fecond Fit: he bad one yefterday. 
Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 
Jago. The Lethargy muft have his quiet courfe : 

If not, he foams at mouth: and by and by 

Breaks our to favage madnefs: Look, he ftirs: 

Do you withdraw your felf a little while, 

He will recover ftraight: when he is gone, 

| would on great occafion, fpeak with you. 

How is it, General? Have you not hurt your hand; 
Othel, Doft thou mock me ? 

Jago. I mock you not, by Heaven : 

Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. 
Othel. A Horned man’s a Monfter and a Beaft. — 
Fago. There’s many a Beaft then in a populous City, 

And many a civil Montter. 
Othel, Did he confefs it ? 
Jago. Good Sir, be a man: 


Think 


ne 
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Think every bearded fellow that’s but yoak’d _ 
May draw with you. There’s millions now alive, 
That nightly lye in thofe uaproper beds, 


Which they dare fwear peculiar. Your canfe is better. 


Oh, ’tis the fpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lipa wanton in a fecure Cowch ; 
And to fuppofe her chaft. No, let me know, 
And knowing what lam, .I know what fhe fhall be. 
Oth, Oh, thou art wife: ’tis certain. 
Jago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your felf but in a patient Lift, 
Whil’ft you were here, o’re-whelmed with your grief 
(A paffion moft refulting fuch a man) 
Caffiocame hither. | fhifted bim away, 
And laid good fcufes on your Ecftafie, 
Bad him anon return, and here fpeak with me, 
The which he promis’d. Do but encave your felf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gybes and notable fcorns, 
That dwell in every Region of his face, 
For | will make him tell the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He-hath, and is again to cope your wife. 
I fay, but mark his gefture, marry Patience, 
Or J fhall fay-y’are ail in allin Spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Doft thou hear, Jago, 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience : 
But (doft thou hear) moft bloody. 
Jago. That’s not amifs, 
Bur yer keep time in all; will you withdraw ? 
Now will I queftion Caffio of Branca, 
A Hufwife, chat by felling her defires, 
Buys her felf Bread and Cloth. It isa Creature 
That dotes on Caffio, (as tis the Strumpets plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one) 
He, when he hears of her, cannot reftrain 
From the excefs of Laughter. Here he comes. 


Enter Calo. 


As he fhall fmile, Othello hall go mad : 
And his unbookifh Jealoufie muft conferve, 
Poor Caffio fmiles, geltures and light behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant ? 
Caf. The worfer, that you gave me the addition, 
Whole want even kills me. 
Jago Ply Defdemona well, and you are fure on’t: 
Now, if this Sute lay in Branca’s dowre, 
How quickly fhould you {peed ? 
Caf. Alas, poor Caitiffe. 
Oth. Look how he laughs already. 
Jago. I never knew woman love man fo, 


Caj. Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed fhe loves me. 


Oth. Now he denies it faintly > and laughs it out. 
Jago. Do you hear, Caffio? 
Orb. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o’re: goto, well faid, well faid. 
Jago. She gives it out, that you fhall marry her. 
Do you intend it? 
Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. Do ye triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ? 
Caf. | marry. What? a cuftomer , prithee bear 
Some Charity to my wit, do not think it 
So unwholfome. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. So, fo: they laugh that win. 


Jago. Why, the cry goes, that you fhall marry her. 


Caf. Prithee fay true. 

Fago. | ama very Villain elfe. 

Oth. Have you fcoar’d me; well. 

Caf. This is the Monkies own giving out: 
She is perfwaded I will marry her 


Out of her own love and flattery, not out of my promife. 


Orth. Jaco beckons me: now he begins the ftory. 


place. I was the other day talking on the Sea bank with 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 
me thus about my neck. 

_ Orbel. Crying , oh dear Cuffio, asit were: his gefture 
imports it. 

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me : 

So fhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Othel. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber: Oh, | feethat Nofe of yours, bot now that Dog, | 
(hall throw it to. 

Caf Well, I muft leave her company. 

Jago. Before me: Look where fhe comes. 


Enter Bianca. 


Caf. Tis fuch another Fitchew : marry, a perfum'd one: 
What do yon mean by this haunting of mc? 

Bian. Let the Devil and his Damm haunt you: What 
did you mean by that fame Handkerchief you gave mc 
even now? I was afine fooltotake ic: I muft take our 
the work? A likely pieceof work, that you fhould find 
ic in your Chamber, and know not who left it there. This 
is fome Minxes token, and I muft take out the work ? 
There, give it your Hobbey-Horfe : Wherefoever you 
had ir, PI! take out no work on’, 

Caf. How now, my fweet Bsanca ? 

How now ? How now? l 

Orhel, By Heaven, that fhould be my Handkerchief. 

Bian. (f yow il come to fupper to night, you may; if you 
will not, come when you are next prepar’d for. CE xi. 

Jage. Afrecher, after her. 

Caf. I muft, he’lirailin the ftreets elfe. 

Jago. Will you fup there ? 

Caf. Yes, lintend fo. 

Fago. Well, I may chance to fee you: For I would very 
fain {peak with you. 

Caf. Prithee, come, will you ? 

Jago, Goto: Say no more. (Exit. 

Othef. How fhall | murther him, Fago ? 

Jago. Did you perceive how he laugh’d at his vice ? 

Othel. Oh, Jago. 

Jago. And did yon fee the Handkerchief ? 

Othel, Was that mine ? 

Jago. Yours by this hand: and to fee how he prizes 
the foolifh woman your wife: She gave it him, and he 
hath piven it his Whore. 

Orbel. | would have him nine years a killing : 

A fine woman, a fair woman, a fweet woman ? 

Jago. Nay, you muft forget that. 

Othel. 1, let her rotand perih, and be damn’d to night, 
for fhe fall not live. No, my heart is turn’d to ftone: | 
trike it, andit hurts my hand. Oh, the world bath not 
a [weeter Creature : She might lie by an Emperor’s fide, 
and command him Tasks. 

Jago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

Othel. Hang her , Ido bot fay what fhe is: fo delicate 
with her Needle: An admirable Mufician. Oh, fhe will 
fing the Savagenefs out of a Bear: Of fo high a plenteous 
wit, and invention ? 

Fago. She’sthe worfe for all this. 

Othel. Oh, athoufand, a thoufand times: 

And then of fo gentle a condition ? 

Jago. |, too gentle. 

Orthel. Nay that’s certain. 

But yet the pity of it, fago: Oh, Fago, the pity of it, Fago. 

Jaco. If you are fo fond over her iniquity: Give her 
patent to offend, for if it touch not you, it Comes near 
no body. 

Othel. 1 willchop her into Meffes: Cuckold me! 

Jago. Oh, ’tis foul in her. 

Othel, With mine Officer ! 

Jago. That’s fouler. 

Othel Get me fome poyfon, ago, this night. Pll not 


Caf. She was here even now: fhe haunts me in every { expoftulate with her: Left her body afd her beauty un- 


provide} 
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provide my mind again : this night, Fago. 
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Call all in all fufficient ? Is this the Nature 


¥ago. Do it not with poyfon, ftrangle her in her bed, | Whom Paflion could not fhake ? whofe folid vertue 


even the bed fhe hath contaminated. 

Othel. Good, good: 
The juftice of it pleafes: very good. 

Fago. And for Caffio, let me be his undertaker : 
You fhall hear more by midnight. 


Enter Lodovico, Defdemona, and Attendants. 


Orhel, Excellent good: what Trumpet is that fame ? 
Fago, | warrant fomething from Vemce, 

Tis Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. 

See, your wife’s with him. 

Lodo. Save you, worthy General. 

Othel, With all my heart, Sir. 

Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you. 

Othel. 1 kifs the Inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the News, good Coufin Lodovico ? 

Jago. I am very glad to fee you, Signior. 
Welcome to (yprus. 

Lod. I thank you: how do’s Lieutenant Caffio ? 

Jago. Lives, Sir. 

Def. Coufin, there’s faln between him and my Lord 
An unkind breach: but you fhall make alt well. 

Othel. Are you fure of that ? 

Def. My Lord ? 

Othel. This fail you not to do, as you will—— 

Lod He did not call: he’s bufie in the paper, 

Is there divifion ’twixt my Lord and Caffio ? 

Def. A moft unhappy one: I would do much 
T’atone them for the love I bear to Caffio. 

Othel, Fire and Brimftone. 

Def: My Lord. 

Othel. Are you wile ? 

Def. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the Letter mov’d hia. 

For as I think they do command him home. 
Deputing Cajfio in his Government, 

Def. Truft me, | am glad on’t. 

Othel. Indeed ? 

Def. My Lord? 

Othel. | am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. Why, fweet Othello? 

Orbel. Devil. 

Def. {have not deferv’d this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ’d in Venice, 
Though 1 fhould fwear I faw’t. ’Tis very much, 
Make her amends: fhe weeps. 

Othel Oh Devil, Devil: 

If that che Earth could teem with womans tears, 
Each drop fhe falls would prove a Crocodile: 
Out of my fight. 

Def. 1 will not ftay to offend you: 

Lod, Truly obedient Lady : 

I do befeech your Lordthip call her back. 

Orhel. Mittrefs. 

Def. My Lord. 

Othel. What would you with her, Sir? 

Lod. Who 1, my Lord? 

_Othel. 1, you did with that I would make her turn: 
Sir, fhe can turn and turn: and yet go on 
And turn again. And fhe can weep, Sir, weep. 
And fhe’s obedient: as you fay obedient. 
Very obedient ; proceed you in your tears- 
Concerning this, Sir, (Oh well painted paffion) 
l am commanded home: get you away: 
I'll fend for you anon. Sir, I obey the Mandate. 
And will return to Venice. Hence, avant : 
Caffio fhall have my place. And, Sir, to night 
| do entreat, that we may fup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus. 
Goats and Monkies. LExit. 
Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 


The fhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
Jago. He is much chang’d. 
Lod, Are his wits fafe ? Is he not of light Brain? 
Jago. He’s that he is: I may not breathe my cenfure, 
What he might be: if what he might, he is nor, 
l would to heaven hie were. 
Lod, What, {trike his wife ? 
Jago. Faith that was not fo well; yet would I knew 
That ftroke would prove the worft. 
Lod. ls it his ufe ? 
Or did the Letters work upon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 
Jago. Alas, alas: - 
It is not honefty in me to fpeak 
What J have feenand known. You fhall obferve him, 
And his own courfes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my fpeech : do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 


Lod. Iam forty that I am deceiv’d in him,  [é&xennr. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello and Æmilia. 


Othel. You have feen nothing then? 
c“mil, Nor ever heard: nor ever did fufpect. 
Orhel. Yes, you have feen Caffio and fhe together. 
c4mil, But then I faw no harm: and chen | heard 
Each fyllable that breath made np between them. 
Othel, What? Did they never whifper ? 
Amil. Never, my Lord. 
Othel. Nor fend you out oth’ way ? 
eAAmil, Never. 
Oth.To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask,nor nothing? 
eEmil, Never, my Lord. 
Othel. That’s ftrange. 
Emil. | durft (my Lard) to wager fhe is honeft, 
Lay down my Sou) at ftake: If you think other, 
Remove your thought. It doth abufe your bofom, 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite ir with the Serpents curfe, 
For if fhe be not honeft, chaft, and true, 
There’s no man happy, the pureft of their Wives 
Is foul as Slander. 
Othef. Bid her come hither : go, 
She fays enough: yet fhe’s a fimple Bawd 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtle Whore: 
A Cloffet-Lock and Key of villanous Secrets, 
And yet fhe’ll kneel, and pray : Ihave feen her do’t. 


[Eat Aemilia, 


Enter Defdemona and Emilia. 


Def. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Othel. Pray you, Chuck, come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure ? 

Othel. Let me fee your eyes: look in my face. 

Def. What horrible Fancy’s this ? 

Othel. Some of your Function, Miftrefs, 
Leave Procreants alone, and fhut the doot : 
Cough, or cry hem, ifany body come: f 
Your Myftery, your Myftery;, nay difpatch. [Exit mut. 
Def. Upon my knee, what doth your fpeech import ? 
[ underftand a Fury in your words. 

Othel. Why ? What art thou ? 

Def. Your wife, my Lord: your true and loyal wife. 

Orbel. Come fwear it: damn thy felf, being like one of 
Heaven, the Devils themfelves fhould fear ro feize thee. 
Therefore be double damn’d: fwear thou art honeft. 

Def. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Othel, Heaven truly knows, that thou art falfe as Hell. 


Def. 
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Def. To whom, my Lord? 
With whom? How am I falfe ? 

Othel. At, Defdemon, away, away, away. 

Def. Alas the heavy day: Why do yon weep ? 
Aw I the motive of thefe tears, my Lord? 

If happily you my Father do fufpect, 

An Inftrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me: if you have loft him, 
[have loit him too. . l 

Orbel. Had it pleas’d Heaven, 

To try me with Affliction, had they rain’d 
Allkind of fores, and fhames on my bare head: 
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips 

Given to Captivity me and my utmoft hopes. 

I fhould have found in fome place of my foul 

A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 
The fixed figure for the time of Scorn, 

To point his flow and moving finger at. 

Yet could! bear that too, well, very well: 

But there where | have garnec’d up my heart, 
Where either I muft live, or bear no life, 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elfe dries up: To be difcarded thence, 

Or keepit asa Ciltern, for foul Toads 

To knot and gender in Turn thy complexion there; 
Patience, thou young and rofe lipp’d Cherubin, 
[ here look grim as hell. 

Def. 1 hope my Lord efteems me honeft. 

Othel. O1, as Summer flies are in che Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Ob thou weed: 
Who art fo lovely, fair, and fmell’{ fo fweet, 
That the Sence asks at thee, 

Would thon’dit never been born. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant fin have | committed ? 

Othel. Was this fair Paper? This moft goodly Book 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed, 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 

I fhould make very Forgesof my Cheeks, 

That would to Cynders burn up Modefty, 

Did bur { fpeak thy deeds. VVhat, committed ? 
Heaven ftops the Nofe at it, and che Moon winks: 
The bawdy wind that kifles all ic meets, 

Is hufh’d within the hollow Mine of Earth 

And will not hear’t. What, committed ? 

Def. By Heaven, you do me wrong. 

Orbel. Are not you a Strumpet? 

Def. No, asl ama Chriftian. 
lf to preferve this Veffel for my Lord, 

From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a Strumpet, lam none. 

Othel, What, not a Whore ? 

Def. No, as I fhall be fav’d. 

Othel. {s’t poflible ? 

Def. Oh Heaven forgive us. 

Othel. Lcry you mercy, then. 

I took you for that cunning Whore of Vemce, 
That marricd with Orbello. You, Miftrefs, 


Enter Æmilia. 


That have the Office oppakte to Saint Peter, 
And keeps the gate of Hell. You, you: 1, you. 


We have done our courfe: there’s money for your pm 
Exit. 


] pray you, turn the Key, and keep our counfe!, _ 
emi. Alas , what does this Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, Madam? How do you, my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, half afleep. 
“Emil. Good Madam, i 
What’s the matter with my Lord? 
Def. VVith whom ? 
mil. Why with my Lord, Madam? 
Def. Who is thy Lord ? 
eAEmil. He that is yours, fweet Lady. 
Def. thave none, do not talk tome, c£nnisa, 


ed 


[ cannot weep: nor anfwers have I none, 
Bur what fhould go by Water. Prethee to nighr, 
Lay on my Bed my VVedding Shects, remember, 
And call thy Husband hither. 

Emil, Hece’s achange indeed. 

Def. Tis meet | fhould be us’d fo : very meet. 
How have 1 been behav’d, chat he might ftick 
The fmalleft opinion on my lealt mifufe ? 


CExu. 


Enter Jago, and Amilia. 


Jago. What is your pleafure, Madam ? 
How is’t with you? 
Def cannot teli: Thofe that doteach your Babes, 
Do it wich gentle means, and eafie tasks. 
He might have chid me fo: For in good faith, 
I am a Child to chiding. 
Jago. What’s the matter, Lady ? 
e£mil. Alas (Jago) my Lord hath fo bewnor’d her, 
Thrown fuch defpight, and heavy terms upon her, 
That tcue hearts cannot bear it. 
Def. Am I that name, Fago? 
Jago, What name (fair Lady ?) 
Def. Such as fhe faid my Lord did fay | was. 
Emil. Hecall’d her whore: A Beggar, in his driok, 
Could not have laid fuch terms upon his Callet. 
Fago. Why did he fo? 
Def. \donotknow: Iam fure Iam none fuch. 
Jago, Do not weep: Do not weep: Alas-the-day 
e/£mil. Hath fhe forfook fo many Noble Matches ? 
Her Father? And her Countrey ? And her Friends ? 
To be call’d Whore ? Would it not make one weep? 
Def. Itis my wretched Fortune. 
Jago. Befhrew him for’t: 
How comes this trick upon him ? 
Def. Nay, Heaven doth know. 
e£mil. 1 will be hang’d if fome eternal Villain, 
Some buhe and infinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening flave, to get fome Office, 
Has not devis’d this flander : I will be hang’d elfe. 
Jago. Fie, there is no fuch man : It is impofible. 
Def. 1f any fuch there be, Heaven pardon him. 
emi, A Halter pardon him: 
And Hell gnaw his bones. 
Why fhould he call her Whore? 
Who keeps her company ? 
What Place? What Time? 
What Form? What Likelyhood ? 
The Moor’s abus’d by fome moft villainous Knave, 
Some bafe notorious Knave, fome {curvy Fellow. 
Oh Heavens, that fuch companions thoud’ft unfold, 
And put io every honeft hand a whip, 
To lath the Rafcal naked through the World, 
Even from the Eaft to th’ VVett. 
Jago. Speak within Door. 
cmil, Oh fie upon them: Some fuch ’Squire he was, 
That turn’d your Wic, the feamy fide without, 
Aad made you to fufpect me with the Moore. 
Jago. You area Fool: Go to. 
Def. Alas, Fago, 
Waat hhall Ido to win my Lord again? 
Good Friend, goto him: For by this light of Heaven, 
I know not how I loft him. Here I kneel: 
If e’re my wil did trefpafs ’gainft his Love, 
Either in difcourfe of thought, or actual deed, 
Or that mice Eyes, mine Ears, or any Seace 
Delighted them: Or any other Form: 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will (though he do fhake me off 
To beggarly Divorcement) love him dearly, 
Comfort foriwear me. Unkindnefs may do much, 
And his Unkindnefs may defeat my Life, 
But never taint my Love. | cannot fay Whore, 
It do’s abhor me now | fpeak the word, r 
o 
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Todothe A&t, that might the addition earn, 
Nor the worlds Malle of vanity could make me. 
Fago. I pray you be content: ’tis but his humour : 
The bufinefs of the State do’s him offence. 
Def. \f twere no other, 
Fago, Itis but fo, I warrant : 
Heark how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper : 
The Meflenger of Venice tayes the Meat , 
Goin, and weep not: all things fhall be well. 4 
[ Exennt Defdemona and A:milia. 


Enter Rodorigo. 


How now, Rodoriga ? 

Rod. | do not find 
That thou deal’ft juftly with me. 

Fago. Whatinthe contrary? = 

Redo, Every day thou dofts me with fome device, ago, 
and rather as it feems to me now, keep’ft from me all 
conveniency, thou fupplieft me with the leaft advantage 
of hope: I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am I yet 
perfwaded to put up in peace, what already I have fool- 
ifhly fuffer’d. 

Fago, Will you lear me, Rodorigo ? 

Rodo. | have heard too much: and your words and per- 
formances are no kin together. 

Jaco, Youcharge me moft unjuftly. 

Rodo, With naughe but truth : I have wafted my felf out 
of my means. The Jewels you have had from me to de- 
liver Defdemona, would half have corrupted a Votarilt. 
You have told me fhe hath receiv’d them, and return’d me 
expectations and comforts of fudden refpect, and acquain- 
tance, but! find none. 

Jago. Well, goto: very well. a 

Rodo. Very well, goto: I cannot goto, (man) nor ‘tis 
not very well: nay, Ithink itis{cutvy : and begin to find 
my felf fopt init. 

Jago. Very well. | 

Rodo, I tell you, ’tis not very well: Iwill make my felf 
known to Defdemona, If fhe will return me my Jewels, | 
will give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful folicita- 
tion. Mf not, affure your felf, 1 will feck fatisfaction of 
you. 

Jago. You have faid now, ' 

Rods. I, and faid nothing but what I proteft intcndment 
of doing. 

Jago. Why, now I fee there’s mettle in thee: and even 
from this inftant do build on thee a better opinion than 
ever before: give me thy hand, Rodorigo, Thou haft taken 
againft mea molt juit exception: but yet I proteft I have 
dealt moft directly inthy Affair. 

Rodo. It hath not appcar’d. 

Jago. | grant indeed ichath not appear’d: and your 
fufpition is not without witand judgement. But, Redorizo, 
if thou haft chat in thee indeed, which I have greater realon 
to believe now than ever (Imean purpofe, Courage, and 
Valour ) this night fhewit. If thou the next night fol- 
lowing enjoy not Defdemona, take me from this world with 
Treachery, anddevife Engines for my life. 

Rodo. Well: what isit? Is it within reafon and com- 
pals ? 

Fago. Sir,there is efpecial Commiffion come from Venice 
to depute (iuffiain Orhello’s place. 

Rodo. 1s thattrue? Why then Othello and Defdemona 
return again to Vemce. 

Jago, Oh no: he goes into  Afauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Defdemonaz, unlefs his abode be 
lingred here by fome accident. Wherein none canbe fo 
determinate, as the removing of Caffio. 

Rodo. How do you mean removing him? 

Jago. Why,by making him uncapable of Othello’s place: 
knocking out his brains. 

Rodo. And that you would have me to do. 

Jago. 1: ifyou dare doyour felfa profit, and aright. 
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He fups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will I goto 
him. He knows not yet ofhis honourable fortune, if you 
will watch his going thence ( which I will fafhion to fall 
out between twelve and one) you may take him at your 
pleafure. I will bencar to fecond your Attempt, and he 
fhall fall betweenus. Come, ftand not amaz’d at it, but 
go along with me: I will fhew you fuch a neceffity in his 
death , that you fhall think your felf bound to pur it on 
him. It isnow high fupper time: and the night grows 
to waft. About it. 
Rodo. I will hear further reafon for this. 


Fago, And you fhall be fatisfied. [Exeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, Emilia 
and Attendants, 


Lod. 1 do befeech you, Sir, trouble your felf no further. 

Othe. Oh pardon: twill do me good to walk, 

Lod. Madam, good night: | humbly thank your Ladi. 

Def. Your honour is moft welcom. (hip 

Othe. Will you walk, Sir? Oh Defdemona. 

Def. My Lord. 

Othe. Get you to bed on th’inftant , I will be rcturn’d 
forthwith: difmifS your Attendant there: Jook’t be 
done, LEwvie. 

Def. 1 will, my Lord. 

e/£mi. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 

Def. He fayes he will return incontinent, 

And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me todifmifs you. 

ems. Difmifs me? 

Def. It was his bidding: therefore good -£wilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu, 

We mutt not now difpleafe him. 

c£mi. I would you had never feen him. 

Def. So would not I: my love doth fo approve him, 
That even his ftubbornnefs, his checks, his frowns, 

( Prithee un-pin me ) have grace and favour. 

efEms I have laid thofe fheets yon bad me on the bed. 

Def. Alls one: good Father, how foolith are our 
minds ? 

If 1 do die before thee, prithee fhrowd me 
In one of thefe fame fheets. 

emi. Come, come: you talk. 

Def. My Mother hada Maid call’d Barbara, 
She was in love: and he fhe lov’d prov’d mad. 
And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing ’twas: but ic exprefs’d her Fortune, 
And fhe dy’d finging it. That Song to night, 
Will not go from my mind: ] have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one fide 
And fing it like poor Barbara: prithee difpatch. 

£mi. Shall 1 go fetch your Night-gown ? 

Def. No, un-pin me here, 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handfom man. 

Def. He fpeaks well. 

cmil. | know a Lady in Venice would have walk’d 
bare-foor to Paleftine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Def. The poor Soul fat finging,by a Sycamore tree 3 
Sing all a green Willow : 

Her hand on her bofome, ber head on her knee, 

Sing Willow, Willow, Willow. 

The frefh ftreams ran by her, and murmur d her moans; 
Sing Willow, Cec. 

Her falt tears fell from ber,and foftned tne tones 

Sing Willow, Gc. (Lady by thefe) 
Willow, Willow. (Prithee high thee, he’ll come anon) 
Sing all a green Willow muft be my Garland, 

Let no body blame him, his {corn I approve. 


( Nay that’s not next. Hark who ts’t that knocks ? i 
mit, 
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£mi. Its the wind. 
Def, 1 call’d my Love falfe Love: but what faidhe then ? 
Sing Willough, ©c. 
If Í court no women, yow U conch with mo men, 
So get thee gone, good night: mine eyes do itch : 
Doth that boad weeping ? 
Amil. ’Tis neither here, nor there, , 
Def. 1 have heard it faid fo, O thefe men, thefe men! 
Doft thov in confcience think (tell me e£rrlia) 
That there be women do abufe their husbands 
In fuch grofs kind ? 
eÆ£ml. There be fome fuch, no queftion. 
Def. Would’ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ; 
eÆmil. Why, would not you ? 
Def. No, by this heavenly light. 
eAmil, Nor I neither, by this heavenly light. 
{ might do’t as well ith’dark. 
- Def. Would’ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ? 
cAimil, The world’s a huge thing : 
It isa great price, for a fmall vice. 
Def. Incroth I think thou would’ft not. 
eÆmil. In troth I think 1 fhould, and undo’e when 
l haddone. Marry , I would not do fuch a tbing for a 
joynt Ring, norfor meafures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
allthe whole world: why, who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold, tomake hima Monarch? I fhould ven 
ture Purgatory for’e. 
Def. Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world. 
emil. Why,the wrong is but a wrong i’th’world, and 
having the world for your labour, ’tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it right. 
Def. \do not think there is any fuch woman. 
eEmil, Yes, a dozen: and as manytoth’vantage, as 
would ftore the world they plaid for. 
But I do think itis their husbands faults 
if Wivesdo fall: (Say, that they flack their duties, 
And pour our treafures into foreign laps : 
Or elfe break out in peevifh Jealoufies, 
Throwing ceftraint upon us: Or fay they firike us, 
Or {cant our former having in defpight) 
Why we have galls : and though we have fome Grace, 
Yet have we fome Revenge. Let husbands knoow, 
Their wives have fenfe like them : they fee and fmell, 
And have their Palats both for fweet and fowr, 
As husbands have. What isit that they do 
When they change us for others ? Is it {port ? 
[ think itis: and doth affection breed it ? 
i think it doth: Is’t frailty chat thus erres ? 
It is fo too. And have not we affections ? 
Defires for fport? and frailty as men have ? 
Then let them ule us well : elfe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inftruct us to. 
Def. Good night, good night « 
Heaven me fuch ufes fend, 


Not to pick bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. LE-wxeunt. 





Atus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Jago, end Rodorigo. 


Ere, ftand behind this Bark, 
Straight will he come : 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and putit-home : 
Quick, quick, fear nothing, Ple beat thy Elbow, 
It makes us, orit marrsus, think on that, 
And fix moft firm thy Refolution ; 
Rod, Be near at hand, { may mifcarry to’t. . 
Fago. Here, at thy hand: Behold, and take thy ftand. 
Rod. I have no great devotion tothe deed, 
And yet he hath given me fatisfying Reafons : 


Jago. 
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"Tis buta man gone. Forth my Sword : he dies. 

Jago. | have rub’d this young Quat almoftto the fenfe, 
And hegrowsangry. Now, whether he kill Caffio, 
Or Cufio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorigo 
He calls me to a reftitution large , 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that | bob’d from him, 
As gifts to Defdemona. 
fc muftnoc be: if Caffio do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty In his life, 
That makes me ugly: and befides, the eAfoor 
May wofold meto him: there ftand { in much peril : 
No, he muft dic. But fo, I hear him coming. 


Emer Caffio, 


Rod. | know his gate, ’tis he > Villain thou dyeft. 
Caf. That thrn{t had been mine enemy indeed, 
Bot that my Coat is better than thou know’ : 
Iwill make proof of thine. 
od. Oh, Iam flain, 
Caj. 1am maim’d for ever : 
Help hoa : Murther, murther. 


Enter Othello. 


Othe. The voice of Caffio, Fazo keeps his wor d 

Rod, O Villain that ae ae 

Oth. it is even fo. 

Caf. Oh help hoa: Light, a Surgeon. 

Orth. ’Tishe: O brave Fago, honek and juft, 
That haft fuch Noble feafe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your unbleft Fate highes: Strumpet I come: 
For off my heart, thofe Charms thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed-left-ftain’d, thall with Lufts bloud be {potted. 

CExir. Othello. 


Enter Lodovico, avd Gratiano. 


Caf. What hoa? no watch? nopaflage ? 
Murcher, Murther. 

Gra. Tis fome mifchance, the voice is very dircful. 

Caf. Oh help. Lodo. Hark. 

Rod. Oh wretched Villain, 

Lod. Twoor threegroan. Tis heavy night ; 
Thefe may be counterfeits: Let s think’t unfafe 
Tocome intothecry, without more help. 

Rod. Nobody come then hall] bleed to death. 


Enter Jago. 


Led. Hark. 
Gra, Here’s one comes in his fhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 
Jago. Who's there ? 
Whofe noife is this that cryes out murther ? 
Lodo, We do not know. 
Jago. Do not you hear acry ? 
CaJ; Here, here: for heavea fake help me. 
Jago. What’s the matter ? 
Gra. This is Orhello’s Ancient as I take it. 
Lodo. The fame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Jago. Whatare you here, that cry fo panan ? 
Caf: Jago? Oh fam fpoyl’d, undone by Villains : 
Give me fome belp. 
Jago. O me , Lieutenant ! 
What Villains have done this ? 
Caf. I chink that one of them is hercabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Jago, Oh treacherous Villains: 
What are you there? Come in, and give fome help. 
Rod, O help me there. 
Caf. That’s one of them. 


Mmm Jago. 
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Fago. Oh murd’rous Slave! O Villain! 
Rod. Odamn’d Fago! O inhumane Dog ! 
Fago. Kill men Pth’dark ? 
Where be thefe bloudy Thieves ? 
How filent is this Town? Ho, murther, murther. 
What may you be? Are you of good or evil? 
Lod. As you fhall prove us, praife us. 
Jago. Signiot Lodovico. 
Lod. He , Sir. | a 
Jago. I cry you mercy : here’s Cafio hurt by Villains. 
Gra. Caffo. 
Fago. How is’t, Brother ? 
Caf. My Leg is cutin two. 
Jago Marry heaven forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, l'le bind it with my fhirt, 


Enter Bianca. 


Bian, What is the tatter hoa? whois’t that cry’d? 

Jago, Who is't that cry’d ? 

Bian, Oh my dear Caffio, 

My tweet Caffio: Oh Caffio, Caffio, Caffio. 

Jazo. O notable Strumpet. Caffio, may vou fufpect 
Who they fhould be, that have thus mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

_ Gra. \am forry to find you thus: 
l have beento feck you. - 

Jago. Lend mea Garter. So: —— Oh for a Chair 
To bear him eafily hence. 

Bian. Alas he faintse Oh Caffio, Cafsio, Cafsio. 

Jago, Geatlemen all, Ido fufpect this Trafh 
To be a party in this injury. 

Patience a while, good Cafsio. Come, come; 

Lend mea Light: know we this face, or no? 

Alas my friend, and my dear Country-man 

Rodorigo? No: Yes fure: Yea, tis Rodorigo. 
_ Gra. What, of Venice ? ; 

Jago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

Jago. Signior Gratiano? cry your gentlep ardon: 
Thefe bloudy accidents muft excufe my manners, 
That fo neglected you. 

Gra. 1 am glad to fee you. 

Jago. How do you, Cafio? OhaChair,a Chair, 

Gra. Rodorigo ? 

Jago. He, he, ’tis he: 

Oh that’s well faid, the Chair. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence, 

lle fetch the General Surgeon. For you, Miftris, 

Save you your labour, He that lies flain here (C/o) 

Was my dear friead. VVhat malice was between you ? 
Caf. None in the world: nor dol know the man: 


Jago. VVhat look you pale 2 Oh bear him out oth’Atr. | 


Stay you good Gentlemen. Look you pale Miftris ? 
Do you perceive the gaftnefs of her eye ? 
Nay, if you ftare, we fhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well: 1 pray you look upon her - 
Do you fee, Gentlemen ? Nay, — will fpeak 
Though tongues were out of ufe. 
c£mil. Alas, what is the matter ?. 
VVhat Is the matter, husband. 
F wo. Caffio hath here been fet on in the dark 
By Redorsgo, and Fellows that are {cap’d : 
He’s almoft flain, and Rodorigo quite dead. 
cEmil. Alas,good Gentleman: alas, good (afte. 
fago. That is the fruits of whoring, Prithee -£Lmuha, 
Goa know of Cafsio where he fupt to night, 
VV har do you thake at that ? 
Bian. He fupt at my houfe, but I therefore fhake not. 
Jago. O did he fo? [charge you go with me. 
c£ml. Oh fic upon thee, Strumpet. 
Bian. 1am noStrumpet, but of life as honeft, 
As you that thus abufe me. 
Emil. As |? Fie upon thee. 
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Fago. Kind Gentlemen : 
Let’s go {ee poor Caffio dreft. 
Come Miftris, you muft tell’s another Tale. 
eEmilsa, run you tothe Cittadel, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap’d: 
Will you goon afore? This is the night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, and Defdemona in her bed. 


LExeunt, 


Othel. Itisthe Caufe, itis the Caufe (my Soul) 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte Stars, 
it is the Canfe. Yet Ple not fhed her bloud, 
Nor fcar that whiter skin of hers than Snow, 
And fmoorh as Monumental Alabafter : 
Yet fhe muft die, elfe he’ll betray more men: 


| Pot out the Light, and then put out.the Light: 


If 1 queuch thee, thou Aaming Munifter, 
| canagain thy former light reftore, 
Should repent me. But once put ont thy light, 
Thou cunning’ft Pattern of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy Light re-lume. 
When I have pluck’d thy Rofe, 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs muft wither. Tle f{mell thee on the tree: 
Oh Balmy breath, that do’ft almoft perfwade 
Juftice to break her Sword. One more, one more; 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that’s the laft, 
So {weet, was ne’re fo fatal. 1 muft weep, 
But they arecrul tears: this forrow’s heavenly, 
It ftrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Def. Who's there? Othello ? 
Othel. 1, Defdemona. 
Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord ? 
Othel. Have you pray’d to night, Defdemoxa, 
Def. 1, my Lord. 
Othel. If you bethink your felf ofany Crime 
Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven, and Grace, 
Solicit for it ftraight. 
Def. Alack, my Lord, 
What may you mean by that ? 
Othel, Well, do it,and be brief, I will walk by ? 
l would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 
No, (Heavens fore-fend) 1 would not kill thy Soul. 
Def: Talk you of killing? 
Othel. 1, I do. 
Def. Then heaven have mercy on me, 
Othel. Amen, with all my heart. 
Def. 1f you fay fo, 1 hope you will not kill me. 
Othe. Humh. 
Def. And yet I fear you : for you're fatal then. 
When your eyes rowl fo. 
Why I fhould fear I know not, 
Since guiltinefs [knownot : But yet I feel | fear 
Othel, Think onthy fins. 
Def. They are love I bear to you. 
Othel. 1, and for that thou dy’ft. 
Def. That death’s unnatural,that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether-lip ? 


‘Some blondy paflion fhakes your very frame: 


Thefe are portents: but yet l hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 
Othel. Peace, and be fill. 
Def. Iwill fo: what’s the matter ? 
Orhel, That Handkerchief 
Which I fo lov’d, and gave thee, thou gav’ft Ca/fio 
Def. Noby my life, and Soul: fend for the man, 
And ask him. 
Othel. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of ee 
ou 
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Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Def. 1, but not yet to die. 
Othe. Prefently. 
Therefore confefs thee freely of thy fin: 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannotremove, nor choak the ftrong Conception 
That | dogroan withal. Thou art to die. 
Def. Oh heaven have mercy on me. 
Othe. | fay, Amen. 
Def. And have you mercy too, I never did 
Offend youin my life: neverlov’d Caffio, 
But with fuch general warranty of heaven, 
As I might love. I never gave him Token. 
Orth. By heaven I faw my Handkerchiefin’s hand, 
O perjur’d woman, thou do’ft ftone my heart, 
And makeft me call, what I intend to do, 
A Murther, which | thought a Sacrifice. 
I faw the Handkerchief. 
Def. He found it then; 
[ never gave ithim: Send for him hither : 
Let him confefs a truth. 
Othe, He hath confeft: 
Def, What, my Lord ? 
Oth. That he hath us’d thee. 
Def. How ? unlawfully ? 
Oth, I 
Def. He will not fay fo. 
Oth. No: his mouth is ftopp’d : 
Honeft Fago hath tane order for’t. 
Def. Oh, myfear interprets. What is he dead ? 
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. 
Def. Alas, he is betcay’d, and I undone. 
Oth. Out Strumpet: weep it thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O banifh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, Strumpet. 
Def. Kill me to morrow, let me live to night. 
Orb, Nay, if you ftrive. 
Def. But half an hour. 
Oth, Being done, there is no paule. 
Def. But while 1 fay one prayer. 
Oth. It is too late. (Smothers her. 
FEmilia at the door. 


c“mil. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa ? 
My Lord , my Lord. 
Oth. What noife is this? not dead ? not yet quite dead, 
I chat am cruel, am yet merciful, 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain? 
So, fo. 
cmil. within. What hoa? my Lord, my Lord? 
Orth, Who's there? 
emi. Oh, my good Lord, I would fpeak a word with 


you. 
Oth. Yes: "tis Amilia: by and by. She’s dead. 

Tis like fhe comes to {peak of Caffio’s death : 

The noife was high. Hab, no more moving ? 

Stillas the Grave. Shall fhe come in ? wer’t good ? 

I think fhe ftirs again :No, whac’s beft todo ? 

If fhe come in, fhe’ll fure [peak to my wife : 

My wife, my wife, what wife? I have no wife. 

Ohinfupportable! Ohcavy hour 

Methinks, it fhould be now a huge Eclipfe 

Of Sun and Moon: and that th’affrighted Globe 

Did yawn at Alteration. 
eEmil. 1 do befeech you 

That I may fpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord. 
Orb. Vhad forgot thee: Oh come in, eEmlia. 

Soft, by and by , let mė the Cuttains draw, 

Where artthou? what's the matter with thee now ? 
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Enter Æmilia. 


a Oh , my good Lord, yonders foul Murthers 


Othe. What? now? 
cami, But now, my Lord, 
ad Ic is the very error of rhe Moon, 
e comes more nearer Earth than 
And makes men mad. a 
eEmil. Caffio, my Lord, hath kill’d 
A young Venetian, call’d R odorigo, 
Oth. Rodoriga kill’d? and Caffio kill’d? 
c£mil, No, Caffio isnot kill’d. 
Oth. Not Caffiokill’d ? Then Murther’s out of tune, 
And fweet Revenge grows harhh, 
Def. O falfely, talfely murder'd. 
eZmil, Alas! whatcry is that? 
Othe. That? what? 
mil, Out, and alas, that was my Ladies voice, 
Help, help hoa, help, Ob Lady fpeak again, 
Sweet Defdemona, oh fweet Mittris, fpeak. 
Def. A guiltlefsdeath I die. 
emi. Ohwho hath done this deed ? 
Def. Nobody: I my felf, farewel : 
Commend me to my kind Lord: oh farewel. 
Orb. Why, how fhould fhe be murd’red ? 
emi, Alas: whoknows ? 
Oth. You hear her fay her felf, it was not I. 
e/£mil. She faid fo: 1 muft needs report the truth. 
Oth. She's like a Lier gone to burning hell , 
"Twas I chac kill’d her. 
aa. Oh the more Angel fhe, and you the blacker 
evil. 
Orh. She turn’d to folly: and fhe wasa whore. 
e£mil, Thou do’lt bely her, and thou art a devil, 
Orth. She was falfe as water. 
c£mil. Thou artrafhas fire, to fay 
That fhe was falfe. Oh fhe was heavenly true, 
Oth. Caffio did topher : ask thy husband elfe 
O, I weredamn’d beneath all depth in hell: 
Buc that I did proceed ae joft grounds 
To thisextremicy. Thy husband knew itall. 
Emil. My Husband? 
Orb. Thy Husband. 
eAmil, That fhe was falle to Wedlock ? 
Oth. 1, with Caffio : had fhe been true, 
If Heaven would make me fuch another world, 
Of one entire and perfect Chryfolite, 
I'd not have fold her for it. 
e£Æmil. My Husband ? 
Orh. 1, twas he that told me on her firft, 
An honeft man he is, and hates the flime 
That fticks on filthy deeds. 
eEmil. My Husband ? 
O:h. What needs this iterance, woman ¢ 
I fay thy Husband. 
e£mil. Ob Miftris, 
Villany had made mocks with love : 
My Husband fay fhe was falfe ? 
Orbe. He, woman; 
I fay chy husband: do'ft underftand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband; honeft, honeft Fago. 
Emil, \f hefay fo, may his pernicious Soul 
Rot half a grainaday: he lies te'th’hearc, 
She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargain. 
Oth. Hah? 
c£mil. Do thy worft: 
This deed of thine is no more worthy Heaven, 
Than thou waft worthy her. 
Oth. Peace, you were beft. 
e£mil. Thon haft not halfthat power todo me harm 
AsI haveto be hurt. Oh gull, oh dolt, 
As ignorant as durt: thou haft done a deed 
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(i care not tor thy word) PI make thee known, 
Though I loft twenty lives, Help, help, hoa, help: 
The Moor hath kill’d my Miftrefs. Murther, murcher. 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. > 


Mon. What is the matter ? How now, General ? 
e#mil, Oh, are you come, Jago: You have done weil, 
That men mutt lay their Murthersoa your neck. 
Gra. What isthe matter ? 
_Zmil. Difprove this Villain, if thou be'ft a man, 
He fays rhou told’ft him that his wife was falfe : 
I know chou didft not: Thou’rt not fuch a Villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
Fago. | told him what I thought, 
And told no more 
Than what he found himfi If was apt and true. 
«eÆ nil. But did you ever tell him, 
She was falfe ? i 
Jago. 1 did. ‘ 
«Æ nil, You told a Lie, an odious damned Lic: 
Upon my foula Lie; a wicked Lie. 
She falfe with Caffio ? 
Did you fay with Caffio ? 
Jago. With Caffio, Miftrefs, 
Go to, charm your tongue. 
eEmil. I will not Charm my tongue ; 
[am bound to fpeak, 
My Milftrefs here lies murthered in her bed. 
All, Oh heavens forefend. 
e#mil. And your reports have fet the Murther on. 
Orhel. Nay, ftare not, Matters, 
It is true indeed. 
Gra. Tis a ftrange Truth. 
eMont, Oh monttrous Act. 
vEmil. Villany, villany, villany: 
[ think upon’t, I think: Ifmel’c: O Villany: 
Iehought fo thea: Pil kill my felf for grief, 
O villany, villany ? 
Jago. Whar, are you mad? 
I charge you, get you home. 
e£mil. Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to {peak : 
‘Tis proper [ obey him; but not now: 
Perchance, Jago, I will ne’re go home. 
Orhel. Oh, oh, oh. 
e“Emil, Nay, lay thee down and roar: 
For thou haft kill’d the fweeteft innocent, 
That e’re did lift up eye. 
Othel, Oh fhe was foul ? 
I fcarce did know you, Uncle, there lies your Niece, 
Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands have newly ftopp’d : 
l know this A& fhews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Defdemona : 
Lam glad thy Father’s dead, 
Thy match was mortal to him ; and pure grief 
Shore his old thred intwain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him doa defperate turn: 
Yea, curfe his better Angel from his fide, 
And fall to Reprobance. 
Otbel. ’Tis pitiful, but yet Fago knows, 
That fhe with (affo hath the act of fhame 
A thoufand times committed. Caffio confeft ıt, 
And the did gratifie his amorous works, 
Wich that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which I firft gave her: I faw it in his hand : 
It was a Handkerchief, an Antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
Emil, Oh heaven! Oh heavenly Powers! 
Jago, Come, hold your peace. 
c#rmil, ’Twill out. Twillout, | peace? 
No, I will fpeak as liberal as the North, 
Let Heaven, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry fhame againft me, yet Pll fpeak. 
Jago. Be wife and get you home. 
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cml. I will not. 
Gra, Fic, your fword upon a woman. 
eEnul, Oh, thou duli Moor, 
That Handkerchief thou fpeak’ft of 
l found by fortune, and did give my husband, 
For often, with a folemn earneftnefs, 
(More than indeed belong’d to fuch a Trifle) 
He begge’d of me, to fteal it. 
Jago. Villanous Whore. 
eEmil, She give it Caffio ? Alas l found it, 
And] did giv’t my husband, 

Jago. Filth, thon lieft. 

cÆ£mil. By heaven I do not, | donot, Gentlemen. 
Oh murd’rous Coxcomb, what fhould fuch a foo! 

Do with fo good a wife? 

Orbel, Are there no {tones in heaven, 
But what ferve for the Thunder ? 
Precious Villain. 

Gra. The woman falls: 

Sure he hath kill’d his Wife. 

c£mil. |, 1; Oh lay me by my Miltrefs fide. 

Gra. He’s gone, but his Wife’s kill’d. 

eon. Ysa notorious Villain : take you this weapon, 

Which I have recover’d from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without, let him not pafs, 
But kill him rather: Pll after chat fame Villain, 
For ’tis a damned Slave. 

Orbel. I am not valiant neither : 

But every Puny whipfter gets my Sword. 
But why fhould honour out-live honefty ? 
Let it go all. 

emi. What did thy Song boad, Lady ? 
Hark, canft thou hear me? | will play the Swan, 
And diein Mufick: Willough, willouch, willough. 
Moor, fhe was chaft: fhe lov’d thee, cruel Moor : 
So come my foul to blifs, as 1 fpeak true: 

So {peaking as I think, alas, 1 die. 

Otbel. 1 have another weapon inthis Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks temper : 
Oh here itis: Uncle, I muft come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee dear ; 
Thou haft no weapon, and perforce mutt fuffer. 

Othel. Look in upon me then, and fpeak with me 
Or naked as I am I will afiault thee. ; 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

Orhel. Behold, I have a weapon: 

A better never did it felf fuftain 

Upon a Souldiers Thigh. Ihave feen the day, 

That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 

I have made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times you [top. But (oh vain boaft ) 
Who can controul his fate ? ’Tis not fo now, 

Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon’ : 
Here is my Journeys end, here is my Bat, 

And very Sea-mark of my utmoft Sail. 

Do you go back difmaid ? ’Tisa loft fear, 

Man buta Rufh againft Orbedlo’s brealt, 

And he retires. Where fhould Othello go? 

Now: How doft thou look now? Ohil!-Searr’d wench, 
Pale as thy Smock: When we fhall meet at compr, 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heaven, 
And Fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl ? 
Even like thy Chaftity. O cutfed, curfed Slave ! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 

From the poffeflion of this heavenly fight : 

Blow me about in winds, and roaft me in Sulphur, 
Wath me in fteep.down gulfs of liquid Fire. 

Oh Defdemona! Dead, Defdemona: Dead, dead. Oh, oh! 


Enter Lodovico, Caflio, Montano, and Jago 
with Officers. 


Lod, Where is this rafh, and moft unfortunate man ? 
Othel. That’s he that was Orhello: Here 1am. 
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Lod, Where is that Viper ? 
Bring the Villain forth. 
Oth. Llook down towards his feet; but that’s a Fable, 
if that thou beeft a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 
Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. 
Fago. I bleed, Sit, but not kill’d. 
Oth. 1 am not forry neither, Pd have thee live ; 
For in my fenfe, tis happinefs to die. 
Lod. Oh thou, Othello, that was once fo good, 
Faln in the practice of a curfed Slave, 
What hall be faid to thee ? 
Oth, Why any thing: i 
An honourable Murderer, if you will : 
For nought | did hate, but all in Honour, 
-| Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his Villany : 
Did vou and he confent in Caffio’s Death ? 
Oth, 1. 
Caf. Dear General, I never gave you caufe, 
Och. 1 do believe it, and I ask your pardon: 
Will you, I pray, demand chat demy Devil, 
Why he hath thus enfnac’d my Soul and Body, 


Fay. Demand me nothing : what you know, you know: 


From this time forth, I never wiil {peak word. 

Lod, What? nottopray? 

Gra. Tarments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou do'tt belt. 

Lod. Sir, 

You fhall nnderftand what bath befaln, 

(Which as I think, you know not) here isa Letter 
Found in the pocket of the flain Roderigo, 

And here another, the one of them imports 

The Death of Caffio, to be undertook 

By Roderigo. 

Oth. O Villain ! 

Caffio. Molt heathenifh, and moft grofs. 

Lod, Now, here’s another difcontented paper 
Found in his pockertoo: and thisitfeems — 
Roderigo meant Chave fent this damned Villain : 
But that (belike) F<go in the interim 
Came in, and fatisi’dhim. 

Orh, Oh thou pernicious Caitiff ; 
How came you (Caffic) by that Handkerchief 
That was my Wives? 

Caf. I found itin my Chamber : 

And he himfelf confeft it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a fpecial purpofe, 
Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O Fool, Fool, Fool! 

Caf. There is befides, in Roderigo’s Letter, 
How he upbraids Fago, that he made him 
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Brave me upon the Watch: whereon ict came 
That I was caft: and cven but now he fpake 
(After long feeming dead) Jago hurc him, 
Fago fet him on. 
Lod. You muft forfake this room, and go with us: 
Your power, and your command is taken off, 
And Caffio rules in Cypriw. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 
That can torment him much. and hold him long, 
It hall be his. You fhall clofe Prifoner reft, 
Till that the Nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetsan State, Come, bring away. 
Oth. Soft you ; a word or rwo before you go: 
I have done the State fome fervice, and they know’t : 
No more of that. f pray you in your Letters, 
When you fhall thefe unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me, as Lam. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor fet down ought in malice, 
Then muft you {peak, 
OF one that lov’d not wifely, but too well: 
Of one, not ealily Jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extream: Of one, whofe hand 
(Like the bafe /ndian) threw a Pearl awa 
Richer than all his Tribe: Of one, whofe fubdu’d Eyes, 
Albeit unufed to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinablegum. Set you down this: 
And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant, and a Turbond- Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the Srate, 
[ took by th’ throat the circumcifed Dog, 
And {mote him, thus. 
Led, Oh bloudy period. 
Gra. All that is fpoke is marr’d. 
Oth. 1 kift thce, ere I kill’d thee : No way but this, 
Killing my felf, todie upon a kifs. (Dies. 
Caf. This did] fear, but thought he had no Weapon: 
For he was great of heart. 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dog: 
More fell than Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea: 
Look onthe Tragick Loading of this Bed : 
This ts thy work : 
The Object poyfons fight, 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Honfe, 
And feize upon the Fortunesot the Moor, 
For they fucceed on you. To you, Lord Governour, 
Remains the Cenfure of thishellih Villain: 
The time, the place, the torture, ohinforce it, 
My felf will ftraight aboard, and to the State, 


This heavy Act, with heavy heart,rclate. CExeunt. 
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eAdus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Demetrius, and Philo. 
Philo. A Y, but this dotage of our General 
O’re-flows the meafure : 
Thofe his goodly Eyes 
That o're the Files and Mufters of the War, 
Have glow’d like plated ears, 
Now bend, now turn . 
The Office and Devotion of their view 
Upon a Tawny Front. His Captains heart, 
Which in the {cuffles of great fights hath burft 
The Buckles on his breft, reneges all temper, 
And is become the Bellows and the Fan 
To cool a Gypfies Luft. 





Enter Anthony, and Cleopatra, ber Ladies; the Train, 
with Eunuchs fanning ber. 


Look where they come : 
Take but good note, and you fhall fee him 
The tripple Pillar of the World transform’d 
Into a Strumpets Fool. Behold and fee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me bow much? 
cnt. There’s beggery in the love that can be reckon’d. 
(leo, Vil fet a bourn how far to be belov'd. 
Ant, Then muft thou needs find out new Heaven, 
new Earth. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Mef. News (my good Lord) from Rome, 

Ant, Rate me, the fumm. 

Cleo, Nay hear them Anthony. 
Fulvia perchance is angry : or who knows, 
If che {carce-bearded Cefar have not fent 
His powerful Mandate to you, Do this, or this, 
Take in that Kingdom, and infraachife chat : 
Perform’t, or elfe we damn thee. 

Ant, How, my Love ? 

(leo. Perchance? Nay, and moft like ; 
You muft not ftay here longer, your difmiflion 
Is come from Cefar, therefore hear it Anthony. 
Where’s Fulvia’s Procefs? (Cefars | would fay) both ? 
Callin the Meflengers: asl an) Egyprs Queen, 
Thou blufheft Anthony, and that bloud ‘of thine 
Is Cafars Homager : elfe fo thy Cheeks pay fhame, 
When fhrill-tongu’d Fulviafcolds. The Meffengers, 

Ant. Let Romein Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the raign’d Empire fall: Here is my {pace, 


Kingdoms are Clay: Our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaft as Man; the Noblenefs of life 
Istodo thus: when fuch a mutual pair, 
And fuch a twain can do’t, in which J bind, 
On pain of punifhment, che World to weet 
We ftand up Peerlefs. 
Cleo. Excellent falfhaod : 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? 
l'Il feem the Fool iam not. Anthony will be himfelf. 
Ant. But fticr'd by Cleopatra. 
Now for the love of love, and her foft hours, 
Let’s not confound the time with Conference harih; 
There’s not a minute of ours lives fhould ftretch 
Without fome pleafure now. What fport to night ? 
(leo. Hear the Ambaffadors. 
Ant, Fie wrangling Queen : 
Whom every thing becomes, to-chide, to laugh, 
To weep: whofe every paffion fully firives 
To make it felf (in Thee) fair, and admir’d. 
No Meffenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
We'll wander through the ftreets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Queen, 
Laft night you did defire it. Speak noc to us. 
CExeunt with rhe Train. 
Dem. Is Cefar with Anthomus priz’d fo flight? 
Philo. Sir, fometimes when he is oot «Anthony, 
He comes too fhort of that great Property 
Which {till fhould go with Anthony. 
Dem. Iam full forry, that he approves the common 
Lyar, who thus fpeaks of him at Rome : but I will hope 
of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy. [Exennt. 


Enter Enobarbus, Lamprius, a Soothfayer, Rannius, 
Lucillius, Charmian, Ițaş, Mardian, the 
Eunuch, and Alexas. 


Char. L. Alexas, {weet Alexas, moft any thing Alexas, 
almoft moft abfolute eAlexas, where’s the Sooth-. 
fayer that you prais’d to th’ Queen? Oh! thac I knew 
this Husband, which you fay, muft change his Horns 
with Garlands. 

eAlex. Soothfayer. 

Soath. Your will ? 

Char. {s this the Man? Is’t you, Sir, that know things? 

Sooth. In Natures infinite Book of Secrecy , a little | 
can read. 

Alex. Shew him your hand. 

Enob. Bring in the Banquet quickly: Wine enough, 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. 

Char. Good Sir, give me good Fortune. 

Sooth 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Sooth. | make not, but forefee. 

Char, Praythen, forefee me one. 

Sooth. You fhall be yet far fairer chan you are, 

Char. He means in fieh. 

Iras. No, you thall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid. 

Alex. Vex not his patlence, be attentive. 

Char. Huh. 

Sooth. You fhall be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char, Thad rather heat my Liver with drinking. 

Alex, Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, fome excellent Fortune. Let me be 
Married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 
all : Let me havea Child ac filty, to whom Herod of Fewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Octavius 
Cafar, and Companion me with my Mittrefs. 

Sooth. You thall out-live the Lady whom you ferve. 

Char. Ohexcellent, 1 love long life better than Figs. 

Sooth. You have feen and proved a fairer former For- 
tune, than that which ts to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children fhall have no names: 
Prithee how many Boyes and Wenches muft I have ? 

Sooth, If every of your wifhes had a Womb, and fore- 
tel every wifh, a Million. 

Char. Out Fool, I forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. You think none but your fheets are privy to your 
wilhes, 

Char. Nay come, tell /ras hers. 

Alex. We'll know alt our Fortunes. 

Enob, Mine, and moft of our Fortunes to night, shall 
be drunk to Bed. 

Jras, There’sa Palm prefages Chaftity, if nothing clfe. 

Char. E’ne as the o’re-flowing Ny/as prefageth Fa. 
mine. 

Iras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay. 

Char, Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognofti- 
cation, I cannot feratch mine Ear. Prithee tell her but a 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth, Your Fortunes are alike. 

Iras, But how, but how, give me particulars. 

Sooth. Ihave faid. 

Iras. Am Inot an inch of Fortune better than fe ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better 
than [ : where would you choofe it ? 

Iras. Not in my Husbands Nofe. 

Char. Qur worfèr thoughts Heavens mend. 

Alexas. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
Marry a Woman that cannot go, fweet Ifis, | befeech thee, 
and let herdie too, and give him a worfe, and let worfe 
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good /fis, hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more weight: 
good /jts, I befecch thee. 

Char. Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that Prayer of the 
people. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome 
man loofe-wiv'd, foitis adeadly forrow, to behold a foul 
Knaye Uncuckold’d: therefore, dear ffs, keep decorum, 
and Fortune him accordingly. 

Char. eAmen. 

Alex. Loe now, if it lay in their hands to make mea 
Cuckold, they would make themfelves Whores, but 
they'd do't. 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Enab. Huth, Here comes Anthony. 

Char. Not he, the Queeo. 

Cleo. Saw you my Lord ? 

Enob. No,Lady. 

Cleo, Was he not here? 

Char. No, Madam. 

Cleo. He was difpos’d to mirth, but on the fudden 
A Roman thought had ftruck him. 
Enobar bus. 
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Enob, Madam. = 


Cleo. Seek him,and bring him hither: where's Alexas? 
Alex, Here at your fervice. 


My Lord approaches. 


Enter Anthony with a Meflenger. 


Cleo. We will not look upon him: 

Go with us. 
`e Mef. Fulvia thy Wife, 
Firft came into the Field, 

Ant. Again my Brother Lucius. 

eMeff. 1, but foon that VVar had end, 
api the oe oom 

ade rricnds of them, jointing their force ’pai afar 
V Vhofe better iffne in the VVar of Italy, ringen 
Upon the firft cncounter drave them. 

Ane. VVell, what work. 

Mef]. The nature of bad news infects the Teller. 

Ant. VVhen it concerns:the Fool or Coward: On. 
Things that are paft, aredone, with me. ’Tisthus, 
VVho tells me true, though in his Tale lyc Death, 

I hear him as he flacter’d. 
eMeff. Labienus (this is ftiff-news) 


CExcant 


4 Hath with his Parthian Force 


Extended Afia: from Euphrares his conquering 
Banner fhook, from Syrsa to Lydia, 
And to /onia, whitk 
Ant. Anthony thov would’ft fay. 
Mef. Oh, my Lord. 
Ant. Speak to me home, 
Mince not the general tongue, name 
Cleopatra as fhe is call’d in Rome : 
Rail thou in Frlvra’s phrafe, and taunt thy faults 
With fueh full Licenfe, as both Truth and Malice 
Have power to utter. Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lye ftill, and oar ills told us 
Is as our Ear-ring are : fare thee wella while, 
Mel. At your Noble pleafure. CExi Meflenger. 





Enter another Meflenger. 


Ant. From Scicion how the news? fpeak there. 
1 Mef. The man from Seicson, 
Is there fuch an one ? 
2 Mef. He flayes npon you will. 
Ant. Let him appear: 
Thefe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I muft break, 
Or lofe my felf in dotage. 


Enter another Meflenger with a Letter. 


What are you? 

3 Meff. Enlvia thy Wife is dead. 

Ant, Where died fhe ? 

Meff, In Scicton, her length of ficknefs, 
With what clfe more ferious, 
Import to thee to know, this bears. 

Ant. Forbear me, 
There’s a great fpirit gone, thus did I defire it: 
What our contempts do often hur! from us, 
We wih it ours again, the prefent pleafure, 
By revolution lowring, does become 
The oppofite of it felf: fhe’s good being gone, 
The hand could pluck her back, that fhov’d heron. 
i muft from this Queen break off: 
Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills | know 
My idlenefs doth hatch. 


Enter Enobarbus 


How now, Enxobarbas. 
Enob. What’s your pleafure, Sir ? 
An. i muft with haft from hence. 
Exch 
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then we killallour Women. We fee how 


no. Wh 
‘fe if they fuffer our depar- 


moital ag unkindnefs is to them, 
cure, death’s the word. 

Aath. 1 mult be gone, l 

Eno. Undera compelling an occafion, let women die. 
It were picty to caft them away for nothing, though be- 
tween them and a great caufe, they fhould be efteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching but the leaft noife of this, 
dies inftantly: I have feen her, die twenty times upon far 
poorerzmoment: I do think there is mettle in death,which 
commits fome loving act upon her, fhe hath fuch a celerity 
in dying. 

Aut, She is cunning paftmansthonght. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, no, her paffions are made of nothing 
but the fineft part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 


and waters, fighs and tears: they are greater ftorms | 


and Tempefts than Almanacks can report, This cannot 
be cunning inher : if it be, fhe makes a fhowre of Rainas 
well as Jove. 

Ant. Would I had never feen her. i 

Eno, Oh Sir, yov had then left unfeen a wonderful piece 
of work, which not to have been bleit withal, would have 
difcredited your Travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir! 

eAut, Fulvia is deade 

Eno, Fulvia ? 

Ant. Dead. , 

Eno. Why Sir, give the gods a thankful Sacrifice : when 
it pleafeth their Deities to rake the wife of a man from 
him, it fhews to man the Tailorsof the earth : comforting 
therein, that when old Robes are worn out,there are mem- 
bers to make new. Ifthere were no more women but Ful- 
via,then had you indeed a cut,and the cafe to be Jamented : 
this grief is crown’d with Confolation, your old Smock 
brings forth a new Petticoat,and indecd the tears live in an 
Onion, that fhould water this forrow. 

Ant, The bufinefs the hath broached in the State, 
Cannot cndure my abfence. 

Eno. And the bufinefs you have broach’d here cannct be 
without you, efpecially that of Cleopatra’s, which wholly 
depends on your aboad. 

Ant. No more like Anfwers : 

Let our Officers 

Have notice what we propofe. 1 fhall break 

The caufe of our Expedience to the Queen, 

And get her love to parr. For notalone 

The death of tulvia, with more urgent touches 

Do ftrongly fpeak to us : bur the letters too 

Of many our contriving friendsin Rome, 

Petition usat home. Sextus Pompeins 

Hath given thee dare to Cefar, and commands 

The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people 

Whofe love is never link’d tothe deferver, 

Till his deferts are paft, begin to throw 

‘Pompey the great, and all his dignities 

Upon his Son, who high in Name and Power, 

Higher than both in bloud and life, ftands up 

For the main Souldter. Whofe quality going on, 
The fides oth’world may danger. Much is brecding, 
Which like the Courfers hare, hath yet but life, 
And not a Serpents poyfon. Say our pleafure, 
To fuch whofe place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. | fhail do’t. [ Exenne. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras, 


Cleo, Where is he? 

Char. \ did nor fee him Gince. 

Cleo, See where he ts, 
Who’s with him, what he do’s: 
| did not fend you.’ If you find him fad, 
Say | amduncing: if in mirth, report 
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That I am fudden fick. Quickly, and return. 
Cha, Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 
Cleo. What fhould Ldo,I do not ? 
Char, Ineach thing give him way, crofshim in nothing. 
Cleo, Thou teacheft like a fool: the way to lofe him, 
Char. Tempt him not fo too far. I wifh forbear, 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 


Enter Anthony. 


But here comes Anthony. 

Cleo, Iam Sick, and fullen. 

Ant. 1 am forry to give breathing to my purpofe, 

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, Ifhall fal, > 
Iz cannot be thus long, the fides of Natute | 
Will not fuftain it. 

Ant, Now, my dereft Queen. 

Cleo, Pray you ftand farther from nie, 

Ant. What’s the marter? 

Cleo. I know by that fame eye there’s fome good news, 
What! faies the married woman you may go? 
Would fhe had néver given you leave to come, 

Let her not fay ’tis I that keep you here, 
[have no power upon you: Hers you are. 

Ant, The gods beft know. 

Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed.: yet at the firft 
I faw the treafons planted. 

cAnt. Cleopatra. | 

Cleo. Why fhould'I think you can be mine, and true 
( Though you fwearing fhake the Throned gods ) 
Who have been falle to Falvia? | 
Riotous madnefs, 

To be entangled with thofe mouth-made vows, 
Which break themfelves in fwearing. 
ent. Moft fweet Queen. 
. Cleo. Nay pray you feek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go: 
When you fied ftaying , 
Then wasthe time for words : No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Blifsin our brows bent: none our parts fo poor, 
But was a race of Heaven. They are foftill, 
Or thou the greateft Souldier of the world, 
Act turn’d the greater Lyar. 

Ant. How now, Lady? 

Cleo. | would I had thy inches, thou fhould’ft know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant. Hear me, Queen: 
The ftrong neceffity of time, commands 
Our feryices a while: but my full heare 
Remains in ufe with you. Our ZJtaly 
Shines o’re with civil Swords} Sextm Pompesus 
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domeftick powers, 
Breed fcrupulous faction: the hated grown to ftrength 
Are newly grown to Love : the condemn’d Pompey, 
Rich in his Fathers honour, creepsa pace 
Into the hearts of fuch, as have not thrived 
Upon the prefent ftate, whofe numbers threaten, 
And quietnefs grown {ick of reft, would purge 
By any defperate change: My more particular, 
And that which moft with you fnould fave my going, 
Is Falvia’s death, ` 

Cleo, Though age fram folly covld.not give me freedom, 
It does from childifhnefs. Can Fulvia die ? 

Ant, She’sdead, my Queen, 

Look here, and at thy Soveraign leifure read 
The Garboyls theawak?d: at the lat, belt, 


- |See when, and where fhe died. 


Cleo. O moft falle love ! 


Where be the facred Viols thou fhould’ft fill 
With 
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With forrowful water ? now] fee, I fee, 
In Fulvia’s death, how mine receiv’d hall be. 
Ant, Quarrel no more, buc be prepar’d to know 
The purpofes I beac: which are, or ceafe, 
As you fhall give th’advice. By the fire 
That quickens Nilus lime, Igo from hence 
Thy Souldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect’ft. 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But lec it be, 1 am quickly ill, and well, 
So Anthony loves. 
Ant. My precious Queen forbear, _ 
And give true evidence co his Love, which ftands 
An honourable Trial. 
Cice, So Fulvia told me. 
I prithee turn afide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adieu to me, and fay the tears 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Ofexcellent diffembling, and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 
Ant. You'll heat my bloud no more ? — 
Cleo. You can do better yet : but his is meetly. 
Ant. Now by my Sword. 
Cleo. And Target. Scill he mends. 
But this is not the beft, Look prithee, Charman, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant. Ple leave you Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word: 
Sir, you and I muft part, but that’s not it: 
Sir, youand [ have lov’d, but there’s notit: 
That you know well, fomething it is] would < 
Oh, my oblivion isa very Anthony. 
And I am all forgotten. 
Ant, But that your Royalty 
Holds idlenefs your fubject, I fhould take you 
For Idlenefs ic felf. 
Cleo. Tis {weating labour, 
To bear fuch idlenefs fo near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sic, forgive me, 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye wellto you. Your honour calls you hence. 
Therefore be deaf to my unpittied Folly, 
And all the gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell’d victory, and fmooth fuccefs 
Be ftrew’d before your feet. 
Ant. Let us go. 
Come: Our feparation fo abides and flies, 
That thou refiding here, goeft yet with me, 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. 


Enter Octavius reading a Letter, Lepidus, 
and their Train. 


Cef. You may fee Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Cefars Natural voice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is thenews : he fithes, drinks, and waftes _ 
The Lamps of night in revells: Is not more manlike 
Than Qeopatra’: nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave audience, 
Or did vouchfafe to think he had Partners. You 
Shall find there a man, whois th’abftract of all faults; 
That all men follow, 

Lep. 1 muft not think 
There are evils enow to darken all his goodnefs, 
His faults in him, feemas the fpots of Heaven, 
More fiery by nights blacknefs; Hercditary, 
Rather than purchaft: what he cannot change, 
Than whac he choofes. 

Caf. You are too indulgent. Let’s grantit is 
Amifs to cumble on the bed of Prolomy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 


CExeunt. 
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And keep the turn of Tipling witha Slave, 

To reel the ftreets at Noon, and ftand the Buffet 

With knaves that fmell of fweat - Say this becomes him 
( As his compofire muft be rare indeed, 
VVhom thefe things cannot blemifh ) yet muft 
No way excufe his foyls, when we do bear 

So great weight in his Lightnefs. If he fill’g 
His vacancy with his Voluptuoulnels, 

Full furfeits, and the drine(s of his bones, 

Call on him for’t. But to confound fuch time, 
That drums him from his fport, and f peaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, ’tis tohe chid: 

As we rare Boyes, who being mature in knowledge 
Pawn their experience to their prefent pleafare,  ” 
Aad fo rebel to judgement. 


Anthony 


Enter a Meflenger. 


p es more news. 
of. Thy biddings bave been donc, and ever h 
Moft Noble Cafar, fhalt thou have report | 
How "tis abroad. Pompey is ftrong at Sea, 
And it appears, heis belov’d of thofe 
That only have fear’d Cefer: tothe ports 
The difcontents repair, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong’d. 
Cef. | fhould have known no lefs, 
It hath been taught us from the prima! ftate, 
That be whichis, was wifht, until he were : 
And the ebb’d man, 
Ne’re lov'd till ne’re worth love, 
Comes fear’d, by beirg lack’d. This common bod y 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the ftream, 
Goesto, and back, lacking the varying tyde 
To rot it felf with motion. 
Mef. Cafar, | bring thee word, 
Menecratesand Menas, famous Pyrates, 
Make the Sea ferve them, which they ear and wound 
VVith knelis ofevery kind. Many bot inrodes 
They make in /ealy, the borders Maritime 
Lack bloud to think on’t, and flefh youth to revolt, 
No Veffelcan peep forth, but ’tisas foon 
Taken asfeen: for Pompeyes name {trikes more 
Than could his VVar refifted. 
Cefar. Anthony. 
Leave thy lafcivious Vaffals. VVhen thou once 
V Vert beaten from Afedena, where thou flew’ it 
Hirtins and Panfa Confuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thou fought againft, 
( Though daintily brought up ) with patience more 
Than Savages could fuffer. Thoudidft drink 
The ftale ef horfes, and the gilded Puddle 
VVhich Beafts would cough at. Thy pallat then did dain 
The rovugheft Berry on che rudeft Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Pafture fheets, 
The barks of trees thou browfed’ft. On the Alps, 
itis reported thou did’ft eat ftrange fiefh, 
Vvhich fome did die to look on: and all this 
( It wounds thine honour chat 1 {peak it now ) 
VVas born fo like a Sonldiers, that thy check 
So much as I lank’d not. 
Lep. ’Tis pitty of him. 
Caf. Let his fhames quickly 
Drive him to Rome, tis time we twain 
Did thew our felves ith’Field, and to that end 
Affemble we immediatly councel, Pempey 
Thrives in our Idlenefs. 
Lep, To morrow, Cefer, 
I fhall be furnifh’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front this prelent time. ( wel. 
Cef. Till which encounter, it is my bufinels too. Fare- 
Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you fhall know mean time 
Of ftirs abroad, I fhall befeech you, Sir, i 
o 


mamma 
142 


To let me be paftaker. 
Czf. Doubt not, fir, [knewitformy bond.  [E-xcunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, lras, and Mardian. 


Cleo. Charmian. 
Char Madam. 
(ico. Ha, ha, give me to drink «Mandragora. 
Char Why,Madam ? - 
Cleo. That | might fleep out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony is away, 
Char. You rhink of htm too much. 
Cleo. O "tis treafon. 
Char. Madam, | truft not fo 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch efardsan ? 
Mar. What's your highnefs pleafure ? 
Cleo. Not now to hear thee fing. I take no pleafure 
in ought an Eunuchhas: ’Tis well forthee, 
Chat being unfeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt, Haft thou Affections ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Clec, Indeed ? 
Mar. Not in deed,Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeft to be done: 
Yet have I fierce Affections, and think 
What Vinas did with ears. 
Cleo. Oh (harmian ; 
Where think’ft thou he isnow? Stands, or fits he ? 
Or does he walk? Oris heon his horfe ? 
Oh happy horfe to bear the weight of Anthony ! 
Do bravely, horfe, for wot’ft thou whom thou mov’ft, 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arme 
And Burgonet of man. He’s fpeaking now. 
Or murmuring, where’s my Serpent of old Nile, 
( Fo. fo he call’s me: ) Now I feed my felf 
With molt delicious poyfon. Think on me 
Thar am with Phcebus amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deepintime. Broad-fronted (afar, 
When thou waft here above the pround, | was 
A morfel ola Monarch ; and great Pompey 
Would ftand and make his cyes grow in my brow, 
There would he anchor his afpect, and die 
With looking on his life. 


Enter Alexas from Cæfar. 


Alex. Soveraignof Egypt, hail. 

Cleo. How much art thou like Mark An:hony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med’cinc hath 
With his Tinet gilded thee. 

How goes it with my brave cAfark Anthony? 

Aex. Laft thing hedid ( dear Queen) 

He kift the laft of many doubled kiffes, 
This Orient Pearl. His {peech fticks in my heart. 

Clo, Mineear muft pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good frend, quoth he : 

Siy the firm Roman to great Egyp fends 

lhis tceafure of an Oyfter : at whofe foot 

To mend the petty prefent, I will piece 

Her opulent Throne, with Kingdoms. All the Eaft, 
(Say thou) fhall call her Miftris. So he nodded, 

And foberly did mount an Arme-gaant Stced, 

Who neigh’d fo high, that what | would have fpoke, 
Was beaftly dumb by him. 

Cleo, What was he fad or merry ? 

Ale. Like to the time oth’year, between thc extreams 
Of hot and cold, he was not fad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided difpofitton : Note him: 
Note him kood Charmian, ’tis the man; but note him, 
He was not fad, for he would fhine on tħófe 
That make their looks by his. He was not merry, 
Which feem’d to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy, but between both, 

Oh heavenly mingle? Beit thou fad, or merry, 
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The violence of cirher thee becomes, 
Sodo’s itno manelfe. Met’ft thou my Pofts ? 

Alex, 1, Madam, twenty feveral Meflengers, 
Why do you fend fo thick ? 

Cleo. Who’s born that day, when I forget to fend fo 
Anthony, fhall die a Begger. Ink and paper , Charmian, 
VVelcom my good Alexas. Did J, Charmian, ever love 
Cefar fo? 

Char. Oh that brave Cefar. 

Cleo. Be choak’d with fuch another Emphafis, 

Say the brave Anthony. 
Char. The valiant Cefar. 
Cleo. By 1fis, E will give thee bloudy teeth, 
If thon with Cefar Paragon again 
My man of men. 
Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 
I Sing but after you. 
Cleo. My Sallad dayes, 
When I was green in judgement, cold in bloud, 
To fay, as I faid then. But come, away, 
Get me Ink and Paper, 
He fhall have every day feveral greetings, or l'le unpeople 
Egypt. [ Exenne. 


Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas in 
warlike manner 


Pom, Ifthe great gods be juft, they fhall affitt 
The deeds.of jufteft men. 

Mene, Know worthy Pompey, that which they do delay, 
they not deny. 

‘Pom. While we are fuitors to their Throne,decayes the 
thing we fue for. 

Mene. We, ignorant of our felves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wife Powers 
Deny us for our good : fo find we profit 
By lofing of our Prayers. 

Pom. | fhall do well: 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine ; 
My powers are Crefcent, and my Auguring hope 
Says it will come toth’full. eark, efxthony 
In C£gype fits at dinner, and will make 
No wars withoutdoors. Cefar gets mony where 
He lofes hearts: Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter’d : but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 

Mene, Cafar and Lepidus are in the feld, 
A mighty ftrength they carry. 

Pom, Where bave you this ? ’Tis faife. 

Mene. From Silvia, Sir. 

Pom. He dreams: 1 know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Anthony: butall the charms of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra foften thy wand lip, 

Let withcraft join with beauty: Luft with both, 

Tie up the Libertine in a field of Feafts, 

Keep his Brain fuming. Epicurean Cooks, 

Sharpen with cloylefs fawce his Appetite. 

That fleep and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 

Even ’cill a Lethied dulnefs 





Enter Varrivs 


How now Varriss ? 
Var. This is moft certain, that I fhall deliver : 
Mark, Anthony is every hour in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from egypt, ’tis 
A fpace for farther travel. 
Pom. I could have given lefs matter 
A better ear, Menas, I didnot think : 
This amorous Sarfeiter would have donn’d his Helm 


| For fuch a petty War: His Sooldierfhip 


Is twice the other twain: But let us rear 

The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring 

Can from the lap of ~4zypt’s Widow pluck F 
e 
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The near Luft-wearied Anthony. 

Mene. I cannot hope, 
Cefar and Anthony hall well greet together : 
His Wife that’s dead, did trefpafles to Cefar, 
His Brother warr’d upon him, although I think 
Not mov'd by Anthony. 

Pom. 1 know not, eAenas, 
How leffer Enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we ftand up againit them all : 
’T were pregnant chey fhould fquare between themfelves, 
For they have entertained caule cnough 
To draw their Swords: but how the fear of us 
May Cement their divifions, and bind up 
The perty difference, we yet not know : 
Be’t as our gods will have’t ; it only ftands 
Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongeft hands : 
Come, eMenas. CExeunt. 
Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, "tis a worthy deed, 
And shall become you well, to intreat your Captain 
To fof and gentle {peech, 
Enob. I fhall intreat him 
Toanfwer like himfelf: if Cefar move him, 
Let eAnthony look over Cefar’s head, 
And fpeak as loud as eAfars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Anthonio’s Beard, 
I would not fhave’t to day. 
Lep. ’Tis not atime for private fomaching. 
Enob. Every cime ferves for the matter that isthen born 
in't. 
Lep But fmall to greater matters muft give way. 
Enob. Not if the fmall come firft. 
Lep. Your fpeech is paflion: but pray you Itir 
| No Embers up. Here comes the Noble eAnthony. 


Enter Anthony and Ventidius. 
Enob. And yonder (afar. 
Enter Cefar, Mecænas, and Agrippa. 


Ant. \f wecompofe well here, to Parthia. 
Hark, Veneidsus. 
Cef. [donot know, Mecenas, ask Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble Friends, 
That which combin’d us was moft great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What’s amifs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for Tearneftly befeech, 
Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft terms, 
Nor curftnefs grow to th’matter. 
Ant. Tis {poken well: 
Were we before our Armies and to fight, 
I fhould do thus. 
Caf. Welcom to Rom. 
Ant, Thank you. 
Cef. Sit. * 
Ane. Sit, Sir. 
Caf. Nay then. 
Ant. Ulearn you take things ill,which are not fo : 
Or being , concern you not. 
Caf. Ymutt be laught at, if, or for nothing, or a little, 
Should fay my felf offended, and with you 
Chiefly i'th’world. More laught at, thac | fhould 
Once name youderogately : whento found your name 
It not concern’d me. 
Ant. My being in egypt, Cefar, what was’t to you ? 
Caf. No more than my refiding bere at Rome 
‘Might be co you in e£gypt : yct if you there 
Did practife on my fate, your being tn Egypt 
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Might be my queftion. 

Ant. Hew intend you, practis’d ? 

Cef, You may be pleas’d ro catch at mine intent, 

By what did here befalme. Your Wife and Brother 
Made wars upon me, and their conteftation 
Was Theam for you, you were the woid of war. 

Am, You do miftake your bufinels, my biuther never 

Ditl urge mein his At: 1 did inquire it, 

And bave my learning from fome true reports 

That drew their Swords with you. Did henot catcher 
Difcredic uy Authority with yours, 

And make the wars alike ageinft my Stomach, 
Having aiike your caufe? Of this, my Letters 
Before did fatisfie you. If you patch a qnasrcl: 

As matter whole you have to take it wath, 

it muft not be with this. 

Caf. You praife your {elf , by laying defects of judge- 
menttome: but you patch up your excufes. 

efnt. Not fo, not fo: 

i know you could not lack, { am certain on’e, 

Very neceflicy of this thonghe, that § 

Your partner in the caufe ’gainft which he foughr, 
Could not with graecful eyes attend thofe Wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her Spirit, in fuch another, 

The third ovh world is yours, which with a Snae, 
You may pace eafie, but nor tuch a wife. 

Enob. Would we had all fuch wives, that the men might 
go to wars with the women. 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles (Cefar) 
Made out of her impatience: which not wanted 
Shrewdnefs of policy too: I grieving grant, 

Did you too much difquict, for that you muft, 
But fay I could not help it 

Cef. | wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters: and with taunts 
Did beg my Miflive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell upon me, ere admitted, then: 

Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want 
Of what I was ith morning : bat next day 

I told him of my felf, which was as much 

As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife: if wecontend 

Out of our queftion wipe him. 

Gef. You have broken the Article of your Oath, which 
you fhall never have tongue to charge mc with. 

Lep. Soft 3 Cafar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him fpeak, 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Suppofing that I lackt it : but on, Cefar, 
The Article of my Oath. 

Cef. To lend me Arms, and aid when [ requir’d them, 
The which you both denied. 

ent. Neglected rather. 

And then when poyfoned hours had bound meup 
From mine own knowledge, as nearly as | may, 
lle play the penitent to you. But mine honelty, 
Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 

To have me out of eAizypr, made Wars here, 

For which my felf, che ignorant motive, do 

So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour 

To ftoop in fuch a cafe. 

Lep. *Tis nobly fpoken. 

Mecs. If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite. 

Wereto remember, that the prefent need, 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep. Worthily fpoken, eAfecenas. 

Ene. Or if you borrow one anothers love for the inftant, 
you may when you hear no more words of Pompry return 
itagain: youfhall havetime to wrangle in, when you 
have nothing clfe to do. 

Ant. Thou art a Souldier, only {peak no more. 
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Enobar, That truth fhould be filent , I had almoft for- 
ot, 
k Anth. You wrong this prefence, therefore fpeak no 
more. 
Enob. Gotothen: your Confiderate ftone. 
Cefar. Ydonot much diflike the matter, but 
The manner of his fpeech: for’t cannot be, 
We fhall remain in friendfhip, our conditions 
So differing in their atts. Yetif { knew, 
What Hoop fhould hald us ftaunch from edge to edge 
Ath’ world, I would purfue it. 
Agri. Give me leave, Cafar. 
Cef Speak, Agrippa. i 
Agri. Thou hait a Sifter by thy Mother’s fide, admir’d 
ORavia ? Great Mark Anthony is now a Widower, 
Caf. Say not, fay Agrippa; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proof were well deferved of rafhnefs, 
Ant. Lam not married, Cefar: let mehcac eA grippa 
furcher fpeak. 
Agri. To hold you in perpetual amitie, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unflipping knot, take e4nthony 
Oftavia to his wife: whofe beauty claims 
No worfe a husband than the beft of men: 
Whofe vi tue, and whofe general graces fpeak 
That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Jealoufies which now feem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing, Truths would be tales, 
Where now half tales be truths: her love to both 
Would each to other, and all loves to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have {poke, 
For ’tis a ftudied, not a prefent thought, 
By duty 1uminated. _ 
Anth. Will Cefar fpeak ? 
Caf. Not’till be hearshow Anthony is toucht 
With what is {poken already. 
Anth. What power isin Agrippa, 
If 1 would fay Aerippa, be it fo, 
To make this good ¢ 
Caef. The power of Cefar, 
Ard his power unto Oftavia. 
Anth. May I never 
(To this good purpofe, that fo fairly fhews ) 
Dream of impediment: let me have thy hand 
Further this act of grace: and from this hour, 
The heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And fway our great Defigns, 
Cef. There’s my hand: 
A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love fodearly. Lether live 
To join our Kingdoms, and our hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. 
Lep. Happily, Amen. 


Ant, | did not think todraw my Sword againft Pompey, 


For he hath {tcange courtefies, and great 
Of lace upon me. 1 muft thank him only, 
Left my remembrance fuffer ill report : 
At hecl of that defie him. 
Lepi. Time calls upon’s, 
Of us mutt Pompey pretently be fought, 
Or elfe he feeks out us. 
Anth. Where lies he ? 
Cf. About the Mount. Mefena. 
Anh, What is his ftrength by land? 
Cef. Great, and increafing : 
But by Sea he is an abfolute Mafter. 
Anh, So is the Frame, 
Would we had {poke together. Hafte we for it, 
Yete’re we put our felvesin Arms, difpazch we 
The bufinefs we have talkt of. 
Caf. With moft gladnefs. 
And do invite you to my Sifters view, - 
Whither ftraight Wle lead you. 
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Ant, Let us, Lepidus, not lack your company. 
Lep, Noble Authony, not ficknefs fhould detain me. 
CExeunt omnes. 


Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecenas. 


Mec, Welcom from e€gypr, Sir. 

Eno. Halfrhe heart of Cefar, worthy Mecenas. 
nourable Friend Agrippa. 

Agri, Good Enobarbus, 

Mece. We have caufe to be glad,that matters are fo well 
digefted: you ftay’d well by’tin egype, 

Enob. 1 Sir, we did fleep day out of countenance, and 
made the night light with drinking. 

Mece. Eight wild-Boars roafted whole at a breakfaft : 
and but twelve perfons there. Is this true ? 

Enob. This wasbut asa Fly byan Eagle: we had much 
more monftrous matter of Feaft, which worthily deferved 
noting. 

Mecanas, She’s a molt triumphant Lady, if report be 
{quare to her, 

Enob. When fhe firit met Mark Anthony, fhe puts’d up 
his heart upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agripe There the appear’d indeed: or my reporter de- 
vis’d well for her. 

Enob. 1 will tell you, 
The Barge fhe fat in, like a burnifht Throne 
Burnt on the water, the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails: and fo perfumed, that 
The Winds were Love.tick. 
With them the Oats were Silver, 
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke, and made 
The water which they beat, to follow fafter . 
As amorous of her ftrokes, For her own perfon, 
It beggar’d alldefcription, fhe did lye 
in her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiffie, 
O’re- picturing that Venus, where wefee = 
The fancie out-work nature. On each fide her 
Stoad pretty Dimpled Boyes, like fmiling Cupids, 
With divers-colour’d Fans, whofe wind did feem 
Toglovethe delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid did. 

Agripe Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno, Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many Mere-maids tended her i’th’eyes, 
And made their bends adoraings, At the Helm, 
A feeming Mere-maid fteers : the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the teuches of thofe Flower-foft hands, 
That yearly frame the office. From the Barge 
A ftrange invifible perfame hits the fenfe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caft 
Her people out upon her: and Anthony 
Enthron’d i’th’ Market place, did fit alone, 
Whiftling to th’air: which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

Agrip. Rare e£Egyptian. 

Eno. Upon her landing, Anthony fent to her, 
Invited her toSupper: fhe replyed, 

It fhould be better, he became her gueft : 
Which fhe entreated ; our Courteous Anthony, 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard f{peak, 
Being barber’d ten timeso’re, goes to the Feaft: 
And for his ordinary, payes his heart, 
For what his eyes eat only. 

grip, Royal wench: 
She made great Cefar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and fhe cropt. 

Eno. 1 faw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publick ftreet, 
And having loft her breath, fhe fpoke, and panted, 
That fhe did make defect, perfection, 
And breathlefs power breathe forth, 

Meca, Now Anthony muftleave her utterly 
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Eno. 
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Eno. Never, he will not: 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom ftea! 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed, but fhe makes hungry, 
Where moft fhe fatisfies. For vileft things 
Become themfelves in her, that the holy Pricfts 
Blefs her, when fhe is Riggihh. 
Mece. If Beauty, Wifdom, Modefty, can fettle 
Theheart of Ambony: Oftavia’s 
A blefled Lottery to him. 
_ Agrip, Let us go. Good Enobarbus, make your felf my 
gueft, whil’ft you abide here, 
Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Anthony, Cefar, Octavia between them. 


| Anth. The world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes divide me from your bofom. 
Ofta. All which time,before the gods my knee fhall bow 
my prayersto them for you. 
Anh. Guod night Sir. My Offavia, 
Read not my blemifhes in the world’s report : 
| have not kept my fquare, bat that to come 
Shall all be done by th’ Rule: good night, dear Lady. 
Ofta. Good night, Sir. 
- Cefar. Good night. LExit. 
Enter Soothfayer. 


Ant. Now firrah: do you wih your felf in £gypt ? 

Sooth, Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant. Ifyou can, your reafon ? 

Sooth, 1 fee itin my motion: have it not in my tongue, 
But yet hie you to e#gypr again. 

Antho. Say to me, whofe Fortune fhall rife higher, 
Cafar’s or mine? 

Sooth.Cefar’s.T herefore (oh Anthony) ftay not by his fide. 
Thy Demon (that’s thy Spirit which keeps thce) is 
Noble, Couragious, high, unmatchable, 

Where Cefar’s is not. But near him thy Angel 
Becomes a fear: as being o’re-powr’d, and therefore 
Make {pace enough between you. 

Anth. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none btt thee no more, but when to thee, 
lf thou doft play with hit at any game, 
Thouart fure to lofe: And of that Natural luck 
He beats thee gainftthe odds, Thy Lufter thickens, 
When he fhines by: I fay again, thy Spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him : 
But he alway is noble. 

Anth. Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventidins | would fpeak with him. 
He fhall to Parthia, be it art or hap, 
He hath fpoken trae, The very Dice obey him, 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
Under his chance, if we draw lots, he fpeeds, 
His Cocks do win the Battel, ftill of mine, 
VVhen itis allto naught: and his Quailes ever 
Beat mine (in hoopt) at odd’s. I will to eA gype : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
Peh’Eaft my pleafure lies. Oh come, Ventsdins. 


Enter Ventidius. 


You muft to Parthia, your Commiflion’s ready ; 
Follow me and receiv’t. CExennt. 
Enter Lepidus, Mecaenas, and Agrippa. 


Lepidus. Trouble your felf no farther: pray you haften 
your Generals after, 

Aer. Sit, eAfark Anthony will e’en but kils Olavia and 
well follow. 


Céxit. 


Lep. Till I fhail fee youin your Souldier’s drefs, 
Which will become you both, Farewel. 

Mca, We hall, as I conceive the Journey, be et the 
Mount before you Lepidus. 

Lep. Yoor way is fhorter, my porpofes do draw me 
much about, you'll win two dayes upon me. 

Both. Sit, good fuccefs, 

Lep. Farewel, ( Exeunt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas. 


Cleo. Give me fome Mufick : Mufick, moody food of 
us that trade in love, 


Omnes. The Mufick, hoa. 
Enter Mardian the Exnnch. 


Cleo, Let it alone, let’s to Billiards: come (harmian. 
Char. My armis fore, beft play with eAardian. 
Cleo. As well a woman with an Enunch play'd, as with 
a woman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir ? 
Mardi. As well as I can,, Madam. 
Cleo, And when good will is fhewcd, . 
Though’t come too fhort; 
The Actor may plead pardon. Ile none now, 
Give me mine Angle, we'll to the’River,there 
My Mofick playing far off, 1 will betray 
Tawny-fine fifhes, my bended hook fhall pierce 
Their flimie jaws: and, as I draw them up, 
"le chink Chem every one an Anthony, 
And fay,ah, ha; y’are caught. 
Char. >T wasmerry when you wager’d on your Angling, 


when your diver did hang a falt fifh on his hook, hich he 
with fervencie drew up. 


Cleo. That time ? Oh times : 
[ laught him out of patience, and that night 


I laught him into patience, and next morn, 


E’re the ninth hour I drunk him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whil’ft 
i wore his Sword Pbhilippan. Oh from Lelie. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Ramm thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 

Mef. Madam, Madam. 

Cleo. Anthony’s dead, 
If chou fay fo, Villain, thou kil’ft thy Miftrefs : 
But well and free, if thon fo yield him. 
There is Gold, and here 
My blewelt veins to kifs : a hand that Kings 
Have tipr, and trembled kiffing. 

Mef. Ficft, Madam, he ts well. 

Cleo. Why there’s more Gold. 
But, Sirrah, mark, we ufe 
To fay, the dead are well: bring me to that, 
The Gold I give, will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-utteriog throat, 

Mef. Good Madam, hear me. 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will: 
But there’s no goodnefs in thy face, if Anthony 
Be freeand healthful , fo tart a favoor 
Totrumpet fuch good tidings. Ifnot well, 
Thou fhould’ft come like a Fury crown’d with Snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 

Mef. Wilt pleafe you hear me ? 

Cleo. | haveamind to ftrike thee e’re thou fpeak’ft ; 
Yet if thou fay, Anthony lives, tis well, 
Or friends with Cefar, or not Captain to him, 
Ile fee thee ina fhowre of Gold, and hail 
Rich Pearls upon thec. 

ehej. Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo, Well faid. 

eef. And Friends with (xfar. 
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Cleo, Th’art ao honeft man. | 
Mef. Cafar, and he, are greater Friends than ever. 
Cleo. Mark thee a Fortune from me. 
Mef. But yer, Madam. 
Cleo. 1do not like but yet, it does allay 
The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 
But yer isasa Jaylor to bring forth 
Some monftrous Malefadtor. Prithee, Friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together : he’s friends witb Cefar, 
In ftate of health thou fay’it, and thou fayeft, free. 
Mef. Free, Madam ! no: I made no fuch fport, 
He’s bound unto Oława. 
Gleo. For what good turn ? 
Muf. For the beft turn ith’ bed. 
Cleo. | am pale, Charmian. 
Mef. Madam, he's married to Ottavia. 
Cleo, The moft infectious Peftilence upon thee. 
[Strikes him down. 
Mef. Good Madam, patience. 
Cleo, What fay you? _ [Serskes him. 
Hence horrible Villain, or lle {purn thine eyes 
Like balls before me: Ile unhair thy head ; 
(She bales bim up and down, 
Thou fhalt be whipt with Wyer, and ftew’d in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 
Mef. Gracious Madam, 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 
Cleo, Say tis not fo, a Province I will give thee, 
And make chy Fortunes proud : rhe blow thou had’ft 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me torage, 
‘And | will boot chee with what gift befide 
Thy modefty can beg 
Mef. Hes married, Madam. 
Cleo. Rogue, thou haft liv’d too long. 
Mef. Nay then Pie run: 
What mean you, Madam, have made no fault. (Exit, 
Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your felf, 
The man is innocent. 
Cleo. Some Innocents {cape not the thunderbolt : 
Melt Aigype into Nile; and kindled creatures 
Turn all to Serpents. Call the flave again, 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him : Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo, I will not hurt him, 
Thefe hands do lack Nobility, that they ftrike 
A meaner than my felf: fince ! my felf 
Have given my felf the caufe. Come hither, Sir. 


| Draw a knife. 


Enter the Meffenger again. 


Thongh it be honeft, it is never good 
To bring bad news: give toa gracious Meflage 
An hoft of tongues, bnt let ill tidings tell 
Tiemfelves when they be felt. 
Mef. 1 have done my duty. 
eo. Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worfer than | do, 
If thov again fay yes. 
Mef. He’s married, Madam. 
Cleo. The gods confound thee, 
Doit thou hold there ftill? 
Mef. Should I lye, Madam ? 
Cleo. Oh, would thou did`'ft: 
So half my -£zypt were fubmerg’d and made 
A Ciftern for {cai’d Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Had’it chou Narciffxe tn thy face, to me 
Thou would’ft appear moft ugly - He is married ? 
Mef. \ crave your highnefs pardon, 
Cleo. He is married ? 
Mef. Take no offence, that I would not offend you; 
To punifh me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal: he’s married to Offevia. 
Clea, Ob chat his fault fhould make a knave of thee, 
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That art not what thou art fure of. Get thee hence, 
The Merchandifes which thou haft brought from Rome, 
Are all too dear for me: i 
Lie they upon thy hand, and be undone by’em. 
Coar. Good your Highnefs patience. 
Cleo. In praifing Anthony, | have difprats’d Cefar, 
Char. Many times, Madam. 
Cleo. Lam paid for’t now: lead me from hence, 
I faint, oh Jras, Charmian : ’tis 00 matter. 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the feature of O&avia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave ont 
The colour of her hair. Bring me word quickly. 
Let him for ever go, tet him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other way’sa Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word,how tall fhe is: pity me, Charnsax, 
But donot fpeak tome. Lead meto my Chamber. 
CExtum. 


Enter Pompy, at one door with Drum and Trumpet : at an- 
other Cæfar Lepidus, Anthony, Enobarbus, Mecænas, 
Agrippa, Menas with Souldsers marching. 


Pom. Your HoftagesI have, fo have you mine ; 
And we fhall talk before we fight. 

Cef. Moft meet that firft we come to words, 
And therefore have we 
Our written purpofes before us fent, 
Which if thou haft confidered, let us know, 
If it will tie up thy difcontented Sword 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 
That elfe muft perih here. 

Pom, To you all three, 
The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chief Factors for the gods. Ido not know, 
Wherefore my Father fhould revengers waat, 
Having a Son and Friends, fince Jalins Cefar, 
Whoat Philipps the good Brutws gholted, 
There faw you Jabouriog forme. What was’t 
That mov’d pale Caffiss to confpire ? And what 
Made the all-honour’d, honeft Roman Brestis, 
With the arm’d reft,Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 
Have one man but a man, and that is it 
Hath made me rigge my Navie. At whofe burthen, 
The anger’d Ocean foams, with which I meant 
To fcourge th’ingratitude, that defpightful Reme 
Caft on my Noble Father. 

Cefar. Take your time. 

Ane. Thou canft not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails, 
We’ll fpeak with thee at Sea. At land thou know’ft 
How much we do o’re-count thee. 

Pom. At Land indeed 
Thou doft o’re-count me of my father’s houfe, 

But fince the Cuckoo builds not for himfelf, 
Remain in’t as thou may’ft. 

Lepi. Be pleas’d to tell us, 
( For this is frome the prefent now you talk ) 
The offers we have fent you. 

Cafar. There’s the point. 

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, 
But weigh what it is worth embrac’d. 

Gef. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 

Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia : and 1 muft 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats: then, to fend 
Meafures of Wheat to Rome: this ’greed upon, 

To part with unbackt edges, and bear back 
Our targets undinted. 
Omnes. That’s our offer. 
Pom. Knowthen I came before you here, 
A man prepar’d 
To take this offer. But, Mark, Anthony, 
Put 
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Put me to iome impatience: though ! lofe 
The praife of ic by telling. You mutt know 
When Cefar aud your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came to Sicsly,and did find 
Her welcom friendly. 
Ast. Ihave heard it, Pompey, 
And ani well {tudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand : 
I did not think, Sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds i’th’Eaft are foft, and thanks to you, 
That call’d me cimelier chan my purpofe hither : 

For I have gaind by't. 

Caf. Since { faw you laft, there’s a change upon you. 

Pom, Well, l know not, 

What counts hard Fortuae cafts upon my face, 
But in my bofom fhe (hall never come, 
To make my heart a vaffal. 

Lepi. Well met here. 

Pom. 1 hope fo, Lepidus, thus we are agreed - 
I crave our compofition my be written 
And feal’d between us. 

Caef.. That’s che next todo. 

Pom. We'll feaft each other, e’re we part, and Ict’s 
Draw lots who fall begin. 

Anh. That will 1, Pompey, 

Pompey. No, Anthony, take the lot : but firft or lalt, your 
fine «4eyptran cookery fhall have che fame, 1 have neaid 
that Fulsus Cefar grew fat with fcafting there. 

Am. You have heard much. 

Pom. | have fair meaning, Sir. 

Ant, And fair words to them. 

Pom, Then fo much have | heard. 

And I have heard Apollodorus carricd —— 

Eno. No moreof thar: he did fo. 

Pom. What, | pray you ? 

Eno. A certain Queen to Cefar in a Materice. 

Pom, | know thee now, how far’ft cbou,Souldier ? 

Eno, Well, and well am like to do, for I perceive 
Four Fealts are coward. 

‘Pom, Let me fhake thy hand, 

[never hated thee: I have feen thec fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, | never lov’d you much, but | ha’prais’d ye, 
When you have well deferv’d ten times as much, 

As I have faid you did. 

Pom. Injoy chy plainnefs, 

It nothing ill becomes thee : 
A-board my Gally, I invite you all. 
Will you lead, Lords ? 

Al, Shew’s the way, Sir. 

Pom. Come. CExeunt. Manent Enob. œ Menas. 

Maen. Thy Father, Pompey, would nere have made 
Treaty, You, and l have known, Sir. 

Eno. At Sea, | chink. 

Men. We have, Sir. 

Eno. You have done well by Water. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Eno. \ will praife any man that will praife me, though 
it cannot be denied what I have done by Land. 

Men, Nor wliat I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, fomething you can deny for your own fafety : 
you have been a good Thief by Sea. 

Afen. And you by Land. 

Eno, There 1 deny my Land fervice: but give me your 
hand, ~#feras,if your eyes had authority,here they might 
have two Thieves kiffing. 

een. All mens faces are true, whatfoe’re their hands 
are. 

‘ Enob, But there is ne’re a fair VVoman, ha’s a true 
ace. 

Men, No flander, they fteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, Lam forry itis tucn’d to a drinking. 


Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Eno, If he do, fure be cannot weep’t back again. 

Men, Y’have faid, Sir, we look’d not for ALark, Anthony 
here, pray you, is he marticd to Cleopatra 

Eno. Cafar’s Sifter is call'd Olavia. 

Men. True, Sir, the was the wife of Cains Marcellus. 

Eno, But now hhe is the wife of cALarcus Anthonius. 

Men. Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno. Tis crue. 

Men. Thenis Cefar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno, If 1 were bound to Divine of this unity, 1 would 
noc Prophefic fo. 

cAfen. I think the policy of chat purpofe, made more in 
tle Marriage chan the Love of the parties. 

Eno. | think fo too. Buc you fhall find the band that 
feems to tie their friendhip together, will be the very 
(lranger of their Amitie: Olavia isof a holy, cold, and 
{till converfation. 

Men, Who would not have his wife fo ? 

Eno. Not he chat himflf is nor fo: which is e#fark 
Anthony: hewilltohis -£gyptian difh again: then fhall 
the fighs of Oftavia blowthe fireupion Cafar, and (es! 
faid before) thar which is the ftrength of their Amity, 
hall prove the immediate Author of thcir variance. An- | 
thony will ufe his affection where itis. He married but bis 
occafion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir,will you a-board ? 
[ have a health for you. 

Eno. | fhall take ic, Sir: we have us’d onr Throats 
in eLgypr. 

Men, Come, let’s away. LExeunr. 
Mufick playes. 


Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 


1. Here chey’llbe, man: fome otheir Plants are ill 
rooted already , the leaft wind i’th’world will blow them 
down. 

2. Lepidus is higb.colour’d. 

1, They have made him drink Alms drink. 

2. As they pinch one another by the difpofition he cries 
out, no more , reconciles them to his entreaty, and him- 
felf co th’drink. 

1. But ic raifes che greater war between bim aad his 
diferetion. 

2. Why this it is to have a name in great men’s Fellow- 
hip: I hadas lieve have a Reed that will do me no fer- 
vice, as a Partizan | could not heave. 

1. To be call’d into a ‘huge Sphere, and notto be feen 
to mave in’t, are the holes where eyes fhould be, which 
pitifully difafter the cheeks. 


A Sonnet founded. 
Enter Czfar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Me- 
cxoas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 


Art. Thusdo they, Sir: they take the fow o'th’ Nse 
By certain feale, i'th’ Pyramid : they know 
By cl’height, the lownefs, or the mean: If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Ni/as fwells, 
The more it promifesas it ebbs, the Scedfman 
Upon the flime and Ooze fcatters his grain, 
And fhortly comes to Harvett. 

Lep. Y’have {trange Serpents there ? 

Ant, 1, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your Serpent of eAgypr, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun: fo is your Crocodile. 

An. They ate fo. 

Pom. Sir, and fome Wine: A health to Lepidus 

Lep. 1am not fo well as 1 hoald be : 
But Ple nere out. 

Eno, Not till you have flept: { fear me you'll be in 
"till then. 

Lep, Nay.certainly, | have heard the Protemse’s Py- 
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have heard that. Here’s to Cefar. ain 
Men, Pompey, a word. : Cefar, 1 could well forbear tit s monfĝrous labour when 
Pom Say in mineear, what-is’'t ? I wah my brain, and it grows fouler. 
Men. Forfake thy fear, 1 do befeech thee, Captain, Ant, Bea Child o’th’time. 

And hear me {peak a word. Cefar. Poffefs it, Vle make anfwer : but I had rather 
Pom. For me ‘till anon. [Whiffer in’s Ear, | faft from all, four dayes, than drink fo much in one. 

This Wine for Lepidus. Eno, Ha, my brave Emperour, fhall we dance now the 
Lep. What manner o’thing is your Crocodile ? egyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink ? 


cnt. Itis fhap’d, fir, like it felf, and itis as broad as Pom, Let’s ha’t, good Souldier. 
ithach breadth; Itisjuft fo high asitis, and moves with | dnt, Come, let’s all take hands, 
it’s ownorgans. It lives by that which nourifheth it, and ’Till that the conquering Wine hath fteept our fenfe, 


the Elements once out of it, it tranfmigrates. In foft and delicare Lethe. 
Lep, What colour is it of! Eno, All take hands : 
Ant. Of it’s own colour too, Make battery to our ears with the loud Mufick, 
Lep. Tisa ftrange Serpent. The while, Vle place you, then the Boy fhall fing. 
An, ’Tis fo, and the tears of itare wet. The holding every man fhall beat as loud, 
Cef. Will this defcription fatishe him ? As his {trong fides can volly. 
Ant, With the Health that Pompey gives him, elfe he is 
a very Epicure. Mufick Playes. Enobarbus places them hand in hand. 
Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang: tell me of chat ? Away: 
Do as I bid you. Where’s the Cup 1call’d for ? The Song. 
een. If for the fake of Merit thou wilt hear me, Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
‘rife from the ftvol. Plumpte Bacchus with pink eyne : 
Pom. | think th’art mad: the matter ? In thy Fattes our cares be drown'd : 
Men, have ever held my cap off ro thy Fortunes. With thy Grapes our hairs be crown'd. 
Pom. Thou haft ferv’d ine with much faith: what’s Cup us "till the world go round, 
elfe ro fay? Be jolly, Lords. Cup us “till the world go round, 
cfath. Thefe Quick-fands, Lepidus. 
Keep offthem, for you fink. Caf. What would you more? 
Afen. Wilt chou be Lord of all the world ? Pompey, good night. Good Brother 
Pom, What failt thou? Let me requeft you of our graver bufinefs 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let’s part, 
That’s “twice. | You fee we have burnt our cheek. Strong Enobarbe 
Pom. How fhould that be ? Is weaker than the wind, and mine own tongue 
Men, But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, | Splits what it fpeaks: the wild difguife hath almoft 
I am the man will give thee all the world. Antickt us all. What needs more words ? good night. 
Pom, Haftthou drunk well ? Good Anthony, your hand. 
Men. No, Pompey, 1 have kept me from the cup, Pom. Vle try you on the fhoar. 
That if thou darft be, the earthly Yove : Ant. And fhall, Sir, give’s your hand. 
What e’re the Ocean pales, or skie inclippes, Pom, Oh, Anthony, you have my Fathet’s houfe. 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t. But what, we are Friends? 
Pom. Shew me which way. Come down into the Boat. 
Men Thefe three world-fharers, thefe Competitors Eno. Take heed you fall not, Menas; Ple not on hoar, 
Are in thy veflel. Let me cut the Cable. No, to my Cabin: thefe Drumms, 
And when we are put off, fall to their throats: Thefe Trumpets, Flutes : what, 
All there is thine. Let Neptune hear, we bid aloud farewel 
Pom, Ah, this thou fhould’ft have done, Tothefe great Fellows. Sound and be hang’d, found out. 
| And not have fpoken on’. In me’tis villanie, [Sound a Flourifh with Drumms. 
in thee, ’t had been good fervice; thou muft know, Eno. Hoo faies a, there’s my Cap. 
Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour : Men. Hoa, Noble Captain, come. [ Exeunt. 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e’re thy tongue, 
Hath fo betrai’d thineaét. Being done unknown, Enter Ventidius as st were in a triumph, the dead body 


| fhould nave found it-afterwards well done: 


of Pacotus born before him. 
But muft condemn it now: defift, and drink. 


Aten, For this Vle never follow ' Ven. Now darting Parthia art thou ftruck, and now 

Thy pall’d Fortunes more ; Pleas’d Fortune does of A4arcus Craffus death 

Who feeks and will not-take. when once ’tis offer’d, Make merevenger. Bear the King’s Son’s body, 

Shall never find it more. Before our Army, thy Pacorus Orades, 

Pom. This health to Lepidus. Payes this for eAarcus Craffus. 
Ant. Bear him a-fhoar, Roman. Noble Ventidius, 

Vle pledge it for him, Pompey. Whilft yet with Parthian bloud thy Sword is warm, 
Eno, Here’s to thee, Menas. i The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Media, 
Men, Enobarbus, welcom, Mefapotamia, and the fhelters, whither 
Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. The routed flie. So thy grand Captain Anthony . 

Exo. There’s a ftrange Fellow, Avenas. Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and 


Men, Why? Put Garlands on thy head, 
Eno. A bears the third part of the world, man: feeft Ven. Oh Silins, Silins, 


not? I have done enough. <A lower place, note well 
Men. The third part, then he isdrunk; would it were | May make toogreatanaét. For learn this, Silins, 


all, that ic might go on wheels, i Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the Reels. Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ferve’s away. 
Men, Come. Caefar and Anthony have ever won 
Pom, Thisis not yetan Alexandrian Fealt. More ia their oficer,than perfon. Soffins, 
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One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which atchiev’d by th’minute, loft his favour. 

Who does i’ch’ Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Captain’s Captain: and Ambition 

( The Souldier’s virtue ) rather makes choice of lofs 
Than gain, which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Anthonius good, 

Buc "twould offend him. And in his offence, 

Should my performance perih. 

Rom. Thou halt, Ventsdius, that, without the which a 
Souldier and his Sword grants fcarce diftin¢tion : thou 
wilt write to Anthony. 

Ven. Vie humbly figuifie what tn his name, 

That magical word of War we have effected, 
How with his Banners, and his well pai’d ranks, 
The ne’re-yet beaten Horfe of Parthia, 

We have jaded out o’ch’Field. 

Rom. Where is he now ? ‘ 

Ven. He purpofeth co Athens, whither with what halt 
The weight we muft convey with’s, will permit : 
We mhall appear before him. On there, pafs along. 

: CExennt. 


Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus at another, 


Asri. What are the Brothers parted ? 
Eno. They have difpatcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Oflavis weeps 
To part from Rome: Cafar is fad, and Lepidus 
Since Pomp:y’s fealt, as Menas fayes, is troubled 
With the Green-ficknefs, 
Agri. Tis a Noble Lepidus, 
Eno. ÀA very fine one : oh, bow he loves Cefar, 
Agri. Nay but how dearly he adores Mark Anthony, 
Eno. Cafar ? why he’s the Jupiter of men. 
Ant. VVhat’s Anthony, the god of Fupiter ? 
Eno. Speak you of Cfa ? Oh? the non-pareil ? 
Agri. Oh Anthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 
Eno. VVould you praife (afar, fay Cefar, go no further. 
Agri. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes, 
Eno. But he loves Cefar beft, yet he loves Anthony : 
Ho, Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, Ipeak, cat, write, fing, number : ho,: 
His love to Anthony, Butas for Cefar, 
Kauce! down, kneel down, and wonder, 
Agri. Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, fo : 
This is to Horfe : Adieu, Noble 4 rippa. 
Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier, aad farewel. 


Enter Cafar, Anthony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 


Antho. No farther, Sir. 

Cafar. You take from mea great part of my felf : 
Ufeme wellin’t, Sifter, prove fuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartlieft Band 
Shall pafs on thy approof: moft noble Anthony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is fet 
Betwixt us, asthe Cement of our love 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Fortune ofie: for becter might we 
Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherifht. 

Am. Make me not offended ia your diftrult. 

Caf. I have faid. 

Ant. You fhall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, the leaft caufe 
For what you feem to fear, fo the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ferve your ends : 
VVe will here part. 

Caf. Farewel, my deareft Sifter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 


Sy esheets Alli oe, 


Thy Spirits all of comfort: fare thee well, 
Oila. My Noble Brother., 
efnt. The eApril’sin her eyes, it isloves {pring, 
And thefe the howers to bring iton: be cheartul. 
Oita. Sir, look well to my Husband’s Honfe: and— 
Cefar. VVhat Olavia. 
Octa. l'le tell you in your ear. 
Ant. Her tongue wil not obey her heart, gor can 
Her heart inform her tongue. 
The Swan’s doun feather 
That flands upon the Swell at full of tide : 
And neither way inclines. 
Eno. VVI Cefar weep? 
Agri. He ha’s a clcud In’s face. i 
Eno. He were the worfe for that were he a Horfe, fo is 
he being a man. 
Agri. VVhy Enobarbus : 
VVhen Anthony found Julius Cefar dead, 
He cryed almoft co roaring: And he wept, 
VVhen at Philippi he found Braus fain. 
Eno. That year indeed, he was troubled with a rhcum, 
VVhat willingly he did confound, he wail’d, 
Believ’e ’till } weep too. 
Caf. No, fweet Of «via, 
You fhall hear from me ftill: the cime fhall not 
Out-go my thinking on you, 
Ant. Come Sir, come, 
le wreftle with you in my ftrength of love - 
Look here [have you: thus 1 let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 
Cef. Adicu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the number ofthe Stars give Light 
To thy fair way. - 
Caf, Farewel, Farewel. [ Xiffes Olavia, 
Ant. Farewel. Trumpets found. CExexnt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, ras, and Alexas. 


Cleo. VVhere is the Fellow ? 
Alex. Half afeard to come. 
Cieo. Goto, goto: Come hither, Sir. 


Enter the Meflenger as before. 


Alex, Good Majeftie, Herod of Fewry dare not look up- 
on you, but when youare well pleas’d. 

Cleo, That Hered’s head, Vie have: but how? VVhen 
Anthony is gone, through whom [ might command it: 
Come thou near. 

Mef. Moft gracious Majefty. 

Cleo. Did’ft thou behold Of8avia? 

Mef. l, dread Queen. 

Cleo. VVhere? 

Mef. Madam, in Rome, tlookt heria the face: and faw 
her led between her Brother, and Mark, Anthony. 

Cleo. Is fheastall as me? 

Mef. She is not, Madam. 

Cleo. Did’ft hear her fpeak ? 

Is fhe fhrill tongu’d or low ? 

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeak, the is low voic’d. 

Cico, That’s not fo good : he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her? Oh /fs: tis impoflible. 

Cleo. I chink {0,Charmian: dull of tongue,and dwar fih. 
VVhat Majefty is in lier gate, remember 
If e’re thou look’ft on Majefty. 

Atef. She creeps; her motionand her ftation are as one - 
She fhews a body, rather thana life, 

A Statue, than a Breather. 

Afef. Is this certain ? 

Cleo. Or I have no obfervance. 

Cea. Three in -Zgype cannot make better note. 

Cleo. Hes very knowing, I do perceiv’r, 
There’s nothing in her yet. 

The Fellow has good judgement. 
Non 3 
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Cuar, Excellent. 

Cleo. Guefs at her Years, I prythee. 

Mef. Madam, fhe was a Widow, 

Cleo. Widow ? Charmian, hark. 

Mef. And Edo think he’s thirty. 

Cleo. Bear’ft chou her face in mind ? is’t long or round ? 

Mef. Round even to faulrinefs. 

Cleo. For the moft part too, they are foolifh that are fo. 
Her hair what colour ? 

Mef. Brown, Madam : and her Forehead. 
As low as fle would wih it. 

(leo, There’s Gold for thee, 
Thou mutt not take my former fharpnefs ill, 
I will employ thee back agaia : I fiad thee 
Moft fit for bufinefs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar’d. 

(har. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed he is fo: I repent me much- 
That fo l harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature’s no fuch thiog. 

Chay. Nothing, Madam. 

Cleo. The man hath feen fome Majefty, and fhould 
know. 

Char. Hath he feen Majelty ? J/selfe defend: and fer- 
ving you fo long. i 

Cleo. 1 have one thing more to ask bim yet, good Char- 
mian: but ’tis no marter, thou fhalt bring him to me 
where I will write; all may be well enough. 

Char, | warrant yov, Madam. [Exeunt. 
Enter Anthony and Octavia. 


Ant, Nay, nay Offavia, not only that, 
Thac were excufable, that and thoufands more 
Offemblable import, but he hath wag’d 
New Wars ’gainit Pompey, Made his Will, and read tt, 
To publick Ear, fpoke fcantly of me, 
VVhen perforce he coald not 
But pay me terms of Honour: cold and fickly 
| He vented then moft narrow meafure : lent me, 
VVhen the beft hint was given him: he had lookt, 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Offa. Oh, my good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you muft believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this divifion chance, ne’re ftood between 
Praying for both parts: 
The good gods will mack me prefently, 
When I hall pray: oh blefs my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer: by crying out as loud, 
Oh blefs my Brother. Husband win, win Brother, 
Prayes; and deftroys the Prayer, no midway 
’Twixt thefe extreams at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 
Let your beft love draw to that point which feeks 
Belt to preferve it: if I lofe mine Honour, 
I lofe my felf: better 1 were not yours 
Than yours fo branchlefs. Butas you requefted, 
Your felf thall go between’s, the mean time, Lady, 
Pil raife. the preparation of a War 
Shall ftain your Brother, make your fooneft hafte 
So your defires are yours. 

Oita. Thanks to my Lord, 
The Jove of Power make me mcft weak, molt weak, 
Your reconciler: Wars ’twixt you twain would be, 
As if the World fhould cleave, and that flain men 
‘Should fodder up the Rife. 

Amb. VVhen it appears to you where this begins 
Turn your difpleafure chat way, for our faults 
Can never be fo equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 


Choofe your own Company, and command what colt 
Your heart has mind to. 


[ Exeunt. 


Emer Enobarbus, and Eros. 


Enob. How now, Friend Eros ? 

Eros, There’s ftrange News come, Sir. 

Eno. VVhat man? 

Eros. Cefar and Lepidus have made V Var upon Pompey. 

Eno. Thisis old, what is the fuccefs ? 

Eros. Cejar having made ufe of him in the VVars 
*gaintt Pompey > prefently denied him rivality, would not 
let him partake of the glory of the action, and not refting 
here, accufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Upon his own appeal feizes him, fo the poor 
third is up, “till death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadft a pair of Chaps no more, 
and throw between them all rhe food thou halt, chey’! 
grind the other. Where’s Anthony ? 

Eros. He’s walking inthe Gaiden thus, and fpurns 
The ruh that lies before him. Cries, Fool Lepidus, 
And threats the throat of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Eno, Our great Navy’s rige’d. 
Eros. For Italy and Cefar, more Domitins, 
My Lord defires you preiently : my News 
l might have told hereafter. 
Eno.’ Twill be naught, but let it be : bring me to Anthony. 
Eros, Come, Sir. C Exeunt 


Enter Agrippa, Mccenas, and Czfar. 


Czf. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more 
In Alexandria: here’s the matter of it: 
I’ ch’ Market-place on a Tribunal filver’d, 
Cleopatra aod himfelf in Chairs of Gold 
Were publickly enthron’d : at the feet fat 
Cefarion whom they call my Father’s Son, 
And all the unlawful Iffue, that their luft 
since then hath made between them, Unto her, 
He gave the ftablifhment of -£gypr, made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abfolute Queen 
Mec. This is the publick Eye? 
Cf. I’ th’ common fhew place where they exercife, 
His Sons hither proclaim’d the King of Kings, 
Great eMedia, Parthia, and e4rmema 
He gaveto Alexander. To Prolemy he aflign’d, 
Syria, Sicilia, and Phænicia : fhe 
In th’ abiliments of the Goddefs Ifs 
That day appear?d, and oft before gave audience, 
As "tis reported, fo. 
Mec. Let Rome be thus inform’d. 
Agrip. Who queafy with his infolence already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 
Cef. The people know it, 
And have now receiv’d his accufations. 
Agri. Whom do’s he accufe ? 
Caf. Cefar, and that having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius fpoil’d, we had not rated him 
His part o’ th’ Ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me 
Some fhipping unreftored. Laftly he frets 
That Lepidus of the Triumvirate, fhould be depos’d, 
And being that we detain all his Revenue. 
Aers, Sir, this fhould be anfwered. 
Cef. Tis done already, and his Meflenger gone : 
I have told him Lepidus was growntoocrucl, . 
That bis high Authority abus’d, 
And did deferve his chance for what I have conquer’d, 
l grant him part : but then in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer’d Kingdoms, I demand the like 
Afec, He'll never yield to thar. 
Cef. Nor muft not then be yielded to in this. 


Enter 


ee ee 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 
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Enter Otavia with her Train. 


O&. Hail Cefar, aod my Lord; hail, moft dear Cefar. 

Caf. That ever I fhould call thee Caft-away. 

Off. You have nor call’d me fo, nor have you caufe. 

Caf. Why haft chou ftoln upon me thus? you came not 
Like Cafar’s Sifter ; the Wife of Anthony 
Should have an Army foran Ufner, and 
The neighs of Horfe to tcll of her approach, 

Long e're fhe did appear. The Trces by th’ way 
Should have born men, and expcctation fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duft 

Should liave afcended to the Roof of Heaven, 

Rais'd by your populous Troops: But you are come 
A Market. maid ro Rome, and have prevented 

The oftentation of our love; which left unfhewn, 

Is often left unlov’d : we fhould have met you 

By Sea, and Laod, fupplying every ftage 

With an augmented greeting, 

O&. Good, my Lord, 
To come thus was! not conftrain’d, but did it 
On my free will. My Lord, eA/ark Anthony, 
Hearing that yon prepat’d for War, acquainted 
My grieving Ear withal : whereon I bege’d 
His pardon for return. 

Cef. Which foon he granted, 
Being an abftract ’tween his Luft, and bim 

Ott. Do not fay fo, my Lord. l 

Cef. | have Eyes upon him. 

And his affairs come to me on the wind: where is he now ? 
ot. My Lord, in Athens. 

Caf. No, my moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra 
Hach nodded him toher. He hath given his Empire 
Upto a Whore, who now are levying 
The Kings o’ th’ Earth for War. He hath diffembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Paphlagonia : the Thracian King eAdullas, 

King Mauchus of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of Jewry, Mithridates King 

Of Comageat, Polemen and Amintas. 
The King of Mede, and Lycaonia, 

| Witha more larger Lift of Scepters. 

Ot. Ayc me moft wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That do afflict each other. 

Caf. Welcome hither, 
Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
Till we perceiv’d both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger: cheer your heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time. which drives 
O’re your content, thefe {trong neceflitics, 
But let detcrmin’d things to deftiny 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more dear tome. You are abus’d 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods 
To do you Juftice, make his Minifters 
Of us, and thofe that love you. Beft of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us, 

Agrip. Welcome Lady. 

Mec, Welcome, Dear Madam, 
Each heart in Rome does lovec and pity you, 
Only th’ adulterous eAathony, moft large 
In his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent Regiment toa Trull 
‘That noifes it againft us. ' 

Oct. (sit fo, Sir ? 

Cef. Moft certain: Sifter, welcome, pray you 
Be ever known to patience. My dear’ft Sifter. (&xennt. 


Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 


Clee. 1 will be even with thee: doubt it not. 

Enob. But why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Tnow haft forelpoke my being in thefe Wars; 
And fay ft it is nor fit, 

Enob. Well: is it, is it? 

Clo. If not, denounc’d againft us, why fhould not we 
be therc in perfon? 

Enob. Well, 1 could reply : if we fhould ferve with 
Horfe and Mares together, the Horfe were merely loft : 
the Mares would bear a Souldier and his Horfe. 

Cleo. What is't you fay? 

Enob Yont prefence needs muft pozzle Anthony, 

Take from his heart,take from his brain,take from’s timc, 
What fhould not then be {par’d. He is already 

Tradac’d for Levity, and ’tis faid in Rome, 

That Phorsnus an Eanoch, and your Maids 

Manaage this War. 

Cleo, Sink Rame, and their tongues rot 
That fpeak againft us. A Charge we bear i’ th’ War, 
And as the prefident of my Kingdom will 
Appear there for aman. Speak not againtt it, 

I will not {tay behind. 


Enter Anthony and Camidius. 


Enob Nay Lhave done, here comes the Emperous. 
Ant, Is ic not ftrange, Camidius, 

That from Tarentum, and Brandufium, 

He could fo quickly cut the Jonsan Sea, 

And take in Toryne? Yoo havc heard on’t (Sweet ?) 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir’d 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant, A good rebuke, 

Which might have well becom’d the beft of men 
To'taunt at flacknefs. Casmidins, we, 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo, By Sea, what elle ? 

Cam, Why will my Lord do fo ? 

Ant, For that he dares us to'r. 

Enob. So hath my Lord dar’d him to fingle Bgħt. 

Cam. I, and to wage his Battel at Pharfalia, 
Where Cefar fought with Pompey. But thefe offers 
VVhich ferves not for his vantage, he fhakcs off, 
And fo fhould you. 

Erb. Your Ships are not well mann’d, 

Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People, 
Ingroft by fwift Imprefs. In Cefar’s Fleet 

Are thofe, chat often have gaint Pompey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy: no difgrace 
Shall fall ycu for refufing him at Sea, 

Being prepar’d for Land. 

Anr. By Sea, by Sea. 

Enob, Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Souldierfhip you have by Land, 
Diftra&t your Army, which doth moft confilt 
Of War-marke.Footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowed knowledge, quite forgo 
The way which promifes affurance, and 
Give up your felf merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm Security. 

Ant, Pil fight at Sea. 

Cleo. 1 have fixty Sails, Cefar none better. 

Ant. Our over-plus of fhipping will we burn, 
And withthe reft full-mann’d, from th’ heart of Af?sses 
Beat th’ approaching Cefar. But if we fail, 

We then can do’t at Land. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


Thy bufinefs? 
Afef. The news is true, my Lord, he is defcried, 
Cafar has taken Toryne. s 
nf. 
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fon? ‘Tis impoffible 
Ant. Can he be therein perto p Where Death is fure. Your ribauldred Nag of VEL ypr, 


Strange, that his power fhould be fo, Camidius, * dn ae ee ee 

an a Posion thou fhalt hold by Land, ii ae eS re ) a om t o’ th ert, 
and Horfe. VVe'll to our snl en vantage like a.pal winns appear’ 

And our ceapan i Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder ; 


Away my Thetis. (The Breeze upon her) like a Cow in Fuze, 
Soldier. Hoilts Sails, and files. 
Enter 4 goutal Enob. That l beheld : 


How now worthy Souldier a Mine Eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
> Indure a further view. 


Sould. Oh Noble Emperour, do not fight by Sea, 
Trut not to rotten planks: Do you mifdoubt Scar. She once being looft, 
This Sword, and thefe my Wounds ; let th’ Egyptians The Noble ruine of her Magick, Anthony, 
And the Phenicians go a Ducking : we Claps on his Sea. wing, and (like a doating Mallard) 
Have us’dro conquer ftanding on the Barth, Leaving the Fight in heighth, flies after hier: 
l never faw an action of fuch fhame ; 


And fighting foot to foot. ! l 
Ant. Well,well, away. CExeune Ant. Cleo. and Enob. | Experience, Man-hood, Honour ne’re before, 


Sould. By H.rcules 1 thiok I am ? th’ right. Did violate foit felf. 
Cum, Souldier thouart: but the whole action grows Enob. Alack, alack. 
Not inthe power on’t: fo our Leaders lead, 


And we are Womens men. 
Sonld. You keep by Land the Legions and the Horfe 


whole, do you not ? 


Enter Camidius 


Cam, Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 


Ven. Marcus Oltavinu, Marcus Fuftins, And finks moft lamentably. Had onr General 
Publicola, and Celius, are for Sea : Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well ; 
Bot we keep whole by Land. This {peed of Cefar’s Oh he has given example for our flight ; 
Carries beyond belief. Molt grofly by his own. e 
~- Sould, While he was yet in Rome Enob. 1, are you thereabouts? Why then goodnigit 
His power went ow in fuch diftractioas, indeed. 
As beguil’d all Spies. Cam, Toward Peloponmefus are they fled. 
Cam, Who’s his Lieutenant, hear you ? Scar, ’Tis eafie to'r. 
Seuld, They fay, one Towrss, And there I will atcend what further comes. 


Cam. To Cefar will I render 


Cam. Well, I know the man. 
My Legions and my Horfe, fix Kings already 


Enter a Meflenger. Shew me the way of yielding. 
Enob. Til yet follow 
Mf. The Emperour calls Camidsus. The wounded chance of Anthony, though my reafon 
Cam. With News the time’s with Labour, ` Sits inthe Wind againft me. 
And throws forth each minute, fome. CExeunt. 


Enter Anthony with Attendants. 


” Enter Cafar with his Army, marching. 
Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon’t, 


Caf. Towrus ? It is afham’d to bearme. Friends, come hither, - 
Tow. My Lord. [ am fo lated in the World, that I 
Caf. Strike not by Land. Have loft my way forever. I havea Ship 
Keep whole, provoke not Battel Laden with Gold, take that, divide it: flie 
*Till we have done at Sea. Do not exceed And make your peace with Cefar. i 
The Prefcript of this Scroul; Our Fortune lyes Omnes. Fly? Not we. 
Upon this jump. [Exit.| cnt. Lhave fled my felf, and have inflruéted Cowards 
Torun, and fhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 
Enter Anthony, and Enobarbus. l have my felf refolv’d upon a courfe, 


| Which has no need of you. Be gone, 
Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o’ th’ Hill, My Treafure’s inthe Harbour. Take it: Oh, 


In Eye of Cefar’s Battel, from which place I follow’d that | blufh to look upon, 
We may the number of the Ships behold, My very Hairs do mutiny: for the white 
And fo proceed accordingly. ` LExit. | Repcove the brown fos rafhnefs, and they them 


a es For fear, and doating. Friends be gone, you fhall 
Camidius marching with bis Land Army one way over the | Have Letters from ie to fome Friends, ‘that will 
Stage, and Towtus the Lieutenant of Cefar the other | Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad: 
way: after their going in, is beard the noife of a Sea-fight.| Nor make replies of lothnefS, take the hint 
Alarum, Enter Enobarbus and Scarus. Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be lefr 
4 Which leaves it felf, to Sea fide ftraightway ; 
Enob. Naught,naught,all naught,t can behold no longer : | I will poflefs you of that Ship and Treafure, i 


Thantoniad, the e4gyptian Admiral Leave me, I pray, ali 
7 T À ttle: pra i 7 
le all their fixty Hie, and turn the Rudder: Nay, do fo: for fneteed I sake i comand, 
0 te t,; mine Eyes are blalted. Thercfore, I pray you, I'll fee you by and by. [Sits down. 
Enter Scarus. Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 
a Geram aak, the whole Synod ofthem! į ros. Nay, gentle Madam, tohim, comfort him. 
paflion ; fra. Do, moftd 
Scar, The greater Cantle of the World is loft Char. Do =, “what elfe? 
Kalle igeogane, we have kift away Cleo. Let me fit down: Oh Funo 
, and Provinces. 1 ent. N 
Enob; How appears the fight? Eros see ee ere Sif? 


preteen ee 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Ant, Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Jras, Madam, Oh good Emprefs. 

Eros, Sir, Sic. s 

Ant, Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His Sword e’en like a Dancer, while-.} {trook 
The lean and wrinkled (a/fius, and twas I 
That the mad Brurusended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave fquares of War: yet now: no matter. 

Cleo, Ab ftand by. 

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen. 

Ira. Goto him, Madam, fpeak to him, 

He is unqualited with very fhame, 

Cleo, Well then, fuftain me: Oh. 

Eros. Mott Noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head’s declin’d, and Death will ieize her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcue. 

Ant. I have offended Reputation 5 
A moft unnoble fwerving, 

Eros. Sir, the Queen, 

Am. O whither naft thou led me, e£gypt, fee 
How I convey my fhame, out of thine Eycs, 

By looking back what I have left behind 
Stroy’d in difhonour. 

Cleo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord ; 
Forgive my fearful Sails, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant. Zgypt, thou knew’t too well, 

My heait was to thy Rudder tyed by th’ ftrings, 
And thon fhould’ft ftowe me after. O’re my fpirit 
The fall fupremacy thou knew’ft, and that 

Thy beck, might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo, Oh, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I mutt 
To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the fhifts of lownefs, who, 

With half the bulk o’th’ World play’d asi pleas’d, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. Youdid know 
How much you were my Conquerour, and that 

My Sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all caufe. 

Cleo, Pardon, pardon. 

Aat, Fall not a tear, I fay, one of them rates 
All chat is won and loft: Give me a Kifs, 

Even this repays. 

We fent our Schoolmafter, is he come back ? 
Love I am full of Lead: fome Wine 

VVithin there, and our Viands : Fortune knows, 


VVe fcorn her mot,when mof he offers blows. [Exeunt. 


Enter Cæfar, Agrippa, Dolabella, with others. 


(ef. Let him appear that’s come for Anthony. 
Know you him ? 

Dol. Cafar, tis his Schoolmafter, 
An argument that he ts plackr, when hither 
He fends fo poor a Pinnion of his VVing, 
VVhich had fuperfluous Kings for Meilengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 


Enter Ambaflador from Anthony. 


Cej: Approach, and fpsak. 
e4mb, Suchaslam, lcome from Anthony : 
] was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morn dew on the Myrtle Leaf . 
To his grand Sea. 
Caf, Be’t fo, declare thine Office. 
Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, and 
Requires to live in e&zypr, which not granted 
He Leffens his requefts, and to thee fues 
To lec him breathe between the Heavens and Earth 
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A private manin Achens ; this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra docs confefs thy greatnefs: 
Submits her to thy might, and of chee craves 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Caf. For Anthony, 

[ have no Ears to his requeft. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor defire fhall fail, fo fhe 
From £oeype drive hee all-difgraced Friend. 
Or take his lifechere. This if fhe perform, 
She fhall not fue unheard. So to chem both. 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee. 

Cef Bring him through the Bands: 

To try thy Eloquence, now "tis time, difpatch, 
From Anthony wia Cleopatra, promife 

And in our Name, when fhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 

In their belt Fortunes ftrong ; but wane will perjure 
The ne’re touch’d Veftal. Try thy cunning, Thidas, 
Make thine own Edict for thy pains, which we 
Will anfwer as a Law, 

Thid. Cefar, Igo. 

Caf, Obferve how Anthony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou thinkeft his very Action fpeaks 
In every power chat moves, 

Thid. Cefar, i hal. [Exeunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras, 


Cleo. What hall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Enob. Think, and dye. 

Cleo. Is Anthony, or we in faule for this? 

Enck, Antbony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his Reafon. What thongh yon fled, 
From that great face of War, whofe feveral ranges 
Frighted cach other ? Why fhould he follow ? 
The itch of his Affection fhould not then 
Have nickt his Captain-fhip, at fuch a point, 
When half to half the World oppos’d, he being 
The meered queftion ? "Tis a fhame no lefs 
Than was his lols, cocourfe your Aying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prythee peace. 


Enter the Ambaflador, with Anthony. 


Ant. Is this his Anfwer ? 

Amb. 1, my Lord. 

Ant. The Queen fhall then have courtefie, 

So fhe will yield us up, 

Amb, He fays fo. 

Ant, Let her know't. To the Boy (efer fend this 
grizled Head, aod he will fil chy wifhes to the brim, 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. That Head, my Lord ? 

Ant, Tohim again, tell him he wears the Rofe 
Of youth upon him: from which, the World fhould note 
Something particular : His Coyn, Ships, Legions, 

May bea Cowards, whofe Minifters would prevail 
Under the fervice of a Child, as foon 

As i'th’ Command of Cefar. | dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparifons apart, 

And anfwer me declin’d, Sword again{t Sword, 
Our felves alone, Ill write ic, Follow me. 

Enob. Yes, like enough: hye-battel’d Cefar will 
Unftate his happinefs, and be Stag’d to th’ fhew 
Again{t a Sworder. I fee mens judgments are 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
To fuffer all alike, chat he fhould dream, 

Knowing all meafures, the fall Cefer will 
Anfwer his emptinefs ; Cafar thou halt fubda'd 
His judgment too. 
Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A Meflenger from Cefar. y 
(leo, What, no more Ceremony? See my W omen, 
Againft the blown Rofe may they ftop their Nofe, 
Thac kneel’d untothe Buds. Admit him, Sir. 
Enob. Mine honefty, and 1, begin to fquare, 
The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly : yet be that can endure 
To follow with Allegiance a fain Lord, 
Do’s conquer him chat did his Mafter conquer, 
And earns a place i’ th’ Story. 


Enter Thidias. 


Cleo, Cafar’s Will. 
Thid. Here it apart. 
Cleo. None but Friends: fay boldly. 
Thid. So haply are they Friends to Anthony. 
Enob. He needs as many (Sit) as Cafar has. 
Or needs not us. If Cefar pleafe, our Mafter 
Will leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 
Whofe be is we are, and that is Cefars. : 
Thid, So. Thus then thou moft renown’d, Cefar intreats 
Not ro confider in what cafe chou ftand’ft 
Further than be Is Cefar. 
Cleo. Go on, ‘right Royal. 
Thid. He knows that you embrace not Anthony 
As you did love, but as you feared him. 
Cleo. Oh. 
Thid. The fcars upon your hononr, therefore he 
Do’s pitty, as conftrained blemifhes, 
Not as deferved. 
Cleo. He isa god, 
Aad knows what is moft right. Mine honour 
Was not yielded, but conquer’d meerly. 
Enob. To be fure of thar, I will ask Anthony. 
Sir, Sir, thou art fo leaky s 
That we mult leave thee thy finking, for 
Thy deareft quit thee. 
Thid. Shall fay to (far, 
What you require ofhim: for he partly begs 
To be defir’d to give. lt much would pleafe him, 
That of his fortunes you hoold make a ftaff 
To lean upon. Butit would warm his fpirits 
To hear from me you had left Anthony, 
And put your felf under his fhrowd,the univerfal Landlord. 
(leo, What’s your name? 
Thid. My name is Thidias. 
Cleo, Moft kind Meffenger, 
Say to great Cefar this in difputation, 
I kifs his conqu’ring hand: Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crown at’s feet, and there to kneel. 
Tell him from his all-obeying breath, I hear 
The doom of e£eypr. 
Thid, ’Tis your nobleft courfe: 
Wildom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may fhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 
Cleo, Your Cafars Father oft 
(When he hath mus’d of taking Kingdoms in) 
Beftow’d his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain’d kiffes. 


[Exit Enob. 


Enter Anthony, and Enobarbus. 


Ant. Favours? By Jove that thunders. 
What art thou Fellow? 

Thid. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft 
To have command obey’d. 

Enob. You will be whipt, 
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Ant. Approach there: ah you Kite. 
Now gods and devils, 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cry’d hoa, 
Like Boyes untoa muls, Kings would ftart forth, 
And cry your will. Have you no Ears? 
lam Anthony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip him. 


Enter a Servant. 


Enob. ’Tis better playing with a Lyons Whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 
Ant. Moon and Stars, 
Whip him: were twenty of the greateft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cafar, fhould I find them 
So fawcy with the hand of fhe here, what’s her name 
Since fhe was Cleopatra? Whip him, Fellows, 
Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his Face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid, Mark, Anthony. 
Ant. Tug him away: being whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Cefars fhall 
Bear us anerrand to him. [Exeunt with Thidias. 
You were half blafted ere I knew you: Ha? 
Have I my Pillow left unpreft in Rome, 
Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 
And by a Jem of Women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on Feeders? 
Cleo. Good, my Lord. 
Ant, You have been a Boggeler ever, 
But when we in oor vicioufnefs grew hard 
(Ob mifery on’t) the wife gods feal our Eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errours, laugh at’s while we ftrut 
To our confufion. 
Cleo. Oh, 1s’tcometothis ? 
Ant. Yfound youas a Morfel, cold upon 
Dead Cefar’s Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Creins Pompey’s, befides what hotter hours 
Unregiftred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxurioufly picke out. For] am fure, 
Though you can guefs what Temperance fhould be, 
You know oot what it is. 
Cleo. Wherefore is this? 
eAnt. To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 
And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My Play. Fellow, your hand; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high hearts, Othatl were 
Upon the Hill of Bafan, to out-roar 
The horned Herd, for I have Savage caufe, 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter’d neck, which do’s the Hangman thank, 
For being yare about him. Is be whipt ? 


Enter a Servant with Thidias. 


Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 

ent. Cryed he? and begge’d a pardon ? 

Ser. He did ask favour. 

ent. If that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou waft not made his Daughter, and be thou forty 
To follow Cefar in his triumph, fince 
Thou haft been whipt. For following him , henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Fever thee, 
Shake to look on’t, Get thee back to Cefar, 
Tell him thy entertainment: look thou fay 
He makes me angry with him. For he feems 
Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was, He makes me angry, 
And at this time moft eafie ’tis to do’t : 
VVhen my good ftars, that were my former guides 
Have empty left their Orbes, and fhut their Fires 
Into the Abifm of Hell. If he miflike, 
My fpeech, and what is done, tell him he has 


Hiparchus, my enfranched Bondman, whom m 
fe 
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He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 
Ashe fhali like to quit me, Urge it thou: i 
Hence with thy ftripes, be ~g [Exit Thid. 
Cleo, Have you done yet l 
Ant. Alack, our Terrene Moon is now Eclipft, 
And it portendsalone the fall of Anthony, 
Cleo. 1 muft fay his time. 
Ant. To fatter Cefar, would you mingle Eyes 
With one that ties his points. 
Cleo, Not Know me yet ? 
cnt, Cold-hearted toward me ? 
Cleo, Ab (Dear) if I be fo, 
From my cold heart, let Heaven ingender Hail, 
And poyfonitinthe fource, and the ficft ftone 
Drop in my neck: as it determines fo 
Diflolve my life, the next Czfarian fmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my Womb, 
Together with my brave -4gyptians all, 
By the difcandering of this pelletted ftorm, 
Lye gravelefs, till the Flies and Gnats of Wyle 
Have buried them for prey. 
Ant. | am fatisfed : 
Cafar fets down in eAlexandria, where 
I will oppofe his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath nobly held, and fever’d Navy too a 
Have knit again, and Flect, threatning moft Sea-like. 
Where halt chou been my heart? Dolt chou hear, Lady ? 
If from the Field I fhall return once more 
To kits thefe Lips, I will appear in blood, 
l, and my Sword, will earn my Chronicle, 
There’s hope in’t yet. 
Cleo. That’s my brave Lord. 
Ant, | will be creble-finewed, hearted, breath’d, 
And fignt malicioufly ; foc when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome lives 
OF tue for jefts: but now, Ill fet my teeth, 
And fend to darknefs all that ltop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night: Calltome 
All my fad Captains, fill our Bowls once more: 
Let’s mock the midnight Bell. 
Cleo, It is my Birth.day, 
[had thought t?’ have held it poor. But fince my Lord 
Is Anthovy again, ! will be Cleopatra. 
Ant, We will yet do well. 
Cleo, Call all his noble Captains to my Lord, 
Ant, Dofo, we'll peak to them, 
And to night I'll force 
The Wine peep through their fears. 
Come on- (my Queen) 
There’s fap in’t yet. The next time Ido fight 
ii.make death love me; for | will contend 
Even with his peftilent Scythe. { Exeunt. 
Enob, Now he'll out-{tare the Lightning, to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood 
The Dove will peck the Eftridge ; and | fee ftill 
A diminution tn our Captains brain, 
Reltores his heart; when valour prays in reafon, 
lt eats the Sword ic fights with: I will feck 
Some way to leave him. [Exennt. 
Enter Cxfar, Agrippa, and Mecenas wah bw Army, 
Cxfar reading a Lerter 


Caf. He calls me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beat me out of -£gypr. My Meflenger 
He hath whipr with Rods, dares me to perfonal Combat. 
Cafar to Anthony: let the old Rufhan know, 
| have many other ways to die: mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge. 

Mec. Cefar muft think, 
When one fo great begins torage, he’s hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diftraction : Never anger 
Made good guard for it felf. 


Cef. Lee our beft Heads know, 
That tomorrow, the laft of many Batreis 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thofe that ferv’d eBfark, Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See itdone, 
And feat rhe Army, we have ftore to do't, 
And they have carn’d the walte, Poor Anthony, CExcuns. 


Enter Anthony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Iras, Alexas, with ethers, 


Ant. He will not fight withme, Domisian. 
Enob, No? 
Ant. Why fhould he not ? 
Enob. He thinks, being twenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. 
eAne. To morrow, Souldier, 
By Sea and Land 1’il fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood, 
Shall make it live again, VVoo’cthou fight well. 
Enob, V1) trike, aod cry, take all. 
Ant. VVell faid, come on: 
Call forth my Houlhold Servants, let’s to night. 


Enter three or four Setvitors. 


Be bounteous at our Meal. Give methy hand, 
Thou haft been rightly honeft, fo haft chou, 
Thou, and thou, and thou: you have ferv’d me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. 
Cleo. VVhat means this? 
Enob. ’Tis one of thofe odd tricks which forrow fhoots 
Out of the mind. 
Ant. And thou art honeft too: 
| with} could be made fo many men, 
And all of you clapt up together, in 
An Anthony : that | might do you fervice, 
So good as you have done. 
Umnes. The gods forbid. 
Ant. VVell, my good Fellows, wait on me to night : 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And fuffered my command. 
Cleo. VVhat does he mean ? 
Enob. To make his Followers weep. 
Ant. Tend meto night; 
May be it is the period of your duty, 
Haply yov fhall nort fee me more, or if, 
A mangled fhadow. Perchance co morrow, 
You'll ferve another Mafter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft Friends, 
l turn you not away, but like a Mafter 
Married to your good fervice, ftay till death : 
Tend me to nigħt two hours, | ask no more. 
And the gods yield you for’r. 
Enob. VVhat mean you (Sir) 
To give them this difcomfort ? Look, you weep, 
Andl, an Afs, am Onion-ey'd; for hame, 
Transform us not to Women. 
Ant. Ho, ho, ho : 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. 
Grace grow where thofe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a too dolorous a fence ; 
For I fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burn this night with Torches : know (my hearts) 
| hope well of to morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather I'll expect victorious Life, 
Than Death, and Honour. Lers to Supper, come, 
And drown confideration. CExennt. 


Enter a Company ef Souldiers. 
1 Seul, Brother, good night: to morrow is the day, 


2 Sok fe will determine one way : Fare yon well 
Heard 
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Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets. 
1. Nothing: what news ? 
2, Belike ’tis but a Rumour, good night to you. 
Q night i 
+ a ae C They meet with other Souldiers. 
2. Souldiers, have careful Warch. 
1. Andyou: Good night, good night. 
[ They place themfelves sn every corner of the Stage. 
2. Here we, and ifto morrow 
Our Navy thrive, I have.an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand up. 
1, ’Tisabrave Army, and full of purpofe. 
LemMufick of the Hoboyes 1 under the Stage, 
. Peace, what noife ? 
» Lift, dft. 
. Hark. 
. Mefick ith’ Air, 
- Under the Earth. 
It fings well, do’s it not? 
3. No. 
1, Peace I fay: what fhould this mean ? i 
2, Tisthe god Hercules, whom dnthony loved, 
Now leaves him. 
1. Walk, let’s feeif other Watchmen 
Do hear what we do? 
1. How now, Matters ? C Speak together. 
Omnes. How now ? how now ? doyou hear this? 
1, Is’r not ftrange? 
3. Doyou hear, Matters? Do you hear? 
1. Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter. 
Let’s fee how it will give olf. 
Omnes. Content: ’Tis ftrange. 


wm te 
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{ Exennt. 
Enter Anthony, and Cleopatea, with others. 


efnt. Eros, mine Armour, Eros, 
Cleo, Sleep a little: l 
Ant. No, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, Eres. 


Enter Eros. 


Come good fellow, put thine fron on, 
If Fortune be not ours today, itis 
Becaufe we brave her. Comte. 
Cleo, Nay, lle help too, Anthony. 
What’s this for? Ah, let be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my heart; Falfe, falfe: This, this, 
Sooth-law le help: Thus it muft be. 
“Ant. Well, well, we fhall thrive now. 
Seeft thou my good fellow, Go put on thy defences. 
Eno. Briefly , Sir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely: 
He that unbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
To doft for our repofe, fhall hear a ftorm. 
Thou fumbleft €ros, and my Queen’s a Squire 
More tight at this: Difpatch, O Love, 
That thou could’ft fee my wars to day, and knew’ft 


The Royal Occupation, thou fhould’tt fee 
A workman in’t. 


Enter an armed Souldier. 


Good morrow to thee, welcom, 
Thou look’ft like him that knows a warlike charge: 
To bufinefs that we love, we rife betime, 
And go to't with delight, 
Soul. A thoufand, Sir, early though’t be; have on their 
Rivetted trim, and at the Port expect you. CShont. 


C Trumpets floxrifh. 
Enter Captains and Souldiers. 


eAlex. The Morn is fair: Good morrow, General. 


All, Good morrow, General. 
Ant. ’Tis well blown, Lad. 
This morning like the Spirit of a yourh 
That means to be of nore, begins betimes. 
So, fo: Gomegive me that, what ere becomes of me, 
Fare thee well, Dame, what ere becomes of me, 
This is a Souldiers kifs: rebukeable, 
And worthy fhamefal check ic were, to ftand 
On more Mechanick Complement, Ile leave thee. 
Now like a man of Steel, you that will fight, 
Follow me clofe, le bring youto’t: Adieu. 
Char. Pleafe you rctire to your Chamber ? 
Cleo. Lead me: 
He goes forth gallantly: that he and (Cefar might 
Determine this great War in fingle fight ; 
Then Anthony; but now. Wellon. 


(Exexunt. 


[ Excerme. 
Trumpets found. Enter Anthony, and Eros. 


Eros. The gods make thisa happy day to Anthony. 
Ant, Would thou, and thofe thy fcars had once pre- 
To make me Aght at Land. (vail’d, 
Eros. Had{t thou done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Souldier 
That has this morniog leftthee, would have ftill 
Followed thy heels. 
Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 
Eros, Who? one ever near thee, call for Enobarbus. 
He fhall not hear thee, or from Cefar’s Camp, 
Say I am none of thine. . 
Ant. What fayeft thou? 
Sold. Sir; he is with Cefar. 
Erns. Sir, his Chefts and Treafure he has not with him. 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold, Mott certain. 
Ant. Go, Eros, fend his Treafure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : writeto him, 
Ci will fubfcribe ) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that | wifh he never find more caufe 
To change a Malter. Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeft men. Difpatch, Eros.  CExit. 
Enter Agrippa, Cefar, with Enobarbus, 
and Dolabella, 


Caf. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
Our willis Anthony be took alive : 
Make it fo known. 

efgri. Cefar, 1 fhall. 

Cefar, The time of univerfat peace is near, 
Provethis a profp’rousday, the three-nook’d world 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 


Enter a Mellenger. 


Mef. Anthony is come into the field. 

Cef. Go charge e4grippa, 

Plant thofe that have revolted inthe Van, 
That dAathony may feem to {pend his Fury 
Upon himfelf. 

Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to 
Affairs of Anthony , there did diffwade 
Great Herod to incline himfelf to (far, 
And leave his Matter Anthony. For this pains 
Cefar hath hang’d him : Camidius and the reft 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable truft: I have done ill, 

Of which I do accufe my felf fo forely, 
That I will joy no more. 


LExennt. 
Jewry on 


Enter a Souldier of Cæfars. 


Soul, Enobarbus, Anthony 
Hath after thee fent all thy Treafure, with 


| His 
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His bounty over-plus. The Meflenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading of his Mules. 

Enob. | give it you. 

Sout. Mock not, Enobarbit, 
I tell you true : Belt you faf’c the bringer 
Out of the hoaft, | muft atrend mine Office, 
Or would have done’t my felf. Your Emperour 
Continues ftilla Jove. : 

Enob. i am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel i am fo moft. Oh Anthony, 
Thou Mine of bounty, how wonidit thou have payed 
My better fervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doft fo Crown with Gold. This blows my heart 
If Swift chought break it not: a fwifted mean 
Shall out-ftrike thought, but thought will do’t. | feel 
I fight againft thee: No, J will go feek 
Some Ditch, where to die: the fou.{t beft fits 
My latter part of life, 


[E&xir. 


Céxie. 


Alarm, Drums and Trumpets. 


Enter Agrippa. 


Agrip. Retire, we have cngag’d our felves too far : 
Cefar himlelf has work, and our opprefion 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exst, 

Alarums. 
Enter Anthony, and Scarus wounded. 


Scar. O my brave Emperour, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done foat firft, we had droven them home 
With Clouts about their Head. (Far off. 

Ant. Thon bieed’ft apace. | 

Scar. 1 had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now “tis made an H, 

Ant, They do retire. 

Scar. We'll beat ’em into Bench-holes, I have yet 
Room for fix fcotches more. 


Enter Eros. 


Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage: ferves 
For a fair Victory. 

Scar. Let us {core theic backs, 
And fnatch ’em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis a {port to maul a Runner. 

Ant. | will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. Vil hale after. [ Excant 
Alarum. Enter Anthony again in a march, 

Scarus, with others. 


Ant. We have beat him to his Camp : Run one 
Before, and lct the Queen know of our Guefts : to morrow 
Before the Sun fhal! fee’s, we’ll fpill the blood 
That has to day efcap’d. Ithank you all, 

For doughty handed are you, and have fought 

Not as you ferv’d the Caufe, but as’t-had been 

Each mans like mine : you have fhewn all Heéfors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 

Tell them your feats, whil’ft they with joyful tears 
Wath the congealment from your Wounds, and kifs 
The honour’d gafhes whole. 


Enter Cleopatra. > 


Give me thy hand, 

To this great Faiery, I'll commend thy acts, 
Make her thanks blefs tbee. O thou day o’ th’ World, 
Chain mine arm’d neck, Ieapthou, Attire and all 
Through proof of Harnefs to my part, and there 


Ride on the paints triumphing. 
Cleo, Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Virtue, com’ft thou fmiling from 
The Worlds great fare uncaught. 
Ant. My Nightingale, 
We have beat them to their Beds. 
What, Girl, though gray 
Do fomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha’ we 
A brain that nourifhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy favouring hand, 
Kifs it my Warriour: He hath fought to day, 
As if a god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deftroyed in fuch a fhape. 
Cleo. I'll give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of Gold ; it was a Kings. 
Ant. He has deferv’d it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phabsas Car. Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bear our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To Camp this hoaft, we all would fup together, 
And drink Carowfes to the nexr dayes Fate 
Which promifes Royal peril Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaft you the Cities Ear. 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 
That Heaven and Earth may ftrike their founds together, 
Applauding our reproach. Léxcunt. 


Enter a Century, and his Company, Enobarbus fellows. 


Cent, If we be not reliev’d within chis hour, 
We muft return to th’ Court of Guard: the night 
Is hiny, and they fay, we fhall embattle. 

By th’ fecond hour i’ th? Morn. 

1 Watch. This laft day was a fhrewd one to’s. 

Enob. Oh bear me witnefs night. 

2. What man is this ? 

1. Stand clofe, and lift him. 

Enob. Be witnefs tome (O thou bleffed Moon) 
When men revolted fhal] upon Record 
Bear hateful memory : poor Exobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent. Enobarbus? 

3. Peace: hark further. 

Enob. Oh Sovereign Miftrifs of true Melancholy, 
The poyfonous damp of night difpunge upon me, 
Thar life, a very Rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefs of my fault, 

Which being dried with grief, will break to Powder, 
And finih all foul thoughts: Oh Anthony, 

Nobler chan my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular, 

Buc fet the World rank me in Regifter 

A Mafter-leaver, anda fugitive: 

Oh Anthony! Oh Anthony ! 

1, Let’s fpeak to him. 

Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he fpeaks 
May concern Cefar. 

2. Let’sdo fo, but he fleeps. 

Cent. Swoonds rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for fleep. 

1, Go we to him. 

2. Awake, Sir, awake, fpeak to us. 

1. Hear you, Sir ? ; 

(Cen. The hand of death hath caught him. 

[ Drums afar off. 
Hark how the Drums demurcly wake the fleepers : 
Let us bear him to th’ Court of Guard : he is of note: 
Our hour is fully out. 
2. Come on then, he may recover ye. 


Ooo 


[ Exexnt. 
Ermer 
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Enter Anthony, and Scarus, with tbeir Army. 


Ant. Their preparation is today by Sea, 
We pleafe them not by Land. 

Scar, For both, my Lord. i 

Ant. I would they’ld fight ith’ Fire, or ith’ Air, 
We’ld fight chere too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the hills adjoyning to the City 
Shall ftay with us. Order for Sea is given, 
They have put forth the Haven : 
Where their appointment we may belt difcover, 
And lookon their endeavour. CExcunt. 
Enter Cefar, and bu Army. 


Cef. But being charg’d, we will be ftill by Land. 
Which as I tak’c we fhall, for his beft force 
[s forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales, 
And hold our beft advantage LExeunt. 
[etlarum afar off, as at a Sea fight. 


Enter Anthony, and Scarus. 


efnt. Yet they are not joyn’`d : 
Where yond Pine does ftand, I hall difcover all. 
Ple bring thee word ftraight, how ’tis like to go. 
Scar. Swallows have built 
In (leopatra’s Sailes their nefts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, look grimly, 
And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Anthony 
is valiant, and dejected, and by {tarts 
His fretted Fortunes give him hope and fear 
Of what he has, and has not. 


C Exit. 


Enter Anthony. 


efnt. All is loft: 
This foul e£gyprian hath betrayed me : 
My Fleet hath yielded tothe Foe, and yonder, 
They caft their Caps up, and Carowfe together 
Like friends long loft. Triple-turn’d Whore, tis thou 
Halt fold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all flye : 
For when I amreveng’d upon my Charm, 
I have done all. Bid them all flye, be gone. 
Oh Su, thy uprife thall | fee no more : 
Fortune and Anthony pare here, even here 
Dowe fhake hands? Allcometo this? The hearts 
That pannelled me at heels, to whom J gave 
Their wifhes, do dis-Candy, melt their {weets 
On bloffoming Cefar : and this Pine is barkt, 
That over-topt them all, Betray’d fam 
On this falfe Soul of e4gype ! this grave Charm, 
Whofe eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d chem home : 
Whofe Bofom was my Crownet, my chief end, 
Likea right Gypfie, hach at faft and loofe 
Beguil’d me, tothe very heart of lof. 
What Eros, Eros ? 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 
Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag’d againft his Love ; 
Ant. Vanifh, ort fhall give thee thy deferving, 
And blemifh Cefars Tiijumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoiftthee up toth’ fhouting Plebeizns, 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateft {pot 
Of all thy Sex. Moft Maofter like be hewn 
For poor’ft Diminutives, for Dolts, and let 
Patient Olavia plough thy vifage up 
With ber prepared nails, 
Tis well th’ are gone, 
ifit be welltolive. But better twere 


(Exi¢ Cleopatra. 


The Tragedy of 


Thou fell’ft into my fury, for one death 

Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa? 

The firt of Neffus is upon me, teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine Anceltor, thy rage. 

Let me lodge Licas on the horns oth’ Moon, 

And with thofe hands that grafpt the heavieft Club, 
Subdue my worthieft felf : the Witch hall dye : 

Tothe young Roman Boy fhe hath fold me, and} fall 
Uader his plot: the dyes for’e. Eros, hoa? [ Exit. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian. 


Cleo. Help me, my Woman : Oh he is more mad 
Than Talamon for his Shield, the Boar of Theffaly 
Was never fo imboft. 
Char. Toth’ Monumenr, there lock your felf, 
And fend him word youare dead : 
The Soul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatnels going off. 
Cleo. Toth’ Monument : 
eMardian, go tell him 1 have flain my felf: 
Say, thac the lat | {poke was e-4nthony, 
And word it (prethee) pitioufly. Hence, eMardian, 
And bring me how he cakes my death to th’ Monument. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Anthony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’ft me? 

Eros. 1, Noble Lord. 

Ant. Sometime we fee a cloud that’s Dragenihh. 
A vapour fometime, like a Bear,or Lyon, 
A toward Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blew Promontory 
With Treesupon’t, thatnodd unto the world, 
And mock our eyes with Air. 
Thou haft feen thefe figns, 
They are black Velper’s Pageants. 

Eros, 1, my Lord. 

Ant. That which is cow a Horfe, even with a thought 
The Rack diflimes, and makes indiftiné& 
As water is in water. 

Eros. It dos, my Lord. 

Ant. My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even fuchabody: here lam e4athony, 
Yer cannot hold this vifible fhape (my Knave) 
i made thefe wars for e£gypt, and the Queen, 
Whofe heart} thought I had, for fhe had mine: 
Which whil’ft it was mine, had annext unto’t 
A Million moe (now loft :) the, Eros, has 
Packt Cards with Cefars, and falfe plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemy’s triumph. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 
Our felves to end our felves. 


Enter Mardian. 


Oh the vile Lady, fhe has robb’d me of my Sword. 
eMar. No, Anthony, 

My Miftris lov’d thee, and her Fortunes mingled 

With thine intirely. 

Ant, Hence,fawcy Eunuch,peace,the hath betraid me, 
And fhall dye the death, 

Mar, Death of one perfon can be paid but once, 

And that fhe has difcharg’d. What thou would’f do 
ls done unto thy hand: rhe lat fhe fpake 
Was Anthony, moft Noble Anthony : 
Then in the midft a tearing groan did break 
The name of Anthony : it was divided 
Between her heart and lips: fhe tendred life 
Thy name fo buried in her 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead. 


Ant. Unarme, Eros, the long dayes task is done, 21 
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And wemultfleep: that thou depart’ft hence fafe 

Does pay thy labour richly: go. [Est Mardian. 
Oh, pluck off, 

The feven-fold fhield of Ajax cannot keep 

The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my fides. 

Heart, once be ftronger than thy Continent, 

Crack thy frail Cafe. Apace, Eros, apace: 

No more a Souldier : brvifed pieces go, 

You have been nobly born. From mea while. [Exit Eros. 
I will o’re-take thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it muft be, for now 

All length is Torture: fince the Torch is out, 

Lye down and ftray no farther. Now all labour 

Marrs what it does: yea, very force entangles 

Ic felf with ftrcengrh: Sealthen and all is done. 

Eros? { come, my Queen. Eros? Say for me, 

Where Souls do couch on Flowers, we7ll hand in hand, 
And with our fprightly Port make the Ghofts gaze : 
Dido, and her -Aneas fhall want Troops, 

And all the haunt be ours, Come, Eros, Eros. 


Enter Eros. 


Eros. What would my Lord ? 

efnt. Since Cleopatra died, 

[ have liv’d infuch difhonour, thatthe gods 

Deteft my bafencfs. I, that with my Sword, 

Quarter’d the World, and o’re green Neptunes back 

With Ships, made Cities, condemn my felf, tolack 

The Courage of a Woman, Icfs Noble mind 

Than fhe which by her death, our (afar tells 

| am Conqueror of my felf. Thou art fworn Eros, 

That when the exigent fhould come, which now 

Is come indeed: when | fhould fee behind me 

Th’ inevitable profecution of difgrace and horrour, 
| Thac on my command, thou then would’ft kill me. 

Do’r, the time iscome: thou f{trik’ft not me, 

Till Cefar thou defeat’ft. Put colour in my cheek. 

Eros. Tlie gods with-hold me, 

Shall I dothat which all the Parthian Darts, 

(Though Enemy ) loft aim, and could not. 
cAnthony. Eros. 

Would’it thou be window’d in great Rome, and fec 

The Mafter thus with pleachr Armes, bending down 

His corrigible neck, his face fubdu’d 

To penerrative hame, whil’ft the wheel’d feat 

Of fortunate Cefar drawn before him, branded 

His bafenefs thac enfued. 

Eros. | would not fee’e. 

Ant. Come then: for with a wound | muft be cur’d. 
Draw that thy honeft Sword which thou haft worn 
Moft ufeful for thy Country. 

Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor'ft thou not then 
To do this when I bad thee? [Do it at once, 

Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Whereie the worfhip of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee. 

Eros. My Sword is drawn. 

Aut. Then Jet it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawn it. 

Eros. My dear Matter, 

My Captain, and my Emperour, Let me fay 
| Before | {trike this bloody ftroke, farewel. 

Ant. 'Tis faid, man, and farewell. 

Eros. Farwel, great Chief. Shall I trike now? 

Ant. Now , Eros, Kills himfelf. 

Eros. Why there then: 

Thus I do efcape the forrow of Anthony's death. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than my felf, 

Thou reacheft me: Oh valiant €ros, what 
L fhould, and could’ft not, my Queen and Eros 


Have by their brave inftruction got upon me 
ANoblenefsin Record. But! will be 

A Bride-groom ia my death, and run into’t 
As toa Lovers bed. Come then, and Ero: 
Thy Matter dies thy Scholar : to do thus 

1 learnt of thee. How, not dead? not dead? 
The Guard, how? ohdifpatch me. 


Ener a Guard. 


1, Guard, What’s the noife? 
Ant. | have doue my work, ill Friends: 
O make an end of what! have begun. 
2. The Star 1s faln. 
1. And cme ts at his Period. 
All, Alas, and woe. 
Ant, Lechim that loves me, ftrike me dead. 
1, Not J. 
2, Noc I. 
3. Nor any one. [ Exeunt. 
Decre, Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flye. 
This Sword but fhewn to Cefar with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 


Enter Diomedes. 


Dio. Where’s Anthony? 
Decre, Tiere, Diomed, there. 
Diom. Lives he ? wilt chou not anfwer, man? 
An, Artthoucherc, Diomed ? 
Draw thy Sword, and give me 
Sufficing ftrokes for death. 
Dio. Moft abfolute Lord, 
My Miftris Cleopatra fent me to thee. 
Ant. When did fhe fend thee ? 
Dom. Now, my Lord. 
eAnt. Where is fhe? ( fear 
Diom, Locktin her Monument: fhe had a Prophefying 
Of what hath come to pafs: for when fhe faw 
(Which never fhall be found) you did fufpect 
She had difpos’d with Cefar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, fhe fent you word fhe was dead : 
But fearing fince how it might work, hach fent 
Me to proclaim the trutb, and | am come 
I dread , too lare. 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed : callmy Guard I prethee. 
Dio. What hoo : the Emperours Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa? Come, your Lord calls. 


Enter four or five of the Guard of Anthony. 


Ant, Bear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
Tis the laft fervice that I fhall command you. 

1, Woe, woe are we, Sir, you may not live to wear 
All yonr true Followers out. 

All, Moft heavy day. 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleafe fharp fate 
To grace it with your forrows. Bid that welcom 
Which comes to punifh us, and we punifh it 
Seming to bear it lightly. Take me up, 
| have Ied yon oft, carry me now, good friends, 

And have my thanks for all. = [Exeant bearing Anthony. 


Enter Cleopatra, and her eMaids aloft, wizh 
Charmian, and Iras. 


Cleo. Oh Charmian, 1 will never go feom hence. 
Car. Be comforted, dear Madam. 
(leo. No, | will not: 
All ftrange and terrible events are welcom, 
But comforts we defpife: our fize of forrow 
Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be as great 
As that which makes It. 


Ooo 2 Enter 
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Enter Diomed. 


How now? Is he dead ? 

Diomed, His Death’s upon him, but not dead 
Look out o’th’ other fide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither. 


Enter Anthony, and the Guard. 


Clo O Sun, i i 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ft in, darkling fland 
The varying Shore o'th’ world. O Antony, Antony, Antony, 
Help, Charmian, help, /ras, help: help, triends, 
Below, let’s draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace, 

Not Cefar’s Valour hath o’er-thrown eAnthory, 
But Anthony hath triumpht on 1¢ felf. 

Cleo. Soit fhould be, 

That none but Anthony fhould conquer Anthony, 
But woe ’tis fo. 

«Ant. 1am dying, «£gypt, dying: Only 
I here importune Death awhile, until 
Of many thoufand kifles the poor laft 
I lay upon thy lips.. 

Cleo. Idare not, Dear, 
Dear my Lord, pardon: I darẹ not, 
Let l be taken: Not thb’ imperious thew 
Of the dull- fortun’d Cefar, ever fhall 
Be broach’d with me, If Knife, Drugs, Serpents have, 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, | am fafe: 
Your Wife Ofavia, with her modelt Eyes, 
And ftill conclufion, fhall acquire honour, 
Demuring upon me: But, come, come, e4ntony, 
Help me, my Women, we mult draw thee up : 
Aflift, good friends. 

ent. Oh quick, or l am gone. 

Cleo. Here’s {port indeed : 
How heavy weighs my Lord? 
Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs, 
Fhat makes the weight. Had I great Funo’s power, 
The ftrong wing’d Afercury fhould fetch thee up, 
And fet thee by Fove’s fide. Yet come a little, 
Withers were ever Fools. Oh come, come, come. 

C? hey heave Antony aloft to Cleopatra. 

And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou baft liv’d, 
Quicken with kifling : Had my lips that power , 
Thus would 1 wear them out. 

All. A heavy fight. 

Ant, Lam dying, -Z£gypr, dying 
Give ine fome Wine, and let me fpeak a little. 

Cleo, No, let me {peak, and let me rail fo high, 
That the falfe Huswife, Fortune, break her wheel, 
Provok’d by my offence, 

Ant, One word (fweet Queen) 
Of Cafar feck your honour, with your fafety. Oh. 

Cleo, They donot go together, 

ent. Gentle, hear me, 

None about Cefar truft, but Proculesus. 

Cleo. My Refolution, and my hands, Pll traft, 
None about Cefar. 

Ant, The miferable charg :now at my end, 
Lament nor forrow at: But pleafe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former fortunes, 
Whe-ein Iliv’d. The greateft Prince o’th’world, 
The Nobleft: and do not bafely die, 

Not Cowardly, put off my Helmet to 

My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Vahiantly vanquifh’d. Now my fpirit is going, 
| can no more. 

Cleo. Nobleft of men, woo’t die, 

Haft chou nocareof me, fhall Jabide 
In thisdull world, which in thy abfence is 
No better than a Stye? O fee, my Women: 


The Tradgedy of 


The Crown o'tk’ Earth doth mele. My Lord ? 
Oh wither’d is the Garland of the War, 
The Souldiers Pole is faln: Young Boys and Girls 
Are level now with men: The odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, 
Beneath the vifiting moon. 

Char. Oh quietnefs, Lady. 

Iras. She’s dead too, our Sovereign, 

Char. Lady. 

Iras. Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Iras, Royal Ægype : Emprefs. 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras. 

Cleo. No more butina Woman, and commanded 
By fuch poor paffion, as the Maid that milks, 
And does the meaneft chares, It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had ftoln our Jewel. All’s but nought: 
Patience is fottifh, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that’s mad: Then is it fin, 
To ruh into thc fecret houle of death, 
Ere death dare come to us? How do you, women ? 
Whar, what good cheer ? why how now, Charmian ? 
My Noble Girls? Ah, women, women ! Look, 
Our Lamp is {pent, it’s out, Good Sirs, take heart, 
Well bury him: And then what’s brave, what’s Noble, 
Let’s do’t after the high Roman fafhion, 
And make Death proud totake us. Come, away, 
This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women! Come, we liave nofricnd, 
Buc Refolution, and the briefeft end. 

CExeunt, bearing of Anthony’s Body. 


Enter Cafar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Menas, with 
Ins Counfel of War, 


Caf. Gotohim, Dolabella, bid him yield, 
Being fo fruftrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawfes that he makes. 

Dol Cefar; l fhall. 


Enter Decretas with the Sword of Anthony. 


Cof VVherefore isthat ? and what art thou that dar’ft 
Appear thus to us? 
Dec. 1am called Decretas, 
Mark, Anthony \ ferv’d, who beft was worthy 
Belt to be ferv’d : whil’ft he ftood up, and fpoke, 
He wasmy Matter, and I wore my life 
To fpend upon his haters. If chou pleafe 
To take me to thee, as | was to him, 
Pl be to Cefar : If thou pleafeft not, 
Į yield thee up my life. 
Caf. VVhat is’t chou fayeft ? 
Dec, | fay (Oh Cefar) Anthony is dead. 
Caf. The breaking of fo great a thing, fhould make 
A greater crack. The round world 
Should have fhook Lyons into civil ftreets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of Anthony 
Is not a fingle Doom, in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 
Dec. He is dead Cafar, 
Not by a publick minifter of Juftice, 
Nor by a hired Knife, but that felf- hand 
Which writ his honour in the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitced the heart. This is his Sword, 
| robb’d his wound of it: Behold it ftain’d 
With his moft noble Blood. 
Caf, Look you, fad friends, 
The gods rebuke me, but it isa Tidings 
To wath the eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And {trange it is, 
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That Nature muft compel usto lament 
Our moft perffted deeds. ` 
Men, His taints and honours may equal with him. 
Dol, A Rarer Spirit never 
Did fteer humanity: but you gods will give us 
Some faultstomake us men, Cefar is touch’d. 
Men. When fuch a fpacious Mirroi’s fet before him, 
He needs muft fee himfelf. 
Cafar, Oh eAnrhony, - 
I have followed thee to this, but we do lapnch 
Difeafes in our Bodies. 1 mult perforce 
Have hewn to thee fuch a declining day, 
Qr look on thine: we could not ftall together, 
inthe whole world, But yet let me lament 
With tears as Soveragin asthe blood of hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
Intop ofall defign ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion to the front of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle, that our Stats 
Unreconcileable, fhould divide our equalnefs to this. 
Hear me, good Friends, 
But I will tell you at fome mecter Seafon, 
The bufinefs of this man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he fayes. 


Enter an /Egyptian. 


Whence are you? à Mif 
cAEgyp. A poor -Agyptian vet, the Queen my Miftris 

Confined in all, fhe Her bec Monat 

Of thy intents, defires, inftruction. 

That fhe preparedly may frame her felf 

| Toth’ way fhe’s forc’d to. 

Cej. Bid her have good heart, 

She foon fhall know of us, by fome of ours, 

How honourable, and how kindly we 

Determine for her. For (afar cannot Icave to be ungentle 
Egyp. So the gods preferve thee. [Exit, 
Caf. Come hither Proculeivs, go and fay 

We purpofe her no fhame: give her what comforts 

The quality of her paflion fhall require ; 

Left in her greatnefs, by fome mortal ftroke 

She do defeat us. For her life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph : go, 

And with your fpeedieft bring us what fhe fayes, 

And how you find of her. 
Pro. Cefar, 1 fhall. (Exit Proculeius. 
Cef. Gallus,g0 youalong: where’s Dolabe#a, to fecond 

Proculeiss ? 

All. Dolabella, 

Cef. Let him alone: for 1! remember now 
How he’s employ’d: he fhall in time be ready. 
Go with meto my Tent, where you fhall fee 
How hardly I was drawn into this War, 

How calm and gentle I proceeded ftill 

In all my Writings. Go with me, and fee 

What I can hew in this. CExennt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, ayd Mardian. 


Cleo. My defolation does begin to make 
A better life: °Tis paltry to be Cefar : 
Not being fortune, he’s but fortunes knave, 
A minifter of her will: and itis great, 
Fo dothat thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change; 
Which flecps, and never pallats more the dung, 
The Beggar’s Nurfe, and Cafars. 


Enter Proculeius. 


Pro. Cefar fends greeting to the Queen of c£gypr, 
And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands 
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Thou mean’ft to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. What’s the name ? 
Pro, My name is Proculejus. 
Cleo. Anthony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but 
I donot greatly caretobe deceiv'd 
That have no ufe for trulting. If your Mater 
Would have a Queen his Beggar, you moft cell him, 
That Majefty, to keep decorum, mnit 
No lefs beg than a Kingdom : if he pleafe 
To give me conguer’d «Æ£sypt for my Son, 
He gives me fo much of mine own, asl 
Will knee! to him with thanks. 
„Pro. Be of good cheer: 
V'are faln intoa Princely hand, fear nothing, 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is fall of Grace, that it flows over 
On all that need, Let me report to him 
Your fweet dependency, and you fball find 
A Conquerour that will pray in aid for kindnefs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel’d to. 
Clea. Pray you tell him, 
1am his Fortunes Vaffa!, and I fend him 
The greatnefs hehas got, 1 hourly learn 
A Dottrine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Look him 7’ th’ Face. 
Pro. This Plereport (dear Lady) 
Have comfort, for | know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 
Char. You fee how eafily fhe may be forpris’d : ! 
Guard her till Cefar come. 
Iras. Royal Queen. 
Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken Queen. 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 
Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 
Do not your felf fuch wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betraid. 
(leo. What of death too that rids our dogs of langoith ¢ 
Pro. Cleopatra, do not abufe my Mafters bonnty, by 
Th’ undoing of your felf: Let the world fee 
His Noblenefs well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 
Ceo, Where art thou, Death ? 
Come hither, come : Come, and take a Queen 
Worth many Babes and Beggars. 
Pro. Oh temperance, Lady. 
Cleo, Sir, 1 will eat no meat, He not drink, Sir : 
If idle talk will once be neceflary, 
tle not feep neither. This morta! honfe l'le ruine, 
Do Cefar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pinnion’d at your Mafter’s Court, 
Not ence to be chaftis’d with the fober eye 
Of dull Ofavia, Shall they hoift me up, 
And fhew me to the fhouting Varlotry 
Of cenfuring Rome ? rather a ditch in eZgypr. 
Be gentle, grave, unto me: rather on N iiw mud 
Lay me ftark nak’d, aod Jet the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring : rather make 
My Countreys high Pyramids my Gibbet, 
And hang me up tn Chains. 
Pro. You do extend 
Thefe thoughts of horrour further than yoo fhall 
Find caufe in Cafar, 


Enter Dolabella, 


Dolabella. Proculesus, 
What thou haft done, my Malter Cefar knows, 
And he hath fent for thee: as for the Queen, 
Ple take her to my Guard. 
Proculeins. So, Dolabella, 
It hall content me beft: begentle to her : 
To Cafar 1 will fpeak what you fhall pkafe, ' 
If you'll employ me to him. [Exit Proculeius. 
O00 3 Clee. 
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Clea. Say. | would die. 

Dol. Moft Noble Emprefs, you have heard of me. 

Cleo. 1 cannot tell. 

Dol. Affuredly you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what | have heard or known: 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is’t not your trick ? 

Dol. | underftand not, Madam. 

Cleo. Idreamt there was an Emperour Anthony. 

Oh fuch another fleep, that I might fee 
But fuch another man. 

Dol. If it might pleafe ye. . 

(leo, His face was as the Heavens, and therein {tuck 
A Snn and Moon, which kept their courfe, and lighted 
The little oth’ Earth. 

Dol. Moft Sovereign Creature. 

(leo. His Legs beftiid the Ocean, his rear’d Arm 
Crefted the World: his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends : 

But when he meant to quail, and fhake the Orb, 
He was asratling Thunder. for his bounty, 
There was no Winter in’t. An Anthony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : hisdelights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his back above 
The Element they liv’din , !n his Livery 
Walk’d Crowns and Crownets: Realms and Iflands 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 
Dol. Cleopatra. 
Cleo. Think you there was, or might be fuch a man 

As this | dreamt of ? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo, You Lye up to the hearing of the gads: 

But iftthere be, or ever were one fuch, 

Its paft the fize of dreaming : Nature wants {tuff 

To vy ftrange forms with fancy, yet t’ imagine 

An Anthony with Natures piece, ’gain{t Fancy, 

Condemning fhadows quite, 

Dol. Hear me, good Madam : 

Your lofs is as your felf, great; and you bear it 

As an{wering tothe weight, would | might never 

O’re-take purfu’d fuccefs: but | do feel 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that fuits 

My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank yon, Sir: 

Know you what Cefar means to do with me ? 
Dol. 1am loth to tell you what, I would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 

Dol. Though he be honourable. 
Cleo. He’ll lead me then in triumph. 
Dol, Madam, he will, I know’t. 





Enter Proculeius, Cæfar, Gallus, Mecænas, 
and others of his Tram. 


All. Make way there, Cefar. 
Caf. Which is the Queen of -£gypr. 
Dol. Itis the Emperour, Madam. 
Caf. Arife, you fhall not kneel : 
[ pray you rile, rife, -Zgypr. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Mafter and my Lord I much obey. 
Cef. Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flefh, we fhal! remember 
As things but done by chance. 
Cleo. Sole Sir oth’ World, 
I cannot project mine own caufe fo well 
To make it clear, but do confefs I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often fham’d our Sex. 
Caf. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than Inforce : 
If you apply your felf to our intents, 
Which towards you are moft gentle, you hall find 


CCleo. kneels. 
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‘| A benefit in this change, hut if you feek 


To lay on mea Cruelty, by taking 

Ambony’s courfe, you fhall bereave your felf 

Of my good purpofes, and put your Children 

To that deftruétion which I'll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. Ill take my leave. 

Cleo, And may through all the World:’tis yours and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your figns of Conqueft fhall 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here, my good Lord. 

Cef. You fhall advife me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo. This is the brief: of Money, Plate, and Jewels 
Iam poffeft of, ’tis exactly valued, 

Not petty things admitted. Whereas Selexcus ? 

Sel. Here, Madam. 

Cleo. This is my Treafurer, let him fpeak (my Lord) 
Upon his peril, that 1 have referv'd 
To my felf nothing. Speak the truth, Selencus, 

Sel. Madam, | had rather feal my Lips, 

Than to my peril fpeak that which is not. 

Cleo, What have I kept back ? 

Sel. Enoughto purchafe what you have made known. 

Cef. Nay, blufh not, Cleopatra, l approve 
Your wifdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See Cefar : Oh behold, 

How pompis followed: mine will now be yours, 

And fhould we fhift Eftates, yours would be mine, 

The ingratitode of this Selesc#xs, do’s 

Even make me wild. Ol Slave, of no more truft 

Than love that’s hir’d ? What, goeft thou back, thou hale 
Go back I warrant thee: but l'Il catch thine Eyes 
Thovgh thcy had Wings. Slave, Soul-lefs, Villain, Dog, 
O rarely bafe ! 

Caf. Good Queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo. O Cafar, whata wounding fhame is this, 

That thou vouchfafing here to vifit me, 
Doing the honour of thy Lordlinefs 

Toone fomeck, that mine own Servant fhould 
Parcel the fumm of my dijgraces, by 

Addition of his Envy! Say (good Cefar ) 

That | fome Lady-trifies have referv’d, 

Immoment toyes, things of fuch Dignity 

As we greet modern Friends withal, and fay 

Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 

For Livia and Offavia, to induce 

Their meditation, muft I be unfolded 

With one that I have bred: the gods! it fmites me 
Beneath the fall I have. Prethee go hence, 

Or I hall fhew the Cynders of my fpirits 

Through th’ afhes of my chance: Wer’t thoua man, 
Thou would’ft have mercy on me. 

Caf. Forbear, Seleuces. 

Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateft are mif. thought 
For things that others do: and when we fall, 

We anfwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefore to be pittied. 

Caf. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have referv’d, nor what acknowlede’d 
Put we i’ th’ Roll of Conquelit : ftill be’t yours, 

Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe 

Cefar’s no Merchant to make prize with you 

Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer’d, 
Make not your thoughts your Prifons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend fo to difpofe you, as 

Your felf fhall give us counfel : Feed, and fleep: 

Our care and pitty is fo much upon you, 

That we remain your Friend, and fo adieu. 

Cleo. My Mafter, and my Lord. 

Cef, Notfo: Adieu. 

[ Exennt Cafar, and his tram. 

Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 

That I fhould not be noble to my felf. 
But hark thee, Charmian, 
Iras. Finih, good Lady, the bright day is done, 


And we are for the dark. 
Cleo. 
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Cleo. Hye thee again. 
I have [poke already, and it is provided, 
Go put it to the hafte. 

Char, Madam, | will. 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol, Where’s the Queen ? 

Char. Behold, Sic. 

Cleo. Dolabella. 

Dol. Madam, as thereto fworn, by your command 
(Which my love makes Religion to obcy) 

I tell you this + Cefar through Syria 

[ntends his Journey, and within three dayes, 
You with your Children will he fend before, 
Make your beftufe of this: I.have perform’d 
Your pleafure, and my promife. 

(leo. Dolabella, 1 fhall remain your Debtor. 

Dol. I your Servant: 

Adieu, good Queen, I muft attend on Cefar, 

Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. 

Now, Iras, what think’{t thou ? 

Thou, an cZgyptian Puppet, fhale be fhewn 

In Rome as well ast; Mechanick Slaves 

With greafic Aprons, Rules, and Hammers fhall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths, 
Rank of grofs Diet, fhall we be enclouded, 
And fore’d to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, tis moft certain, /ras: fawcy Littors 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and fcall’d Rhimers 
Ballad us out a tune. The quick Comedians 
Extemporally will ftage us, and prefent 
Our Alexandria Revels: Anthony 
Shall be broughe drunken forth, and I fhall fee 
Some {peaking Cleopatra-Boy my greatnefs 
ith? pofture of a Whore. 

Tras. O the good gods! 

Cleo. Nay that’s certain. 

Iras. Pil never feet, for Lam fure my Nails 
Are ftronger than mine Eyes. l 

Cleo, Why that’s the way to fool their preparation, 
And conquer their moft abfurd intents. 


{ Exit, 


Enter Charmian. 


Now Charmian. 
Shew me my Women like a Queen : Go fetch 
My beft Attires. 1 am again for (sdrus 
To meet Mark Anthony. Sirrah Iras, go, 
(Now, noble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed,) 
And when thou haft done this chare. PH give thee leave 
To play till Doomfday: bring our Crown, and all. 
Lea nofe within. 
Wherefore this noife ? 


Enter a Guardfman. 


Guardf. Herc is a rural Fellow, 

That will not be deny’d your Highnefs prefence, 
He brings you Figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. 
How poor an Inftrument 
May do a noble deed: he brings me liberty : 
My refolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing 
Of Woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am Marble conftant : now the fiecting Moon 
No Planet is of mine. 


{ Exit Guardfman. 


Enter Guard{man and Clown. 


Guardj, This is the Man. 
Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [Exie Guard{fman. 
Halt thou the pretty Worm of N:s there, 


That kills and pains not ? 

Qown. Truly I have him: but J would not be the pacty 
that fhould defire you to touch him, for his biting is im- 
mortal ; thofe that do die of it, do feldom or never 
recover. 

Cleo, Remember’ft thon any that have di’d on’t ? 

Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yefterday, a very honeft Wo- 
man, but fomething given to lyc, asa Woman fhould not 
do, but in the way of honefty, how fhe died of the biting 
of ic, what pain the felc: Truly, fhe makes'a very good 
report oth” Worm : but he that will believe all that they 
fay, hall never be faved by half that they do: but this is 
moft fallible, rhe Worm’s an odd Worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel. 

Clown. | wifh you all joy of the Worm, 

Cleo. Farewel. 

Clown. You muf think this (look you) that the Worm 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. 1, 1, farewcel, 

_ Clown. Look you, the Worm is not to be trufted, but 
in the keeping of wife people: for indeed, there is no 
goodnefs in the Worm. 

Cleo. Take no care, it hall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good: give it nothing | pray you, for it is 
not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me ? 

Clown. You muft not think Lam fo fimple, but I know 
the Devil himfelf will not cac a Woman : 1 know, that a 
Woman is a dilh for the gods; if the Devil drefs her not. 
But truly, thefe fame whorfon Devils do the gods great 
harm ih their Women: for in every ten chat they make, 
the Devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get the gone, farewel. 

Clown. Yes forfooth, | with you joy oth’ Worm. [Ex:c. 

Cleo. Give me my Robe, puton my Crown, | haye 
Immortal longingsin me. Now no more 
The juice of eÆgypts Grape fhall moift his Lip. 

Yare, yare, good /ras, quick : me thinks l hear 
Anthony call: I fec him rowfe himfelf 

To praife my Noble Act. Ihear him mock 

The luck of Cefar, which the gods give men 
To excufe their after wrath. Husband, I come: 
Now tothat name, my courage prove my Title. 
Iam Fire, and Air; my other Elements 

I give no bafer life. So, have you done ? 

Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind (harman, Ira, long farewel. 
Have [the Afpick in my Lips? Doft fall ? 

If thou and Nature can fo gently part, 

The ftroke of death is as a Lovers pinch, 
Which hurts, and isdefir'd. Doft thou lie fill ? 
If chus thou vanifheft, thou tell’ft the World 

It is not worth leave taking. 

Char. Diffolve thick Cloud and Rain, that! may fay, 
The gods themfelves do weep. ` 

Cleo. This proves me bafe : 

It the proves the curfed Anthony, 
He'll make demand of her, and fpend that kifs 
Which is my Heaven tohave. Come thou mortal wretch, 
With thy fharp teeth this knot intrinficate, 
Of life at once unty: Poor venemous Fool, 
Be angry and difpatch. Ohcould’ftthoufpeak, _ 
That | might hear thee call great Cefar Afs, unpolicied. 
Char. Oh Eaftern ftar. 
Cleo. Peace, peace : 
Doft thou not fee my Baby at my Breaft, 
That fucks che Nurfe afleep. 

Char. O break! O break ! 

(leo. As fweetas Balm, as foftas Air, as gentle. 
O Anthony ! Nay I will take thee too. 

What fhould 1 tay —— 

Char. Inthis wild World ? So fare thee well : 
Now boaft thee Deati, in thy poffeflion hes kig 

$ 
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A Lafs unparallel’d. Downy Windows clofe, 
And golden Phebus never be beheld 

Of Eyes again fo Royal: your Crowns away, 
Vil mend it, and then play —— 


Emer the Guard raftling in, and Dolabella. 


1 Guard, Where’s the Queen? 
Char. Speak foftly, wake her not. 
1. Cefar hatb fent. 
Char. Too flow a Meffenger. 
Oh come apace, difpatch, | partly feel thee. 
1, Approach ho, 
All’s not well: Cefar’s beguil’d. 
2, There’s Dolabella fent from Cefar : call him. 
ye What work is here, Charmsan ? 
Isthis well done ? 
Char. It’s well done, and fitting for a Priacefs 
Defcended of fo many Royal Kings. 
Ah Souldier ! 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 

2. Guard, All dead. 

Dol. Cafar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects in this: thy felf art coming 
To fee perform’d the dreaded Act which thou 
So fought’ft to hinder. 


Enter Celar and all bis Train, marching. 


All. Make way there, make way for Cefar. 

Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too furean Augures: 
That you did fear, is done. 

Cefar. Braveh atthe laft, 


CCharmian dyes. 


Tbe Tragedy of Anthony and Cleopatra. 


She levell’d at our purpofes, and being Royal 
Took her own way : the manner of her Deaths? 
I do not fee them bleed. 
Dol. Who was laft with them ? 
1. Guard. A timple Countryman, that brougbt her Fipe. 
This was his Basket. : ee 
Cef. Poyfon’d then. 
I Guard. Oh Cafar : 
This Charmian liv’d but now, fhe ftood and fpake : 
I found her trimming up tne Diadem, 
On her dead Miltrifs, tremblingly the food, 
And on the fudden dropt. 
Cefar. Oh noble weaknefs : 
If they bad fwallowed poyfon, "twonld appear. 
By external {welling : but fhe looks like ficep, 
As the would catch another Anthony j 
In her {trong coil of Grace. 
Dol. Here on her Breaft, 
There isa vent of blood, and fomething blown, 
The like is on her Arm. 
-t Guard. This an Afpetts trail 
And thefe Fig-leaves have flime upon them fuch 
As th’ Afpick leaves upon the Caves of Nile. 
Caf. Molt probable 
That fo the died: for her Phyfician tells me 
She hath purfu’d Conciufions infinite 
Of eafie ways to dye. Take up her Bed, 
And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She fhall be buried by her Anthony. 
No Grave upon the Earth fhall clip in it 
A pair fo famous: high events as thefe 
Strike thofe chat make them: and their ftory is 
No lefs in pitty, than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Oar Army kall, 
In folemn fhew, attcnd this Funeral, 
And ther to Rgme. Come, Dolabelia, fee 


High Order in this great Solemrity. CExeune ones, | 
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TRAGEDY 


OF 


CYMBELINE. 


eAétus Primus. Scena Prima. 





As he was born. The King he takes the Babe 
Enter two Gentlemen. To his protection, calls him Posthumus Leonatus, 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed.Chamber, 
I Gent. O U do not meet a man but frowns. Puts to him all che Learnings that his time 
Our blouds no more obey the Heavens | Could make him the receiver of, which he took 


Than our Conttiers: As we doair, faft as twas miniftred, 
Still feem as do's the Kings. And in’s Spring, became a Harveft : Liv’d in Court 
2 Gent. But what's the matter ? (Which rare it is to do) moft prais’d, moft lov’d, 
te His Daughter, and the Heir of’s Kingdom (whom | A fample to the youngeft : toch’ more Mature, 
He purpos’d to his Wives fole Son, a Widow A glafs that feated them: and to the graver, 
That late he married) hath referr’d her felf A Child that guided Dotards. To his Miftrils, 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She’s wedded. (For whom he now is banifh’d) her own price 
Her Husband banifh’d ; fhe imprifon'd, all Proclaims how fhe efteem’d him; and his Vertue 
Is outward forrow, though | think the King By her Election may be truly read, what kind of manhe is. 
Be touch’d at very heart. 2. Lhonour him, even out of your report, 
2. None but the King ? But pray you tell me, is fhe fole Child to th’ King ? 
1, He that hath loft her too: fois the Queen, 1. His only Child? 
That moft defir’d the Match. But not a Courtier, He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent Mark it) the eldcft of them, at three years old 
Of the Kings looks, bath a beart that is not ch’ fwathing Cloaths, the other trom their Nurfery 
Glad at the thing they fcoul at. Were ftoln, and te this hour, no guels in knowledge 
2. And why fo? Which way they went. 
1. He that həth mifs’d the Princefs, is a thing 2. How long 18 this ago ? 
Too bad, for bad report: and he that hath her, 1. Some twenty years 
(I mean, shac married her, atack good man, 2.. That a Kings Children fhould be fo convey’d, 
And therefore banifh’d) is a Creature, fuch, So flackly guarded, and the fearch fo flow 
As tofeek through the Regions of the Earth That could not trace them, 
For one, he likes; there would be fomething failing 1. Howfoere ’tis ftrange, 
In him, that {hould compare. Ido not think, Or that the negligence may well be laogh’d at: 
So fair an Outward, and fuch {tuff within Yet is it true, Sir. 
Endows a man, but he. 2. Ido well believe you. 
2. You fpeak him fair. 1. We muft forbear. Here comes the Gentleman, 
1, Ido extend him (Sir) which himfelf, The Queen, and Princefs. (Exexns. 
Crofh him together, rather than unfold 
His meafure dully. 
2, What’s his name and Birth ? Scena Secunda. 
1, Lcannot delve him to the root: his Father 
Was call’d Sicillixs, who did join his honour Enter the Queen, Pofthumus, ard Imogen. 
Againft the Romans, with Ca/libelan, 
But had his Titles by Texantins, whont Qu. No, be affar’d you fhall not find me (Daughter) 
He ferv’d with Glory and admir’d Succefs : After the flander of moft Step-Mothers, 
So gain’d the Sur-addition, Leonatus, ` Evil-ey’d unto you. You're my Prifoner, but 
And had (befides this Gentleman in queftion) Your Gaoler fhall deliver you the Keys 
Two other Sons, who in the Wars o’ th’ time That lock up your reftraint. For you, Pofthunes, 
Dy’d with their Swords infiand. For which their Father | So foonas | can win th’ offended King, 
Then old, and fond of iffuc, took fuch forrow | will be known your Advocate; marry yet 
That he quit Being; and bis gentle Lady The fire of Rage isin him, and twere good 
Big of this Gentleman (onr Theam deceaft) You lean’d unto his Sentence, with what patience 


Your 
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Your wifdom may inform you. 
Poff Pleafe your Highnels, 


‘T will from hence to day. 


Que. You know the peril : 


Ple retch a turn about the Garden, pitying 


‘The bangs of barr’d affections, though the King - 

Hath charg’d you fhould not fpeak together. — Chai 
Imo. O diffembling Curtefie ! How fine this tyrane 

Can tickle where fhe wounds? My deareft Husband, 

I fomething fear my Fathers wrath, but nothing 

( Always referv’d my holy duty ) what 

His rage can do on me. You muft be gone, 

And l mhall here abide the hourly fhot 

Of angry eyes : not. comforted ro live, 

But that there is this Jewel in the world, 

That I may fee again. 
Poft. My Queen, my Miftris : 

O Lady, weep no more, left I give caufe 

To be fufpected of more tendernefs 

Than doth become aman. I willremain 

The loyal! ft husband, that did ere plight troth. 

My refidence in Rome, at one Florio’s, 

Who to my Father was a friend, to me 

Known buc by Letter; thither write (my Queen) 

And with mine eyes, Vle drink the words you fend, 


Though Ink be made of Gall. 


Enter Queen. 


Que. Be brief, I pray you: — 
if che King come, I fhall incur, Iknownot 
How much of his difplealure: yet Fie move him 
To walk this way : I never do him wrong, 
But he do’s buy my injuries, to be friends. 
Payes dear for my offences. 

Poft. Should we be taking Icave 
As Jong a term as yet we have to live, 
The lorhnels to depart, would grow: Adieu. 

Imo. Nay, ftay a little - 
Were you but riding forth to air your felf, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here (Love) 
This Diamond was my Mothers: take it (Heart) 
But keep it cill you wooe another Wife, 
When J/mogen is.dead. 

Poff. How, how? Another ? 

You gentle gods, give me but this | have, 
And fear up my embracements from a next, 
With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 
While fenfe can keepiton: And fweeteft, faireft, 
As | (my poor felf) did exchange for you . 
To your fo infinite lofs: foin our trifles 
[ till winof you. For my fake wear this, 
Ic is a Manacle of Love, I’le place it 
Upon this faireft Prifoner. 

Imo. O the gods! 
When fhall we fee again ? 


Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 


Post, Alack, the King. _ 
Cym. Thou bafeft thing, avoid hence, from my fight : 
[f after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthinefs, thon‘dyeft, Away, 
Thowtt poifoa to my bloud. 
Poff. The gods protect you, 
And blefs the good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. i 
/mo. There cannot bea pinch in death 
More fharp than this is. 
Cym. O difloyal thing, 
That fhould’ft repair my youth, thou heap’lt 
A years age on me. 
Img. 1 befeech you, Sir, 


L Exit, 


Harm not your felf with your vexation, 


1 am fenfelefs of your wrath; atouch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Palt Grace? Obedience? 

Imo. Paft hope, and in difpair, that way paft Grace. 

Cym, That might’ft have had . 
The fole Son of my Queen, 

Jmo. O blefled that! might not : [ chofe an Eagle, 
And did avoid a Puttock. i 

Cym. Thou took’it a Beggar, would’ft have made my 
Throne, a Seat for bafenefs, 

Imo. No, I rather added a luftre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one! 

Imo, Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov’d Pofthumus + 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and heis 
A man, worth any woman: over-buysme 
Almoft the fumm he payes. 

Gym. What? art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almoft, Sir: Heaven reftore me : would1 were 
A Neat-herds Daughter, and my Lecnatus 
Our Neighbour-Shepherds Son. 


Exter Queen. 


Cym. Thou foolifh thing ; 
They were again together : you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Que. Befeech your patience: Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraign, 
Leave us to our felves, and make your felf fome comfort 
Out of your beft advice. 

Cym. Nay let her languifh 
A drop of blond aday, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. 

[Exit. 
Enter Pifanio. 


Que. Fie, you muft give away : 

Here is your Servant. How now, Sir? What news? 
Pif. My Lord your Son, drew on my Mafter, 
Que. Hah! 


i No narm I truft is done ? 


Pifa. There might have been, 


| But char my Mafter rather plaid, than fought, 


And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, ac hand. 
Que, 1 am very glad on’t. 
no, Your Son's my Fathers Friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
I would they were in frick: both together, 
My felf by with a Needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. Why came you from your Mafter ? 
Pija. On his command : he wonld not fuffer me 
To bring him tothe haven: left thefe notes 
Of what commands | fhould be fubject to, 
When’t pleafe you to employ me. 
Que, This hath been 
Your faithful Servant: I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain fo. 
Pifa. Uhumbly thank your Highnefs. 
“ea Pray walk a while. 
Imo, About fome half hour hence, 
Pray you {peak with me; | 
You fhall (at leaft ) go fee my Lord aboard. 


For this time Icave me. L Exennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Clotten, and two Lords, 


1, Sir, 1 would advife you to fhift a fhirt; the Vio- 
lence of Action hath made you reek asa Sacrifice : where 
. air 
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air comes out, air Comesin: there’s none abroad fo whol- 
fome as that you vent. 

Clot. 1€ my Shirt were bloudy, then to hhift it. 
Have | hure him ? 

2. No faith: oot fo much as his patience. 

1. Hurchim ? His bodie’s a paffable Carkafs if he be not 
hurt, Itis a through-fare for Steel if it be not hurt. 

2. His Stee] was in debt, it went oth’ Back-fide the 
Town, 

Clot. The Villain would not ftand me. 

2. No, but he fled forward ftill, toward your face, 

1, Stand you? you have Land enough of your own: 
But he added to your having, gave you fome ground. 

2. As many Inches, as you have Oceans (Puppies ) 

Clot. | would they had not come between us. 

2. So would 1, till you had meafur’d how long a fool 
you were upon the ground. 

Clot. And that fhe fhould love this fellow, and refufe me. 

2. ifitbe a fin to make a truc election, fhe isdamn’d. 

1. Sir, ag itold youalways: her Beauty and her Brain 
gonot together. She’s a good fign, but I have fecn imal! 
reflection of her wit. 

2. She fhines not upon Fools, left the reflection 
Should hurt her, 

Clot. Come, lle to my Chamber : would there had been 
fome hurt done. 

2. I wih not fo, unlefs it had been the fall of an Afs, 
which is no great hurt, 

Cio. Yowll go with us? 

1. l'le attend your Lordfhip. 

Clot. Nay come, let’s go together. 

2. Well, my Lord. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Imogen, and Pifanio. 


Imo. 1 would thou grew’ ft unto the hores oth’ haven, 
And queltioned’{t every Sail: ifhe fhould write, 
And I not have it, ’twere a Paper loft 
As offer’d mercy is:. what was the laft 
That he fpake to thee? 
Pifa. Ic was his Queen, his Queen. 
Imo, Then wav’d his Handkerchief ? 
Pifa. And kiftit, Madam. 
Imo. Senfelefs Linnen, happier therein than I: 
And that was all? 
Pija. No, Madam: for fo long 
As he could make me with his eyes, or ear, 
Diftinguifh him from others, he did keep 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchicf, 
Still waving, as the fics and ftirrs of s mind 
Could beft exprefs how flow his Soul fail’don, - 
How fwift his Ship. 
Imo. Thou fhould’ft have made him 
As little as a Crow, or lefs, ere left 
To after-eye him. 
Pifa. Madam, fo | did 
Imo. | would have broke mineeye-ftrings; — 
Crack’d them, but to look upon him, till the diminution 
Of fpace, had poinced him fharpas my Needle : 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The fmallnefs of a Gnat, to air: andthen 
Have turn’d mine eye, and wept. But, good Pifanio, 
When fhall we hear from him. . 
Pifa. Be affur’d, Madam, 
With his next vantage. 
Imo. 1 did not take my leave of him, but had 
Molt pretty thingsto fay: Ere 1 could tell him 
How I would think on him at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and fuch: Or I could make him fwear, 
The She’s of Iraly fhoald not betray l 
Mine Intereft, and his Honour: or have charg’d him 
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At the fixth hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight, 
T’encounter me with Orifons, for then 

[am in Heaven for him: Or ere | could, 

Give him that parting kifs, which 1 had fet 

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady, The Queen ( Madam) 
Defires your highnefs Company, 
Imo. Thofe things I bid you do, get them difpatch'd, 
{ will attend the Queen. 
Pifa. Madam, | fhall. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Philario, lachimo, Frenchman, Dutch. 
man, and a Spaniard. 


[ Exeunt. 


lach. Believe it, Sir, Ihave feen himin Britain, he was 
then of a Crefcent, none expected to prove fo worthy, as 
ince he hath been allowed the name of. But I could then 
have look’d on him, without the help of Admiration, 
though the Catalogue of his endowments nad been tabled 
by his fide, and 1 to perufe him by /rems. 

Phi. You fpcak of him when he was lefs furnifh’d than 
now he ts, with that which makes him both without and 
within. ! 

French 1 have feen himin France: we had very maoy 
there, could behold the Sun, with as frm eyes as he. 

‘Jach. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter , 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value, thao his 
own,words him (1 doubt not) a greatdeal fromthe marter. 

French. And then his banihment. 

lach. 1, and the approbation of thofe that weep this 
lamentable divorce under her colours, are wonderfully to 
extend him, be it but to fortine her judgement, which 
elfe an cafie battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without lefs quality. But how comes it, he is to fojourn 
with you ? how creeps acquaintance? 

Phil. His father and | were Souldiers together,to whom 
t have been often bound for no lefsthan my life. 


Enter Pofthumus. 


Here comes the Britain. Let him be fo entertaimed a- 
mongtt you, as fuits with Gentlemen ol your knowing, toa 
{tranger of his quality. I befeech you all be better known to 
this Gentleman,whom | commend to you,asa Noble friend 
of mine. How worthy heis, I will leave to appear here- 
after, rather chan {tory himin his own hearing. 

Fren, Sir, we have known together in Orleance, 

Poft. Since when I have been debter to you for courte. 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay {till. 

Fren, Sir, you ore-rate my poor kindnefs, I was glad I 
did atone my Countryman and yoo; it had been pitty you 
fhould have been put together, with fo mortal a purpofe, 
as then each bore, upon importance of fo flight and trivial 
a nature. 

Poft. By your pardon, Sir;I was then a young Traveller, 
rather, fhun’d to go even with what I keard, than in my 
very ation to be guided by others experiences: but upon 
my mended judgement (if f offend to fay it is mended) my 
Quarrel was not altogether flight. 

French. Faith yes,to be put tothe arbitrement of fwords, 
and by fuchtwo, that would by all likelthood have con- 
founded one the other, or have faln both. 

lach. Can we with manners, ask what was thé diffe- 
rence ? 

Fren. Safely, | think, “twas a contention in publick, 
which may (without contradiction) fuffer the report. It 

Was 
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was much alike an agrumenc chat fell out Jaft aight, 
where each of us fell in praife of our Country-Miftrefles. 
This Gentleman,at that time vouching (and upon warrant 
of bloudy affirmation) his to be more Fair, Vertuous, Wile, 
Chaft, Conftant, Qualified, and lefs attemptible chan any, 
the rareft of our Ladies in France. 

lach. That Lady is not now living : this Geotleman’s 
opinion by this worn out. 

Poff. She holds her Vercve Rili, and I my mind. 

lach. You mult not fo far preferr her , "fore ours of 
Italy. 

Poft. Being fo far provok’d as | was in France: I would 
abate her nothiog , though! profefs my felf her Adorer, 
not her Friend. 

lach. As fair, and as good: a kind of hand in hand 
compafifon, had been fomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany : if fhe went before others, 1 have feen, 
as that Diamond of yours out.lufters many I have beheld. 
] could not believe fheexcelled many : but! have not feen 
the moft precious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poff. | prais’d her, as trated her : fo dol my ftone. 

Tach. What do you elteem it at ? 

Poff. More than the world enjoys. 

Jach Either your unparagon’d Miftris is dead, or he’s 
Out-priz’d by a trifle. 

Poft. You are miftaken: the one may be fold or given, 
or if there were wealth enough for the purchaces, or merit 
for the gift. The other is nota thing for fale, and only the 

gift of the gods. 

‘| ach. Which the gods have given you ? 

Poft. Which by their Graces I will keep. 

lach. You may wear her io title yours: but you know 
ftrange Fowle light upon oeighbouring Ponds. Your Ring 
may be ftoln too, fo your brace of unprizeable Eflimations, 
the one is but frail, and the other Cafual. A cunning Thief, 
or a (that way ) accomplifh’d Courtier, would hazzard 
the winning both of firft and laft. 

Poft. Your Jtaly contains none fo accomplifh’d a Cour- 
tier Co convince the honour of my Miftris : if in the hol- 
ding or lofsof that, you term her frail, Ido nothing doubt 
you have ftoreof Thieves, notwithftanding | fear not my 
Ring. 

Phil, Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poft. Sir, with all my heart, This worthy Signior i 
* him, makesno ftranger of me, weare familiar at 

rft. 

Jach. With five times fo much converfation, I fhould 
get ground of your fair Miltcis,; make her go back, even 
to the yielding, had I admittance , and opportunity to 
Friend. 

Poft. No, no. 

Jach, | dare thereupon pawn the moyety of my Eltate, 
to your Ring, which in my opinion or-evalues it fomething : 
but | make my wager rather againft your Confidence, than 
her Reputation. Andto bar your offeace herein too,| darft 
attempt it againft any Lady in the world. 

Poff, You are a great deal abus’d in too bold a per- 
fwafion, and I doubt not you fuftain what y’are worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

lach. Whats that? 

Poft. A Repulfe, though your Attempt (as you call it ) 
deferves more ; a punihment too. 

Phil Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too fud- 
denly, let it dye as it was born, and | pray you be better 
acquainted. 

lach. Would I had put my Eftate, and my Neighbours 
oo th’ approbation of what I have {poke. 

Poft. What Lady would you choofe to affail? 

lach. Yours, whom in conftancy yau think ftands fo 
fafe. 1 will lay you ten thoufand Duckets to your Ring, 
that commend me to the Court where your Lady is, with 
no more advantage than the opportunity ofa fecond con- 
ference, and I will bring from thence, that honour of hers, 
which you imagine fo referv’d. 
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Poft. 1 will wage again{t your Gold, Goldto it: My 
Ring | hold dear as my finger, ’tis part of it. 

Jach. You are a friend, and therein the wiler: if you 
buy Ladies flefh at, a Million a Dram, you cannot preferve 
it from tainting, but I fee you have fome Religion in you, 
that you fear. 

Poft. Thisis buta cuftom in your tongue: you bear a 
graver purpofe I hope. 

Fach. | am the Mafter of my fpeeches and would under- 
go what’s fpoken, I fwear. 

Poft. Will you? 1 fhail bat lend my Diamond till your 
return: letthere be Covenants drawn between’s. My 
Miftris exceeds in goodnefs the hugenefs of your unworthy 
things. Idare youtothis match: here’s my Ring. 

Phil. I will have it no lay. 

lach. By the godsit is one : if I bring you no fuficient 
Teftimony that J have enjoy’d the deareft bodily part of 
your Miftris: my ten thoufand Duckets are yours, fo is 
your Diamond too: if | come off, and leave herin fuch 
honour as you havetruft in: She your Jewel, this your 
Jewel, and my Gold are yours : provided I have your com- 
mendation, for my more entertainment. 

Poft. ì embrace thefe Conditions, let us have Articles 
betwixt us: only thus far you fhall anfwer, if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me direétly to underftand, 
you have prevail’d, lam no further your Enemy, fhe isnot 
worth our debate. If fhe remain unfeduc’d , you not 
making it appear otherwife: for your ill opinion, and 
th’ affaule you have made to her chaftity, you fhall anfwer 
me with your Sword. 

lach. Your hand,a Covenant : we will have thefe things 
fer down by lawful Counfel, and ftraight away for Britain, 
left the Bargain fhould catch cold, and ftarve: 1 will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded, 

Pofl. Agreed. 

French. Will this hold, think yow 

Phil. Signior Fachimo will not from it. 


Pray let us follow ’em. LExeunt, 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. 


Que. Whiles yct the dew’s on ground 
Gather thofe Flowers, 
Make haft. Who has the oote of them? 
Lad. 1 Madam. ‘ 
Que. Difpatch. (Exeunt Ladies. 
Now Mafter Do<tor, have you brought thofe drugs : 
Cor. Pleafeth your bignefs,1: here they are, Madam: 
But | befeech your Grace, without offence 
(My Confcience bids me ask) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me thefe moft poifonous Compounds. 
Which are the moversof a languifhing death : 
But though flow, deadly. 
Que. 1 wonder, Dottor, 
Thou ask’ft me fuch a qa > have I nat been 
Thy Pupill long? haft thon not learn’d me how 
To make Perfumes? Diftil? Preferve ? Yea fo, 
That our great King himfelf doth wooe me oft 
For my Confections ? having thus far proceeded, 
(Unlefs thou chink’ft me devilifh) is itnot meet 
That I did amplifiemy judgement in 
Other Conclufions ? 1 will try the forces 
Of thefe thy Compounds,on fuch Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allaymentsto their Act, and by them gather 
Their feveral vertues, and effects. 
Corn. Your highnefs 
Shall from this practice, but make hard your heart: 
Befides, the fecing chefe effects will be 


Both 
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Both noyfome and infectious. 
Qu. O content thee. 


Enter Pifanio, 


Here comesa flattering Rafca!, upon him 
Will I firft work: He’s for his Mafter, 
And Enemy to my Son. How now, Pifanio ? 
Doctor, your fervice for this time is ended, 
Take your own way. 

Cor. 1 do fufpect you, Madam. 
But you fhall do no harm. 

Qu. Hark thee a word. 

Cor. ldo not like her. She doth think fhe has 
Strange ling’ring poifons: { do know her fpirit, 
And will not trult one of her malice, with 
A drug of fuch damn’d Nature. Thofe fhe has, 
Will ftupefie and dull the Senfe a while, , 
Which firft (perchance) the’ll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher: but there is 
No danger in what fhew of death it makes, 
More than the locking upthe Spirits a time, 
To be more frefh, reviving. She is fool’d 
With a moft falfe effet: andI the cruer, 
$o to be falfe with her. 

Qu. No further fervice, Doctor, 
Unul I fend for thee. 

Cor. | humbly take my leave. 

Qu. Weeps fhe fill (failt thou ?) 
Do it thou chink in time 
She will not quench, and let inftructions enter 
Where folly now poffeffes? do thou work : 
When thou thalt bring me word fhe loves my Son, 
Pll tell thee onthe inftant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Mafter: Greater, for 
His Fortunes all lie fpeechlefs, and his name 
Is at laft gafp. Retnen he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is: to hift his being, 
Is to exchange one mifery with another, 
And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes work inhim, What (halt thou expect 
To be depender of a thing that leans ? 
Who cannot be new built, nor has no Friends 
so much, asbut to prop him ? Thou tak’ft up 
Thou know'ft not what: But take it for thy labour, 
Icisa ching] make, which hath the King 
Five times redeem’d from death. I do not know 
What is more Cordial, Nay | prethee take it, 
It ts an earneft of a farther good 
That | mean tothee. Tell thy Miftrifs how 
The cafe ftands with her: do’t, as from thy {clf: 
Think what a chance thou changefton, but think 
Thou haft thy Miftrifs {till, to boot, my Son, 
Who fhall take notice of thee. PIH move the King 
To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch 
As thou'lt defire: and then my felf, I chiefly, 
That fet thee on to this defert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my Women. [Exit Pifanio. 
Think on my words. A flyc, and conftant Knave, 
Not to be fhak’d: the Agent for his Malter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hald 
The hand faft to her Lord. | have given him that, 
Which if he take, thall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet: and which hhe after, 
Except fhe bend her humour, fhall be affur'd 
To tafte of too. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Pifanio, and Ladies. 


So, fo: weii done, welldone: 

The Violets, Cowflips, and the Prime-Rofes 

Bear to my Cloffet: Fare thec well, Pifamo, 

Think on my words. 
Pifa. And fhall do: 
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But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue, 


lil choak my felf: there’s all Pildo for yon, [Exie. 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Imogen alore, 


Imo, A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falfe, 
A Foolifh Suiter to. a Wedded Lady, 
That hach her Husband banifh’d : O, that Husband, 
My fopream Crown of grief, and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had | been Thief-ftola, 
As my two Brothers, happy: but moft miferable 
Is the defire that’s glorious. Bleffed be thofe 
How mean fo ere, that have their honeft wills, 
Which feafons comfort, Who may this be? Fie. 


Enter Pifanio, and Jachimo. 


Pifa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 
Jach. Change you, Madam! 
The Worthy Leonatus is in fafery, 
And greets your Highnefs dearly, 
Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 
You're kindly weleome, 
Fach, Allof her, thacis ont of door, moft rich: 
If fhe be farnifh’d with a mind fo rare, 
She ts alone th’ Arabian. Bird; and I 
Have loft che wager, Boldnefs be my Friend ; 
Arm me Audacity from head to foot, 
Or like the Parthian I fhal! flying fight, 
Rather directly fyc 


` Imogen reads. 
He «s one of the Noblef note, to whofe kindnefes Iam moft 
infinitely tyed, Reflett upon him accordingly, as you value 
your truf, Leonatus. 


So far I read aloud. 

But even the very middle of my heart 

Is warm’d by th’ reft, and take it thankfully. 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as | 

Have words to bid you, and fhalt find it fo 
In all that l can do. 

Fach. Thanks, faireft Lady: 

What are men mad? hath Nature given them Eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch, andthe rich Crap 

Of Sea, and Land, which can diftinguith ’twixe 
The fiery Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stenes 
Upon the number’d Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spectacles fo pretious 

’Twixt fair, and foul ? 

Imo, What makes your admiration? 

Fach. Iccannot be i’ ch’ Eye: for Apes, and Monkeys 
’Twixt two fuch She’s, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nor i’ th’ judgment : 
For Ideotsin this cafe of favour, would 
Be wifely definit: Not in the Appetite. 

Siuttery to fuch neat Excellence, oppos’d 
Should make defirc vomit emptincfs, 
Not fo allur’d to feed. 
Imo. What is the matter trow? 
Fach. The Cloyed will, 
That fatiate yet unfatish'’d defire, that Tub 
Both fill’d and running: Ravening firft che Lamb, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo. What, dear Sir, 

Thus rap’s you? Are you well? i 

Jach. Thanks, Madam, well: Beftech you, Sir, 
Defire my Man’s abode, where i did leave him : 


[Exit Queen, and Ladies. | He’s ftrange aod peevihh. 


Pifa. | was going, Sir, 
Ppp To 
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To give him welcome, 

Imo. Continues wel! my Lord ? 
His health, befeech you ? 

Fach. VVell, Madam. 

Imo. {she dispos’d to mirth? I hope he is, 

Fach. Exceeding pleafant : none a flranger.chere, 
So merry, and fo gamefome: he is call’d 
The Britain Reveller. 

Imo. When he was herc 
He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 

Fach, 1 never faw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, onc 
Aneminent Monfieur, that it feems much loves 
A Gallian-Girl at home. He Furnaces: . 
The thick fides from him, whiles the jolly Britas, 
(Your Lord I mean) laughs from’s free Lungs: cries oh, 
Can my fides hold, to think that man who knows 
By Hiftory, Report, or his own proof 
What Woman is, yea what fhe cannot choofe 
But mult be: will’s free hours languifh, 
For aflured Bondage ? 

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo ? i 

Fach. | Madam, with his Eyes in flood with laughter, 
Jt is a Recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : 
But Heavens know fome men are much too blame. 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

Jach. Not he. i 
But yet Heavens bounty towards him, might 
Be us’d more thankfully. In himfelf’tis much ; 
In you which I account his beyond all Talents, 
Whilft Iam bound to wonder, | am bound 
To pitty too. 

Imo. What do you pitty, Sir? 

Jach. Two Creatures heartily. 

Imo. Am lone, Sir? l 
You look on me: what wrack difcern you in me 
Dcferves your pitty ? 

Jach. Lamenrable : what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace 
l? th’ Dungeon by a Smf? 

Imo. 1 pray you, Sir, 
Deliver with more opennefs your Anfwers 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me ? 

Jach. That others do 
(1 was about to fay) enjoy your 
It is an office of the gods to venge it, 
Not mine to fpeak on’t. 

Imo, You do feem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me 3 pray you 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts More 
Than to be fure they do. For Certainties 
Either are paft remedies; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then born. Difcover to me 
What both you fpur and ftop. 

Fach, Had I this Cheek 
To bath my Lips upon: this Hand, whote touch, 
_| (Whofe very touch) would force the feelers Soul 
To th’ Oath of Loyalty. This object, which 
Takes Prifoner, the wild motion of mine Eye, 
Fixing it only here, fhould ! (damn’d then) 
Slaver with Lips as common as the ftairs 
That mount the Capitol: join gripes, with hands 
Made hard'with hourly (falfhood as 
Wich labour :) than by peeping in an Eye 
Bafe and illuftrious as the fmoaky light 
That’s fed with ftinking Tallow : it were fit 
That all the Plagues of Hell fhould at one time 
Encounter fuch revolr. 

Imo, My Lord, I fear 
Has forgot Britain, 

Fach. And himfelf, not I 
Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 
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The Beggery of his change : bur tis your Graces 
That from my muteft Confciencc, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out, 
Imo, Let me hear no more, 
Fach. O deareft Soul: your Caufe doth ftrike my heart 
With pitty, that doth make me fick. A Lady 
So fair, and faftned to an Empery 
Would make the great’ft King double, to be partner’d 
With Tomboys hir’d, with chat felf exhibition 
Which your own Coffers yield: with difeas’d ventures 
That play with all infirmities for Gold, 
Which rottennefs can lend Nature, Such boy!’d tuff 
As well might poifon Poifon, Be reveng’d, 
Or fhe that bore you, was vo Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great Stock. 
Imo. Reveng’d : 
How fhould I be reveng’d ? if this be true, 
(As I have fuch a heart, that both mine Ears 
Muft not in hafte abufe) if ict be true, 
How fhall I be reveng’d ? 
Fach. Should he make me 
Live like Diana’s Prieft, berwixt cold fheets ; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Ramps 
In your defpight, upon your Purfe: revenge it. 
[ dedicate my felf to your {weet pleafure, 
More Noble than that runnagate to your Bed, 
And will continue faft to your Affection, 
Still clofe, as fure. 
Imo, What ho, Pifanio ? 
Fach, Let my fervice tender on your Lips. 
jmo. Away, | do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldit have told this tale for Vertue, not 
For fuch an end thou feek’{t, as bafe, as ftrange: 
Thou wrong’{t a Gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour : and 
Solicit’ft here a Lady, that difdains 
Thee, and the Devilalike. What ho, Pifanio? 
The King my Father fhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Affault : if he hall think it fit, 
A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As is aRomifh Stew, and to expound 
His beaftly mind tous, he hath a Court - 
He lictle cares for, and Daughter, whom 
He not refpects at all. What ho, Pifamio ? 
Fach. O happy Leonatus, I may fay, 
The credit that thy Lady hathof thee 
Deferves thy truft, and thy moft perfect goodnefs 
Her affur’d credit, bleffed live you long, 
A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that ever 
Country call’d his: and you his Miftrifs, only 
For the moft worthieft fit. Give me your pardon. 
I have {poke this to know if your Affance 
Were deeply rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new ore; and he is one 
The trueft manner’d: fuch a holy Witch, 
That he inchants Societies into him: 
Half all mens hearts are his. 
Imo. You make amends. 
Fach, He fits amongft men, like a defcended god : 
He hath a kind of honour fets him off, 
More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry 
(Moft wighty Princefs) that I have adventur’d 
To try your taking of a falfe report, which hath 
Honour’d with confirmation your great judgment, 
In the Election of a Sir, fo rare, 
Which you know, cannot erre. The Love I bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made you 
(Unlike all others ) chafflefs, Pray your Pardon. 
Imo. All’s well, Sir: 
Take my power i’ th’ Court for yours. 
gach, My humble thanks: I had almoft forgot 


| T’intreat your Grace, but ina fmall requeft, 


Aud yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your 
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| Your Lord, my felf, and other Noble Friends 
Are Partners in the bufinefs, 

Imo. Pray what is't ? 

Fach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord 
(The beft Feather of our Wing) have mingled farms 
To buy a Prefent for the Emperout : 

Which I (the Factor for the reft) have done 

In France: tis Plate of care device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquifite form, their values great, 
And I am fomething curious, being ftrange, 

To have them in fafe towage : May it pleate you 
To take them in protection. 

Imo, Willingly : 

And pawn mine honour for their fafety, fince 
My Lord hath intereft in them, I will keep them 
In my Bed-Chamber. 

Fach. They are ina Trunk 
Attended by my men: 1 will make bold 
To fend them to you, only for this night : 

l muft aboard to morrow. 

Imo. O no, NOs 

Fach, Yes, | befeech you: or I fhall fhoct my word 
By length’ning my return. From Gallia, 
I croft the Seas on purpofe, and on promile 
To fee your Grace. ; 

Imo. \thank you for your pains: 
But not away to morrow. 

Fach. O, | mult Madam. 

Therefore | fhall befeech you, if you pleafe 
To greet your Lord with writing, do’t to night, 
I have out-ftood my time, which is material 
To th’ tender of our Prefent. 

Imo. \ will write: 

Send your Trunk to me, it fhall be fafe kept, 
And truly yielded you: you're very welcome. § (_Exenaz. 





Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clotten, and the ewo Lords. 


Cloe. As there ever man had fuch luck? when I kift 
the Jack uponanup.caft, tobe hit away ? I 
had an hundred pound ort; and then a whorfon Jack. an- 
Apes, muft take me up for fwearing, as if L borrowed mine 
Oaths of him, and might not fpend them at my pleafuce. 
1. What got he by that? you have broke his pate with 
your Bowl. b 

2. If his wit had been like him that broke it : it wonld 
have runall out. 

Clot, When a Gentleman is difpofed to fwear: it is not 
for any ftanders by ‘to curtail his Oaths. Ha? 

2. No, my Lord; nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. Whorfon Dog: 1 give him fatisfaction? would 
he had been one of my Rank. 

2, To have {melt like a Fool. 

Clor. f am not vext more at any thing inthe Earth: a 
Pox ont. [had rather not be fo Noble as Jam: they dare 
not fight with me,bccaufe af the Queen my Mother : every 
Jack-flave hath his belly full of fighting, and I muft go 
up and down likc aCock, that no body can match. 

2. You are a Cock and a Capon too, and you crow 
Cock, with your comb on. 

Clor. Sayelt thou? 

2. It is not fie your Lordhhip fhould undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. _ 

Clot. No, | know that: butit is Gt I fhould commit 
offence to my inferiours. 

2. 1, it is fit for your Lordhhip only. 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 

1, Did you hear of a Stranger that’s come to Court to 
Night ? 





Clore. A Stranger, and I not know on’t? 

2, He’sa ftcange Fellow himfelf, and knows it not. 

1. There’s an Jpalian come, and "tis thought one of 
Leonatus Friends. 

Clot, Leonacus? A banifh’d Rafeal; and he’s another, 
wherefocver he be. Who told you of this Stranger ? 

1. One of your Lordhhips Pages. 

Clor. It is fit I went to look upon him? Is there no dc- 
rogation io’r ? 

2. You cannot derogate, my Lord. 

Clor. Not cafily { think. 

z. Youare a Fool granted, therefore your IMues being 
Foolith, do not derogate. 

Clot. Come, Pil go fce this Iealian: what I baye loft 
today at Bowls, l'II win to night of him. Come: go. 

2. Pll attend your LordMhip. { Exit. 
That fuch a crafty Devil as.is bis Mother, 
Should yield the World this Afs: a Woman, that 
Bears all down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave cighteen. Alas poor Princefs, 
Thou divine /mogen, what thouendur’ft, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Scep-dame govern’d, 
A Mother hourly coiaing Plots: A Wooer, 
More hateful than the foul expuifion is 
Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid Act 
Of the divorce, held make the Heavens bold firm 
The Walls of thy dear honour. Keep unfhak’d 
That Temple thy fair mind, that thou maift ftand 
T’ enjoy thy banifh'd Lord: and this great Land. [Exennr. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Imogen, in ber Bed, and a Lady. 


Imo. Who’s there? my VVoman Helen? 
Lady. Pleafe you, Madam. 
Imo. VVhat hour ts it? 
Lady, Almoft midnight, Madam. 
Imo, | have read three hours then:. 
Mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf where I have left: to Bed 
Take not away the Taper, leave ic burning : 
And if thou canft awake by four co’ th’ Clock, 
[ prithee call me: Sleep hath feiz’d me wholly. 
To your protection I commend me, gods, 
From Fairies, and the Temptets of the night, 
Guard me, befcech ye. [ Sleeps. 
[Jachimo fromthe Trunk, 
Fach. The Crickets fing, and mans ore-labour'd fenfe, 
Repairs it felf by cet: Our Targuin thus 
Did foftly prefs the Rufhes, ere he waken’d 
The Chaftity he wounded. Cyrherea, 
How bravely thou becom’ ft thy Bed ; [refh Lilly, 
And whiter than the Sheets: that I might touch, 
But kifs, one kifs. Rubies unparagon’d, 
How dearly they do't: ‘Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus: the flame o” th’ Taper 
Bows toward ber, and would under peep her lids. 
To fee th’ inclofed Lights; now Canopied 
Under the VVindows, VVhiteand Azure lac’d 
VVith Blue of Heavens own tinét, bet my defign’s 
To note the Chamber, I will write all down, 
Such, and fuch Pitores: there the VViodow, fuck 
Th’ adornment of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 
Why fuch, and fuch: and the Contents o’ th’ Story 
Ah, but fome natural notes about her Body, 
Aboveten thoufand meaner Moveables 
VVould teftifie, t’ enrich mine Inventory. 
O fleep, thou Ape of Death, tye dull upon her, 
And be her fenfe but as a Monument, 


Thus in a Chappel lying. Comic off, come off; 


As flippery as the Gordian-Knot was hatd. 
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Tis mine, and this witnefs outwardly, 

As ftrong!y as the Confcience do’s withia : 

To th’ madding of her Lord. On her left breft 

A mole Cingue-fpotted: Like the Crimfon drops 

ch’ bottom of a Cowflip. Heres a Voucher, 

Stronger than ever Law could make: this Secret 

Will force him think { have pick’d the lock, and t a 
The treafure of her honour. No more; to what end : 
Why fhould I write this down, that’s rivetted, 

Screw’d tomy memory. She hath been reading late, 
The Tale of Terns, here the leaf’s turn’d down 

Where Philomele gave up. 1 have enough, — 

To th’ Trunk again, and hut the fpring of it. i 
Swift, [wifr, you Dragons of the night, that dawning 
May bear the Ravens Eye: | lodge in fear, 
Though this a Heavenly Angel: Hell is here. (Clock ffrskes. 
Onc, two, three: time, time. Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Clotten, and Lords. 


1 Your Lordhhip is the moft patient man in lofs, the 
moft coldeft that turn’d up Ace. 

Clot. it wouid make any man cold to loofe. 

t. But not every man patient, after the noble temper 
of your Lordfhip, You aie moft hot, and furious when 
you win. 

Clot. Winning will put any man into Courage: if I 
could get this foolifh Jmogen, | fhould have Gold enough: 
it’s almoft Morning, is't not ? 

1. Day, my Lord. 

Clot. 1 would chis Mufick would come: {am advifed 
to give her Mafick a Mornings, they fay it will penetrate. 


Enter Muficians. 


Come on, tune: if you can penetrate here with your Fin- 
gering, lo: we'll try with tongue too: if none will do, 
let her remain: but Vil never give o’re. Firft, a very ex- 
cellent good conceited thing ; after a wonderful fweet 
air, with admirable rich words to it, and then let her 
confider. 


Song. 

Hark, bark, the Lark at psc Gate fings, 

and Phoebus ‘gins arsfe, 
His Steeds to water at thofe Springs 

yn chalic’d Flowers that lies : 
And winking Mary. buds begin to ope their Golden Eyes 
Wsah every thing that pretty is, my Lady fweet arife : 

Arife, arife. 


So, get yon gone : if this penetrate, I will confider your 
Mufick the better: if ic do not, it isa voice in her Ears 
which Horfe-hairs, and Calves-Guts , nor the voice of 
unpaved Eannch to boot, can never amend. 


Enter Queen and Cymbeline. 


2. Here comes the King. 

Clot. I am glad I wasup fo late, for that’s the reafon 
l was up fo early : he cannot choofe but take this Service 
I have done, Fatheriy. Good morrow to your Majefty,and 
gracious Mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our ftern Daughter. 
Will the not forth ? 

Clor. i have affaii’d her with Mnficks, but fhe vouch- 
fafes no notice. 

(ym. The Exile of her Minion is too new. 
She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time 
Mutt wear the print of his remembrance on’t, 
And then fhe’s yours. 


—. 
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Qu. You are moit bound to th’ King, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter: frame your felf 
To orderly folicits, and be friended 
With aptnefs of the feafon: make denials 
Encreafe your fervices: fofeem, as if 
You were infpir’d to do thofe duties which 
You tender to her: that youn inall obey her. 
Save when command to your difmiffion tends, 
And therein you are fenfelefs. 

Clot. Senfelefs? Not fo. 

eef. So like you (Sir) Ambaffadors from Rome ; 
The one is Casus Lucins. 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now ; 
But that’s no fanit of his: we muft receive him 
According to the honour of his Sender, 
And towards himfclf, his goodnefs fore-fpent on uz 
We muft extend our notice: Onr dear Son, 
When you have given good Morning to your Miftrifs, 
Attend the Queen, and us, we have need 
T’ employ you towards this Roman. 
Come,our Queen, 

Clot, 1f fhe be up, PIL fpeak with her : if not, 
Let her lye ftill, and dream : by your leave họ, 
( know her Women are about her: what 
If 1 doline one of their hands: ’tis gold 
Which buys admittance (oftit doth) yeaand makes 
Diana's Rangers falfe themfelves, yield up 
Their Deer to’ th’ ftand o” th’ Stealer: and ’tis gold 
Which makes the Troe-man kill’d, and faves the Thief: 
Nay, fometime hangs both Thief, and True man: what 
Can it not do, and undo: I wil? make 
One of her Women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not nnderftand the cafe my felf. 
By your leave. ‘ 


CExeunt, 


(Knocks. 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Who's there that khocks ? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

Lady. No more. 

Clot. Yes, and a Gentlewomans Son. 

Lady. That’s more 
Than fome whofe Taylors are as dear as yours, 
Can juftly boaft of: what’s your Lordfhips pleafure ? 

Clet. Your Ladies perfon, is fhe ready ? 

Lady. \, to keep her Chamber. 

Clot. There is gold for you, 
Sell me your good report. 

Lady. How, my good name? or toreport of you 
What | fhall think is good. The Princefs. 


Emer Imogen. 


Clo Good morrow faireft, Sifter your fweet hand. 
/mo, Good morrow, Sir, you lay out too much pains 
For purchafing but trouble: the thanks! give, 
Is telling you that Jam poor of thanks, 
And fcarce can {pare them. 
Clo. Still 1 {wear | love you. 
Imo, \f you'd but faid fo, ’twere as deep with me: 
If you fwear ftill, your recompence ts ftill 
That I regard it not. 
Clor This is no anfwer. 
Imo. But that you fhall not fay, I yield being filent, 
l would not fpeak. 1 pray you {pare me, Faith 
I fhall unfold equal difcourtefie ‘ 
To your belt kindnefs: one of your great knowing 
Should learn (being taught) forbearance. 
Cot. To leave youin your madnefs, twere my fin, 
I will not. 
Imo. Fools are not mad Folks. 


Clot. Do you call me Fool? 
Imo 





lio my cefpect, than al oa 
VVere they all made fuch men: How now, Pifanio è 
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Ime, As tam mad J do: 
If you'll be patient, PII no more be mad, 
That cures us both. I am much forry (Sir) 
You put me to forgeta Ladies manners 
By being fo verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That | which know my heart, do here pronounce 
By th’ very truthofic, | care not for you, 
And am fo near the lack of Charity 
To accufe my felf, I hate you: which I had rather 
You felt, than make’t my boaft. 

Clor. You fin againtt 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contract you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and fofter’d with cold Difhes 
With fcraps oth’ Court: It is no Contract, none ; 
And though itbe allowed in meaner parties 
(Yet whothan he more mean) toknic their Souls. 
(On whom there is no more dependancy 
But Bratsand Beggery) in felf figur’d knot, 
Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement, by 
The confequence o’ th’ Crown, and muft not foil 
The precious note of it ; with a bafe Slave, 


| A Hilding fora Livory, a Squires Cloth, 


A Pantler ; not fo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow : 
Wert thou the Son of Fupiter, and no more, 
But what thou art befides : thou wer’t too bale, 
Tobe his Groom: thou wer’t dignified enough 
Even to the point of Envy, if cwere made 
Comparative for your Vertues, to be ftil’d 
The under Hangman of his Kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferc’d fo well. 

Clot, The South Fog rot him, 

Imo. He never can meet more mifchance, then come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His meaneft Garment 
That cver hath but clipe his body, ts dearer 

the hairs above thee, 


Enter Pifanio, 


Clot. His Garment? Now the Devil. 
Imo, To Dorothy, my Woman, bye thee prefently. 
Clot. His Garment ? 
Imo, 1am fprighted witn a Fool, 
Frighted, and angred worfe: Go bid my Woman 
Search fora Jewel, that too cafually 
Hath left mine Arm: it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
if I would Jofeic for a Revenue 
Ofany Kings in Exrope. 1 do think, 
I faw’t this Morning: Confident I am, 
Laft night twas on my Arm: IL kifs’dit, 
| hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kifs ought but him. 
Pifa. "Twill not be loft. 
Imo, Lhope fo: goand fearch. 
Clot. You have abus’d me : 
His meaneft Garment ? 
Imo. 1, 1 faid fo, Sir, 
If you will mak’t an Action, call witnefs to’t. 
Clot. 1 will enform your Father. 
` Imo. Your Mother too: 
She’s my good Lady; and will conceive, I hope 
But the worft of me. So I leave you, Sir, 


To th’ worft of difcontent. (Exit. 
Clot. Vil be reveng’d : 
LExit. 


His meaneft Garment? VVell. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Pofthumus, and Philario. 


Post, Fear itt not, Sir: 1 would! were fo fure 
To win the King, as! am bold, her honour 
V Vill remain hers. 
Phil. VVhat means do you make to him ? 
Poft. Not any: but abide the change of Time, 
Quake In the prefent V Vinters ftate, and wih 
That warmer dayes would come: In thefe fear’d hopes 
I barely gratify your love, they failing 
I muft die much your Debror, 
Phil. Your very goodnefs, and your Company, 
O're payes all { can do. By'this your King 
Hath heard of Great Auguftus: Cains Lucius, 
V Vill do’s Commiffion throughly. And | chink 
He’ll grant the Tribute; fend th’ Arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whofe remembrance 
ls yet freh in their grief. 
Poft. {do believe 
(Stacift tnough I am none, nor like to be) 
That this will prove a War; and yov fhall hear 
The Legion now in Gallia, fooner landed 
In our not fearing-Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Counrrymen 
Are men more order’d than when Fulins Cefar 
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Difcipline, 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, fuch 
That mend upon the World. 


Enter Jachimo. 


Phil. See Fachimo. 

Poft. The fwifteft hearts have pofted you by land ; 
And Winds of all the Corners kifs’d your Sails. 

To make your Veflel nimble. 

Phil. Welcome, Sir. 

Poft. I hope the briefnefs of your anfwer, made 
The {peedinefs of your return. 

Jach, Your Lad p 
Isone of the fairett that ! have look’d upon. 

Poff. And therewithal the belt, or let her beauty 
Look thorough a Cafement toallure falfe hearts, 
And be falfe with them. 

Fach. Here are Letters for you. 

Post. Their tenure good I truft. 

Jach. Tis very like. 

Poft. Was Cains Lucim inthe Britain Court, 

VVhen you were there ? 
Fach. He was expected then, 
But not approach’d, 

Post. Allis well yet, 

Sparkles thts Stone as it was wont, or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 
Fach. If Thave loft it, 
I thould have loft the worth of itin Gold, 
PII make a Journey twice as far, t’ enjoy 
A fecond night of fuch fiveet fhortnefs, which 
VVas mine in Britain, for the Ring is won, 
Poft. The Stones too bard to come by. 
Jach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being fo eafie. 

Pest, Make not, Sir, 

Your lofs, your Sport: | hope you know that we 
Muft not continue Friends. 

Fach. Good Sir, we mult 
If you keep Covenant: had I not bronght 
The knowledge of your Miftrifs home, I grant | 
VVe werc to queftion farther ; but ! now 
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Profefs my telf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 

By both your wills. 

Poff. If youcan mak’t apparent 
That you have tafted her in Bed ; my hand, 
And Ring is yours. If not the fool opinion 
You had of her poor honour, gains, or lofes 
Your Sword or mine, or Matterlefs leave both 
To who fhall find them. 

Fach, Sir, my Circumftances 
Being fo near the truth, asl will make them, 
Muft firft induce you to believe : whofe ftrength 
{T will confirm with Oath, which I doubt not 

You'll give me leave to fpare, when you fhall find 
You need it not. - 

Poft. Proceed. 

Fach, Fick, her Bed Chamber 
(Where I confefs ! flept not, but profefs 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang’d 
With Tapiltry of Silk, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when fhe met her Roman, 

And Cidnus fweil’d above the Banks, or for 

The prefs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ftrive 

In Workmanfhip, and Value, which I wonder’d 
Could be fo rately, and exactly wrought 

Since the true life on’t was ——— 

Poff, This is true: 

And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by fome other. 

Jach. More particulars 
Moft juftity my knowledge. 

Poft. So they muft, 

Or do your Honour injury. 

Fach. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piece 
Chaft Diaz, bathing: never faw I figures 
So likely to report themfelves , the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion, and Breath left out. 

Poft. This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation likewife read, 
Being, as it is, much fpoke of. 

Jach. The Roof o’ th’ Chamber, 

With golden Chernbins is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 

Of Silver, each on one foot ftanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands, 

Poft. This is her honour : 

Let it be granted you have feen all this (and praife 
Be given to your remembrance) the defcription 

Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faves 

The Wager you have laid. 

Jach. Then if you can 
Be pale, I beg but leave toair this Jewel : See, 
And now ’tis up again : it muft be married 
To that your Diamond, PH keep them. 

Poft. Jove — 

Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her ? 

Jach. Sir (l thank her) that 
She ftript it from her Arm : 1 fee her yet 
Her pretty Action, did out.fell her gift, 

And yet enrich’d it too: the gave it me, 
And faid fhe priz’d it once. 

Poft. May be, the pluck’d it off 
To fend it me. 

Fach She writes fo to you? doth fhe? 

Poft. O no, no, no, ’tis true. Here take this too, 
It isa Bafilisk unto mine Eye, 

Kills me to look on’t: Let there be no Honour, 
VVhere there is beauty: Truth, where femblance : Love, 
VVhere there’s another man. The Vows of VVomen, 


\ 
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Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their Vertues, which is nothing : 
O, above meafure falfe. 
Phil. Have patience, Sir. 
And take your Ring again, "tis not yet won; 
It may be probable fhe loft ic: or 
VVho knows if one of her VVomen, being corrupted, 
Hath ftoln it from her. 
Poft. Very true, 
And fo] hope he came by’s ; back my Ring, 
Render to me fome corporrl fign about her 
More evident than this: for this was ftole. 
Fach. By Jupiter, l had it from her Arm. 
Poft. Hark yon, he fwears: by Jupiter he fwears. 


4 Tis true, nay keepthe Ring; ’tis true : I am fure 


She fhould not lofe it: her Attendants are 
All fworn, and honourable; they induc’d to fteal it ? 
And bya Stranger? No, he hath enjoy’d her, 
The Cognizance of her incontinency 
Isthis: fhe hath bought the name of Whore, thus dearly. 
There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Divide themfelves between you. 
Phil. Sir, be patient : 
This is not ftrong enough to be believ’d 
Of one perfwaded well of. 
Poft. Never talk on’t: 
She hath been colted by him. 
Fach, \f you feek 
For further fatisfying ; under her Breaft 
(Worthy her prefltng) lies a Mole, right proud 
Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life 
[ kift ic, and it gave me prefent hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This ftain upon her ? 
Poff, 1, and it doth confirm 
Another ftain, as big as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
Fach, Will you hear more ? 
Poft, Spare your Arithmetick, 
Never count the Turns: Once, anda Million. 
Fach. Vl be fworn. 
‘Post. No {weariag : 
If you will fwear you have not don’t, you lie, 
And I will killthee if thou do’ft deny 
Thou’ft made me Cuckold. 
Fach, Wl deny nothing. | 
Poft, O that I had her here, to teat her Limb-meal ; 
I will go there and do’t i’ th’ Court, before i 
Her Father. Pll do fomething. LExir. 
Phil. Quite befides. 
The Government of Patience. You have won: 
Let’s follow him, and pervert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelf. 
Fach, With all my heart. LExennt. 
Enter Pofthumus. 


Poft. Is there no way for Men tobe, but Women 
Mult be half-workers? Weare all Baftards, 
And that moft venerable man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, 1 know not where, 
When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tools 
Made me a counterfeit: yet my Mother feem’d 
The Dian of thattime : fo doth my Wife 
The Non parcill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleafure fhe reftrain’d, 
And pray’d me oft forbearance : did it with 
A pudency fo Rofie, the fweet view on’t 
Might well have warm’d old Saturn: 
That I thought her É 
As Chafte, as un Sunn’d Snow. Oh, all the Devils! 
This yellow Fachimo inan hour, was’t not? 
Or lefs; at firft? Perchance {poke not, but 


Like a full Acorn’d Boar, a Jarmen on, 
Cry’d 
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Cry’d oh, and mounted, found no oppofition 

But what he Jook’d for, thould oppofe, and fhe 
Sbould from encounter guard, Could [ find out 

The Womans part in me, for there’s no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirrn 

[tis che Womans part: be it Lying, note it, 

The Womans: Flattering, hers: deceiving, hers: 
Luft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers: Revenges hers: 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Difdain, 
Nice longing, Slanders, Mutability - 

All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows, 
Why hers, in part, or all: butratherall. For even to Vice 
They are not conftant, but are changing ftill ; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half foold asthat, Ile write againft them, 
Deteft them, curfe them : yet’tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they have their will : 


The very Devils cannot plaguc them better. [Exit 





rns 


Atus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter in State, Cymbcline, Qneen, Clotten, and Lords at 
one door, and at another, Caius, Lucius, 
and Attendants. 


EN fay, what would Auguftus Cefar with us ? 
. Luc.When Julis (efar( whofe remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues 
Be Theam, and hearing ever) was inthis @ritain, 
And Conquer’d it, Caffibelan thine Uncle 
(Famous in Cefar’s praifes, no whit lefs 
Than in his Feats deferving it) for him, 
And his fucceflion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yearly three thoufand pounds; which (by thee) lately 
Is left untender’d, 

Que. And to kill the marvail, 
Shall be fo ever. 

Clot. There be many Cefars, 
| Ere fuch another Fulins - Britain’s a world 
By it felf, and we will nothing pay 
| For wearing our own Nofes. 

ween. That opportunity 

Which then they had to take from’s, torefume 
We haveagain ; Remember, Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceftors, together with 
Tbe Natural bravery of your ifle, which ftands 
As Nepeune’s Park ribb’d,and pal’d in 
With Oaks unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
Wich Sand that will not bear your enemies Boats, 
But fuck them up to’ th’ Top-maft. A kind of Conqueft 
Cefar made here, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and Saw, and Overcame: with hame 
(The firft chat evertouch’d him) he was carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten ; and his fhipping 
(Poor ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 
Like Egg fheels, mov’d upon their Surges crack’d 
As eafily 'gainft our Rocks. For joy whereof, 
The fam’d Caffibelan , who was once at point 
( Ch giglet Fortune ) to mafter (fars {word, 
Made Lud’s-Town with rejoycing-Fires bright, 
And Britains ftrut with Courage. N 

Clot. Come, there’s nowuore Tribute to be paid. Our 
Kingdom is'ftronger than it was at that time: and (as I 

| faid) there is no more fuch Caefars other of them may have 
crook’d Nofs, but co owe fuch {trait Arms, nonce 

Cym. Son, let your Mother end. 

Clot. We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard as 
Caffibelan, | donot fay lamone: but I haveahand. Why 
Tribute? Why fhould we pay Tribute? If Cefar can hide 
the San from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 
pocket: we will pay him Tribute for Light: elfe, Sir, no 
more Tribute, pray you now. 
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Cym. You mult know, 
Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. Cefer’s Ambition, 
Woich fwell’d fo much, that it did almoft ftretch 
The fides o’ th’ world, againtt all colour here, 
Did put the yoak upon’s : which to fhake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our felves to be, we do, Say thento Cefar, 
Our Anceftor was that- eulmutiu, which 
Ordain’d our Laws, whofe ufe the {word of Cefer 
Hath too much mangled: whofe repair, and franchife, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Chough Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made our laws, 
Who was the firt of Briain, which did put 
His brows within a golden Crown, and cail’d 
Himfelf a King. 

Luz. 1am forcy, Gynbeline, 
Thatlamto pronounce Auguftus (afar 
(Cafar that hath more Kings his Servants, than 
Thy felf Domeftick Officers) thine Enemy. 
Receive it from me chen, War, and Confufion 
In Cafars name pronounce | ‘gainft chee: Look 
For fury, not to berefifted. Thus defi’d, 
I thank thee for my felf. 

Cym. Thou are welcom, Cains, 
Thy Cefar Koighted me, my youth I fpent 
Much under him : of him, I gather’d Honour, 
Which he, to feek of meagain, perforce, 
Behooves me keep at utterance. Iam perfect, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties are now in Armes: a Precedent 
Which not to read, would thew the Britains cold: 
So Cefar thall not find them, 

Luc, Let proof fpeak. 

Clot. His Majefty bids you welcom. Make paftime with 
usa day, or two, or longer: if youfeek us afterwards in 
other terms, you fhall find us in our Salt-water-Girdle: if 
you beat us our of it, it is yours: if you fall in the adven- 
ture, our Crows fhall fare the better for you: and there’s 
an end. 

Luc. So, Sir. 

Cym, 1 kanow your Mafters pleafure, and he mine : 

All the Remain, is welcom. CExennt. 


Scend Secunda. 


Enter Pifanio reading of a Letter. 


Tif. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What Monfters her accule ? Leonatus : 
Oh Mafter, what a ftrange infection 
Is faln into tby ear ? What falle Jralan, 
(As poifonous tongu’d, as handed) hath prevaiPd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyal? No. 
She’s punifh’d for her truth , and undergoes 
More Goddefs-like, than Wife-like; fuch Affaults 
As would take infome Virtue. Oh my Mafter, 
Thy mind to her, is now as low, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How? that I fhould murtber her, 
Upon the Love, and truth, and vows: which | 
Have made tothycommand? [her? Her blood? 
[fit be fo, todo good fervice, never 
Let me be counted ferviceable. How look I, 
That | fhould feem to lack humanity, 
So much as this Fact comes to ? Do't: the Letter, 
That I have fent her, by her own command, 
Shall give the opportunity. Oh damn’d paper, 
Black as the Ink that’s on thee : fenfclefs bauble, 
Art thoua Focdarie for this at; thou look’ft 
So Virgin.like without ? Lo here fhe comes. 


Enter 
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Enter Imogen. 


fam ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Ime. How now , Pifanio? 

Pif. Madam,here is a Letter from my Lord. 

Imo. Who! thy Lord? that ismy Lord Leonatus ? 
Oh, learn’d indeed were that Aftronomer 
That knew the Stars, as I his Characters, 
He’ld lay the Future open. You good gods, 
Let what is here contain‘d, relifh of Love, 
Of my Lord’s health: of his content: yet not 
That we two are a-funder, lec chat grieve him ; 
| Some griefs are medicinable, that is one of them. 
For it doth phyfick Love, of his content, 
AU bntin that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleft be 
You Beesthat make thefe Locks of counfel. Lovers, 
And men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike. 
Thongh Forfeitours you caft in prifon, yet 
You clafp young Cupia’s tables: good News, gods. 


Uftice, and your Father’s wrath ( fhould he take me sn bys 
J Dominion) could not be fo cruelto me, as yon, (oh the dea- 
reft of Creatures) would even renew me with your eyes. Take 
notice that I amin Cambria at Milford-Haven : what your 
own Love, will out of this advife you, follow. So be wifhes yon 
all happinefs, that remains loyal to bis Vow, and your sncreafing 
in Love, Leonatus Pofthumus. 


Oh for a Horfe with wings: Hear’ft thou, Pifanio ? 
He is at eMilford-Haven: Read, and tell me 

How far ’tis thither. 1f one of mean affairs 

May plod it ina week, why may not I 

Glide thither ina day? then,true Pifanio, 

Who long’ft like me, to fee thy Lord ; who long’ft 
( Oh let me bate ) but not like me : yet long’lt 
But in a fainter kind. Oh not like me : 

For mine’s beyond, beyond : fay, and fpeak thick 
( Love’s Counfellor fhonld fill the bores of hearing 
To th’ fmothering of the Senfe ) how far it is 

To this fame bleffed eA7ilford. And by th’ wag 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as 

T’ inherit fuch a Haven. But firft of all, 

How may we fteal Irom hence : and for the gap 
That we fhall make in time, from our hence-going, 
And our return, to excufe: but firft, how get hence. 
Why fhould excufe be born or e’re begot ? 
We'lltalk of that hereafter, Prythee {peak, 

How many {core of Miles may we well ride, 

’Twixt hour and hour? 

Pif. One {core ’twixt Sun, and Sun, 

Madam’s enough for you: and too much too. 

Ime. Why, one that rode to’s Execution, Man, 
Could never go fo flow: I have heard of Riding wagers, 
Where Horfes have been nimbler thanthe Sands . 
Thatrunv th’ Clocks behalf. But this is Foolrie, 
Go, bid my Woman feigna ficknefs, fay 
She'll home to her Father, and provide me prefently 
A Riding Suit: No coftlier than would fit 
A Franklins Houfwife. 

Pif. Madam, you're beft confider. 

Imo, I fee before me (Man) nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enfues but havea Fog inthem, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I prithee, 
Do as I bid thee: tbere’s no more to fay : 


Acceffible is none but e##ford way. [ Exennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. A goodly day, not to keep houfe with fuch, 
Whofe Roof’s as low as ours ; Sleep, Boys, this gate 
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Inftructs you bow’t adore the Heavens ; and bows you 
Toa mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Acch’d to high, that Giants may jet through 
And keep their impious Turbands on, without 

Good morrow tothe Sun. Hail, thou fair Heaven, 
We houfe i’ th’ Rock, yes ufe thee not fo hardly, 

As prouder livers do. 

Guid, Hail, Heaven. 

Arvir, Hail, Heaven. 

Bela. Now for our Mountain fport, up to yond hill, 
Your legs are young: I’letread thefe Flats. Confider 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, ? 
That it is Place, which leffens and fets off, 

And you may then revolve what tales | have told you, 
Of Courts of Princes: of the tricks in War, 
This fervice, isnot Service; fo being done, 
But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 
Draws us profit from all things we fee: 

And often to our comfort, fhall we find 

The fharded Beetle,in a fafer hold 

Than is the full-wing’d Eagle. Oh this life, 

[s Nobler than attending for a check : 

Richer, than doing nothing for a Babe: 
Prouder,than raftling in un-paid for Silk: 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncrofs’d, no life to ours. 

Gui, Out of your proof you {peak : we poor unfledg’d, 
Have never wing’d from view o’ th’ neft ; nor know not 
What Aic’s from home. Hap’ly this life is beft, 

( If quiet life be beft ) fweeter to you 

That haye a fharper known; Well correfponding 
With your tif Age; but untous, itis 

A Cell of ignorance: travailing a bed, 

A Prifon, or a Debtor, that not dares 

To ftride a limit. 

c4rvi, What fhould we fpeak of 
When we are old as you? when we fhall hear 
Therain and wind beat dark December ? How 
Inthis our pinching Cave, fhall we difcourfe | 
The freezing hours away? We have feen nothing: 
We are beaftly; fubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what weeat: 
Our Valour is to chafe what flies: our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the prifon’d Bird, 
And fing our Bondage freely. 

Bel. How you fpeak ? 
Did you but know the Citie’s Ufuries, 
And felt them knowingly : the art 0’ th’ Court, 
As hard to leave, as keep: whofe top to climb 
Iscertain falling: or foflipp’ry, that 
The fear’s as bad as falling. The toil o’ th’ V Var 
A pain that only feems to feek our danger 
I’ch°name of Fame,and Honour, which dyes i’th’fearch, 
And hath as oft a fland’rous Epitaph, 
As Record of fait act, Nay, many times 
Doth ill deferve, by doing weil: what’s worfe 
Matt curt’he at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
The world may readinme: My bodie’s mark’d 
With Roman Swords; and my report was once 
Firft with the beft of Note. Cymbelne lov’d me, 
And when a Souldier was the Theme, my name 
Was not far off: then was! asa Tree 
Whofe boughs did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
A Storm, or Robbery (call it what you will) 
Shook down my mellow hangings: nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour. 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft) 
But that two Villains, whofe falfe Oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfect Honour, {wore to Cymbeline, 

I was Confederate with the Romans: fo 

Followed my Banifhment, and this twenty years, 

This Rock, and thefe Demefnes, have been my VVorld, 

VVhere Ihave liv’d at honeft freedom, payed 4 
ore 
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More pious debts to Heaven, than inall 
The fore-end.of my time. But, upto th’ Mountains, 
This is not Hunter's Language ; fie that {trikes 
The Venifon ficft, fhall be the Lord och’ Feaft, 
Tohim the other two fhall minilter, 

And we will fear no poifon, which attends 

In place of greater State : 

Ile meet you in the Valleys. 

How hard it is to hide the Sparks of Nature ? 
Thefe Boyes know little they are Sons to th’ King, 

Nor Cymbeline dreams chat they are alive. 

They think they are mine, 

And though crain’d up thus meanly 

Peh’ Cave, whereon the Bow their thoughts do hit 

The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In fimple and low things, to Prince it, much 

Beyond the trick ofothers, This Paladour, 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The King his Father call’d Guideriss. Jove, 

When on my three-foot {tool l fit, and tell 

The warlike feats I have done, his Spirits fly out 

Into my ftory : fay thus mine Enemy fell, 

And thus I fet my foot oms neck, even then 

The Princely blood flows in his Cheek, he fweats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himfelf in pofture 
That ats my words. The younger Brother Cadwell, 
Once efrviragm, in as like a figure 

Scrikes life inco my fpeech, and flrews much more 

His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz’d, 

Oh Cymbeline. Heaven and my Conicience knows 

Thou did’ft unjuftly banifh me; whereon 

At three, and two years old, 1 {tole thefe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeffion, as 

Thou refis me of my Lands. Euriphile, 

Thou waft their Nurfe, they took thee for their Mother 
And every day do honour to her Grave: 

My felf Belarins, chatam Morgan call’d, | 
They take for Natural Father. The Game isup, 


LExecunt, 


L Exit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Pifanio and Imogen. 


Imo. Thoutold ft me when we came from horfe,the place 
Was near at hand: Ne’re long’d my Mother fo 
To feem firft, as | have now: Pifamo, Man : 
Whereis Pofthumus ? What isinthy mind 
That makes thee ftare thus? Wherefore breaks that figh 
From th’ inward of thee ? One, One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond felf-explication. Puc thy felt 
Into a haviour of lefs fear, e’re wildnefs 
Vanquifh my ftaicder Senfes. \What’s the matter ? 
Why tender’{t thou thac Paper to me, with 
A look untender ? If ’t be Sammer News, 
Smile to’t before: if Winterly, thou nced’t 
Buc keep that count’nance ftill. My Husband's hand ? 
That Drug-damn’d Jraly, hath out craftied him, 
And he’s at fome hard point, Speak, mau,thy tongue 
May take off fome extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pif. Pleafe yon read, í 
And you hall find me (wretched man) a thing 
The moft difdain’d of Fortune. 


Imogen reads. 
HY Miftrefs (Pifanio) barh play'd the Strumper in my 
Bsd: she Teftimonies whereof, byes bleeding in me. I 
Jpeak, not ous of weak Surmifes, but from proof as firong as my 
grief, and as certain as I expett my Revenge. That part, thou 
(Pifanio ) mufl a&b for me, ifthy Fanh be not taimed with the 
breach of hers; let tinne own bands sake away ber life : 1 fkall 
give thee opportunity at Milford Haven. She hath my Lerter 


When I defire it too. 
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for the psrpofe , where, sf thou Fear to frike, and to make me 
certain it ts done, thon art the Pander to ber difhonour, and 
equally to me difloyal. 


Pif. What fhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat already, No, "tis flander, 

Whole edge is fharper than che Sword, whofe tongue 

Out-venoms al] the Worms of Nile, whofe breath 

Rides on the pofting winds, and doth belye 

All Corners of the VVorid. Kings, Queens, and States, 

Maids, Matrons, nay the fecrets of the Grave 

This viperons flavder enters Whatchear, Madam? 
Imo, Falfe to his Bed? VVhat is it to be falfe ? 

To lye in watch there, and to think on him ? 

To weep’twixt clock and clock? If fleepcharge Nature 

To break it witha fearful dream of him, 

And cry my felfawake ? that’s falfe to’s bed ? is it? 

Pifa, Alas, good Lady. 

Imo, I falfe? thy Confcience witnefs : Fachimo, 
Thou did’ft accufe him of Incontinency, 

Thou then look’dft like a Villain: now, methinks, 
Thy favours good enough. Some Jay of /raly 

(whofe Mother was her painting) hath betraid him: 
Poor | am {tale, a Garment out of fafhion, 

And for | am richer than to hang by th’ walls, 
Imufthe ript: To pieces wich me: Oh! 

Mens Vows are womens Traitors. All good feemiog 
By thy revolt (oh Hasband) fhall be thought 

Put on for Villany: not born wher’t grows. 

But worn a bait for Ladies. 

Pifa. Good Madam, hear me. 

Jmo, True honeft men being heard, like falfe e£ncas, 
Were in his time thought falfe: and Syzons weeping 
Did fcandal many a holy tear: took pitty 
From moft true wretchednefs. So thou Pofhumus, 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper men, 
Goodly, and gallant, fhall be falfe and perjur’d 
From thy great fail: Come, Fellow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Matters bidding, When thou feet him, 
A little witnefs my obedience. Look, 
I draw the Sword my felf, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Love (my Heart:) 
Fear not, ’tis empty of all things, buc Grief: 
Thy Matter Is not le who was indeed 
The riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
Thou may’ft be valiant in a better caufe : 
But now thou feem'fta Coward. 

Pifa. Hence, vile Inftrument, 
Thou fhalt not damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I muft dye, 
And if E do not by thy hand, thou art 
No Servagt of thy Mafters. Againft Self-faughter, 
There is a prohibition fo Divine 
Thar cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my heart: 
Something’s afoot : Soft, fofc, we'll no defence, 
Obedient as the Scabbard. What is here, 
The Scriptures of the Loyal Leonacus, 
All cura’d to Herefie ? eter. away, 
Corrupters of my Faith, you fhall no more 
Be Stomachers tomy heart : thus may poor Fools 
Believe falfe Teachers: Though thole that art betraid 
Do feel the Treafon fharply, yet the Traitor 
Scands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou Pofflmexs, 
That did’tt fet up my difobedience ’gain{t che King 
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the fuits 
Of Princely Fellows, fhalt hereafter fod 
[t is no act of common paflage, but 
A ftrain of Rarenefs : and ! grieve my felf, 
To think, when thou hah be difedg’d by her, 
That now thou tireft on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me. Prethee difpatch, 
The Lamb entreatsthe Butcher. Where’s the Knife ? 
Thou art too flow todothy Matters bidding, 


Pifa. 
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Pifa. Oh gracious Lady : 

Since Lreceiv’d command to do this bufinefs, 
[ have not flept one wink. 

Imo. Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pifa. Vie wake mine eye-balls fir. 

Imo. Wherefore then 
Did’ ft undertake it? Why haft thou abus’d 
So many Miles, witha pretence? This place ? 
Mine action? and thine own? Our Horfes labour ? 
The time inviting thee? the perturb’d Court 
For my being sie whereunto I never 
Purpofe return. Why haft thou gone fo far 
To beun bent? when thou haft tane thy ftand, 
Th’ elected Deer before thee ? 

Pifa. But to win time 
To lofe fo bad employment, inthe which 
I have confider’d of acourfe: good Lady, 

Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, {peak : 

I have heard | am a Strumpet, and mine ear 
Therein falfe {trook, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottom that. But {peak. 

Pifa, Then, Madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 
Imo. Molt like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 
Pifa. Not fo neither: 
Burif I were as wife, as honeft, then 
My purpofe would prove well: it cannot be, 
But chat my Mafter is abus’d. Some Villain, 
!, and fingular in his Arc, hath done you both 
This curfed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan? 

Pifa. No, on mry life: 

’le give him notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody fign of it. For ’tis commanded 

[ fhould do fo = you fhall be mift at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo, Why, good Fellow, - 
What hall I do the while ? Where bide ? How live? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband? 

_Pifa. Wf you'll backroth’ Court. 

Imo. No Court, no Father : nor no more adoe 

With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing ? 

That Clorten, whofe Love-fnit hath been to me 

As fearful as a Siege. Pifa, If not at Court, 
Then not in Britain muft you bide. Luc. Where then ? 
Hath Britain all the Sun that fhines? Day ? Night? 

Are they not butin Britain? lth? worlds V olum 

Our Britain feems as ofit, but notin’t : 

In a great Pool a Swans neft, prethee think 

There’s livers out of Britain. 

Pifa. 1 am moft glad 

You think of other Place: Th’ Ambaflador 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford- Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but difguife 
That which t’appear it felf, muf not yet be, 
But by felf-danger, you fhould tread a courfe 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, happily, near 
The refidence of Poffhmnus; fonigh (at laft) 
That though his Actions were not vifible, yet 
Report fhould render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Ime. Oh for fuch means, 

Though peril tomy modefty,not death on’t, 
[ would-adventure. 

Pifa, Well then, there’sthe point: 

You mutt forget to be a Woman : change 
Command into Obedience. Fear and Nicenefs 
(The Handmaids of all Women, or more truly 
VVoman it prety felf) into a waggifh courage, 
Ready in gybes, quick-anfwer’d, fawcy, and 
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As quarrellous as the VVeazel : Nay, you muft 
Forget that rareit treafure of your Cheek, 
Expofing it ( but oh the harder heart, 
Alack no remedy) tothe greedy touch 
Of common-kifing Tstaz: and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty trimms, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. Imo. Nay,be brief - 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already. ; 
Pifa, Firft, make your felf but like one, 
Fore thinking this, I have already fir 
(’Tts in my Cloak-bagg) Doublet, Hat, Hofe, all 
That anfwer tothem: VVould you in their ferving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of fuch a feafon ) fore Noble Lucius 
Prefent your felf, defire his fervice = tell him 
VVherein you're happy, which will make him know, 
If that his head have ear in Mufick, doubtlefs 
VVith joy he will embrace you: for he’s Honourable, 
And doubling that, moft holy. Your means abroad: 
You have merich, and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 
Imo. Thouartall the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prethee away, 
There’s more to be confider’d: but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt, 
| am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prethee. 
Pifa. VVell, Madam, we muft take a fhort farewel, 
Left being mift, I be fufpected of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 


| Hereis a box, I had it from the Queen, 


VVhat’s in’t is precious : If you are fick at Sea, 
Or Stomach qualm’d at Land, a Dram of this 
VVill drive away diltemper. To fome fhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood: may the Gods 
Direct you to the beft. 

Jmo. Amen: | thank thee. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords, 


LExeunt. 


(ym. Thos far, and fo farewel. 

Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir: 
My Emperour hath wrote, I muft from hence, 
And am right forry, that i muft report ye 
My Mafters Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subjects (Sir) 
VVill not endure his yoak ; and for our felf 
To thew lefs Soveraignty than they, muft needs 
Appear un-King like. 

Luc. So, Sir: I defire of you 
A Conduct over Land, to Atilford-Haven. 


‘| Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and you. 


Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office - 
The due of Honour in no point omit : 
So farewel, Noble Lweciss 
Luc. Your hand. my Lord. 
Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
I wear it as your Enemy. 
Luc. Sit, rhe Event 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my Lords, 
Till he have croft Severn. Happinefs. [Exit Lucius, &c. 
Qu. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us, 
That we have given him caufe. 
(lot. Tis all the better, 
Your valiant Britains have theic wifhes in it. 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already tothe Emperour, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Cur Chariots, and our Horfemen be in readinefs: 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia ve 
VVil 
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Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 
we. Tis not {leepy bufinefs, 

But muft be look’d to fpeedily, and ftrongly. 

Cym, Our expectation that ic fhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But,my gentle Queen, 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear’d 
Before the Roman, nor tous hath cender’d 
The Duty of the day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of malice, than of Duty, 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for 
We have been too light in fufferance. 

Que. Royal Sir, 
Since the exile of Poffhumys, molt retir’d 
Hach her life been: the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
’Tis time muft do. Befeech your Majefty, 
Forbear fharp fpeeches to her. She’s a Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokes, 
And ftrokes death to her. 


~ Enter a Meflenger. 


Cym. Where is fhe, Sir? How 
Can her contempt be anfwer’d ? 

eMef. Pleafe you, Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock’d, and there’s no anfiyer 
That will be given toth’ loud of noife we make. 

Que. My Lord, when laft I went to vifit her, 
She pray’d me to excufe her keeping clofe, 
Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmity, ` 
She fhould that duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily fhe was bound to proffer: this 
She wifh’d me to make known: butour great Court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock’d ? 
Nor teen of late? Grant Heavens, that which I 
Fear , prove falfe. 

ue. Son, I fay, follow the King. 
tot. That man of hers, Psfanio, her old Servant 

I have not feen thefe two days, 

Que. Go, look after : 
Pifanie, thou tbat ftand’ht fo for Pofthumus, 
He hath a Drugg of mine: | pray, his abfence 
Proceed by fwallowing that. For he believes 
It is a thing moft precious. Bue for her, 
Whereis be gone? Haply defpair hath feiz’d her : 
Or wing’d with fervour of her love, he’s flown 
Toher defired Pofthumus: gone fhe is, 
To death, or to difhonour, and my end 
Can make good ufe of either. She being down. 
[ have the placing of the Brirsifh Crown. 


Enter Cloten. 


How now, my Son? 
Cior. ’Tis certain fhe is fled. 
Go inand cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
Qus. All the better: may 
This night fore-ftall him of the coming day. 
Clor. ł lové and hate her : for fhe’s fair and Royal, 
And that fhe bathall courtly parts more exquifite 
Than Lady, Ladies Woman, from every one 
The beft fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded 
Out-fells them ail. J love her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Pofthumus, flanders fo.her judgement, 
That what’selfe rare, is choak’d: and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed, ` 
To be reveng’d uponher. For, when Fools—— 


Enter Pifanio. 


Whois here? What, are you packing, Sitrah ? 
Come hither: Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 
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Whereis thy Lady? In a word, or elfe 
Thou art (traight way with the Fiends. 

Pifa. Oh, good my Lord. 

Clot. Where isthy Lady? Or, by Jupicer, 
I will not ask again. Clofe Villain, 

Ple have this fecret from thy heart, or rip 

Thy heart to find it. Ishe with Pofthumus ? 
Erom whofe [o many weights of bafenefs, cannot 
A drain of worth be drawn. 

Pifa. Alas, my Lord, 

How can fhe be with him? When was fhe mifs’d ? 
He is in Rome, 

Cit. Where is the, Sir? Come nearer : 
No farther halting « fatisfie me home, 
What is become of her: 

Pifa, Oh, my all-worthy Lord, 

Clot, Ali.worthy Villain, 

Difcover where thy Miftris is, at once, 

At the next word: no more of worthy Lord: 
Speak, or thy filence on the inftant, is 

Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Pifa, Then, Sir, 

This Paper is the hiftory of my knowledge 
Touching her flighe. 

Clot. Let’s fee’c ; 1 will purfue her 
Even to efuguflus Throne. 

Pifa. Or this, or perith. 

She’s far enough, and what he learns by this, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 

Clr. Humh. i 

Pifa, I'le write tomy Lord fhe isdead : Oh, Jmogen, 
Safe may’ft thou wander, fafe return agen. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true ? 

Pifa. Sir , as I think. 

Clot. It is Pofthsimn’s hand, | know’t. Sirrah, if thou 
wonld’ft not be a Villain, but do me true fervice : undergo 
thofe employments wherein I fhould have canfe to ufe thee 
with a feriousinduftry, that is, what villainy foe’re I bid 
thee do to perform it, directly and truly, ) would think 
thee an honeft man; thou thonld’ft neither want my means 
for thy relief, nor my voyce for thy preferment. 

Pifa. Well, my good Lord. 

(lor. Wilt thou ferve me ? For fince patiently and con. 
ftantly thou haft {tuck to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 
Poftbumas,chou canft not in the courfe of gratitude,but be a 
diligent follower of mine, Wilt thou ferve me ? 

Pifa. Sit, 1 will. 

Clor. Give me thy hand, here’s my Purfe. Haft any of 
thy late Mafters Garments in thy pofleffion ? 

Piıfa. 1 bave (my Lord) atthe Lodging, the fame Suit he 
wore, when he took leave of my Lady and Miftrefs. 

Clot. The firlt fervice thou do’ft me, fetch that Suit hi- 
ther ; let it bethy firft fervice,go. 

Pifa. } fhall, my Lord. C Excess. 

Clos. Meet thee at AGilford Haven: (1 forgot to ask him 
one thing, Ple remember’t anon:) even there ,thou villain, 
Pofthurons, will | kill thee. I would chefe Garments were 
come. She faid upon a cime (the bicternefs of ic, | now 
belch from my heart ) that fhe held che very Garment of 
Poftkumus, in more refpect, than my Noble and natural 
perfon; together with the adornment of my Qualities. 
With that Suit upon my back will I ravifh her: firft kill 
him, and in her eyes: chere fhall fhe fee my valour, which 
will then be a torment to her contempt. He onthe ground, 
my fpeech of infultment ended on his dead body, and when 
my luft hath dined (which as l fay, to vex her, Iwill ex- 
ecute in the Cloaths that Mhe fo prais’d : ) to the Conrt 
I’le Knoc’k hee back, foot her home again. She hath defpis’d 
me rejoycingly, and lle be merry in my Revenge. 


Erter 
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Enter Pifanio. 


Be thofe the Garments ? 

Pif. 1, my Noble Lord. 

(lo. How long is’t fnce flre went to Milford- Haven ? 

Pif. She can f{carce be there yet. 

Clo Bring this Apparel ro my Chamber, that is the 
fecond thing that | have commanded thee. The third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute te my defign. Be but 
dutious, and true preferment fhall cender it felf to thee 
My Revenge is now at Milford, would I had Wings to 
follow it. Come and be true. LExit. 

Pif. Thou bidd’ft me to my lofs: for true to thee, 
VVere to prove falfe, which 1 will never be 
To him that is molt true. To eWilford go, 

And find not her, whom thou purfueft. Flow, flow, 
You Heavenly Bleffings on her: This Fool?s {peed 


Be croft with flownefs , Labour be his meed. CExit. 


Scena Sexta. 
Enter Imogen alone. 


Imo. I fee a man’s life is a tedious one, 
| have tired my Self: and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my Bed. | flould be fick, 
But that my refolution helps me: AdGiford, 
When from the Mountain top Psfanio fhew’d thee, 
Thou was’t within a ken. Oh, Fove, I think 
Foundations flie the wretched, fuch 1 mean, 
VVherethey fhould be rcliev’d. Two Beggars told me, 
I could not milfs my way. VVill poor Folks lye 
That have afflictions on them, knowing "tis 
A puntfhment, or trial? Yes; no wonder, 
VVhen Rich-ones fcarce tell trne, To lapfe in Fulnefs 
Is forer, than to lie for Need: and Falfhood 
Is worfe m Kings, than Beggars. My dear Lord, 
Thou art one o’ th’ falfe Ones : now I think on thee, 
My bunger’s gone; but even before, | was 
At point to fink for Food. But what is this ? 
Here is a pathto’t: "cis fome favage hold : 
[ were beft not cali; { dare not call: yet Famine 
Ere it clean o’re throw Nature, make it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breeds Cowards, Hardnefs ever 
Of Hardinefs is Mother. Ho? who’s here? 
If any that’s civil, fpeak, if favage, 
Take, orlend. Ho? no anfwer? thenI’ll enter, 
Beft draw my Sword; and if mine Enemy 
But fear the Sword like me, he'll {carcely look on’t. 
Such a Foe, good Heavens. LExit. 


Scena Septima. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. You Polidore have prov’d beft Woodman, and 
Are Mafter of the Feat: Cadwall and I 
Will play the Cook, and Servant, "tis our match: 
The fweat of induftry would dry, and die 
But forthe end it works to. Come, our ftomachs 
Will make what’s homely, favoury ; Wearinefs 
Can fnore upon the Flint, when refty Sloth 
Finds the Down-Pillow hard. No peace be here, 
Poor Houfe, that keep’ft thy felf. - 
Gm. | am throughly weary. 
efrv lam weak with toil, yet trong in appetite. 
Gus. There is cold meat i’ th’ Cave,we'll brouze on that 
Whil’ft what we have kill’d be Cook’d, 
Bel. Stay, come not in: 


Bot that ir eats our Victuals, 1 fhould think 
Here were a Faiery. 
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Gus. What’s the matter, Sir ? 

Bel. By Jupiter an Angel: or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon Behold Divinenels 
No elder than a Boy. 


Enter Imogen. 


Imo, Good Mafter, harm me not: 
Before I enter’d here, I call’d, and chought 
To have begg’d, or bought, what I have took : good troth | 
I have ftoln nought, nor would not, though {had found 
Gold ftrew’d ? th’ Floor. Here’s money for my Mear, 
| would have left it on the Board fo foon 
As | had made my Meal: and parted 
With Prayers for the Provider. 

Gui.. Money ? Youth. 

eAru. All Gold and Silver rather turn do durt, 
Astis no better reckon’d, but of thofe 
Who worfhip durty gads. 

Imo. | fee you’reangry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I fhould 
Have died, had I not made it, 

Bel. Whither bound? 

Imo. To Milford Haven. 

Bel. What’s your name? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir; I have a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for /raly : he embark’d at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, 
| am faln to this offence. 

Bel. Prethee (fair youth) 
Think us no Churls: nor meafure our good minds 
By this rude place we livein Well encounter’d, 
"Tis almoft night, you fhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it : 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gunis Were youa Woman, youth, 
i hovld woe hard, but be your Groom in honefty ; 
| bid for you, asi do buy. 

Arv, Vil make’t my comfort 
Heis a man, PI love him as my Brother : 
And foch a welcome as IId give to him 
(After long abfence) fuch is yours. Moft welcome: 
Be {prightly, for you fall ’mongft Friends. 

Imo. °Mongft Friends. 
If Brothers: would it had been fo, that they 
Had been my Father’s Sons, then had my prize 
Been lefs, and fo more equal bailafting 
To thee, Posthumus. 

Bel. He wrings at fome diftrefs. 

Gui. Would I could free’t. 

Arv. Or I, what ereit be, 
What painit coft, what danger: gods! 

Bel. Hark, Boyes. 

Imo. Great men 
That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 
That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own Confcience feal’d them: laying by 
That nothing-gift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out piece thefe twain, Pardon me gods, 
lld change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus falfe. 

Bel. It fall be fo: 
Boyes, we’ll go drefs our Hunt. Fair, you come in ; 
Difcourfe is heavy, fafting : when we have fupp’d 
We’ll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 
So far as thou wilt fpeak it, 

Ga. Pray draw near. 

Arvu. The night to th’ Owl, 
And Morn to th’ Lark lefs welcome. 

Ime. Thanks, Sir. 


Arv. | pray draw near. [Exennt. 


Scena 
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Scena Offava. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 


1 Sen, This isthe tenour of the Emperours Writ; 
That fioce the common men are now in Action 
’Gainft the Pannomans, and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now inGalka, are ` 
Foll weak to undertake our Wars againft 
The faln-off Britains, that we do incite 

The Gentry to this bufinefs. He creates 
Luciu: Pro-Contul : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 

His abfolute Commiflion, Long live, (ajar. 

Tri, 1s Luceus General of the Forces.? 

2 Sen. L. l 

Tri. Remaining now inGallsa ? 

1 Sen. With thofe Legions 
| Which I have fpoke of, whereunto your Levy 
Muil be fuppliant : che words of your Commiffion 
Will tye you to the Numbers and the time 
Of their difpatch 


Tri, We will difcharge our duty, [ Exeunt. 





Attus Quartus. Scena Prima, 
Enter Cloten alone. 


Clot. Y Am near to th’ place where they fhould meet, 
if Pifanio have map’d ittruly. How fit his Gar- 
| ments ferve me? Why fhould his Miftrifs, who was made 
by him, that made the Taylor not be fit too? Thera- 
ther (faving reverence of the Word) for ’tis faid a Wo- 
mans ficnefs comes by fits: therein | mult play the Work- 
man, Idare fpeak it to my felf, for it is not Vain-glory 
for amanand his Glafs, to confer in his own Chamber ; I 
mean, the Lines of my Body are as well drawn as his; no 
lefs young, more ftrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the time , above him in 
Birth, alike converfant in general fervices, and more re. 
markable in fingle oppofitions: yet this imperfeverant 
Thing loves him in my defpight. What Mortality is? 
Pofthumus, thy Head (which now is growing upon thy 
fhoulders) fhall within this bour be off, thy Miftrifs in- 
forced, thy Garments cut to picces before thy Face: and 
all this done, fpurn her home to her Father, who may 
(happily) bea little angry for my forough ufage : but my 
Mother having power of his teltinefs, fhall curn all into 
my commendations. My Horfe is tyed up fafe, out Sword, 
and to a fore purpofe: Fortune put them into my band: 
This is the very defcription of their meeting place, ard 


the Fellow dares not deceive me. (Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and 
Imogen from the Cave. 


Bel. You are not well: Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you after Hunting. . 
efrv. Brother, ftay here: 
Are we not Brothers ? 
Imo. So man and man fhould be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in dignity, 
Whofe duft is both alike, I am very fick, 
Gui. Go you to Hunting, tIl abide with him. 


dmo. Sofick 1am nor, yet iam got well: 
But not fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feem todie, ere fick : So pleafe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courfe: che breach of Cuftom, 
Is breach of all. Lam ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort 
To one nor faciable: | am not very fick, 
Since [canreafoiof ic: pray youtruft me here, 
Pilrob none but my felf, and let me die 
Stealiug fo poorly. 
Gai. I tove chee: | have fpoke it, 
How much the quantity, che weight as much, 
As {do love my Father. 
Bel. Whar ? how ? how? 
Arv. \f icbe fin to fay fo (Sir) Tyoak me 
In my goad Brothers faule : t know not why 
I love Chis youth, and I have heard you fay, 
Love’s reafons without reafon. The Becr at Door, 
And adeniand whois't hall die, I'd fay. 
My Father, not this Yourb. 
Bel, Oh noble ftrain! 
O wortlunefs of Nature, breed of greatnefs ! 
‘t Cowards, Father, Cowards, and bafe things, Sire, bafe : 
“© Nature hath Meal and Bran; Contempt and Grace, 
I’m not their Father, yet who this hould be, 
Doth miracle it felf, lov’d before me. 
Tis the ninth hour o’ th’ Morn. 
Aru. Brother, farewel. 
Imo. | with ye fport. 
efrv. You health. —— So pleafe you, Sir. 
Imo, Thefe are kind Creatures. 
Gods, what lies] have heard : 
Our Courtiers fay, all’s favage, bat at Court: 
Experience, oh thou difprov’ft Report. 
Th’ imperious Seas breed Montfters 5 for the Dih, 
Poor Tributary Rivers, as fweee Fifh: 
I am fick ftill, heart-fick : Péfanio, 
PI now taft of thy Drugg. 
Gui. | could not ftir him: 
He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Difhoneftly afflicted, but yet honeft. 
Aru. Thus did he anfwer me: yet faid hereafter, 
I might know more. > 
‘Bel. Toth’ Field, to th’ Field: 
We'll leave yotr for this time, goin, and reft. 
Ary. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not fick, 
For you muft be our Hulwife. 
Imo. Well or ill, 
1 am bound to you. 
Bel. And halt he ever. 
This youth, how e’re diftreft, appears he hath lad 
Good Anceftors. 
Arv, How Angel-like he fings? 
Gui. But his neat Cookery ? 
Ary, Hecut ouc Roots in Characters, 
And fawe’t ouc Broths, as Juno had been fick, 
And he her Dieter. 
Ary. Nobly he yoaks 
A fmiling witha figh: as if the fhigh 
Was that it was, for not beiog fuch a fmile : 
The {mile mocking the figh, that it would fly 
From fodivine a Teinple, to commix 
With Winds that Sailors rail at. 
Gui. | do note, 
That grief and patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their fpors together, 
etry. Grow patient, ' 
And let the ftinking Elder (Grief) untwine 
His perihing root, with the encreafing Vine. i 
Bel. Itis great Morning. Come away: whos therc ? 


LExit. 


Enter 
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Enter Cloten. 


Clo I cannot find thofe Runagates, that Villain 
Hach mock’d me, Iam faint. 
Bel. Tnofe Runagates? 
Means he not us? | partly know him, ’tis 
Cloten, thé Son o° th’ Queen, I fear fome Ambuhh : 
I faw him not thefe many years, and yet 
[know’tishe: we atc held as Out Jaws; hence. 
Gui. Heis but one: you, and my Brother fearch 
What Companies are near: pray you away, 
Let me alone with him. 
Clot. Soft, what are you 
That fie me thus? Some Villain Mountainers ? 
[ have heard of fuch. What Slave art thou? 
Gui. A thing, 
More flavifh did I ne’re, than anfwering 
A Slave without a knock, 
Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-Breaker, a Villain: yield thee, Thief. 
Gui, To whom? tothee? what artthou? Have not I 
An Arm as big as thine? a Heart as big ? 
Thy words | grant are bigger: for 1 wear not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why I (hould yield to thee ? 
Clo. Thou Villain bafe, 
Know’ft me not by my Cloths ? 
Gut, No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcal, 
Who is thy Grandfather: He made thofe Cloaths, 
Which (as it feems) make thee. 
Clo. Thou precious Varlet, 
My Taylar made them not. 
Gui. Hence then, and thank 
The man that gave them thee. Thouart fome Fool, 
Tam loth to beat thee. | 
Clo. Thou injurious Thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 
Gus, What's thy Name? 
Clo, Corea, thou Villain. 
Gxis. (loten, thou double Villain be thy name, 
I cannot tremble atit, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
’Twould move fooner. 
(lot. To thy further fear, 
Nay, tothy meer Confufion, thou fhalt know 
l am Son to th’ H 
Gwi. Iam forry for’t : not feeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
Clo. Art not afeard ? 
Gus. Thofe that l reverence, thofe I fear, the Wif: 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Cio. Die the Death: 
When I have flain thee with my proper hand, 
M’ll follow thofe that even now fied hence : 
And on the Gates of Luds-Town fet your heads : 
Yield Ruftick Mountaineer, [Fight and Exeunt. 


Enter Bellarius and Arviragus. 


Bel. No Company’s abroad? 
e4rv. None in the World: you did miftake him fure. 
Bel. \cannot tell : Jong is it fince 1 faw him, 
But Time hath nothing blurr’d thofe lines of Favour 
Which then he wore : the fnatches in his Voice, 
And burft of fpeaking were as his: J am abfolute 
Twas very Cloten, 
frv. \nthis place we left them ; 
I wifh my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is fo fell. 
Bel. Being fcarce made up 
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J mean roman; he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors: For defect of judgment 
Is oft the caufe of Fear. 


Enter Guiderius. 


But fee thy Brother. 

Gris This Cloten was a Fool, an empty Purfe, 
There was no money in’t: Not Hercules 
Conld have knock’d out his Brains, for he had none: 
Yet I noe doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as I do his. 

Bel, What halt thou done ? 

Gui. | am perfect what ; cut off one Claten’s Head, 
Son to the Queen (alter his own report) 

Who call’d me Traytor, Mountaineer, and {wore 

With his own hand he’d take us in, 

Difplace our heads, where (thanks toth’ gods) they grow 
And fet them on Luds. Town, 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Gas. Why, worthy Father, what have we to lofe, 
But that he fwore to take our Lives? the Law 
Protects not us, then why fhould we be tender, 

To let an arrogaut piece of fiefh threat us ? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himfelf? 
For we do fear no Law. What Company 
Difcover you abroad ? 

Bel. No fingle Soul 
Can we fet Eye on: but in all fafe reafon 


He muft have fome Attendants. Though his Honour 


VVas nothing but mutation ; I, and that 
From one bad thing to worfe: Not Frenzy, 
Not abfolute madnefs could fo far have rav’d 
To bring him here alone, although perhaps 
ic may be heard at Court, that fuch as we 
Cave here, haunt here, are Out-laws, and in time 
May make fome ftronger head, the whicb he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might break out, and fwear 
He’d fetch us in, yet is’t not probable 
To come alone, either fo undertaking, 
Or they fo fuffering : then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this body hatha tail 
More perilons than the head. 

Arvu. Let Ord’nance 
Come, as the gods fore-fay it, howfoe’re 
My Brother hath done well. 

Bel. | had no mind 
To hunt this day: The Boy Fidele’s ficknels 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gu. VVith his own Sword, 
Which he did wave againft my throat, I haveta’ne 
His Head from him: [ll throw’t into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fifhes, he’sthe Queens Son, Cloten, 
That’s all l reak, 

Bel. | fear twill be reveng’d : 
Woul (Polidore) thon hadft not dene’t: though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. Would I had done’t, 
So the Revenge alone purfn’d me: Polidore, 
| love thee Brotherly, but envy much . 
Thou haft robb’d me of this deed : I would Revenges 
That poffible ftrength might meet, would feek us through, 
And put us to our anfwer. 

Bel. Well, tis done : 
We'll hunt no more to day, nor feek for danger 
Where there’s no prokt. I prechecto our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks : Pll ftay 
Till hafty Pokdore return, and bring him 
To Dinner prefently. 

Arv. Poor fick Fidele. 
PH willingly to him, to gain his colour, 
I'd let a Parith of fuch Cltens blood, 
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Céxit, | The azur’d Hare-Bell, like thy Veins: no nor 


And praife my felf for Charity, 

Bel. O thou Goddefs, 
Thou divine Nature ; thy {clf thou blazon’ft 
In thefe two Princely Boyes: they are as gentle 
AsZephyres blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his fweet Head; and yet, as rough 
(Their Royal blood enchaf’d) as the rud’ft wind, 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 
And make him ftoop co th’ Vail. ’Tis wonder 
That an invifible inftiné fhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn’d, Honour untaughe, 
Civility not feen from other : Valour, 
That wildly grows in chem, but yiclds acrop 
As if ic had been fow’'d: yer ftillie’s range 
What Clotens being here co us portends, 
Or what his death will bring us, 


Enter Guidcrius. 


Gui. Where’s my Brother ? 

I have fent Clotens Clot-pole down the ftream ; 
In Embaflic to his Mother ; his bodies hoftage 
For his return. 

Bel. My ingenuous Inftrument, 
(Hark Polidore) it founds: but what occafion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark. 

Gui. Is he at home? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean ? $ 
Since death' of my dear’ft Mother 
lt did not fpeak before. All folemn things 
Should anfwer folemn Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toycs, 
Is jollicy for Apes, and grief for Boyes. 

Is Cadwall mad ? 


Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing 
her in bis Arms. 


| Bel. Look, here he comes, 
| And brings the dire occafion in his Arms, 
Of what we blame him for. 
Arv. The Bird is dead 
That we have made fo much on. I had rather 
Have skipt from fixteen years of Age, to fixty. 
To have turn’d my leaping time intoa Crutch, 
Than have fecn this. 
Gui. Oh fweetclt, faireft Lilly : 
My Brother wears thee not the one half fo well, 
As when thou grew’ft chy felf. 
Bel. Oh Melancholly, 
Who ever yet could found thy bottom ? Find 
The Ooze, to fhew that Coaft thy fluggith care 
Might eafilieft harbour in. Thou bleffed thing. 
Jove knows what man thou might’ (t have made : but J, 
Thou dyed’ft a more rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him? 
Arv. Stark, as you fec : 
Thus fmiling as fome Fly had tickled lumber, 
Not as deaths dart being laugh’d at: his right Cheek 
Repofing on a Cufhion. 
Gui. Where ? 
Ary, O’ th’ Floor : 
His Arms thus leagu’d, I thought he flept, and put 
My clouted Brogues from off my Feet, whofe rudenefs 
Anfwer’d my fteps too loud. 
Gui. Why, he but fleeps : 
If he be gone he'll make his Grave a Bed :. 
With Female Faierics will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come to thee. 
Arv. With faireft Flowers 
Whil’ft Summer lafts, and I live here, Fidele, 
Vil fweeten thy fad Grave : thou fhalt not lack 
The Flower that’s like thy Face. PalcePrimrofe, aor 
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The Leaf of Eglantine, whom not to flander, 
Out fweetned not thy breath: the Raddock would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore thaming 
Thofe rich-lefc-Heirs, that let their Fathers tie 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr’d Mofs befides. When Flowers are nonc 
To winter ground thy Coarfe—— 

Gui. Prethee have done, 
And do not play in Wench.like words with that 
Which is fo fesious, Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration, what 
Isnow duc Debt. To th’ Grave. 

Ary. Say, where fhall’s lay him ? 

Gui. By good Exrsphile, our Mother. 

Ary. Ber fo: 
And let us (Polidore) though now our Voices 
Have got the mannifh crack, fing himto th’ ground 
As once to our Mother: ufe like note, and words, 
Save that Exriphile mult be Fidele. 

Gui. Cadwall, 
I cannot fing: I'll weep, and word it with thee, 
For Notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe 
Than Priefts, and Vanes that lie, 

Aru, We'll fpeak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs | fee Med’cine the lefs. For Clotex 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queens Son, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: thou mean, and mighty rotting 
Together have one duft, yet Reverence 
(That Angel of the World) doth make diftinétion 
Of place ’twixt highand low, Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you took his life, as being our Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a-Prince. 

Gui. Peay thee fetch him hither, 
Therfites Body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive, , 

Arv. If yopil go fetch him, 
We'll fay our Song the whil’ft: Brother begin. 

Gui. Nay Cadwall, we muft lay his Head to ch’ Eaft, 
My Father hath a reafon for’t. 

Arv. 'Tis true. 

Gui. Come on then, and remove him, 

Arv. So, begin. 


SONG. 


Gvid. Fear no more the heat o th’ Sun, 
Nor che furious Winters rages, 
Thow thy Worldly task haft done, 
. Home art gone, and take thy wages. 
Golden Lads and Girls all mu/t, 
As Chimney- Sweepers come to duft. 
Arv. Fear no more the frown o th’ Great, 
Thon art paft the Tyrants ftroke, 
Care no more to cloath and eat, 
To thee the Reed is as the Oak: 
The Scepter, Learning, Phyfick muft, 
All follow ehis and come to daft 
Gui. Fear no more the Lightning flafh. 
Arv. Nor th’ all dreaded Thunder-ftone. 
Gui: Fear no flander. Cenfure rafh. 
Acv. Thou haft finifl’d Foy and Moan. 
Both. All Lovers young, all Levers muff, 
Confien to thee, and come to daft. 
Gui. No Exorcifer barm thee, 
Arv. Nor no Witchcraft charm thee. 
Gui. Ghoft unlaid forbear thee. 
Arv. Northing il! come near tbee. 
Both. Quiet confummatien bave, 
And renowned be thy Grave. 
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Enter Bellarius with the Body of Cloten. 


Gui. We have done our obfequics : 
Come Jay him down. 

Bel. Here’s few Flowers, but about midnight more : 
The herbs that have on them cold dew oth’ night 
Are ftrewings fitt’It for Graves: upon their Faces. 
You were as Flowers, now withei’d: even fo 
Thefe Herbelets fhall, which we upon you ftrew. 
Come on away,apart upon our Knees: 
The ground rhat gave them firft,has them again: 
Their pleafures here are paft, fo ace their pain. 


Yes, Sir, toe Milford Haven, which ts the way ? 

[ thank you: by yond Bath? pray how far thither ? 
Ods pittikins: can it be fix mile yet? . 

I have gone all night: faith, Ple lye down and fleep. 
But foft: no Bedfellow ? Oh Gods, and Goddefles! 
| Thefe Flowers are like the pleafures ofthe World ; 

| This bloody manthecare on’t. I hope I dream: 
For fol thought 1 wasa Cave-Keeper, 

And Cook ro honeft Creatures. But ’tis not fo: 
Twas but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing, 
Which the Brain makes of Fumes. Our very cyes, 
Are fometimes like our Judgments, blind. Good Faith 
{ tremble ftill with fear : bur if there be 

Yet left in Heaven, as fmall a drop of pitry 

As a Wrens Eye: fear’d Gods, a part of it. 

The Dream’s here ftill: even when I wake it is 
Withont me, as withinme: not imagin’d, felt. 

A headlefsman? The Garments of Pofthumas ? 

I know che fhape of ’s Leg: ‘this is his Hand: 

His Foot Mercurial: his Martial Thigh, 

The Brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial Face——— 
 Murther in Heaven? How? ’tisgone. Psfario, 
Allcurfes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee: thou 

| Confpic’d with that irregulous Devil Cloten, 

Hath here cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 

| Be henceforth treacherous. Damn’d Pifanio 

Hath with his forg’d Letters (damn’d Psfanio) 

From this moft braveft Veflel of the World 

Struck the main top! Oh Pofthunus, alas, 

Where is thy head ? where’s that ? Aye me, I,where’s.that? 
Pifanio might have kill’d thee at the heart, 

And left hishead on. How fhonld thisbe, Pifanio? 
Tisheand Chren. Malice and Lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. Oh ’tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugg he gave me, whicb he faid was precious 
And Cordial to me, have 1 not found irt 

Murdr’ous to th’ Senfes ? that confirms it home: 
This is Pifanio’sdced, and Cloten : Oh! 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may feem to thofe 
Which chace to find us, Oh, my Lord ! my Lord! 


Enter Lucius, Captains, and a Soothfayer. 


Cap To them, the Legions garrifon’d in Galka 
After your will, havecroft the Sea, attending 
You here at eMilford Haven, with your Ships : 
They are in readinefs. 

Lac. But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The Senate hath ftirr’d upthe Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of /raly, moft willing Spirits, 
That promife Noble Servcie: and they come 
Under the Conduct of bold Jachimo, 

Syenna’s Brother. 

Luc. When expeét you them? 

(ap. With the next benefit oth’ wind. 

Luc. This forwardnefs Be 
Make our hopes fair. Command our prefent numbers, 
Be muftered, bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir, 


CExeunt. 
[Imogen awakes. 


| Some falls are means the happier to arife. 
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What, have you dream’d of late of this Wars purpofe. 
Sooth, Laft night the very gods fhew’d mea Vifion 

(I feaft, and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus: 

I faw Foves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing’d 

From the Spungy South, tothis part of the Weft, 

There vanifh’d in the Sun-beams, which portends 

(Unlefs my Sins abufe my Divination) 


Succefs to th? Roman ho 


Luc. Dream often fo, 
And never falfe. Softho, what Trunk is here ? 


| Wirhout his top ? the ruine fpeaks, that fometime 


It was a worthy building. How? a Page? 
Or dead, or fleeping on him ? but dead rather : 
For Nature doth abhor to make his bed 


| With the defunct, or fleep upon the dead. 


Let’s fee the Boys face. 

Cap. He’s alive, my Lord. 

Luc, Hell then inftruct us of his body. Young one 
Intorm us of the Fortunes, for it feems i 
They crave to be demanded: whois this 
Thou mak’ft thy bloody Pillow? Or who was he 


i That m the noble Nature did ) 
| Hath altec’d thar good Picture? What’s thy intereft 
i In chis fad wrack ? How came’t ? Who is’t ? 


What art thou ? 
Jmo. 1am nothing : or if not, 
Nothing to be were better: This was my Matter, 
A very valiant Britain, and a good, 
That here by Mountainers lies flain: Alas, 
There are no more fuch Mafters: I may wander 


| From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Service, 


Try many, all good: ferve truly: never 

Find fuch another Mafter. 
Luc. ’Lack, good youth: 

Thou mov’ft no lefs with thy complaining, than 

The Mafter in bleeding: fay his name, good Friend, 
Imo. Richard du Camp: \f€1 dolye and do, 


| No harm by it,though the Gods hear,| hope 


They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir ? 
Lic. Thy name? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
Luc. Thou do’ft approve thy felf the very fame: 
Thy name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith, thy Name: 
Wilt take thy change with me? I will not fay 
Thou fhalt be fo well mafter’d, but be fure 
No lefs belov’d. The Roman Emperours Letters - 
Sent by aConful to me, fhould no fooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: Go with me. 
Imo. le follow, Sir. But firft an’t pleafe the gods, 
Ple hide my Matter from the Flyes as deep 
As thefe poor Pickaxes can dig: and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha’ftrew’d his grave, 
And on it faid a Century of Prayers, 
(Suchas ! can) twice o’re, Ple weep, and figh, 
And leaving fo his fervice, follow you, 
So pleafe you entertain me. 
Luc. 1, good youth, 
And rather Father thee, than Malter thee: My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly duties: Let us 
Find out the pretrieft Dazied-Plot we can, 
And make him with onr Pikes and Parrizans 
A Grave: Come, Arme him: Boy, he is preferr’d 
By thee, tous, and he fhall be interr’d 
As Souldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, 
FExennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pifanio. 


Cym. Again: and bring we werd how ’tis with her, 
A Feaver with the abfence of her Sons 
A madnefs, of which her life’s in danger: Heavens, y 
ow 
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How deeply youatonce do touch me, /mogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone: My Queen 
Upon a defperate bed, and in a time 
When fearful Wars point at me; Her Son gone, 
So needful for bis prefent ? It {trikes me, me, paft 
| The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 

Who needs muft know of her departure, and 
Doft fecm fo ignorant, we'll inforce it from theo 
By a fhaip costure. 

Pifa. Sic, my life is yours, 
i humbly fet it at your will > But for my Mittrefs, 
I nothing know whcre fhe remains: why gone, 
Nor when fhe purpofes return. Befecch your Highnels, 
Hold me your Loyal Servant. 

Lord, Good my Liege, 
The day that fhe was mifling, the was here s 
Į dare be bound he’s true, and fhall perform 
All parts of his fubjection loyally. For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in fceking him, 
And will no doubt be found. 

Cym. -The time is troublefome : 
We'll flip you for afeafon, but with jealoufie 
Do’s yet depend. 

Lord, So pleafe your Majefty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Arc landed on your coaft, with fupply 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate fent. 

Cym. Now for the Counfel of my Son and Queen. 
[ am amaz’d with matter. 

Lord, Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can affront no lefs 
Than what you hear of. 
Come more, for more you’re ready : 
The want is, but to put thefe powers in motion, 
That long to move. 

Cym, Ithank you: let’s withdraw 
And meet the time, as it feeks us, We fear not 
What can from Jraly annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here. Away. 

Pifa, Uheard no Letter from my Mafter, fince 
I wrote him /mogen was flain. ’Tis {trange: 
Nor heat I from my Miftrefs. who did promife 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know | 
What is betide to Cloten, but remain 
Perplext inall. The Heavens ftill muit work: 
Wherein I am falfe, I am honeft: not true, to be true. 
Thefe prefént wars fhall find I love my Country, 
Even tothe note o’ th’ King, or Ple fall in them : 
All other doubts, by time let them be cleer’d, 


Fortune brings in fome Boats, that arc not fteer’d. CE&xit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Atviragns. 


Gut. The noife is round about us. 

Bel, Let us from it. 

Arvi, What pleafure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From Action, and Adventure ? 

Gui, Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Mult, or for Britains flay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their ufe, and flay us after. 

Bel, Sons , 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there fecure us. 
To the King’s party tbere’s nogoing: newnefs 
Of Cloren’s death (we being noc known,not mutfter'd 
Among the Bands) may drive usto a render 
VVhere we have liv’d; and fo extort from’s that 
VVhich we have done, whofe anfwer would be death 
Drawn on his torture. 

Guie This is (Sic ) a doubt 
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In fuch atime, nothing becoming you, 
Nor fatisfying us 
efrv.. It is not likely, 
That when they hear their Roman horfes neigh, 
Behold their quarter’d Fires ; have both their eyes 
And ears fo Cloyd importantly as now, 
lhat they will walt cheir cime upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many inthe Army: Many years 
(Though Coren then but young) you fec, not wore kim 
From my remembrance. And befides, the King 
Hath not deferv’d my fervice, nor your loves 
Who find in my Exile, the want of Breeding ; 
The certainty of this hard life, aye hopelefs 
To have the courtefie your Cradle promis’d, 
But to be {till hot Summer’s tanlings, and 
The fhrinking Slaves of Winter. 
Gu. Than be fo, 
Better toceafe tobe Pray, Sir, to th’ Army: 
I,and my Brother are not known ; your fclf 
So out of thought,and thereto fo o’re-grown, 
Cannot be queftion’d 
efrvi. By this Sun that thines 
Vic hither: what thing isit, that į never 
Did fee man dye, fcarce ever look’d on blood, 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon ? 
Never beftrid a Horfe fave one, that had 
A Rider like my felf, who ne’re wore Rowel, 
Nor iron on his heel? Iam afham’d 
To.look upon the holy Sun, to have 
The benefit of his bleft Beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 
Gui, By heavens Ple go, 
If you will blefs me, Sir, and give me leave, 
Vie take the better care; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on mc, by 
The hands of Romans. 
Arvi, So fay 1, Amen. 
Bel. Noreafon | (fince of your lives you fet 
So flight a valuation) fhould referve 
My crack’d oneto more care. Have with you, Boys: 
If in your Country wars you chance to dye, 
That is my Bed tao (Lads) and there Ile lye, 
Lead, lead ; the time feems long, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till it Aie out, and hew them Princes born. [ Exeunt. 





Aus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Polthumus alone. 


PA- Ea bloody cloth, lle keep thee : for tam wifht 
Thou fhould’ft be colonr’d thus. You married 
If each of you would take this courfe, how many — (ones, 
Mult murther Wives much better than themfelves 

For wrying buta little? Oh Psfanio, 

Every good Servants does not all Commands : 

No Bond, but to do juft ones. Gods, if you 

Should have ta’ne vengeance on my faults, | never 

Had liv’d to put on this: fo had you faved 

The noble /mogen to repent, and ftrook 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alack 

You {natch from hence for little faults; chat’s love 

To have them fall no more: you fome permit 

To fecond ills with ills, each Elder worte, 

And make them dread it, to the doers thrift, 

But Imogen is your own, do your belt wills, 

And make me bleftto obey. Iam brought hither 

Among th’ Jralian Gentry, and ro fight 

Againft my Ladies Kingdom : ’tis enough 

That (Britain) | have kill’d thy Miftrefs : Peace, 
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Ple give no wound to thee : therefore good Heavens, 
Hear patiently my purpofe. Ple difrobe me 
Of thefe Jralian weeds, and fuit my felf 

As do’s a Britain Peazant : folle fight — 
Againft the part Icome with : fo Ple die 
For thee (O Zmogen } even for wboia my life 
Is every breath, adeath: and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 

My felf Ple dedicate. Let mec make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits fhow, 

| Gods, put the ftrengtho’ th’ Leenati inme: 
To fhame the gnifeo’ th’ world, I will begin, 


The fashion Iefs without, and more within. [ Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lucius, Jachimo, avd the Roman eArimy at one door : 
and tue Britain Army at another: Leonatus Pofthumus | 
following like a poor Souldser. They march over, ana go 
out. Then enter again in Skirmifh Jachimo and Poft- | 
humus: he vanguifheth and difarmeth Jachimo, and then } 
leaves him. 


Fac. The heavinefs and guile within my bofom, 
Takes off my manhood : I have belyed a Lady, 
The Princefs of this Country , and the air on’t 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures, have fubdu’d me 
In my profeflion? Knighthoads, and Honours born 
( As I wear mine ) are titles but of fcorn. 
if chat chy Gentry (Britain) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the odds 
Is, chat we {carce are men, and you are gods. (Exit. 
The Battel continnesthe Bricains fiye, Cymbeline is taken : 
then enter to bss refewe, Bellarius, Gutderius, and | 
Arviragus. 

Bel. Sand, ttand, we have the advantage of the ground, § 
The Lane is garded: Nothing routs us, but 
|The villany of our fears. 

Gut, Arvi. Stand, ftand and fight. 


$ 
Enter Pofthumus, and feconds the Britainse They refene 
Cymbeline, and exeunt. 


Then enter Lucius, Jachimo, and Imogen. 


Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thy felf: 
For Friends kill Friends, and the diforder’s fuch 
As War were hood-wiok’d. 

Fac. *Tis their frefh fupplies. 

Duc. tis a day turn’d ftrangely: or betimes 


Let’s re-inforce, or fiy. [Exennt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Poflhumus, and a Britain Lord. 


Lor, Cam’{t thou from where they made the ftand ? 
Poff. 1 did, . 
Though you it feems came from the Fliers, 
Lor. | bid. 
Poft. No blame to you, Sir, for all was loft, 
But that the Heavens fought: the King himfelf 
| Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backs of Britains feen; all flying 
Torougha ftraic Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Loiling the tongue with flaught’ring: having work 
More plentiful, rhan toolstodo’t: ftrookdown 
Some mortally, fome flightly touch’d, fome falling 
Merely through fear, that the {trait pafs was damm'‘d 
With dead-men, burt behind, and Cowards living 
To dye with length’ned thame. 


Lor. Where was this Lane ? 

Poft. Clofe by the battel,ditch’d, and walt’d with 
Which gave advantage to an ancient Souldier 
( An honeft one | warrant ) who deferv’¢, 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 


turf, 


| ta doing this for’s Country. Athwart the Lane, 


He, with two ftriplings ( Lads more like to run 


| The Country bafe, than tocommıt fuch flaughter, 
| With faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer 
| Than thofe for prefervation cas’d, or fhame ) 


Made good the paflage, cryed to thofe that fied, 


| Our Brseasn’s hearts die fying, not our men, 


To darknefs fleet Souls that fly backward ; {tand, 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and may fave 


; But to look back infrown: Stand, ftand. Thefe three, 


Three thoufand confident, in act as many : 


| For three performers are che File, when all 


The reft da nothing. With this word ftand, ftand, 
Accommodated by the Place; more Charming 
With their own Noblenefs, which could have turn’d 
A Diftaffro a Lance, gilded pale looks; 


| Part fhame, part fpirit renew’d, that fome turn’d coward 
| But by example ( Oha finin War, 


Damn’d in the firft beginners ) ’gan to look 

The: way chat they did, and to grin like Lyons 

Upon the Pikes o° th’ Hunters. Then began 

A ftop ? th’ Chafer;, a Retire: Anon 

A Rout, confufion thick: forthwith they flic 
Chickens, the way which they ftopt Eagles: Slaves 
The ftrides the Victors made: and now our cowards 
Like Fragmentsin hard Voyages became 

The lite o’ th’ need: having found the back door Open 
Of the nngarded hearts: heavens, how they wound, 
Some flain before, fome dying ; fome their Friends 
O’ce-born i’ th’ former wave, ten chac’d by one, 

Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty; 
Chofe that would dye, or e’rerefift. are grown 


| The mortal bugs o” ch’ Field. 


Lord. This wasa ftrange chance: 
A narrow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes. 
Poft. Nay, donot wonder atit: yon are made ` 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you Rime upon’e. 
And vent it for a Mock’ry ? Here is one: 
‘© Two Boyes, an Old man ( twice a Boy) a Lane, 
“ Preferu'd the Britains, was the Romans bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poff. Lack, to what end ? 
Who dares not ftand his Foe, I’le be his Friend : 
For if he'll do, ashe is made to do, 
I know he’ll quickly flye my friendhhip too. 
You have put me into Kime. 
Lord. Farewel, you're angry. (Exit. 
Poft, Still going: thisis a Lord: Oh noble mifery 
Tobe i’ th’ field, and ask what news of me: 
To day, how many would have given their Honours 
To have fav’d their Carkaffes ? took heel todo’t, 
And yet dyed too. I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find death, where I did hear him roan, 
Nor feel him where he ftrook. Being an ugly Monfter, 
‘Tis ftrange he hides him in frefh Cups, foft Beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more minifters than we 
That draw his knives i'th’ war. Well | will find him: 
For being now a Favourer to the Britain, 
No morea Britain, | have refym’d again 
The part | camein. Fight I willno more, 
But yicld me tothe verieft Hind, chat fhali 
Once touch my fhoulder. Great the flaughter is 
Here made by th’ Roman, great the anfwer be, 
Britains mufttake. For me, my Ranfom’s death, 
On either fide | come to fpena my breath ; 
Which neither here Ple keep, not bear agen, 
But end it by fome means for mogen, 


Enter 
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Enrer two Captains, and Souldiers. 


1. Great Fupirer be prais’d, Lucius is taken, 
Tis thought the old man, and his Sons, were Angels. 
2, There wasa fourch man, ina filly habit, 
That gave th’ Affront with them. 
1, So’ tls reported : 
But none of *cmcan be found. Stand, who’s there? 
Poft. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if feconds 
Had anfwer’d him. 
2. Lay hands on him: a Dog, 
A Leg of Rome fhall not return co tel! 
| What Crows have peckt them here ; he brags his fervice 
| Asif he were of note : bring him to th’ King. 


Euter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifa- 
nio, and Roman Captives. The Captains prefent Pofthu- 
mus to Cymbeline, who delivers bim over to a Gaoler. 


Scena Quarta. 
Enter Potthumus, and Gaoler. 


Gao. You shall not now be ftoln, 
| You have Locks upon you: 
So graze, as you find Pafture. 
2. Gao. 1, or a ftomach. 
Poft. Molt welcome Bondage: for thou arta way 
(I think) to liberty: yet am I better 
Than one that’s fick ©’ th’ Gout, fince he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By th? fure Phyfician, Death ; who ts the Key 
T’ unbar thefe Locks. My Confciencc, thou art fetter’d 


More than my fhanks, and wrifts : you good gods give me | 


The penitent Inftrument to pick that Bolt, 

Then free for ever. Is’t enough Iam forry ? 

So Children temporal Fathers do appeafe ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Mutt lrepent, 

I cannot doit better than in Gyves, 

Defir’d, more than conftrain’d, to fatisfie 

If of my freedom "tis the main part, take 

No ftri¢ter render of me, than my All. 

I know you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 

On their abatement ; that’s not my defire. 

For Jmogen’s dear life, take mine, and though 

Tis not fodear, yet ’tisa life, you coin’d IC, 
Tween man, aod man, they weigh not every ftamp: 
Thongh light, take Pieces for the figure’s fake, 
(Yourather) mine being yours: and fo great Powers, 
If you will take this Audit, take this life, 

And cancel thofe cold Bonds. Oh Jmoger, 

I'll fpeak to thee in filence. 


Solemn Mufick, Enter (as in an eApparision) Sicilius 
Leonatus, Father to Pofthumus, av old man, attired lke 
a Warrionr, leading in bis hand an ancient Matron ( his 
Wife, and eAMother to Polthumus) with Mufick before 
them, Then after other Mufick, follows the two young 
Leonati (Brothers to Pofthumus) with wounds as they 
died in the Wars, They circle Pofthumus round as he lies 


fleeping. 


Sicil. No more thon thunder Mafter_ . 
fhew thy fpice, on Mortal flyes : i 
With Mars fall out, with uno chide, that thy Adulterics 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poor Boy done ought but well, 
whofe Face I never faw ? 
[ dy’d whil’ftin the VYomb he ftay’d, 


= 


attending Nacures Law. 

Whofe Father then &s men report, 
thou Orphans Father art) 

Thou fhould’it have been, and fhielded him 
from this Earth-vexing mart, 

eMoth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 

but took me in my throes, 

That from me was Pofhumw tipt, 
came crving ’moopft his rces. 

A thing of pity. 

Sui. Great Nature like his Anceliry, 

moulded the ftuff fo fair: 

That ne deferv’d the praife o° th’ World, 
as great Sicili Heir. 

1 Bro, When once he was mature for man, 

in Britain where was he 
That could fland up his parallel ? 
or fruitful objet be ? 
In Eye of Imogen, that beft 
could deem his dignity. 
eMoth, With Marriage therefore was he mockt 
to be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonati Seat, and caft 
from her his deareft one: 
Sweet /mogen ! 

Sses, Why did you fuffer Jachimo, 

flight thing of /taly, 

To teint his nobler heart and braio, 
with needlefs jeatoufie, 

And to become the geek and {corn 
o’ ch’ others villeny ? 

2. Bro. For this, from ftiller feats we came, 

our Parents, aad us twain, 

That ftriking in our Countries caufe, 
fell bravely, and were flain, 

Our Fealty, and Tenantses right, 
with honoar to maintain. 

1. Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 

to Cymbeline perform’d : 
Then Jupiter, thou King of gods, 

why haft thou thus adjourn’d, 
The Graces for her Merits due, 

being all to doloursturn'd ? 

Sici. Thy Cryftal Window ope; look out 

no longer exercife 
Upon a valiant Race, thy harhh, 
and potent injuries : 

eoth. Since (Jupiter) our Son is good, 

take off his miferies. 

Sicil. Peep through thy Marble Manfion, help, 

or we poor Gholts will cry 
To th’ fhining Synod of the reft, 
again{t thy Deity. 
Bre. Help (Fupiter) ot we appeal, 
and from thy juftice fie. 
[Jupiter defeends in Thunder and Lightning, fitieng npen an 
= : he throws a Thunder-bolt. The Ghofts fall on thes 
nees. 

Fup. No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offead our hearing: huth. How dare you Ghofts 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. 

Poor thadows of Elizinm, hence, and reft 
Upon your never-withering Banks of Flowers. 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreft, 
Nocare of yoursitis, you know ‘tis ours 
Whom beft I love, I crofs: to make my gift 
The more delay’d delighted. Be content, 
Your low laid Son, our Godhead will uplift: 
His comforts thrive, his Tryals well are fpent - 
Our Fovral Star reiga’d at his Birth, end in 
Our Temple was he married: Rife, and fade, 
He fhall be Lord of Lady Jmogen, 


And happier much by his Affliction made, Tas 
1 
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This tablet lay upon his breaft, wherein 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
‘And fo away: no farther with your dino 
Exprefs Impatience, left you tlir up mine: 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryflalline. [ Afcenas. 
Sicil. He came in thander, his Celeftial breath 
Was fulphurous to immell: the holy Eagle 
Stoop’d, as to foot us: his Afcenfion is . 
More fweet than our bleft fields: his Royal Bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloyes his Beak, 
As when his god is pleas’d. 
All, Thanks , Fupiter. 
Sici. The Marble Pavement clofes, he is enter’d 
His radiant Roof: Away, and tobe bleft s 
Lec us with care perform his great beheft. [Vansfh. 
Poft. Sleep, thou haft been a Grandlirc, and begot 
A Father to me : and thon haft created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh fcorn) 
Gone, they went from hence fo foon as they were born 5 
And fo] am awake. Poor Wretches, that depend 
On Greatnefs, Favour; Dream as | have done, 
Wake, and find nothing, But (alas) 1 fwerve: 
Many Dream not to find, neither deferve, 
And yet are fteep’d in Favours, foam 
That have this Golden chance, and know not why: 
What Fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? Oh rare one, 
Be not, asis our fangled world, a Garment 
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to be moft unlike our Courtiers, 
As good, as promite. 


Reads. 

W as a Lyon's whelp fhall to kimfelf unknown with. 

out feeking find, and be cmbrac’d by a piece of tender 
Air : And when from a frately Cedar {had te lope branches, 
which being dead many years, fhall after revive, be joynted 
to the old Stock, and frefhly grow, then {hall Pofthumus 
and his miferies, Britain be Fortunate, and flourifhin Peace 
and Plenty, 


"Tis ftill a Dream: or elfe fuch ftuffas Mad-men 
Tongue, and brainnot: either both, or nothing, 
Or fenfelefs fpeaking, ora fpeaking fuch 

As fenfe cannot untie. But what it is, 

The Action of my life is like it, which le keep 
If but for fympathy 


Enter Gaoler. 


Gao. Come, Sir, are you ready for death ? 

Poff. Over-roafted rather: ready long agoe. 

Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cook’e. 

Poft. Soifl prove a 
dih pays the fhot. 

Gao. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir: but the comfort 
is, you fhall be called tono more payments, fear no more 
Tavern Bills, which are often the fadnefs of parting, as the 
procuring of mirth: you came in faint for want of meat, 
depart reeling with too much drink: forry that you have 
payed too much, and forry that you are payed too much: 
Purfe and Brain, both empty: the brainthe heavier, for 
being too light; the Purfe too light, being drawnof hea- 
vineis. Oh, of this contradiction you fhall now be quit : 
Oh the charity ofa penny Cord, it fumms upthoufands in 


good repaft to the Spectators, the 
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Poft, Yesindeed do I, fellow. 

Gao. Your death has eyes in’s head then: I have not feen 
him fo pictur’d: you muft either be direéted by fome that 
take upon them to know, orto take upon your felf chat 
which | am fure youdo not know: or lump the efter-en- 
quiry on your own peril; and how you fhall {peed in your 
journies end, J think you’ll return never to tell one. 

Poff, 1 tell thce, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
direct them the way I am going, bat fuch as wink,and will 
not ufe them. 

Gao. What an infinite mock is this, that a man fhould 
have the beft ufe of eyes, to fee the way of blindnefs : ] 
am fure fuch hanging’s the way of winking. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


eef. Knock of his Manacles, bring your Prifoner to 
the King. 
; Pofth. Thou bring’tt good news, | am call’d to be made 
tee, 

Gao, Vie be hang’d then. 

Poft, Thou fhalt be then freer than aGeoler; no bolts 
for the dead. [ Exeunt 

Gao, Unlefs a man would marry a Gallows, and beget 
young Gibbets, I never faw one fo prone: yet on my con- 
fcience, there are verier Knaves defirc to live, for all he be 
a Roman: and there be fomc of them too thar die againtt 
their wills: fo fhould 1, if I were one. J would we were 
all of one mind, and one mind good: O there were defo- 
lation of Gaolers and Gallowfes: I fpeak againft my pre- 
fent profit, but my wifh bath a preferment in’t, 

[Exit 


Scena Quinta, 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Atvı- 
ragus, Pifanio, and Lords. 


Cym. Stand by my fide you, whom the gods have made 
Preferversof my Throne: wois my heart, 
That the poor Souldier that fo richly fought, 

Whole rags fnam’d gilded Arms, whofe naked breaft 
Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found: 

He fhall be happy that can find him, if 

Our Grace can make him fo. 

Bel. 1 never faw 
Such Noble fury in fo poor a Thing; 

Such precious deeds, in one that promis’d nought 
But beggery and poor looks. 

(ym. No tidings of him ? 

Pif. He hath been fearch’d among the dead,and living, 
But no trace of him, 

Cym To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward, which | willadd 
To you (the Liver, Heart, Brain of Britain) 

By whom (I grant) fhelives. ’Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Report it. 

Bellarius. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaft, were neither true, nor modeft, 
Unlefs I add, we are honeft. 

Cym. Bow your knees, 
Arite my Knights otb’ Battie, I create yon 


a trice : you have no true Debtor, and Creditor, but it: of Companions to our perfon, and will At you 


what’s patt, is, and to come, the difcharge : your neck (Sir) 
is Pen, Book, and Counters: forthe Acquittance follows, 

Poft. | am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Gao Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a man that were tofleep your fleep, and a 
Hangman to help him to bed, I think he would change 
places with his Officer; for look you, Sir, you know not 
which way you fhall go. 


With Dignities becoming your eftates. 
Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 


There’s bufinefs in thefe faces : why fo fadly 
Greet you our Vidtery? you look like che Romans, 
And not o’ th’ Court of Britain. 


Corn. Hail, great King, To 
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To foure your happinefs, 1 muft report 
The Queen is dead. 

Cym., Whom worfe than a Phyfician 
Would this report become; but I confider, 
My Med’cine Life may be prolong’d, yet Death 
Will feize the Dogtor too. How ended fhe ? 

Cor. With horrour, madly dying, Ilke her felf, 
Which (being cruel co the World) concluded 


| Moft cruel to her felf. What he confeft, 


{ will report fo pleafe you. Thefe her Women 
Can trip me, if | err, who with wet Checks 
Were prefent when fhe finifh'd. 

Cym. Prithee fay. 

Cor. Firft, the confeft fhe never lov’d you : only 
Affected Greatnefs pot by you: not you; 
Marricd your Royalty, was Wife to your place: 
Abhorr’d your perfon, 

Cym. She alone knew thts: 
And but fhe fpoke it dying, 1 would not 
Believe her Lips in opening it. Proceed. 

(orn. Your Daughter, whom fhe bore in hand to love 
With foch integrity, fhe did confefs 


| Was a Scorpion to her fight, whofe life 


(But that her flight prevented it) the had 
Tanc off by poifon. 
Cym. O molt delicate Fiend ! 
Who is’ can read a Woman ? is there more ? 
Corn. More, Sir, and worfe. She did confefs fhe had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being toak, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring, 
By inches wafte you. In which time, fhe purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kifling, to 
O’recome you with her hew : yes and in time 
(When the had fitted you with her craft, to work 
Her Son into th’ adoption of tlie Crown: 
But failing of her end by his ftrange abfence, 
Grew fhamelefs defperate, open’d Cin defpight 
Of Heaven, and men) her purpofes: repentca 


| The evils the hatch’d, were not cffected: fo 


Defpairing, dicd, . 
Cym. Heard yowall this, her Women ? 
Lady, We did, fo pleafe your Higtnefs. 
Cym. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for fhe was beautiful : 
Mine Ears that heard her flattery, not my leart, 
That thought her fike her feeming. It had been vitious 
To have miftrufted her: yet (Oh my Daoghter) 
That it was folly in me, chou maift fay, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all. 


EnerLucive, Jachimo, and other Roman Prifonert, 
Leonatus behind, and Imogen. 


Thov com’ft not Caim now for Tribute, that 
The Britains kave rac’d out, though with the lofs 
Of many a bold one: whofe Kinfmen have madc fuit 
Thac their good Souls may be appeas’d, with flaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our felf have granted, 
So think of your Eftate. 
Lue. Confider, Sir, the chance of War the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone withus, 
We fhould not when the bloud was cool, have threatned 
Our Prifoners with the Sword. But fince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothmg but our lives 
May be call’d ranfome, Iet it come : fufheeth, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can {uffer ; 
Auguftus lives to think on’t; and fo much 
For my peculiar care, This one thing only 
[ willentreat, my Boy (a Britain born) 
Let him bo ranfom’d: never Matter had 
A Page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 
Se tenders over his occafions, true, 
So feat, fo Nurfe like: Jet his vertue joja 
With my requeft, which Pll make bold, your Hignnefs 
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Cannot deny : he hath done no Britain harm, 
Though he haveferv'da Roman. Save him (Sir) 
And {pare no bloud befide. 
Cym. Uhave farely feen him : 
His favour is familiar tome: Boy, 
Thou haft look’d thy felf into my grace, 
And art mine own. I know not why, wherefore, 
To fay, live Boy: nere thank thy Mafter, live ; 
And ask of Cymbeline what Boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, I'll give ic: 
Yea, though thoudo demand a Prifoner, 
The Nobleft tane., 
/mo, i humbly thank your Highnefs. 
Luc, Ido not bid thee beg my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know chou wilt. 
Ime. No, no, alack, 
There’s other work in hand: I fee a thing 
Bitter fo meas Death: your Life, good Mafter, 
Mult thufle for it felf. 
Luc. The Boy difdains me, 
He leaves me, fcorns me: briefly die their joyes, 
That’place them on the truth of Girls, and Boyes. 
VVhy ftands he fo perplext ? 
Cym, VVhat would’ft thou Boy? 
| love chee more, and more: think more and more 
VVhat’s beft to ask. Know’ft him thou look’{t on ? Speak, 
VVilt have him hive? Ishe thy Kin? thy Friend ? 
Imo. Heisa Roman, no more Kin to me, 
Than I to your Highnefs, who being born your Vaffal 
Am fomething nearer. 
Cym. VVherefore ey’{t thou him fo? 
Imo, V\ltell you (Sir) in private, if you pleafe 
To give me hearing. 
Cym, 1, with all my heart, 
And lend my beft attention. VVhat’s thy name ? 
Imo, Fidele, Sir. 
y= Thou’rt my good Youth, my Page, 
PH be thy Mafter: walk with me: fpeak freely 
Bel. Is not this Boy reviv'd from Death? 
Aru. One fand another 
Not more refembles that fweet Rofie Lad : 
VVho dyed, and was Fidele: what think you ? 
Gui. The fame dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace, fce further; he Eyes us not, forbear, 
Creatures may be alike: wert he, I am fure 
He would have fpoke to us, 
Gui. But we fee him dead, 
Bel. Be filent: lets fee further. 
Pifa. lt is my Miftrifs : 


| Since fhe is living, Jet the time tun on, 


To good, or bad. 
Cym, Come, ftand thou by ovr fide. 
Make thy demand álond. Sir, ftep you forth, 
Give anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by your Greatnefs, and the grace of it 
(VVhich is our honour) bitter tortare fhall 
VVinnow the truth from falfhood. On, fpcak to him. 
Imo, My Boon Is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring. 
Post, VVhat’s that to him: 
Cym. That Diamond upon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours ? 
Jach. Thov’it tortare meto leave unfpoken, that 
V Vhich to be fpoke wou'd tortore thee. 
Cym. How? me? 
Fach. Lam glad to be conftrain’d ro utter that 
VVhich torments me toconceal. by Villany 
f got this Ring: "twas Leonana Jewel, 
VVhom thou did’ft banifh: and, 
VVhich more may grieve thee, 
As it dothme, a Nobler Sir ne’re liv'd 
'Trvixt Sky and ground. VVilt thou hear more, my Lord ? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 
Fach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, A 
y 





I go 
For whom my heart drops bloud, and my falfe {pirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave, I faint. 


(ym. My Daughter, what of her? Renew thy ftrength, 


I had rather chou fhoul’it live, while Nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ftrive man, and fpeak. 
ach. Upon atime, unhappy was the Clock 
That ftrook the hour: it was in Rome, accerft 
The Manfion where : twas at a Fealt, oh would 
Our Viands had been poifon’d (or at leaft 
Thofe which I heav’d to head :) the good Pofthamue:, 
(VVhat fhould I fay? he was too good to be 
VVhere ill men were, and was the beft of all 
Among’ft the rar’it of good ones) fitting fadly, 
Hearing us praife our Loves of a 
For Beaoty, that made barren the {well’d boaft 
Of him that beft could fpeak: for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Vexws, or ftraight-pight eAinerva, 
Poftures, beyond brief Nature. For Condition, 
A fhop of the qualities, that Man x 
Loves VVoman for, befides that hook of VViving, 
Fairnefs, which ftrikes the Eye. 
Cym. 1 ftand on fire. Come tothe matter. 
Fach. All too foon I fhall, 
Uniefs thou would’ft grieve quickly. This Posthumus, 
Molt like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 
. | That had a Royal Lover, took his hint, 
And (not difpraifing whom we prais’d, therein 
He was as calm as vertue) he began ‘ 
His Miftrifs Picture, which by his tongue, being made, 
And then a mind putin’t, either ourbrags 
V Vere crack’d of Kitchin- Trulls, or his Defcription 
Prov’d us unf{peaking Sots, 
Cym. Nay, nay, toch’ purpofe. i f 
Fach. Your Daughters Chaftity, (there it begins) 
He fpake of her, as Dian had hot Dreams, 
And fhe alone were cold : VVhereat, I wretch 
Made fcruple of his praife, and wag’d with him 
Pieces of Gold, ’gainfi this, which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d Finger ; to attain 
In fuit the place of’s Bed, and win this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery: he (trne Knight) 
No leffer of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, ftakes this Ring, 
And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle 
OF Phebus VVheel , and might fo fafely, had it 
Been all the worth of’s Car. Away to Britain 
Poft | in this defign: well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where I was taught 
Of your chaft Daughter, the wide difference 
’Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thusquench’d 
Of hope, not longing; mine Jralian brain, 
’Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Molt vilely ; for my vantage excellent. 
And to be brief, my practice fo prevail’d 
That | return’d with fimular proof enough, 
To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief ia her Renown, 
With Tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
Of Chamber Hanging, Pi¢tores, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got it). nay fome marks 
Of fecret on her perfon, that lie could not 
But think her bond of Chaftity quite crack?d, 
| having tane the forfeit, whereupon, 
Me thinks I fee him now. 
Poft. 1, fothou do’ft, 
Italian fiend. Aye me; moft credulous Fool, 
Egregious Murtherer, Thief, any thing 
That’s due to all the Villains paft, in being 
Tocome, Oh give me Cord, Knife, os Poifon, 
Some upright Jufticer. Thou King, fend out 
For tortures ingenious: itis I. 
That all th’ abhorred things o’ th’ Earth amend 
By being worfe thanthey. Lam Posthumus, 
That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lie 
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Phat caus’d a leffer Villain than my felf, 

A facrilegious Thieftodo’t. The Temple 

Of Vertue was fhe: yea, and fhe her felf. 

Spit, and throw {tones, caft myre upon me, fet 
The Dogs o’ th’ ftreet to bait me: every Villain 


| Be call’d Pofthumus Leonatus, and 


Be Villany lefs than "twas. Oh Imogen ! 
My Queen, my Life, my Wife: oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen. 
Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear. 
Poft. Shall’s have a Play of this? 
Thou {cornful Page, there lie thy part, 
Pifa. Oh Gentleman, help, 
Mine and your Miftrifs: Oh, my Lord Pofthumne, 
You ne’re kill’d Jmogen till now: help, help, 
Mine honour’d Lady. 
Cym. Does the World go round ? 
Poff, How comes thefe ftaggers on me ? 
Pifa. Wake my Miftrifs, 
Cym. If this be fo, the gods do mean to ftrike me 
To death with mortal joy. 
Pifa. How fares my Miftrifs. 
Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thou gav’ft me poifon: dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 
Cym. The tune of Imogen. 
Pifa, Lady, the gods throw {tones of fulphur on me, if 
That Box I gave you, was not thought by me 
A pretious thing, [had it from the Queen, 
Cym. New matter ftiil, 
Imo, It poyfon’d me. 
Corn. Oh gods! 
I left out one thing which the Queen confeft, 
Which muft approve thee honeft. If Pifanio 
Have (faid the) given his Miftrifs that Confection 
Which I gave him for Cordial, fhe is ferv’d, 
As I would ferve a Rat. 
Cym. What’s this, Cornelius ? 
Corn. The Queen (Sir) very oft importun’d me 
To temper poifons for her, ftill pretending 
The facisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 
Of no efteem, | dreading, that her parpofe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain tuff, which being tane, would feize 
The prefent power of life, but in fhort time, 
All Offices of Nature fhould again 
Dotheir due Functions. Have you tane of it? 
Imo. Moft like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My Boyes, there was our crrour. 
Gui. This is fure Fidele. 
Jmo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Think that you are upona Rock, and now 
Throw me again. 
Poft. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
Till the Tree die. 
Cym. How now, my flefh ? my Child ? 
What, mak’ft thou me a dullard in this AĜ ? 
Wilt thou not fpeak to me ? 
Imo. Your blefling, Sir. : 
Bel. Though you did love this youth, | blame you not, 
You had. a motive for’t. 
Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove Holy- water on thee ; /mogez, 
Thy Mother’s dead. 
Imo. | am forry for’t, my Lord. i 
Cym. Oh, fhe was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet here fo ftrangely : but her Son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 
Pifa. My Lord, 
Now fear is from me, Pll fpeak truth. Lord Corten, 
Upon my Ladies mifling, came to me 
With his Sword drawn, foam’d atthe mouth, and {were 
[f 1 difcover’d not which way fhe was gone, > 
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It was my inftant death. By accident 

| had a feigned Letter of my Mahlers 

Then in my pocket, which directed him 

To feck her on the Mountains near to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Mafters Garments 
(Which he inforc’d from me) away he pofts 
VVith unchaft purpofe, and with Oath to violate 
My Ladies honour, what became of him, 

I further know not. 

Gui. Let meend the Story: I flew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forefend., 

1 would not thy good deeds fhould from my Lips 
Pluck ahard fentence: prithee valiant youth 
Deny’t again, 

Gus. | have fpoke it, and I did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. 

Gui. A moft incivilone, The wrongs he did me 
VVere nothing Prince-like ; for he did provokeme 
VVich Language that would make me {purn the Sea, 
if it could fo roar to me. I cut off’s Head, : 

And am right glad he is not Itanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am forry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft 
Endure our Law: thou'rt dead. 


Imo. That headlefs man | thought had been my Lord. 


Cym. Bind the Offender, 
And take him from our prefence, 

Bel, Stay, Sir King. 
This man ts better than the man he flew, 
As well defcended as thy felf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever {car for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cym, VVhy old Souldicr, 

VVile thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for 
By tafting of our wrath? how of defcent 
As good as we? 

Arv. ta that he fpake too far. 

Cym. And thou fhalt dic for’t. 

Bel. VVe will die all three, 

But! will prove that two on’s are as good 

Ast have given out him. My Sons, | muft 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous Speech, 
Though haply well for you. 

Arv. Your danget’s ours, 

Gus, And our good his. 

Bel. Haveat it then, by leave 
| Thou had’ft (great King) a Subject, who 
VVas call’d Bellarius. 

Cym, VVhat of him? he is a banifh’d Traytor. 

Bel. He itis that hath . 

Affum’d this Age: indeed a banifh’d man, 
[know how, a Traytor. 

Cym Take him hence, 

The whole VVorld fhall not fave him. 

Bel. Not too hot ; 

Firft pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sons, 
And let it be confifcate all, fo foon 
As I have receiv’d it. 

Cym. Nurfing of my Sons? 

Bel. 1am tooblunt, and fawcy : here’s my Knee : 
Erc I arife, { will prefer my Sons, 

Then fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And think they are my Sons, are none of mine, 
They are the iflue of your Loyns, My Liege, 

And bloud of your begetting. 

Cym, How ? my Iflue. 

‘Bel. So fure as you, your Fathers: { (old Aforgan) 
Am that Bellarius, whom you fometime banifh’d : 
Your pleafure was my near offence, my punifhment 
Iefelf, and all my Treafon that I fuffer’d, 
VVasallthe harm I did. Thefe gentle Princes 


J Q I 
ee fuch, and fo they are) chefe twenty ycars 

ave l train’d up; thefe Arcs they have, as | 
Could put intothem My breeding was (Sir) 
As your Highnefs knows, their Nurfe Eursphile 
(Whom for the Theft] wedded ) ftole thefe Children 
Upon my Banifhment: { mov'd her to’r, 
Having receiv’d the punifhment before 
Forthat which [did then. Weaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treafon, Their dear lofs, 
The more of you ’twas felr, the morc it fhap’d 
Unto my end of ftcaling them, But gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again: and I muft lofe 
Two of the fweet’ft Companions in rhe World. 
The benediction of thefe covering Heavens 
Fall on then Heads like dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heavens with Stars. 

Cym. Thou weep’ft, and fpeak’ft: 
The Service that yourhrec have done, is more 
Unlike, than this thou tell’ft. I loft my Children, 
If thefe be they, I know not how to wilh 
A pair of worthier Sons. 

Bel, Be pleas’d a while : 
This Gentleman, wliom [ call Polsdore, 
Molt worthy Prince, as yours, is true Greideri : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus. 
Your younger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
ln a moft curious Mantle, wrought by th’ hand 
Of his Queen Mother, which for more probation 
I can with cafe produce. 

Cym. Guidersus had 
Upon his Neck a Molec, a fanguine Star, 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he, 
Who hath npon him ftill that natural ftamp : 
It was wife Natures end, in the donation 
To be his Evidence now. 

(ym. Oh, what am | 
A Mother to the birth of three? Nere Mother 
Rejoyc’d deliverance more ; Bleft, pray you be, 
That after this ftrange ftarting from your Orbs, 
You may reign in them now: Oh mogen, 
Thou haft loft by this a Kingdom. 

Imo. No, my Lord: 
l have got two Worlds by’t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met ? Oh never fay hereafter 
But lam trucft Speaker. You call’d me Brother 
When I was bur your Sifter : I you Brother, 
When we were fo indeed. 

Cym, Did you ere mect ? 

Arvu. 1, my good Lord. 

Gui, And at firft meeting lov'd, 
Continw’d fo, until we thought he died. 

Cory, By the Queens Dram fhe fwallow’d. 

Cym. O rare infting ! 
When fhall I hear all chrough ? chis fierce abridgment 
Hath to it Circumftantial branches, which 
Diftinétion fhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you ? 
And when came you to ferve our Roman Captive ? 
How parted with your Brother? How firit met them ? 
Why filed you from the Court? And whether thefe ? 
And your thrce motives to the Battle ; with 
| know not how much more fhould be demanded, 
And all the other by dependances 
From chance tochance ? But not the time, nor place 
Will ferve our long Interrogatories. Sce, 
Pofthumus Anchors upon Imogen ; 
And fhe (like harmlefs lightning) throws her Eye 
On him: her Brothers, Me : her Maftei hitting 
Each object with a Joy: the Counter-change 
Is feverally inall. Let's quit this ground, 
And fmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices 
Thou art my Brother, fo weil hold thee ever. 

Imo. You ate my Mother too, and did relieve me : 


To fee this gracious feafon! 


Cym. 
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Cym. All ore joy’d 
Save thefein Bonds, let them be joyful too, 

For they fhall talt our Comfort. 

Imo. My good Matter, Iwill yet fo you fervice. 

Luc. Happy be you. 

Cym. The forlorn Souldier thatdo nobly fought 
He would have well hecom’d this place, and grac’d 
The thankings of a King, 

Poft. lam, Sir, 

The Souldier that did Company thefe three 
In poor befeeming : twas a ficment for 

The purpofe I then follow’d. That! was‘he, 
Speak, Fachime, I had you downand might 
Have made your fnih. 

Fach. Lam down again : 

But now my heavy Confcience finks my knee, 

As then your force did. Take that Lite, befeech you, 
Which I fo oftenowe: but your Ring firft, 

And here your Bracelet of the trueft Princels 

That ever fwore her Faith. 

Poft. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you is to fpare you : 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live 
And deal with others better, : 

Cym, Nobly doom’d: 

We'll learn our Freenefs of a Son in-Law : 
Pardon’s the word to all, 

Arv. You holp us, Sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy’d are we, that you are. 

Post. Your Servant, Princes. Good my Lord of Reme 
Call forth your Sooth-fayer : As 1 flept, me thought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back’d 
Appear’d to me, with other fprightly {news 
Of mineown Kindred. When! wak’d, ! found 
This Label on my bofome: whofe containing 
Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, that ! can 
Make no Collection of it. Let him thew 
His skill in che coaftruction. 

Luc. Philarmonus. 

Sooth. Here, my good Lord. 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 


Reads. 
Hen as a Lyon’s Whelp, fhall to bimfelf unknown, 
without feeking find, and be embrac’d by a piece 
of tender Air: and when from a Stately Cedar fhall be lope 
branches, which being dead many years, {hall after revive, he 


jointed to the old Stock, and frefhly grow, then fhal Poft- 


humus end his miferies, Britain be fortunate, and Hourtfh 
in Peace, and Plenty. 


Thou, Leonatus,art the Lyon’s Whelp, 

The fic and apt Conftruction of thy name 

Being Leonatus, doth import fo much: 

The piece of tender Air, thy virtuous Daughter. 
Which we call eMollis Aer, and eMollis Air 
We termit eMuher ¢ which eMuker I divine 
Is this moft conftant Wife, who even now 
PE the Letter of the Oracle, 

nknown to you unfought, were clipt abo 
With this moft tender Air 3 F 

Cym. This hath fome feeming. 

Sooth, The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perfonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy rwo Sons forth: who by Bellarine ftoln 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv’d 
To the Majeftick Cedar join’d ; whofe iffue 
Promifes Britain, Peace and Plenty, 

Cym. Well, 

My Peace we will begin: And Caius Lueins, 
Although the Victor, we fubmit to Cefar, 

And to the Roman Empire; promifing 

To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 

We were diflwaded by our wicked Queen, 
Whom Heavens in juftice both on her, and hers, 
Have laid moft heavy hand. 

Sooth, The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Harmony of this Peace: the Vifion 
Which I made known to Lucsus e’re the ftroke 
Of this yet fcarce-cold Battel, at this inftant 
[s full accomplifh’d. For the Roman Eagle 
From South to Weft, on Wing foaring aloft 
Leffen’d her felf, and inthe Beams o’ th’ Sun 
So vanifh’d , which fore-fhew’d our Princely Eagle 
Th’ Imperial Cefar, fhould again unite 
His favour, with the Radiant Cymbelne, 

Which fhines here in the Weft. 

(ym. Laud we the gods, 

And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noftrils 
From our bleft Altars. Publifh we this peace 

To all our Subjects. Set we forward: let 

A Roman, anda Brittifh Enfign wave 

Friendly together ; fo through Zxd’s Town march, 

And inthe Temple of great Fupiter 

Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with Feafts. 

Set on there : Never was a War did ceafe 

(E’re bloudy hands were wafh’d) with fuch a Peace. [Ex 
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o Atus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Gower. 


O fing a Song that old was fung, 
From afhes ancsent Gower ‘s come, 
ef ffuming mans infirmities, 
To glad your Ear and pleafe your Eyes; 
le hath been fung at Festivals, 
On Ember Eves, and Holy-Dayes, 
And Lords and Ladies in their lives, 
Have read it for reftoratives. 
The purchace is to make men glorions. 
Et bonum quo Antiquus, eo melius 
If you, born in thefe latter times, 
When Wits more ripe, accept my Rhimes ; 
And that tobear an old man fing, 
eMay to your wifhes pleafure bring 
I life would wifh, and that 1 might 
Wafte se for you like Taper. light. 
‘This Antioch, then, Antiochus the great, 
Built up this City for his ch:efeft feat ; 
The faireft in all Syria. 
I tell you what mine Authors fay ; 
Thu King unto him rook a Peer, 
Who died, and left a Female Heir, 
Sabuckfome, blithe, and full of face, 
As Heaven bad lent ber all his grace: 
With whom che Father liking took, 
And her tc incest cid provoke. 
Bad Child, worfe Father, to entice his own., 
To evil fhould be done by none: 
But cuftom, what they did begin, 
Was with long ufe, counted xo fin, - 
The beauty of this finful Dame, 
eAlade many Princes thither frame, 
To feek her as a Bed fellow, 
In marriage pleafures, Play fellow : 
Which to prevent, be made a Law, 
To keep her fill, and men in awe, 
That who fo askt her for his Wife, 
Fis Riddle told nor, loft bis life: 
So for her many awight did die, 
“As yon grim looks do teftifie. 
What enfnes čo the judgment of your Eye, 
I give my canfe, who best can teftifie. | Exit. 
Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Followers, 


Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large teceiv’d 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per, | have ( Antiochus) and with a Soul emboldned 
With the glory of her praife, think death no hazard, 
In this enterprize. 


Ant. Mulick bring in our Danghter,clothed like a Bride, 


For embracements, even of Jove himfelf ; 

At whofe conception, ull Lacina reign’d, 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her prefencc, 
The Senate Houfe of Planers all did fit, 

To knit inher their beft perfections. 


Enter Antiochus Daughter. 


Per, See where fhe comes, apparell’d like the Spring, 
Graces her Subjects, and her thoughts the King, 
Of every vertue gives renown to men: 
Her Face rhe Book of praifes, where is read. 
Nothing but curious pleafures as from thence, 
Sorrow were ever cacke, and telty wrath 





| Could never be her mild Companion. 


You gods that made me man, and fway in love, 
That have inflam'd defire wichin my Brett, 
To tafte the fruit of yon celeftial Tree, 
(Or die in the adventure) be my helps, 
As I am Son and Servant to your will, 
To compafs fach a bondlefs happinefs. 

Ant. Prince Pericles. 

Per. That would be Son to great Antiochus, 

Ant. Before thee ftands this fair Aefperides, 
With golden fruit, bue dangerous to be toucht : 
For Death like Dragons here affright thee hard ? 
Her Face like Heaven enticeth thce to view 
Her countlefs glory, which defert muft gain: 
And which without defert, becaufe chine Eye 
Prefumes to reach, all the whole heap muft die, 
Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy felf 
Drawn by report, adventurous by defire, 
Tellchcee with fpeechlefs tongues, and femblance pale, 
That without covering fave yon field of Stars, 
Here they ftand Martyrs flain in Cupids Wars : 
And with dead Cheeks advife thee to defilt, 
For going on Deaths Net, whom nonc refift. 

Per, Antiochus! thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know it felf, 
And by thofe fearfol objects to prepare. 
This Body, like to them, to what I muft : 
For Death remembred, fhould be like a Mirrour, 
Who tells us, life’s but breath, to troft in errour : 
Pl! make my will then, and as fick men do, 
Who know the World, fee Heaven, but feeling woe, 
Gripe not at Earthly Joys, as erft they did. 
So l bequeath a happy peace to yon 
And all good men, as every Prince fhould do, 
My riches to the Earth from whence they came : 
But my unfpotted fire of Love to you, 
Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 
I wait the harpet blow (Antiochus) 
Scorning advice, Read the conclufion then. 

Ant, Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed 
As thefe before thou thy felf fhalt bleed. 

Daugh. Of all faid yet, thon prove profperous, 
Ofal! faid yet, | with Thee hanpinefs. 

Per. Like a bold Champion I affume the Lifts, 
Nor ask advice of any other thought, 
But faithfulnefs and courage. 


The Riddle. 
1 am noViper, yet I feed 
On eMothers ee which dtd me breed : 
I fought a Husband, in which tabour, 
I found that kindnefs in a F atver. 
Hes Father, Son, and Husband mild, 
J Mother, Wife, aad yet lis Ould. 
How they may be, and yet in tv, 
As you will live, refolve st you. 


Sharp Phyfiek is the laft? but O you Powers! 

That gives Heaven countlefs Eyes to view mens acts 
Why could they.not their figats perpetually ? 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it, 
Fair glafs of light, I loved you, and could ftill, 
Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill : 

‘But I mufttell you, now my thoughts revolt, 

For he’s no man on whom perfections wait ; 

That knowing fin within, will touch the Gate: 
You are a fair Viol, and your fenfe the {trings, 


Who finger’d to make man his lawful mafick, 
Would 
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Would draw Heaven down, and all the gods to hearken, 


But being plaid upon before your time, 
Hell only danceth at fo harfh a chime: 
Good footh 1 care not for you. 

Ant, Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy Life, 
For that’san Article within our Law, 

As dangerous as the reft: your times expir’d, 
Either expound now, or receive your fentence. 

Per. Great King, 

Few love to hear the fins they love to a¢t, 
*Twould braid your felf too near for me to tell it : 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 

He’s more fecure to keep it fhut, than fhewn: 
For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 
Blows duft in others Eyes, to fpread ir felf ; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 

The breath is gone, and the fore Eyes fee clear. 
To ftop the air would hurt them, the blind Mole caft 
Copt Hills toward Heaven, to tell che Earthis throng’d 
By mans oppreffion, and the poor Worm doth dic for’. 
King are Earths Gods: in Vice their Law’s their will, 
And if Jove ftray, who dares fay, Jove doth ill. 

[t is enough you know it, and ’tis fit ; 

What being more known, grows worfe to fmother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my Head. 

Ant. Heaven that | had it; hehas found the meaning, 
But I willgloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre, 
Taough by the tenour of our ftrict Edict, 

Your Expofition mif-interpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel off your days; 

Yet hope, fucceeding from fo fair a Trec, 

As your fair felf, doth tune us otherwife : 

Forty days longer we do refpite you, 

If by which time our fecret be undone, 

This mercy fhews, we'll joy in fuch a Son: 

And untilthen, your entertain fhall be 

As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 
e Manet Pericles folus. 

Per. How courtefic would feem to cover fin, 

When what is done is like an Hypocrite, 

The which is good in nothing but in fight, 

If it be crue that I interpret falfe, 

Then were it certain you were not fo bad, 

As with the foul Inceit to abufe your Soul : 
Where now you're both a Father and a Son 

By your untimely clafpings with your Child, 
(Which pleafurcs fitsan Husband, not a Father) 
And fhe an eater of her Mothers flefh, 

By the defiling of her Parents Bed, 

And both like Serpents are, who though they feed 
(in fweeteft Flowers, yet they poifon breed. 
Antioch facewel, for wifdom fees, thofe men 
Bluth not in actions blacker than the night, 

Will fhew no courfe to keep them from the light : 
One fin (I know) another doth provoke ; 
Murder’s as near to luft, as flame to fmoak. 
Poyfon and Treafon are the hands of fin, 

J, and the Targets to put off the fhame ; 

Then leaft my tife be cropt to keep you clear, 
By flight PH fhua the danger which I fear. 


Ext. 


Exit. 
Enter Antiochus. 


Ant. He bath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his Head, © 
He muft not live to trampet forth my infamy,: 
Nor tell the World Antiochus doth fin 
ln fucha loathed manner. 
And therefore inftantly this Prince matt die, 
For by his fall my honour muft keep high. 
Who attends us here ? 


Enter Thaliard. 


Thal. Doth your Highnefs call ? 
cnt. Thalard, you are of our Chamber, 
And our Se her private actions 
To your fecrefy ; and for your faithfulnefs 
We will advance you, Thaltard. 
Behold, here’s poifon and here’s gold, 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muft kill him. 
Ic fits thee not to ask the reafon why: 
Becaufe we bid it: fay, is it done ? 
Thal. My Lord, ’tis done. 


Enter a Meflenger. 


e4fnt, Enough. Ect your breath cool your felf, tciling 
your hafte. 

cMef. My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. 

Ant. As thou wilt live, fie after, and as an Arrow, 
fhot from a well experient Archer, hits the mark his Eye 
doth levelat : fo do thou never return, unlefs thov fay, 
Prince Pericles is dead. 

Th. My Lord,if 1 can get him within my Piftols length, 
Pll make him fure enough: fo farewel to your Highnefs. 

Ant. Thaliardadieu, vill Pericles be dead, 
My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. (Exit. 
Enter Pcricles, Hellicanus, with ester Lords. 


Per, Let none difturb us: 
Why mould this change of thoughts, 
The fad Companion dull-ey’d melancholy, 
By me fo us’d, agueft as not an hour, 
In the days glorious walk or peaceful night, 
The Tomb where grief fhould fleep, can breed me quict, 
Here pleafures court mine Eyes,and mine Eyes fhun them, 
And danger which I fear’d, is at Anticch, 
Whofe arm feems far too fhort to hit me here, 
Yet neither pleafurcs art can joy my fpirits, 
Nor yet the others diftance comfort me: 
Then it is thus, that paflions of the mind, 
That have their firt conception by mi!-dread, 
Have after nourifhment and life by care ; 
And what was firft but fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And fo’tis with me, the great Antiochus, 
*Gainft whom Lam coo little to contend, 
Since he’s fo great, can make his will his act, 
Will chink me {peaking, though I {wear to filence, 
Nor boots it me to fay I honour, 
fhe fufpect 1 may difhonour him. 
And what may make him blufh in being known, 
He'll {top the courfe by which it might be known. 
With hoftile Forces he'll ore-fpread the Land, 
And with the ftint of War will look fo huge, 
Amazement fhall drive courage from the ftate : 
Our men be vanquifh’d, ere they do refift, 
And fubjects punifht, that never thought offence, 
Which care of them, not pitty of my fell, 
Who once no more but as the tops of Trees, 
Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them, 
Make both my body pine, and Soul to languifh, 
And puni(h that before that he would punith. 
t Lord. Joy and all comfore in your facred Breaft. 
2 Lord. And keep your mind tili ye return to us peace- 
ful and comfortable. 
Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue: 
They do abufe the King that fatter him, 
For flatrery is the Bellows blows up fin, 
The thing the which is flattered, buta fpark, 
To which that fpark gives heart and ftconger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof obedient and in order, 
Fits Kings as they are ~ for they may err, 
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When Signior Sooth here doth proclaim Peace, 
He flatrers you, makes War upon your Life. 
Prince, pardon me, or ftrike me if you pleafe, 
| cannot be much lower than my Knees. 

Per. All leave uselfes but let your cares ore-look 
What fhipping, and what ladings in our Elayen, 

|And thenreturntous: Hellicanwe thou haft 
Mov’d us: what feeft thou in our looks : 

Hell, An angry brow, dread Lord. 

Per. 1€ there be fach a Dart in Frinces frowns, 
How durft thy tongue move anger to our Face ? 

Hell. How dares the Planets look up anto Heaven, 
From whence they have their nourifhment ?_ 

Per.Thou know’ ft I have power totake thy life from thee. 

Hell, 1 have ground the Axe my felf, 

Do you but ftrike the blow. 

Per, Rife, pnithee rife, fit down, thou art no flatterer, 

[thank thee for it, and Heaven forbid, ' 
That Kings fhould let their Ears hear their faults hid, 
Fit Councellor, and fervant fora Prince, 

Who by thy wifdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 
What would’ft thou have me do: 

Hell. To bear with patience fuch griefs, 
As you your felf do lay upon your felf. 

Per. Thou (peak’ft likea Phyfictan, Hellicanm, 
Thac minifters a potion unto me, 

Thac thou would’ft tremble to receive thy felf. 
Attend me then; I went to Antioch, 

Whereas thou know’ft (againfl the Face of Death) 

| fought the purchace of a glorious Beauty, 

From whence an !{fue I might propagate, 

Are Arms to Princes, and bring joys to Subjects. 
Her Face wasto mine Eye beyond all wonder, 

The reft (hark in thine Ear) as black as inceft, 
Which by my knowledge found, che finful Father, 
Seem’d not to ftrike, but fmooth : But thou know’ft this, 
’Tistime to fear, when Tyrants feem Co kifs. 
Which fear fo grewin me, { hither fled, 

Under the covering of 4 careful night, 

VVho feem’d my good Protector : and being here, 
Bethought what was paft, what might fucceed, 

I knew himtyrannous, and Tyrants fears 

Decreafe not, but grow fafler than the years : 

And fhould he think, as nodoubt he doth, 

That | fhonid open to the liftening Air, 

How many worthy Princes bloud were fhed, 

To keep his Bed of blacknefs unlaid ope, 

To lop that doubt, he'll fill this Land wich arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that {have done him, 
VVhen all for mine, if { may call offence, 

Mutt feel VVars blow, who fears not innocence: 
VVhich love to all, of which thy felf art one, 
VVho now reproved’ft me for it. 

Hell. Alas, Sir. 

Per. Drew fleep out of my Eyes, loud from my Cheeks, 
Mufings into my mind, with a thoufand doubts 
How I might ftop their tempeft ere ic came, 

And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
} thought it Princely Charity to grieve for them. 

Hell. VVell, my Lord, fince you have given me leave to 
Freely will | fpeak. Antiochus you fear, (fpeak, 
And juftly too Í think you fear che Tyrant, 

VVho either by publick VVar or private Treafon, 
VVilltake away your life: furia my Lord, go travel 
for awhile, till thar his rage and anger be forgot ; or till 
the Deftinies do cut the thred of his life: your Rule di- 
rect to any, if unto me, day ferves not light more faith- 
ful than Pll be. 

Per. { donot doubt thy Faith, 
But fhould he wrong my liberties in my abfence ? 

Hell. VVe'll mingle our blouds together in the Earth, 
From whence we had our being, and our birth. 

Per Tyre, i now look from thee then, and to Tharfi 
Intend my travel, where I'll hear from chee ; 
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And by whofe Letters Vil difpofe my felf, 

The care | had and have of Sabyects good, 

On thee I lay, whofe wifdoms ftrength can bear it, 
PIL take chy word for Faith, not ask thine Oath, 

Who fhuns not to break one, will fure crack both: 

But in our Orbs we live fo round and fafe 

That time of both this truth fhall ne’re convince, 

Thou fhe weft a Subjects fhine, la true Prince. 


Enter Thaliacd foles. 


Thal, So, this is Tyre, and this is the Court, here muft 


| I kill King Pericles, and if I do it not, I am fure to be 


hang’d at home: it ts dangerous. 

Well, I perceive he was a wife Fellow, and had good 
difcretion, that being bid toask what he would of the 
King, defired he might know none of his fecrets, Now do 
i fee he had fome reafon for it: for if aKing bid a man 
be a Villain, he is bound by the Indenture of his Oath 
to be one. | 

Hufht, here come the Lords of Tyre. 


Enter Hellicanus, Efcanes, with other 
Lords of Tyre. 


Hell. You thall not need my Fellow Peers of Tyre, fur- 
ther ee me of your Kings departure. His fealed 
Commifiion left in truft with me, doth fpeak fufficiently, 
he’s gone to travel. 

Thal. How, the King gone? 

Fuel. \€ further yee you will be fatished, why (as it 
were unlicens’d of your loves) he would depart? II 
give fome light unto you : Being at Antiochs 

Thal. What from Antioch ? 

Hell. Royal Antiochus (on what caufe I know not) took 
fome difpleafure at him, at leaft he judged fo :and doubt- 
ing that he had erred or finned, to fhew his forrow, he 
would correct himfelf; fo puts himfelfunto the Shipmans 
Coyl, with whom each minute threatens Life or Death. 

Thal. Well, I perceive I fhall not be hanged now, al- 
though I would; but fince he’s gone, the Kings Seas muft 

leafe: he fcaptthe Land, to perifh at the Sea: Ill pree 
ent my felf, Peace to the Lords of Tyre. 

Fiell. Lord Thahard {rom Antiochus is welcome. 

Thal. From him I come with meffage unto Princely 


| Pericles; but fince my landing | have underftood, your 


Lord hath betook himfelf to unknown Travels, my mef- 
fage muft return from whence it came. 

Hell. We bave no reafon to defire it, commended to 
our Mafter, not to us ; yet ere you fhall depart,this we de- 
fire as Friends to Antioch, we may Feaft in Tyre. ÇExennt, 


Enter Cleon the Governenr of Tharfus, with 
his Wife and others. 


Cleon. My Dionyfia, fhall we reft us here, 
And by relating tales of others gricfs, 
See if "twill teach us to forget our own ? 
Dion. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it, 
For who digs Hills becaufe they do afpire, 
Throws down one Mountain to caft upa higher: 
O my diftrefled Lord, even fuch our griefs are, 
Here they are but felt, and feen with mifchiefs Eyes, 
But like to groves being topt, they higher rife. 
Cleon. O Dionyfia, 
Who wanteth food, and will not fay he wants it 
Or can conceal his hanger till he famith? 
Our tongues and forrows do found deep : 
Our woes into the air, our Eyes to weep, 
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim 
Them louder, thatif Heaven lumber, while 


| Their Creatures wanr, they may awake 


Their helpers to comfort them. 


Ill chen difcourfe our woes felt feveral ycars, nde 
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And wanting breath tofpeak, help me wich tears. 

Dion. PtU domy beft, Sir, 

Cle. This Tharfia, ore which I have the Government, 
A City, on whom plenty held full hand, 

For riches ftrew’d her felfeven in the ftreets, 

Whofe Towers bore heads fo high, they kift the Clonds, 
And ftrangers ne’re beheld, out wonder’d at, 

Whofe men and dames fo jetted and adorn’d, 

Like one anothers Glafs to trim them by: 

Their Tables were ftor’d full, to glad the fight, 

And not fo much to feed on, as delight, 

All poverty was {corn’d,and pride fo great, 

The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

Dion, Oh ’tis true. 

Cleon. But fee what Heaven can do by this our change : 
Thefe mouths, who but of late, Earth, Sca, and Air, 
Were all too litele to content and pleafe, 

Although they gave their Creatures in abundance : 
As Houles are defil’d for want of vufe, 

They are now f{tarv’d for want of excrcife; 
Thofe pallats, who, not yet to favers younger, 
Moft have inventions to delight the tafte, 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it : 
Thefe Mothers who to nouzle up their Babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 

To eat thofe little daclings whom thcy loved, 
So fharp are hungers teeth, that Man and Wife, 
Draw Lots who firft fhall die to lengthen Life. 
Here ftands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many fink, yet thofe which fee them fall, 
Have fcarce ftrength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true ? 

Dion. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do witnefs it. 

Cleon. O let thofe Cities that of plenties Cup, 
And her profperities fo largely taft, 

With their fuperfluous Riots hear chefe tears, 
The mifery of Tharfus may be theirs. 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. VVhere’s the Lord Governour ? 
Cleon. Here, fpcak out thy forrows, which thou bring’it 
in haft, for comfort is too far for us to expect. 
Lord. VVe have defcried upon our neighbouring fhore, 
A portly fail of Ships make hitherward. 
Clean. I thought as much. 
One forrow never comes but brings an Heir, 
That may fucceed as his inheritour : 
And foin ours; fome neighbouring Nation, 
Taking advantage of our mifery, 
That {tuft the hollow Veffels wich their power, 
To beat us down, the which are down already, 
And make a conqueft of unhappy me, 
VVhereas no glory is got to overcome. 
Lord. That’s the leaft fear. 
For by the femblance of their Flags difplaid, they bring 
us Peace, and come to us as Favourers, not as Foes. 
(leon. Thou fpeak’ft like Hymns untutor'd to repeat, 
Who makes the faireft fhew, means moft deceit. 
But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
VVhat need we fear, the grounds the loweft, 
And we are half way there: Go tell their General we at- 
tend him here, to know for what he comes, and whence 
he comes, and what he craves. s 
Lord, I go, my Lord. 
Cleon. Welcome is peace, if he on peace confit ; 
If Wars, we are unable torefilt. 


Enter Pericles with Attendants. 


Per, Lord Governour, for fo we hear you are, 
Let not our Shipsand number of our men, 
Be like a Beacon fired, to amaze your Eyes, 
We have heard your miferics as far as Tyre, 


And feen the defolation of your ftreets ; 

Nor come we to add forrow to your tears, 

But to releafe them of their heavy load, 

And thefe our Ships, you happily may think 

Are like the Trojan Horfe, was ftufe within, 

With bloudy Veins expecting overthrow, 

Are {tod with Corn, to make your needy Bread, 

And give them life, whom hunger ftarv’d half dead. 
Umnes. The gods of Greece protect you, 

And we'll pray for you. 

Per, Arife, I pray you, arife , we donot look for reve. 
rence, but for love, and harbourage for ovur felf, ovr Ships, 
and men, 

Cleon, The which when any fhall not gratific, 

Or pay you with unthankfulnefs in thought, 
Be itour VVives, our Children or our felves, 
The Curfe of Heaven and Men fucceed their evi!s : 
Till when, the which (I hope) hall ne’re be feen, 
Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us. 

Per, VVhich welcome weil accept, Feaft here a while, 

Until our Stars that frown, lend usa fmile. (Exennt. 





Atus Secundus. 


Enter Gower., 


ie have you feen a mighty King, 
Flis Child, I wis, to inceft bring - 

A better Prince and benign Lord, 

That will prove awful both in deed and word. 

Be quset then, as men fhould be, 

Till be hath paft necefficy : 

L'Ul flew you thofe in troubles reign, 

Lofing 4 myte, a cAMeuntain gan : 

The good in conver fation, 

To whons I give my benizon. 

fs flill at Tharfus, where cach man 

Thinks all is verit he fpoken can : 

cind to remember what he does, 

Build his Seatue to make bim glorious : 

Buc tidings to the contrary, 


Are bronght t” your Eyes, what need focak T. 


Dumb how. 
Enter at one Door Pericles talking with Cleon, all the Tratn 
with them. Enter at another Door, a Gentleman with 
a Letter to Pericles; Pericles Mews the Letter to Cleon, 
Pericles gives the Meflenger a reward,and Kaights him. 
C&xse Pericles at one Door, and Cleon at another. 


Good Hellican that ftaid at home, 

Not to eat honey bike a Drone, 

From others labours for though he firive 
To killen bad, keep pood alive : 

Andto fulfil his Prsnces defire, 

Sav’`d one of all that haps in Tyre: 

How Thaliard came full bent wisb fin, 
And had intent te murder him ; 

And that ix Thatfus was not beft, 

Longer for him to make bis reft : 

He doing fo, pus forth to Seas, 

Where when men bin, there's oo cafe, 
For now the Wind begins to blow, 
Thunder above, ard deeps below, 
eMakes fuch unguict , Da the flip 
Should houfe him fafe, is wrackt and fplit, 
And he (good Prince) baving all loft, 
By Waves, from Coaft to Coaft is toft : 
All perifhen of man, of pelf 

Ne ought efcapen’d but bimfelf ; 

Till fortune tsred with doizg bad, 
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Threw him afhore co give him glad : 

etnd here he comes, what fhall be next, 
Pardon old Gower, thus long’s the Text. 


Enter Pericles wert. 


Per. Yet ceafe your ire, you angry Stars of Heaven, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder: Remember earthly man 
Is but a fubftance that mutt yield to you: 

And I (as fits my nature) do obey you. 

Alas, the Seas hath caft me on the Rocks, 

Watht me from fhore to fhore, and left my breath 
Nothing to think on, but enfuing Death : 

Let it fuffice the greatnefs of your powers, 

To have bereft a Prince of all his fortunes, 

And having thrown him from your watry grave, 
Here to have Deathin peace, 1s all he'll crave. 


Enter three Fifhermen. 


1, What, to pelch ? 

2. Ha, come and bring away the Nets, 

1. What parch breech, I fay. 

3. What fay you, Mafter ? 

1. Look how thou {tirreft now, 

Come away, or Ile fetch thee with a wannion. 

3. Faith,Mafter, 1 am thinking of the poor men 
That were caft away before us, even now. 

1, Alas, poor Souls, it grieved my heart to hear 
What pittiful cries they made to us, to helpthem, 
When (welladay) we could {carcely help our felves. 

3. Nay, Malter, faid not | asmuch, 

VVhen I faw the Porpas how he bounc’d and tumbled ? 
They fay, they are half fifh, half flefh : 

A plague on them,they ne’re come but I look to be wafht. 
| Matter, | marvel how the fifhes live in the Sea ? 

1, VVhy as men doa Land, 

Thegreat ones eat up the litcle ones : 
| can compare our rich Mifers, to nothing fo fitly 
AstoaVVhale; he plaiesand tumbles, 
Driving the poor Fry before him, 
And at laft devours them allat a mouthful. 
Such V Vhales have I heard ona’th land, 
VVho never leave gaping, till they fwallowed 
The whole Parifh, Church, Steeple, Bells and all. 
Per. A pretty Moral. 
3. But, Matter, if} had been the Sexton , 
I would have been that day in the Belfrey. 

2. VVby, man? 

3. Becaufe he fhould have fwallowed me too, 
And when I had been in his belly, 

i would have kept fuch a jangling of the bells, 

That he fhould never have left, 

Till he caft bells, Steeple, Church and Parifh up again : 
But if the good King Symonides were of my mind, » 

Per, Symonides ? 

3. VVe would purge the Land of thefe Drones, 
That rob the Bee of her honney. 

Per. How from the fenny fubject of the Sea 
Thefe fifhers tell the infirmities of men, 

And from their watry Empire recollect, 

All that may men approve, or men deteét. 

Peace be at your labour, honeft fifhermen. 
2.Honeit,good fellow, what's thar,if it be a day fits you, 

Search outot the Kalender, and n0 body look after it ? 
Per, Y’may fee the Sea hath caft me upon your coaft. 
2. VVhata drunken knave was the Sea, 

To caft thee in our way. 
Par. Aman whom both the waters arid che wind, 

In that vaft Tennis-Court, hath made the Ball 

For them to play upon, intreats you pitty him: 

He asks of you, that never us’d to beg. 

1 No, friend, cannot yon beg ? 
Here’s them in our Country of Greece, 
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Get more with begging, than we can do with working. 

2. Canft thou catch any Fifhes then? 

Per, | never practis’d it. 

2, Nay then thou wilt ftarve fure ; for here’s nothing to 
be got now-a daies, unlefs thou cantft fith for’e. 

Per. VVhat I have been, I have forgot to know ; 

But what lam, want teaches me to think ọn: 
A man throng’d up with cold, my veinsare chill, 
And have no more of life, than may fuffice 

To give my tongue that heat to ask your help: 
VVhich if you thall refufe, when I am dead, 

For that l am a man, pray fee me buried. 

1. Die ke-tha, now gods forbid, I have a gown here, 
come put it on,keep thee warm : nowafore me a handfome 
fellow : Come, thou fhalt go home, and we’ll have flefh for 
allday, fith for fafting days and more ; or Puddings and 
Flap-jacks, and thou fhalt be welcom. 

Per. 1 thank you, Sir. 

2. Hark you, my friend, You faid you could not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2. But crave ? then Ple turn craver too, 

And fo I fhall fcape whipping 

Per. VVhy, are all your beggers whipt then ? 

2. Oh notall, my friend, not all : for if all your beggers 
were whipt 1 would wifh no better office than to be Beadle 
But, Mafter, le go draw the Net. 

Per. How well chis honeft mirth becomes their labour ? 

1 Hark you, Sir, do you know where ye are ? 

Per. Not well. 

1 Icell you, thisis called Pantapolis, 

And our King, the good Symontdes. 

Per. The good King Symontdes, do youcall him? 

1, | Sir, and he deferves fo to be call’d, 

For his peaeeable reign, and good government. 

Per Heisahappy King, fince he gains from 
His Subjects, the name of good, by his government. 
How far is his Court diftant from this fhore ? 

1. Marry, Sir, half a daies journey: and I’le tell you, he 
hatha fair daughter, and to morrow is her birth-day, and 
there are Princes and Knights come from all parts of the 
world, to Juft and Turney for her love. 

Per. VVere my fortunes equal to my defires, 

I could wifh to make one there. 

2. Oh Sir, thiags muft be as they may: and whata man 

Cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his wives Soul. 


Enter the two Fifher men, drawing up a Net. 


2. Help, Mafter, help, here?s a fifh hangs in the Net, like 
a poor mans right inthe law, "twill hardly come out. Ha 
bots on’t, tiscomeat laft, and ‘tisturned toarufty Armor. 
Per. An Armor, friends, | pray you let me fee it. 
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all croffes, 
Thou giveft me fomewhat to repair my felf: 
And though it was mine own, part of mine heritage, 
VVhich my dead father did bequeath to me, 
V Vith this ftriét charge, even as he lefc his life : 
Keep it, my Pericles, tt hath been a fhield 
’Twixt me and Death; and pointed tothis Brayfe - 
For chat it faved me; keepitin like neceffity : 
The which the gods protect thee, Fame may defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, | fo dearly loved it, 3 
Till the rough Seas (that {pares not any man) 
Took it inrage, though calm’d hath given ’t again : 
I thank thee for’t, my fhipwrack now’s no ill, 
Since I have here my Fathers gife in’s will. 
1. VVat mean you, Sir? 
Per. To beg of you(kind friends) this coat of worth, 
For it was fometime Target to a King, 
[ know it by this mark: he lov’dme dearly, 
And for this fake, | with the having of it: 
And that youd guide me to your Soveraigns Court, 
V Vhere with it | may appear a Gentleman: 
And if that ever my low fortune’s better, 
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V’le pay your bounties ; till then reft your debter. 
I. Why, wilt thou turney forthe Lady ? 
Per. Vle hew the vertue 1 have bornin Arms. 
1. Why, take it, and the gods give thee good on’t. 


2. But hark you, my friend, "twas we that made up this 
garment through the rough feams of che waters : there are 
certain condoleinents, certain vails; I hope, Sir, if you 


thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. 
Per. Believe it I will: - 

By your furtherance I am cloathed in Steel, 

And fpight of all the rupture of the Sea, 

This Jewel holds his building on my Arm: 

Unto chy value I will mount my {elf. 

Upon a Courfer, whofe delightful fteps, 

Shall make the pn joy to fee him tread: 

Only (my friend) | yet am unprovided of a pair of Bafes. 
2. We'll fure ~—- thou fhalt have 

My beft gown to make theea pair ; 

And lle bring thee to the Court my felf. 
Per. Then honour be but a Goal to my will, 

This day l'le rife; or elfe add ill to ill. 


` Enter Symonides with Attendants, and Thaifa. 
Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph ? 


1. Lord. They are,my Liege,and ftay your coming, 
To prefent themfelves. 


King. Return them, weare ready, and our Daughter 
(here, 


In honour of whofe birth, chefe triumphs are, 
Sits here like beauties child, whom Nature gat, 
For men to fee, and feeing wonder at. 

Thai. It pleafeth you (my royal father) to exprefs 
My commendations great, whofe merit’s lefs. 

King. It’s fit it fhould be fo; for Princes are 
A model which Heaven makes like it felf: 
As Jewels lofe their glory, if neglected, 
So Princes their Renowns, if not refpected. 
’Tis now yoar honour (Daughter) to entertain 
The labour of each Knight, in his device. 

Thai. Which to preferve mine honour,!’le perform, 

The firft Knight paffes by. 

King. Whois the firft that doth prefer himfelf ? 

| That. A Knight of Sparta (my renowned Father) 
And the device he bears upon his hield, 

Is a black AEthiop reaching at the Sun 3 
The word , Lux tua vita mils, 

King. He loves you well, that holds his life of you. 

The pya Knight. 

Who is the fecond, that prefents himfelf? 

Thai. APrince of eAMacedon (my royal Father) 
And the device he bears upon his Shield, 
Is anarmed Knight, that’s conquer’d by a Lady. 
The Matto thus in Spanith, Pue Per doleerakee per forfa. 

The third Knight. 
King. Aad what’s the third ? 
That. The third of eAntioch , and his device 


A wreath of Chivalry : the word, eMe Pompey provexit 
(apex. 


The fourth Knight. 

King. What is the fourth? 

Thai.. A burning Torch that’s turned upfide down ; 
The word, Qui me alit me extingnit. 

K: 
Which. canas well enflame, as it can kill, 

The fifth Knight. 

Thai. The fifth, an hand nal with clouds, 
Holding out gold, that’s by the touch-ftone tri'd : 
The Motto thus, Sie fpettanda fides. 

The fixeh Knight. 


(will, 


King. And what’s the fixth and laft, the which the 


Kaight himfelf with fuch a graceful courtefie deliver’d ? 
has. He feemsto be a ftranger: but his prefent is 

A withered Branch, that’s only green at Cop; 

The Motto, Zn hac ‘pe vivo. 


King. Apretty moral, from the dejected fate wherein 


Which fhews that beauty hath his power and 
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he is, he hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourifh. 


1. Lord, He had need mean better chan his outward 
thew canany way fpeak in his juft commend: For by his 
rufty outfide, he appears to have practifed more the Whip. 


flock, than the Lance. 


2. Lord, He well may be a ftranger, for he comes to an 


honour’d triumph ftrangely furnithr. 

3 Lord. And on fet parpofe let his armour ruft 
Until this day, to fcowre it in the duft. 

King. Opinion’s buta fool,chac makes ns fcan 
The cutward habit by the inward man. 
But ftay, the Knights are coming, 
We will withdraw into the Gallery. 

Great fhouts, and all cry, The mean Knight, 


Enter the King and gt: from Tiling. 


King. Knights,to fay you’re wain swere fuperfluous. 
To place upon the volum of your deeds, 
Asina Title page, your worthin armes, 
Were more than you expect, or more than’s fit, 
Since every worth in thew commendsit felf : 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes ata featt. 
You are Princes, and my guefts. 
Thai. But you, my Knight and guelt. 
To whom this wreath of Victory l give, 
And Crown you King of this days happine!s. 
Per. ?Tis more by fortune (Lady) chan by merit. 
King. Callit by what you will, the day is yours, 
And here, I hope, isnone that envics it : 
In framing an Artitt, art hath thus decreed, 
To make fome good, but others to exceed, 
And you her labour'd Scholar: comc, Queen oth’ Feaft, 
For (Daughter) fo you are, here take your place: 
Martial the reft, as they deferve their grace. 
Knights, We are honoured much by good Symonides. 
King. Your prefence glads our days, honour we love, 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 
—Marfh. Sit, yonder is your place. 
Per. Some other is more fit. 
1, Knight. Contend not, Sir, for we are Gentlemen, 
That neither in our hearts, Nor outward Eyes, 
Envy the great, nor do the low defpife. 
Per, You are right courteous Knights. 
King. Sit, fit, fit. 
By Jove (i wonder) that is King of thoughts, 
Thefe Cates'refift mc, he not thonght upon. 
Thai, By Juno (that is Queen of Marriage) 
All Viandsthat J eat do feem uofavoury, 
Wihing him my meat : fure he’s a gallant Gentleman. 
King. He’s but a country gentleman : has done no more 
Than other Knights have done, has broken a ftaff, 
Or fo; let it pafs. 
Thai, To me he feems a Diamond to Glafs. 
Per, Yon King’s to me, like to my Father’s picture, 
Which tells me in that glory once he was, 
And Princes fat like ftars about his Throne, 
And he the Sun, for them to reverence ; 
None that beheld him, but like Ieffer lights, 
Did vail their Crowns to his fi upremacy ; 
Where now his Son, likea Glo. worm in che Night, 
The which hath fire in darknefs, none in Light: 
Whereby | fee that Time’s the King of men, 
For he’s their Parents, and he is their grave. 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
King. What, are you merry Knights? 
Knights. Who can be other in this royal! prefence ? 
King. Here,with acup that’s Rerr'd unto the brim, 
As you do love, fill to your Miftrefs lips, 
We drink this health to you. 
Kmgbes, We thank your Grace. 
King. Yet pawfe a while, 
Yon Knight doth fit too melancholy, 
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As ifthe entertainment in our Court, 
Had not a few might counteravil his worth: 
Note it noc you, Th.fa ; 
Thai. Whatis’cto me, my Father ? 
King, O, attend, my Daughter, 
Princes inthis, fhould live like gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that come to honour them . 
And Princes not doing {0, are like to Gnats, 
Which make afottnd, but kill’d are wondred at : 
Therefore to make his entrance now more fweer, 
Here fay we drink this ftanding bowl of Wine to him. 
Thai. Alas, my Father, it befits not me, 
Unro a ftranger Knight to be fo bold, 
He may my proffer take for an offence, 
Since Men take Womens gifts for Impudence. 
King. How ? do as l bid you, or yowli move me elfe, 
Thai. Now by the Gods, he could not pleafe me better. 
King. And furthermore tell him, 
We detire to know of him, 
Of whence heis, his Name and Parentage. 
Thai, The King my Father (Sir) hath drunk to you. 
Per. I thank him. 
Thas Wifing it fo much bloud unto your life. 
Per, I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
Thai. And further he defires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Fer. AGentleman of Tyre, my name Pericles, 
My education been in Arts and Armes, 
Who looking for adventures in the world, 
Was by the rough Seas reft of hipsand men, 
And after fhipewrack, driven upon this fhore. 
Thai. Hethanks your Grace; names himfelf Perscles, 
A Gentleman of Tyre,who only by misfortune of the feas, 
Bereft of fhips and men, caft on the hore. 
King. Now by the gods, | pitty his misfortune, 
And willawake him from his Melancholy.. 
Come, Gentienien, we fit too long on trifles, 
And wafte the time, which looks for other revels. 
Even in your armours as yonare addreft, 
Will very well become a Souldiers dance: 
[ will not have excufe, with faying that 
Loud Mufick is too harth for Ladies heads, 
Since they love men in Armes, as well as beds. 
[They Dance. 
SO, this was well ask’d, ’cwas well perform’d. 
Come, Sir, here’s a Lady that wants breathing too: 
And I have heard, you Knights of Tyre, 
Are excellent in making Ladies trip, 
And that their meafures are as excellent. 
Per, Inthofe that practife them, they are (my Lord.) 
King, Oli that’s as much, as you would be deny’d 
Of your fair courtefie , unclafp, unclafp. 
L They Dance, 
Thanks, Gentlemen, toall;, all have done well, 
But youthe beft : Pages and lights, to conduct 
Thefe Knights unto their feveral Lodgings: 
Yours, Sir, we have givenorder to be next our own. 
Per. [am at your Graces pleafure. 
King. Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 
And that’s the mark I know you level at: 
Therefore cach one betake himto his reft, 
To morrow, all for !peeding do their beft. 


Enter Hellicanus, end Efcanes. 


Hell. No, Efcanes, know this of me, 
cIniiochus from inceft liv’d not free: 
For which, the moft high gods not minding 
Louger to with-hold the vengeance that 
They had in ftore, dueto his hainous 
Capital offence, even in the height and pride 
Orall his glory, when he was feated in 
A Chariot of an ineftimable value, and his Daughter 
With him; afire from Heaven came and fhrivel’d 
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Up thofe bodies, even to loathing, for they fo flunk 
That all thofe eyes ador’d them, ere their fall, 
Scorn now their hand fhould give them burial. 
Efcanes. \t was very ftrange. 
Heil. And yet but juftice , 
For though this King were great, 
His greatnefs was no guard to bare Heavens fhaft, 
By fin had his reward. 
Efcanes, ’Tis very true. 


Enter two or three Lords, 


1. Lord. See, not a man in private conference, 
Or counfel, hath refpeét with him but he, 
2. Lord. ithali no longer grieve without reproof., 
3. Lord. And curft be he that will not fecond it. 
1. Lord. Follow me then : Lord Æellscane, a word. 
Hell. With me ? and welcom, happy day, my Lords. 
1. Lord. Know that our gciefs are rifen to the top, 
And now at length they over flow their banks. 
Hell. Your griefs, for what ? 
Wrong not your Prince you love. 
1, Lord, \Vrong not your felf then, noble Hellicar, 
But if the Prince do live, let us dalute bim, 
Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath : 
If in the world he livc, we'll feek him out: 
lf in his grave he reft, well find him there, 
And be refolv’d, he lives to govern us: 
Or dead, give’s caufe to mourn his Funeral, 
And leave us to our free Election. 
2.Lor, Whole death indeed,the ftrongeft in our cenfure, 
And knowing this Kingdom is without a head, 
Like goodly buildings left without a Roof, 
Soon fall toruine: your noble feif, 
That beft knows how torule, and how to reign, 
We thus fubmit unto our Soveraign. 
Omnes. Live, noble Hellican, 
Hell, Try honours caufe; forbear your fuffrages: 
if that you love Prince Pericles, forbear: 
( Take I your with, I leap into the Seas, 
Where’s hourly trouble, for a minutes eafe) 
A twelve month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abfence of your King ; 
Ifin which time expir’d, he not return, 
l hall with aged patience bear your yoke., 
But if I cannot win you to this love, 
Go fearch like Nobles, like noble Subjects, 
And in your fearch, fpend your adventurous worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You fhall like Diamonds fit about his Crown. 
1 Lord. To wifdom, he’s a fool that will not yield, 
And fince Lord Helfican enjoyneth us, 
We with our travels will endeavor, i 
Hell. Then you love us, we you,and we'll clafp hands, 
When Peers thus knit,a Kingdom ever ftands. [Exit 


Enter the King reading of a Letter, at one door, 
and the Knights mest him. 


1. Knight. Good morrow to the good Symonides. 
King, Knights,from my Daughter this I let you know, 
That for this twelve-month, fhe’ll not undertake 
A married life: her reafon to her felf is only knowa, 
Which yet from her by no means can | get. 
2.Knight. May we not get accefs to her (my Lord). 
Keng, Faith, by no means, fhe hath fo itrictly 
Ty’d her to her Chamber, that ’tis impoflible : 
One twelve Moons more fhe’ll wear Diana’s livery : 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath fhe vowed, 
And on her Virgin honour will not break. 
3.Ksng. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves. - CE xir 
King. So, they are well difpatcht, 
Nowto my danghters Letter; fne tells me here, 
She’ll wed the ftranger Knight, es 
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Or never more to view nor day nor light. 
Tis well, Miltris, your choice agrecs with mine, 
[likechat well: nay how abfolute fise’s in’t, 

Not minding whethcr I diflike or no. 

Well, {do commend her choice, and will no longer 
Have it be delayed: foft, here he comes, 

{ mult diflemble it. 


Enter Pericles, 


Per, All fortune to the good Symonides. 

King. Toyouas mach: Sir, fam beholding to you, 
For your fweet mufick chis laft night : 

Ido proteft, my cars were never better fed 

With fuch delightful pleafing harmony. 

Per. (t is your Grace’s plealure to commend, 
Not my defert. 

King. Sit, you are Muficks mafter. 

Per, The worft of all her Scholars (my good Lord) 

King, Let me ask you one thing. 

What do you think of my Daughter, Sir ? 

Per. Amott virtuous Princels. 

King. And the’s fair too, is fhe not ? 

Per. Asa fair day in Summer: wondrous fair. 

King. Sir, my Daughter thinksvery well of you, 
I, fo wcll, that you muft be her Matter, 

And fhe will be your Scholar, therefore look to it. 
Per, {am unworthy to be her Schoolmafter. 
King. She thinks not fo,perufe this writing clic. 
Per, What’s here, a Letter, 

That the loves the Knight of Tyre ? 

? Tis the King’s fubtilty to have my life: 

Oh feek not to intrapine, gracious Lord, 

A ftranger and diftrefled Gentleman, 

That never aim’d fo high to love your Daughter, 

Bue bent all offices to honour her. 

King. Thou haft bewitcht my Daughter, 

And thou art a Viliain. 

Per, By the gods I have not; never did thought 
Of mine levy offence ; nor never did my actions 
Yet commence a deed might gain her love, 

Or your difpleafure. 

King. Traitor, thou lyeft. 

Per, Traitor ! 

King. 1, Traitor. i 

Per, Even in his throat, wnlefs it be a King, 
That calls me Traitor, I return the lye. 

-~ King. Now by the gods I do applaud his courage. 
Per. My actionsare as noble as my thoughts, 

That never relifht of a bafe defcent: 

l came unto the Court for honours caufe, 

And not be a Rebel to her ftate : 

And he that otherwife accounts of me, 

This Sword fhall prove, he’s honour’s enemy. 


King. No? here comes my Daughter, fhe can witneß it. 


Enter Thaifa. 


Per. Then as you are as virtuous, as fair, 
Refolve your angry Father, if my tongue 
Did e’re folicite, or my hand fubfcribe 
To any fyllable chat made love to you ? 

Thai. Why, Sir, if you had, who takes offence, 
At that would make me glad? 

King. Yea, miftris, are you fo peremptory ? 


[ am glad of it withal my heart, [eAfide. 
l'le tame you, Ile bring you in fubjection. 

Will you, not having my confent, 

Beftow your love and your affections 

Upon a ftranger? who, for ought I know, [eA fide. 


May be (nor can I think the contraty) 

As great in blood as | my felf. 

Therefore hear you, Miftrefs, either frame 
Your will to mine; and you, Sir, hear you, 
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Either berul’d by me, or I’le make yoo—— 

Man and Wife; nay, come, your hands 

And lips muft feal it too: and being joyn’d, 

l'le thus your hopes deftroy, and for further grief, 
God give you joy; what, are you both pleafed ? 


Thai. Yes, if you love me, Sir. 

Per, Even as my life, or blood that folters it. 

King. What, are you both agreed ? 

/imb, Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty. 
King. It pleafeth me fo.well, that] will {ce you wed, 


And then with what hafte you can, get youto bed. 


Enter Gower, 


Now yfleep flaked hath the ront, 

No din but faores about the Houfe, 
cade louder by the ore-fee beaff, 

Of thu moft pompour marriage feaft 
The Cat with eyne of burning coal, 
Now couches from the Moufes bole; 
eAud Cricket Sing at the Ovens. month, 
Are the blither fer. ther drouth : 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to bed, 
Where by the lofs of e Maidenhead, 
cA Babe is moulded , by attent, 

And time thas is fo briefly pert, 

With your fine fancies quaintly cach, 
Whats dumb in flew, Pll plain with fpeech 


Enter Periclesand Symonides at onc door with Attendaats,a 


Meflenger mects them, kneels, and gives Pericles a Let- 
ter, Pericles fhews is Symonides, the Lords kneel to him ; 
then enter 7 haifa with child, with Lychorida a Nurfe,the 
King fhews her the Letter, the rcjoyces : he and Pericles 
take leave of her Father, and deparc. 


By many a dearn and painfisl pearch s 

Of Pericles, she careful fearch, 

By the four oppofing Crignes, 

Which the Warld cogether joynes, 

ls made with all due diligence, 

That horfe and fail, and high expence, 

Can fteed the queft at lak from Tyre, 

Fame anfwering the moft flrange enquire, 

To th’ Court of King Symomdes, 

etre Letters brought, the tenour thefe : 

Antiochus and his Daughter's dead, 

The men of Tyrus, on the head 

Of Hellicanus would fer on 

The Crown of Tyre, bne be wil none : 

The mutiny be there haftes c’opprefs, 

Sayes to them, if King Pericles 

Come not home in twice fix Moons, 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the Crown: the fumm of this 

Brougkt hither to Pentapolis, 

Irony fhed the Regions round, 

And every ous with elaps can found, 

Our heir apparent is a King: 

Who dreame ? who thought of futb a thing ? 

Brief, he muft hence depart to Tyre, 

His Queen with child, makes her defire, 

Which who fhall crofs along to go, 

Omit we all their dole and woe: 

Lychorida her N prfe fhe takos, 

And fo to Seay then veffel flakes 

On Neptunes billow, half tbe flood 

Hath their Keel cut: tue fortune mow, 

Varies again, the North 

Difoerges fuch a San forth, 

That as a Duck, for hfe that drives, 

So up and down the poor fhip dives: 

The Lady fhreeks, and well a-near, 

Doth fall in travel woth ber fear : . 
An 
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And what enfues in this felf form, 
Shall for i¢ feif, śe felf perform: 

I nll relate, Allston may 

Conveniently ths reff conveys 

Which might not? what by me ss told, 
In your imagination hold. 

This Stage, the Ship, npon whofe Deck 
The Seas toft Pericles appears to {peak. 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 


Per. The God of this great vaft, rebuke thefe furges 
Which wath both Heaven and Hell, and thou that haft 
Upon the winds command, bind them in Brafs, 
Having call’d them from the deep, O ftill 

Thy dearning dreadful thunders ; daily quench 

Thy nimble fulphurous flakes : O how, Lychorida ? 
How does my Queen? then ftorm venomovfly, 

Wilt thou fpit all thy felf? the Seamans whiftle 

Is a whifper in the ears of Death, 

Unheard Lychorida? Lucina, oh! 

Divineft Patronefs, and my Wife, gentle 

Tothofe that cry by night, convey thy Deity 

Aboard our dancing Boat, make fwift the pangs 

Of my Queen travels. Now, Lychorida. 


Enter Lychorida. 


Lychor. Here is a thing too young for fuch a place, 
Whoifit had conceit, would dye, as Iamlike to do : 
Take in your arms this piece of your dead Quene. 

Per. How ? how, Lychorida ? 

Lyohor. Patience, good Sir, do not affift the fform, 
Here’s all chat is left living of our Queen 5 
A little Daughter, forthe fake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per. Oh you gods! 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 
And {natch them ftraight away ? 
We here below, recal not what we give, 
And we therein may ufe honour with you. 
Lychor. Patience, good Sir, even for this charge. 
Per. Now mild may be thy life, 
For a more blufterous birth had never Babe : 
Quiet and gentle thy conditions ; 
For thou art che rudelieft welcom to this world, 
That ever was Prince’s Child ; happy that follows, 
Thou haft as chiding a Nativity, 
As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heaven can make, 
To harold thee from the womb : 
Even at the firft, thy lofsis more than can 
Thy portage quit with all chou canft find here : 
Now the good gods throw their beft eyes upon it. 


Emer two Saylots. 


1, Sayl. What courage, Sir ? God fave you. 
Per. Courage enough, {do not fear the flaw, 
It hath done to methe worft: yet for the love 
Of this poor Infant, this frefh new Sea-farer, 
I would it would be quiet. 
1. Sayl. Slack the bolins there ; thou wilt not, wilt thou 
blow and fplic thy felf. 
2. Sayl. But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy billow 
kifs the Moon, I care not, 
1. Sayl. Sir, your Queen muft over board, 
The Sea works higth the wind is loud, 
And will not lic till the Ship be cleared of the dead. 
Per. That’s your fuperftition. | 
1.Pardon us, fir,with us at Sea it {till hath been obferved, 
And we are ftrong in Eaftern,cherefore briefly yield her. 
Per. As you think meet, 
For fhe muft o’re-board ftraight, 
Moft wretched Queen. 
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Lychorida, Here fhe lies, Sir. : 
Per. A terrible Child-bed haft thov had 

No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 

Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time 

To bring thee hallowed to thy grave, bat ftraight 

Mutt caft thee fcarcely Cofħin’d, in oar, 

Where for a Monument upon thy bones. 

The air remaining lamps, the belching Whale, 

And humming water inuft o’rewhelm thy Corps, 

Lying with fimple fhells: Oh, Lychorida, 

Bid Neftor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 

My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander 

Bring me the Sattin Coffin: lay the Babe 

Upon the Pillow; hiethee, whiles I fay 

A Pricftly farewel to her: fuddenly, woman. 

2. Sayl. Sir, we have a Cheft beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and bitumed ready 
Per. I thank thee; Mariner, fay, what Coaftis this? 
2. Sayi. Weare near Tharfus, 

Per, Thither, gentle Mariner, 

Alter thy courfe for Tyre: when canft thou reach it ? 
2. Sayl. By break of day, if che wind ceafe. 
Per. O make for Tharfus, 

There will I vifit Cleon, for the Babe 

Cannot hold out to Tyrs; there Ple leave ìt 

At careful nurfing : go thy ways, good Mariner, 

Ile bring the body prefently. 


(my Dear) 


[ Exit. 
Enter Lord Cerymon with a Servant. 


Cer Phylemon, hoa. 


Enter Philemon. 


Phil. Doth my Lord call ? 

Cer. Get fire and meat for thefe poor men, 
It hath been a turbulent and ftormy night. 

Ser. Ihave been in many : but fuch a night as this, 
Till now, I ne’re endured. 

Cer. Your Matter will be dead ere you return, 
There’s nothing can be miniftred to nature, 
That can recover him: give this to the Pothecary; 
And tell me how it works. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


1. Gent. Good morrow. 

2.Gent. Good morrow to your Lordfhip. 

Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ftir fo early ? 

1.Gent, Sir, our lodging ftanding bleak upon the Sea, 
Shook as if the Earth did quake: 

The very principles did feem to rend and all to topple, 
Pure furprize and fear made me to leave the Houfe. 

2. Gent. That is the canfe we trouble you fo early, 
‘Tis not our Husbandry, 

Cer. O you fay well, 

1, Gent. But I much marvel that your Lordfhip 
Having rich attire about you, fhould at tbefe early hours 
Shake offthe golden flumber of repofe ; ’cis moft ftrange, 
Nature fhould be foconverfant with pain, 

Being thereto not compelled. 

Cer. I hold it ever Virtue and Cunning. 

Were endowments greater, than Noblenefs and Riches , 
Carelefs heirs may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 

Making a Man a God: 

‘Tis known, I ever have ftudied Phyfick, 

Through which fecret Art,by turning o’re Authority, 

[ have together with my practice,made familiar 

To me and to my aid, the beft infufions that dwell 

In vegetives, in Metals, Stones: and can {peak of the 
Difturbances that Nature works, and of her cures ; 
Which doth give me a more content 

In courfe of true delight 


Than 
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Than to be chircfty after tottering Honour, 
Or tye my pleafure up in filken Bags, 
To pleafe the Fool and Death. 

2. Gent. Your honouc hath through Ephefus, 
Poured forth your charity, and hundred call themfelves 
Your Creatures 5 who by you have been reftored, 
And not your knowledge your perfonal pain, 
But even your purfe ftill open, hath built Lord Cerimon 
Such ftrong renown, as never fhall decay. 


Enter two or three with a Chef, 


Ser. So, lift there. 

Cer, What’s that? 

Ser, Sir,even now did the Sea tofs up upon our fhore 
This Cheft ; ’tis of fome wrack. 

Cer Setit down, let us look upon it. 

2. Gent. Tis like a Coffin, Sir. 

Cer. Whate’re it be, "tis wondrous heavy ; 
Wrench ic open ftraighe : 
If the Seas {tomach be o’re.charg’d with gold, 
*Tisa good conitraint of Fortune it belches upon us. 

2. Gene, ° Tis fo, my Lord. 

Cer. How clofe ’tis caulkt and bottom’d, did the Sca 

caft it up? 
Ser I never faw fo huge a billow, Sir, as toft it upon 
fhore. 
Cer. Wrenchit open, it fmells mot fwe 
fence. 

2.Gent. A delicate Odour. 

Cer. Aseverhit my noftril: fo, up with it. 
Oh you moft potent gods ! what’s here, a Coarfe ? 

1. Gent. Moft {trange. 

(er. Shrowded in cloth of ftate, balm’d and entreafured 
Wich full bags of Spices, a Pafs port to e£ pollo, 
Perfect mein the Characters. 


Here I give to underftand, 

If eve this Coffin drive a land, 

I King Pericles have loft 

This Dues, worth all our mundane coff : 
Who finds her ; give her burying, 

She was the Daughter of a King. 
Befides this treafure for a fee, 

The godt- requite his Charity. 


if thou livet Pericles, thou haft a heart 
That even cracks for woe: this chanc’d to night. 

2. Gent. Molt likely, Sir. . 

Cer, Nay certainly to night. 
Fort look how frefh fhe looks, 
They were toorough, thatthrew her inthe Sea. 
Make a fire within, fetch hither all my boxes inmy Clofet, 
Death may ufurp on Nature many hours, 
And yet the fire of life kindle again the o’re- preft Spirits. 
I heard of an c£gyprian that had nine hours been dead, 
Who was by good appliance recovered. 


Enter one with Napkins and Fire, 


VVellfaid, well faid, the fire and cloaths, 
The rough and woful Mufick that we have, 
Caufe it to found | befeech you: 
The Vial once more , how chou ftirrcft,thou block ? 
The Mufick there: I pray you give her air ; 
Gentlemen, this Queen will live, 
Nature awakes a warin breath ont of her ; 
She hath nat been entranc’d above five hours, 
See how fhe gins to blow into lifes flower again. 
1.Gen.The heavens through you, encreafeour wonder, 
And fets up your fame for ever. 
Cer She is alive, behold her eye-lids, 
Cafes to chofe heavenly jewels which Pericles hath loft, 
Begin to parc their fringes of bright gold, 
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The Diamonds of a moft praifed water doth appear, 
To make the world twice rich, live, and make us weep, 
To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you feem to be. 
| She moves. 
Thai. O dear Diana, where am |? whece’s my Lord ? 
VVhat VVorld is this ? 
2. Gent. Is not this ftrange ? 
1. Gent. Moft rare. 
Cer. Hulh (my gentle neighbour) lend me your hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her, get linnen; 
Now this matter muft be lookt to, for che relapfe 
Is mortal : come, come, and, Efeulapins, guide us. 
They carry her away. ( Exesnt omnes. 





Atlus Tertius. 


Enter Pericles at Tharlus, web Cleon and Dionyfia. 


“aS honoured Cleon, I muft needs be gone, 
My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyre ftands 
Ina peace; you and you: Lady take fiom my heart 
Allthankfulnels. The gods make upthe reft upon you. 
Cre. Your fhakes of fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally,yet glance full wondringly on us. 
Dion. O your fwect Queen ! 
That the ftrict fates had pleafed 
You had brought her hither 
Co have blelt mine cyes with her. 
Per. \Wecannot but obey the powers above us ; 
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea fie lies in, 
Yet the cnd muft be as’tis: my gentle Babe Afarina, 
Whom (for fhe was bornat Sea) 1 have named fo, 
Here, I charge your Charity withal; lcaving her 
The tnfanc ot your care, befeeching you to give her 
Princely training, that fhe may be mannet’d as fhe is born. 
Cleon, Feat not (my Lady) but think your Grace, 
That fed my Country with yourCorn ; for which, 
The Peoples prayers daily fall upon you, mult in your 
Child 


Be thought on, ifneglect fhould therein make me vile, 
The common body that’s by you reliev’d, 

Would force me to my Duty ; buc iftothat, 

My nature need a {pur, the gods revenge it 

Upon me and mine, tothe end of generation. 

Per, | believe you, your honour and your goodnefs, 
Teach me toot without your vows, till fhe be married, 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour, 

All unfifter’d fhall this heir of minc remain, 

Though ! hew will in’t: fo Itake my lcave : 

Good Madam, make me bleffed, in your care 

In bringing up my Child. | 

Dion. [have one my felf, who fhall noc be more dear to 
my refpect than yours, my Lord. 

Per, Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cleon. We'll bring your Grace to the edge of the fhore, 
then give you upto the masked Neprune, ana the gencleft 
winds of Heaven. 

Per. 1 will embrace your offer, come, dearcft Madam : 
O no teats, Lychorida, no tears ; look to your little Miftris 
on whofe Gracc you may depend hereafter : come, my 
Lord. 


Enter Cerymon, avd Thaifa. 


Cer. Madam, this Letter, and fome certain Jewels, 

Lay with you in your Coffer, 
Which are at your command: 
Know you the Character ? 

Thai. It ismy Lord’s; that | was fhipt at Sea, | welk 
remember, even on my caning time; but whether there 
delivered , by the holy gods, I cannot rightly fay Ta 

ince 
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fince King Pericles, may wedded Lord, I ne’re fhall fee which even Women have caft off, melt thee, but be a 
again, a veftal Livery will I take me to, ard never more | Souldier to thy pur pole. 

have joy. Leon, | will do’t, but yet fhe is a goodly Creature. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpofe as ye fpeak, Dion, The fitter then the gods fhould have her. 
Diana’s Temple is not diftane de, Here the comes weeping for her only Miftrefs Death: 
Where you may abide till your date expire, Thou art refolv’d ? 

Moreover if you pleafe, a Neece of mine, Leon, \ am refolv’d. 
Shall there attend you. 

Tha. My recompence is thanks, that’s all, . 

Yet my good will is great, though the gift fmall. CE-xt. 





















Erter Marina with a Basket of Flowers, 


Mar. No: I will rob Tedlus of her Weed, to firew thy 
Grave with Flowers: the yellows, blews, the purple 
Violets and Marigolds, all as a Carpet hang upon thy 
Grave, while Summer dayes doth laft. Aye me, poor 
Maid, born in a tempeft, when my Mother di’d: this 
World to meis like a lafting ftorm, hurrying me from 
my Friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina? why de’ ye weep alone? 
How chance my Daughter is not with you ? 

Do not confume your blood with forrowing, 

You havea Nurfe of me. Lord? how your favour’s 
Chang’d, with this uoprofitable woe : 

Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea mar it, 
Walk with Leonine, the air is quick there, 

And it pierces and fharpens the ftomach ; 

Come, Leonze, take her by thearm, walk with her. 

Mar. No | pray you, lIl not bereave you of your 
Servant, 

Dion. Come, come, | love the King your Father, and 
your Self, with more than Foreign heart 5 we every day 
expect him here, when he fhall come and find our Para- 
gon,to all reports thus blafted.He will repent the breadth 
ofhis great Voyage, blame both my Lord and me, that we 
have taken no care to your beft courfes. Go I pray you, 
walk and be cheerful once again; referve that excellent 
complexion, which did fteal the Eyes of young and old. 
Care not for me, I can go homealone, 

Mar. Well, I will go, but yet ! have no defire to it. 

Dion, Come, come, | know ’tis good for you : 

Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the leaft. 
Remember what I have faid. 

Leon. | warrant you, Madam. < 

Dion, Vil leave you, my fweet Lady, fora while: pray 
walk foftly, do not heat yoar blood : What, I muft have 
a care Of yor. 

Mar. My thanks, fweet Madam. Is the Wind Weft- 
erly that blows ? 

Leon. South-Weft. 

Mar. When I was born, the Wind was North. 

Leon. Was’t fo ? 

eMar. My Father, as Nurfe faith, did never fear, but 
cryed good Seamen to the Saliers, galling his Kingly 
Hands, hailing Ropes, and clafping to the Maft, endured 
a Sea that almoft burft the Deck. 

Leon, When was this ? 

eMar, When! was Born, never was Waves nor Wind 
more violent , and from the Ladder tackle, wafhes off 
a Canvas Climer, ha, faith one, wilt out? and with a 
dropping induftry they skip from ftern to ftern: the 
Boat-fwain whiftles, and the Mafter calls and trebbles 
their confufion. 

Leon, Come, fay your Prayers, 

Mar, What mean you ? . 

Leon. If you require a little fpace for Prayer , I grant 
it, pray, but be net tedious, for the gods are quick of 
Ear, and I am fworn todo my work with hafte. : 

eMar. Why, will you kill me? 

Leon. To fatisfie my Lady. 
= Mar, Why would fhe have me kill'd now? as t can 
remember by my troth, | never did hurt her in all my 
Life, I never fpake bad word, nor did ill turn to any li- 
ving Creature: believe me now, I never kill’d a Moufe, 
nor hurta Fly. I tred upon a Worm once againft my 
will, but I wept forit. How have 1 offended, wherein 

my 


A sein fT rr ee lcn np e , 


Enter Gower. 


Gower. Imagine Pericles arriv’d at Tyre, 
Welcom dand fetled to his own pa ; 
His woful Queen we leave at Ephefus, 
Unto Diana, there's a Votarefs 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our faft growing foene must _ 
At Tharfus, and by Cleon train’ 
In Muficks Letters, who hath gaind 
Of education al the grace, 
Which makes bigh both the art and place 
Of general wonder: but alack, 
That monfter Envy oft the wrack, 
Of earned prasfe, Marina's life 
Seek totake off by Ireafon’s Knife, 
Andin thiskind, our Cleon bath 
One Daughter and a ful grown Wench, 
Even ripe for Marriage fight : this Maid 
Fight Philoten: and st 0 faid 
For certain in our ftory, fhe 
Would ever with Marina be, 
Be’t when they weav'd the fledded filk., 
With fingers long, fnsall, white as milk, 
Or when fhe would with fharp Needle wound 
The Cambrick, which he made more found 
p hurting it, or when toth Lute 
She fung, and made the night Bed mute, 
That fiill records within one, or when 
She wonld with rich and conf? ant Pen, 
Vail to ber Mistrefs Dion fill, 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With abfolute Marina: fo 
The Dove of Paphos might with the Crow 
Vy Feathers white. Marina gets 
cAll praifes, which are paid as Debts, 
And not a given, this fo darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 
That Cleon’s Wife with Envy rare, 
eA prefent Murderer dos prepare 
For good Marina, that her Darghter 
Might ftand Peerlefs by this laughter. 
The fooner her vile thoughts to head, 
Lychorida our N rfe is dead, 
And curfed Dionyfia hath 
The pregnant inftrument of wrath 
Preft for this blow, the unborn event, 
I do commend to your content, 
Only 1 carried winged Time, 
Pofl on the lame feet of my rhime, 
Which never could I fo convey, 
Vulefs your thoughts went on my ways 
Dionyfia doth appear, 
With Leonine 4 Murderer. CExit. 


Enter Dionyfia, and Leonine. 


„Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou baft fworn to do it, 
tis but a blow, which never fhall be known, thou canft 
not do a thing in the World fo foon, to yield thee fo 
much profit, let not Confcience which is but cold, infa- 
ming thy love bofome, enflame too nicely ; nor let pitty, 
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my Death might yicld her any profit, or my Life imply 
her any danger ? 

Leon. My Commiffion is not to reafon of the deed, but 
do't. 

Mar. You will not.do’t for all the world , I hope : you 
are well favoured , and your looks fore-fhew you have a 
very gentle heart , - I faw you lately when you caught hurt 
in parting two that fought: good footh, it fhewed well 
inyou, do fonow, your Lady feeks my life , come you 
between, and fave poor me the weaker. 

Leon. 1 am fwora, and will difpatch. 


Enter Pirates. 


Pirat. 1. Hold, Villaio. 

Pirat. 2, A prize, a prize, 

Pirat 3. Half part, mates, half part. Come, let’s have 
her aboard fudainly. (Exeant. 


Enter Leonine. 


hr 


Leon. Thefe roguing Thieves ferve the great Pirate Val 
des, and they have feized Marina, let her go, there’s no 
hope fhe will return: I'll fwear fhe’s dead, and thrown 
into the Sca , but I’ll fee further, perhaps they will but 
pleafe themfelves upon her, 

Not carry heraboard, if fhe remain, 
Whom they have ravifhr, muft by me be flain. 


Enter Pander, Boult «zd Bawd. 


Pander. Boult. 

Boule. Sir. 

Pander, Search the Market narrowly, eetallsne is foll 
of Gallants, we loft too much Moncy this Mart, by being 
too Wenchlefs. 

Bawd: We were never fo much out of Creatures, we 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than chey 
cao do, and they with continual action, are evea as good 
as rotten. 

Pander. Therefore let’s have freh ones what e'er we 
pay forthem, if thete be nota confcience to be us’d in 
every trade, we fhall never profper. 

Bawd, Thou fay’. true, ’tis not our bringing up of 
poor baftards, as I think, 1 brought fome eleven. 

Boul. {tooeleven, and brought them down again, 

But fhall I {earch che Market ? 


Bawd. What elfe, Man? The ftuff we have, a ftrong | 


wind will blow itto pieces, they are fo pitifully fodden. 

Pander, Thou fay’ft true , there’s two unwholefome in 
con{cience , the poor Traxfilvanian is dead that lay with 
the little Baggage. 

Boult. 1, fne quickly poupt him, fhe made him roaft- 
meat for.worms, but I'll go fearchthe Market. [E-xir. 

Pandec, Three or four thoufand Chickens were as pret 
ty a proportion Co live quietly, and fo give over, 

Bawd, Why, togive over, | pray you? Isita fhame 
to get when we are ald? 

Pand. Oh our credit comes nat in like the commodity, 
nor the Commodity wages not with the danger : There- 
fore, if in our youths we could pick up fome pretty c- 
flate, twere not amifs to keep our door hatch’d ; befides 
the tore terms we ftand upon with the gods, will be 
ftrong with us for giving o’ce. 

Bawd. Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

Pand. Aswellas we,1, and better too, we offend worfe 
Neither is our profeffion any Trade, it’s no calling: Bue 
here comes Boyle. : 


Exter Boult.with Pirates, and Marina. 
Soult, Come your ways, my Malters, 


You fay the’sa Virgin ? 
Sayl. O Sir, we doubt it not. 
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Boult, Mafter, | have gone through for this piece you 
fec, if you like her, fo; if not, Ihave loft my earnelt. 

Bawd. Boult, has fhe any qualirtes ? 

Boult. She hasa good Face, {peaks well, and hath ex- 
cellent good Cloaths: There’s no farther neceflity of qua 
licies can make her be refufed, 

Bawd, What?sher price, Boxlr ? 

Boult. | cannot be bated one doit of a thoufand pieces. 

‘and. Well, followme, my Mafters, you hall have 
your money prefently: Wife, take herin, inftruct her 
what fhe hastodo, that fhemay not be raw in her enter. 
cainment. 

Bawd. Boult , take you the marks of her, the colour 
of her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her 
Virginicy, and cry : He that will give moft fhall have her 
firft. Such a Maiden head were no cheapthing, tf Men 
were as they have been: Get teis done as | command you. 

Boult. Performance fhall follow. 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo flack, fo low: 

He fhould have f{truck, not fpoke ; 
Or that thefe Pirates, not enough barbarons, 
Had not o’re-board thrown me, for to feck my Mother. 

Bawd, Why weep you, pretty one? 

Mar, Thatlam pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in you. 

ear. laccufe them noc. 

Bawd. You are light into my hands, 

Where you are like to live. 

eMar. The more’s my faule to fcape his hands, 
Where t was like to dye, 

Bawd. i, and you fhall live in pleafure. 

eMar, No. 

Bawd. Yes indeed fhall you, and talte Gentlemen ot all 
fafhions. You fhall fare well; you (hall have the difference 
of all complexions: what de’ye ftop your ears? 

eMar, Are youa Woman? 

Bawd. What would you have meto be, if 1 benota 
Woman ? 

ear, An honeft Woman, or nota Woman. 

Bawd. Marry whip thce, Gofling: {think ! fhall have 
fomething to do with you. Come, y’are a young foolifh 
Sapling, and muft be bowed as | would have ye. 

ear The gods defend me. 

Bawd. 1f it pleafe the gods to defend you by Men, then 
Men muft comfort you, Men mult feed you, Mca mutt 
dir youup: Bexle’s return’d. 


Enter Boult. 


Now, Sir, haft thoucry’d her through the Market ? 

Boule. { have cry’d her almoft to the namber of her hairs, 
l have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And prithee tell me, how doft thov find the in- 
clination of the people, efpecially of the youoger fort? 

Boule, Faith they liftned to me, as they would have 
hearkened to their Fathers Teftament, There was a Spani 
ards mouth fo watered, that he went to bed to her very 
defcription. 

Bawd, We fhall have him here to morrow with his belt | 
Ruff on. 

Boule. To night, to night, but, Miltrefs, do you know 
the French Knight that cowres i’th’ Hams? 

Rawd. Who, Afonfiewr Verolles ? 

Boult. 1, he offered tocuc a Caper at the proclamation, 
but he made a groan at it, and fworc he would fee her to 
morrow. 

Bawd. VVell, well, as for him, he brought his difeafe 
hicher, here he doth but repair it, I know he will come 
in our fhadow, to fcatrer his Crowns in the Sun, 

Boult. VVel!, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, 
we fhould lodge them with this Sign, 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while, you have For- 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, you muf: feem to do 


that fearfully, which yon commit willingly, defpife pro | 
Sfr fit, | 
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a eeneennnmnenesmnsne saan . ' ° 
fit, where you have molt gain,co weep that you live asyou {Seize with thine Eagles talents. 


do,makes pitty io your lovers feldom, but chat pitty begets 

you a good opinion, and that opinion a meer profit. 
ear. | underftand you not. 

Boult. Otake her home, miftris, take her home, thefe 
blufhes of hers mutt be quencht with fome prefenc practice. 

Bawd. Thou fayeft true i'faith, fo they muft, for your 
Bride goes to that with fhame,which is her way to go with 

warrant. =—s 

Boult. Faith fome do, and fome do not, but Miftsis, if 
I have bargain’d for the joynt. 

Bawd. Thou maift cut a morfel off the fpit. 

Boult. 1 may fo. 

Bawd. Who fhould deny it ? 

Come young one, | like the manner of your garments well. 
Bonlt. 1 by my faith, they fhall not be changed yet. 
Bawd. Boult. Spend thou that in the Town,report what 

a fojourner we have,you'll lofe nothing by cultome. When 

nature framed this piece, fhe meant thee a good turn, there- 

fore fay what a parragon fhe is, and thou haft the harveft 
out of thine own report. 

Boult, \ warrant you mittris, thander fhall not fo awake 
the beds of Eels, as my giving out of her beauty ftirs upthe 
lewdly enclined, I’le bring home fome to night. 

Bawd, Come your ways,follow me. 

Mar, \f ficesbe hor, knives fharp, or waters deep, 
Unti’d I ftill my Virgin knot will keep 
Diana aid my purpofe. 

Bawd. What have we todo with Diana? pray you go 
with us. LExennt. 


Enter Cleon azd Dionyfia, 


Dion, Why are you foolifh, can it be undone ? 

Cleox, O Dionyfia, fuch a piece of flaughter, 
The Sun and Moon ne’re !ook’d upon. 

Dion, I think yowli turn a Child again. 

Cleon. Were I chief Lord ofall this fpacious world, Pd 
give it to undo the deed. O Lady, much lefs in blood than 
vertue, yeta Princefs to equal any fingle Crown ofthe 
Earth, in the juftice of compare, O villain, Leovine, whom 
thou haft poifoned too, if thou had’ft drunk to him, it had 
been a kindnefs becoming well thy face, what canft thou 
fay, when Noble Pericles fhall demand his Child ? 

Dion. That fheisdead. Nurfes are not the fates to folter 
it,nor ever co preferve,fhe di’d at night, le fay fo,who can 
crofs it, unlefs you play the Innocent, and for an honeft at- 
tribute, cry out fhe di’d by foul play. 

(leon. O go to, well, well, ofall the faults beneath the 
Heavens, the gods do like this wort. 

Dion, Be one of thofe that thinks the pretty wrens of 
Tharfiss will Ry hence,and open this to Pericles; Ido fhame 
to think of what a Noble {train you are,and of how coward 
a Spirit. 

Cleon. To fuch proceeding, who ever but his approba- 
tion added, though not his whole confent, he did not flow. 
from honourable courfes. 

Dion. Beit fothen, yet none doth know but you how 
fhe came dead,nor none can know, Leontine being gone. She 
did difdain my Child, and ftood between her and her for- 
tunes: none would look on her, but caft their gazes on 
Marina’s face, whilft ours was blurred at, and held a 
Mawkin,not worth thetime of day. It pierc’d me thorow, 
and though you call my courfe unnatural,you not your child 
well loving,yet I find it greets me as an enterprize of kind- 
nefs perform’d to your fole Daughter., 

Cleon. Heavens forgive it. 

Dwn. Andas for Pericles, what fhould he fay ? we wept 
after her hearfe,and yet we mourn: her fnonument almoft 
finifhed, and her Epitaph in glittering golden characters, 
exprefs a general praile to her, and care in us, at whofe 
expence ’cis done. 

Cleon, Thou art like the Harpie, 

Which to betray, doft with chy Angels face, 





Dion. Youare like one, that fuperftitioufly 
Doth {wear to th’ gods, chat Winter kills the flies, 
But yet I know, you'll doas { advife. CE 





Atus Quartus. 


Enter Gower. 


This time we wafle, and longest leagues make fhort, 
Sail feas in Cockles, bave and wifh but for’ 
Making to take our imagination, 

From bourn to bourn, Region to Region, 

By you being Pard’'ned, we commie no crime 

To nfe one Language, in each feveral clime, 
Where our foenes feem tolive. 1 do befeech yors 
To learn of me, who ftands in gaps toteach you 
The flages of our flory, Pericles 

Js now again thwarting the wayward feas 

( Attended on by many a Lord and Knight ) 

To fee his Daughter, all his lives delight. 

Old Hellicanus goes alozg behind, 

Is left to govern tt : you bear in mind 

Old Efcanes, whom Hellicanus late 
Advanc’d in time to great and bigh eftate. 

Vell failing fhips, and bonnteous winds have brought 
This King to Tharfus,think chis Pilate thought, 
So with bis fleerage, fhall your shoughes grone 
To fetch bis Daughter home who firft is gone 5 
Like motes and fhadows fee them move awhile, 
Your ears unto your Eyes Ile reconcile. 


Enter Pericles at one door with all his train, Cleon and 
Dionyfia atthe other, Cleon fhewes Periclesthe Tomb, 
whereat Pericles makes lamentation , puts on Sack- 
cloth, andin a mighty paflion departs, 


Gower. See kow belief may fuffer by foul fhow, 
Thisberrowed paffion ftands for true old woe : 
eAnd Pericles in forrow all devour'd, 
With fighs {hot through, and biggeft tears a’re-fhowr'd , 
Leaves Tharfus, and again imbarks, he fwears 
Never to walh his face, nor cut bis hairs, 
He put on Sack cloth and to Sea he bears, 
A tempeft which bis mortal Veffel tears. 
And yet he vides tt out, Now take we onr way 
To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Dionyfia. 


The faireft, fweeteft, and belt hes here, 

Who withered in her fpring of year: 

She was of Tyrws the King’s Daughter, 

On whom foul Death hath made this flaughter : 
Marina was fhecall’d, and at her birth, 

Thatis, being proud, fwallow’d fome part of th’earth : 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be o’reflow’d, 

Hath Theri birth-child on the Heavens beftow'd. 
Wherefore fhe does and fwears fhe’ll never fint, 

Make raging Battry upon fhores of flint 


No vizor does become black villany, 

So wehl as [oft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his Daughter's dead, 
And bear bis courfes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while our ftear must play 
His Daughter wos and heavy well a-day, 

In ber unholy fervice : Patience then, 

And think, you now are all in Metaline. 


Enter 


ees erence i taranrceetnclgl 
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Enter two Gentlemen. 


1, Gent. Did you ever hear the like? 

2.Gent. No, nor never fhall do in fuch a place as this, 
fhe being once gone. 

1.Gent, But cto have Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of fuch a thing ? 
_ 2. Gent, No, no, come, Jam for no more Bawdy honfes, 
fhall we go hear the Veftals fing ? 

1. Gent. Vle do any thing now that is virtuous, but I 
am out of the road of rutting for ever. [Exeunt. 


Enter the three Bawds. 


Pand. Well, T had rather than twice the warth of her 
fhe had ne’re come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her, the is able to freeze the god Pri- 
apus,and undoca whole generation, we muft cither get her 
cavifht, or be rid of her,when fhe fhould do for Clyents her 
fitmeat, and do me the kindnefs of our profeflion, fhe has 
me her quirks, her reafons, her mafter-reafons,her prayers, 
her knees, that fhe would make a Puritane of the Devil, if 
he fhould cheapena kifs of her. 

Boule, Faith muftravith ber,or he'll disfurnifh us of all 
our Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Priefts. 

Pand. Now the pox upon her green ficknefs for me. 

Bawd, Faith there’s no way to be rid of it,but by che way 
tothe pox. Here comes the Lord Lyfimachus difguifed. 

Boul. We fhould have both Lord and Lown, if the peevifh 
Baggage would but give way to Cuftomers. 


Enter Lyfimachus. 


Lyf. How now, how a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawd. Now the gods blefs your Honour. 

Boul. 1 am glad to fee your Hovour in good health. 

Lyf. You may fo, tis che better for you, that your re- 
forters ftand upon found Legs, how now? wholfome im- 
punity have you, that a man may deal withal, and defie 
the Surgeon ? 

Bawd. We have one here, Sir, if fhe would—— 

But there never came her like in Metaline. 
Lyf. \f the’d do the deeds of darknefs , thou would’ft 


y. 

Bawd. Your honour knows what’ tis to fay well e. 
nough. 

Lyf, Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For Fleh and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
fhall fee a Rofe, and fhe were a Rofe indeed, if fhe had 
but 

Lyf; What prethee? 

Boule. OSir, 1 can be modeft. 

_ Lyf. That dignifies the renown of a Bawd, no lefs than 
it gives a good report toa number to be chalte. 





Enter Marioa. 


Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the ftalk, 
Never pluckt yet {can affure yon. 
Is fhe not a fair creature? 

Lyf. Faith fhe would ferve after a long voyage at Sea, 
Well, there’s for you, leave us. 

Bawd. 1 befeech your honour give me leave a word, 
And I’le have done prefently. 

Lyf. 1 befeech you do. 

Bawd. Fictt, | woald have yon note, this is an honou- 
table man. . 
E Afar, I defire to find him fo, that 1 may worthily note 

im. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the Governor of this Coontry, and a 
man whom ! am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the Country, yon are bound to him 
indeed, but how honourable he isin that, 1 know not. 


Bawd. Pray you without any more virginal fencing 
vii you ufc him kindly? he will hae your Apron with 

old. 

Mar. What he will do gracioufly, J will thankfully 
receive, 

Lyf. Have you done ? 

Bawd. My Lord, he’s not pac’c yet, you muft take fome 
pains to work her to your mannage, come, we will leave 
his Honour and her together. 

[Exit Bawd. 

Lyf. Now, pretty onc, how long have you been at this 
trade ! 

Mar. What trade, Sir? 

Lyf. Why, I cannot name't bat I hall offend. 

Mar, icannot be offended with my trade, pleale you 
to name it. 

Lyf. How long have you been of this profeflion ? 

Mar, Ere fince I can remember. 

Lyf. Did you go to’t fo young, were you a gamefter at 
five, or at feven? 

Mar. Earlier too, Sir, if now I be one. 

Lyf. Why the houfe youdwellin, proclaims you to be 
a creature of fale. 

Mar. Do you know this houfe to be a place of fuch re- 
fort, and will come into it? | hear fay you are of honou. 
rable parts, and the Governor of this place. 

Lyf. Why ? hath your principal made known unto you, 
who | am? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Lyf. Why your herb woman, fhe that fets feeds and 
roots of hame and iniquity. O you have heard fome thing 
of my power, and fo ftand aloft for more ferious wooing, 
but I proteft to thee, pretty one, my Authority fhall not fee 
thee, or elfe look friendly upon thee ; come bring me to 
fome private place, come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to honour, fhew it now, if put 
upon you, make the judgement good, that thought you 
worthy of it. 

Lyf. How’s this? how’s this? fome more, be fage. 

Mar. For me that am a maid, though moft ungentle 
Fortune have plac’d me in this Stie, where fiace | came, 
difeafes have been fold dearer than Phyfick, O chat che 
gods would fet me free from this unhallow’d place, though 
they did change me to the meaneft bird thar flies i’ th’ 
purer air, 

Lyf. 1 did not think thou could’ft have fpoke fo well, | 
ne’re dream’d thou could’ft; had I brought hither a cor- 
rupted miad, thy fpeech had altered it, hold, here’s gold 
for thee, pecfevere in that clear way chou goelt, and the 
gods ftrengthen thee. 

Adar. The good guds perferve you. 

Lyf. For my parc, | came with oo ill intent, for to me the 
very doors and windows favour vilely, fare thee well, thou 
art a piece of vertue, and I doubt not but thy training hath 
been Noble, hold, here’s more gold for thee, a curfe upon 
him, die he like a chief that robs thee of thy goodnefs, if 
thou dolt hear from me, it fhall be for thy good. 

Boult. 1 befeech your honour, one piece for me. 

Lyf. Avant thou damn’d door-keeper, your Houfe but 
for this Virgin that doth prop it, would fink and over. 
whelm you. Away. 

Boule. How’sthis? We multtake another courfe with 
you? If your peevifh chaftity, which is not worth a break. 
falt in the cheapeft Country under the coap, fhal! undo a 
whole houfehold , [et me be gelded like a fpaniel, come 
your ways. 

eMar. Whither would you have me? 

Boule. 1 muft have your maidenhead taken off, or tke 
common haneman fhall execute it, come your way, we'll 
ie no more Gentlemen driven away, Come your wayes, 
| fay. 
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Enter Bawds. 


Bawd. How now, what’s the matter? 

Boult. Worfe and worfe, Miltris, the bath here fpoken 
holy words to the Lord Lyfimachus. 

Bawd. O abominable. ) 

Boult, He makes our profeffion as it were to ftink before 
the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry hang her up for ever. 

Boult. The Nobleman would have dealt with her like a 


Nobleman, and fhe fent him away as cold as a Snow-ball, | 


faying his prayers too. i 
Bawd. Boult.Take her away,ufe her at thy pleafure,crack 
the glafs of her virginity, and make the reft malleable. 


Boult, Andif fhe were a thornier piece of ground than | 


fhe is, he hall be ploughed. 
Mar. Hark, hark, you gods. 
Bawd. She conjures, away with her would fhe had never 


come within my doors, Marry hang you, fhe’s born to undo | 


us, will you not gothe way of women-kind ? Marry come 
upmy dilh of chaftity, with rofemary and bayfe, [Exi 
xit. 

Boult. Come, miftris, come your ways with me, 

Mar, Whither would you have me? 

Boult. Totake from you the Jewel you hold fo dear. 

Mar. Prithee tell me one ching firlt. 

Bouls. Come now, your one thing ? 

Mar, What can’ft thou with thine Enemy to be? 

Boule. Why 1 could wifh him to be my Matter ,or rather 
my Miftris, 

«Mar. Neither of thefe are fo bad as thouart, fince 
they do better thee in their command; thou hold’ft 
a place, for which the painedf{t fiend in Hell would 
not in Reputation change: thou art the damned door- 
keeper to every cufherel that comes enquiring for his 
Tib; to the cholerick fifting of.every Rogue, thy Ear 
is liable, thy food is fuch as hath been belch’d on by infe- 
tious lungs. 

Boult. What would you have medo? go tothe wars, 
would you, where a man may ferve feyen years for the lofs 
of a Leg, and have not money enovgh in the end to buy 
him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Doany thing but this thoudoft , empty old re- 
ceptacles, or common-fhores of filth; ferve by Indenture 
to the common hangman , any of thefe ways are yet bet- 
terthan this: for what thou profeffeft, a Baboon, could he 
fpeak, would own a name too dear: Oh, thatthegods 
would fafely deliver me from this place: here, here’s gold 
for thee , if thatthy Mafter would gain by me, proclaim 
that ] can fiag, weave, fow, and dance, with other ver- 
tues, which le keep from boaft , and will undertake all 
thefe to teach, { doubt not but this populous City will 
yield many Scholars. 

Boalt, But can you teach all this you fpeak of ? 

Mar. Prove that | cannot, take me home again, and 
— me to the bafeft groom that doth frequent your 

oufe. 

Boult Well, Iwill fee what I cando for thee: IfI can 
place thee, | will. 

Aar. But amongft honeft women. 

Bonlt. Faith my acquaintance lies little among them : 
but fince my Mafter and Miftris have bought you, chere’s 
no going but by theirconfent: therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your purpofe , and I doubt not but I fhall 
find them tractable enough. Come, Ple do for thee what 
Í cao, come your ways. CExennt. 


Eater Gower. 


Marina thus the Brothel feapes, and chances 
Into an honeft.honfe, our ftory fates : 

She fings like one immortal, and {he dances 
ets goddefs.like to her admired laits : 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Deep Clerks fhe dumbs, and with ber needle compofes 
Natures own fhape, of bud, bird, branch or berry, 
That even her art, fifters the natural Rofes, 

Her Incle, Sith, Twine, with the rubied Cherry, 
That pupils lacks fhe none of noble race, 

Who pour thesr bounty on her, and her gain 

She gives the curfed Bawd. Leave we her place, 
end to her Father turn ovr thoughts again, 
Where we lefe.him at Sea, tumbled and toft, 

And driven before the wind, hess arriv’d 

Here where bis Daughter dwells,and on this Coaft, 
Suppofe him now at Anchor: the City firiv’d 

God Neptune’s annual feaft to keep, from whence 
Lyfimachns our Tyrian ship efpies, 

Fis banners fable, srim’d with rich expence, 

And to him in his Barge with fervour byes, 

In your fuppofing, once more put your fight 

On heavy Pericles, think thishis Bark, 

Where what ts done in attton (more of might 

Shall be difcovered) pleafe you fit and hark, LExit, 
Enter Hellicanus, to bim two Saylors. 


1. Sayl. Where isthe Lord Hellicanus? he can refolve 
you. O here heis, Sir, there is a Barge put off from Ave 
taline, and in itis Lyfimachus the Governor, who craves to 
come aboard, what is your will? 

Hell, That he have his, call up fome Gentlemen. 

2. Sayl. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls, 


Enter two or three Gentlemen, 


Hell, Gentlemen, there is fome of worth would come 
aboard, I pray thee greet chem fairly. 


Enter Lyfimachus. 


1, Sayl. Sir,this is the man that can in ought you would, 
tefolve you. 

Lyf. Hail, reverent Sir, the gods preferve you. 

Feli. And you to out-live the Age I am, and dieas l 
would do. 

Lyf. You with me well; being on fhore, honouring of 
Neptune’s triamphs, feeing this goodly veffel ride before us, 
l made toit, to know of whence you ate. 

Hell. Firlt, what is your place ? 

Lyfi. 1am the Governor of this place you lie before. 

Hell. Sit,our veffel’s of Tyre, in itthe King, aman,who 
for this three months hath not fpoken to any one,nor taken 
fuftenance, but to prolong his grief. 

Lyf. Upon what ground is his diftemperance ?. 

Hell, It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main 
p {prings fromthe lofs of a beloved Daughter, and a 
wife. 

Lyf. May we not fee him? 

Hell. You may, but boorlels is your fight, he will not 
fpeak to any. 

Lyf, Let me obtain my wih. 

Hell. Behold him, this was a goodly perfon, till the dif- 
after that one mortal wight drove him to this. 

Lyfi. Sir King, all hail, the gods preferve you, hail, 

Royal Sir. 

Hell. Itisin vain, he will not {peak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Metaline, 1 durft wager 
would win fome words from him. 

Lyfi. °Tis well bethought, fhe queftionlefs with her 
{weet harmony,and other chofen attractions, would allure 
and makca battery through his defended parts,which now 
are mid way ftope,fhe is all bappy, as the faireft of all, and 
ber fellow maids, now upon the levie thelter that abutts 
again{t the Ifland fide. 

Hell. Sure all effe€tlefs, yet nothing wee’! omit that 
bears recoveries name. But fince your kindnefs we have 


ftretcht thus far, Jet us befeech you, that for our gold we 
may 


á ; 


Pericles Prince o f Tyre. 





may have provifion, wherein we are not deftitutė for want, 
but weary for the ftalenefs. 

Lyf. O, Sir, a courtefie, which if we fhould deny,the moft 
juft God for every graff would fend a Caterpillar, and fo 
infli€t our Province: yet once more let me entreat to know 
at large the caufe of your Kings forrow. 

Hell. Sir, Sir, L will recount it to you ; but fee, I am 
prevented, 


Enter Marina, 


Lyf. O here’s the Lady that I fent for. 
VVelcom, fair one: Is’t not a goodly prefent ? 

Hell. She’s a gallant Lady. 

Lyf. She’s fuch a one, that were J well affur'd, 
Came of a gentlekind and noble ftock, 

Pd with no better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Faic and all goodnefs that confilts in beauty, 

Expect even here, where isa kingly patient, 

if chat thy profperous and artificial fate 

Can draw him but to anfwer thee in ought, 

Thy facred Phyfick fhall receive fuch pay, 

As thy defires can with. ; 

Mar. Sic, I will ufe my uttermoft skillin his recovery, 
provided that none but I and my companion maid be fuf- 
fered tocome near him. 

Lyf. Come, let ns leave her, and the gods make her 
prolperous. [ The Song. 

Lyf. Markt he your Mufick : 

Mar. No, nor lookt on us. 

Lyf. See, the will fpeak to him. 

Mar. Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha. 

e Mar. Lama maid, my Lord, that nere before invited 
eyes, but have been gazed on like aComet: fhe fpeaks, my 
Lord, that may be, hath endured a grief might equal yours, 
if both were juftly weighed, though wayward fortune did 
maligne my ftace, my derivation was from anceftors who 
ftood equivalent wich mighty Kings, but time hath rooted 
out my parentage,and tothe world and aukward cafualties, 
bound me in fervitude, I will defit, but there is fome- 
thing glows upon my cheek, and whifpers in mine ear, 
Go not till he Speak. 

Per. My fortunes, parentage, good parentage to equal 
mine: wasit not thus, what fay you? 

Mar. \ faid, my Lord, if you did know my parentage, 
you would not do me violence. 

Per. 1 do think fo, pray you turn your Eyes upon me, 
y’are like fome-thing that, what Countrey-women hear of 
thefe hews? 

Mar. No, nor ofany fhews, yet I was mortally broughe 
forth, andam no other than I appear. 

Per. | am great with woe, and fhall deliver weeping : 
my deareft wife was like this maid , and fuch a one my 
Daughter might have been: my Queens fquare brows, her 
ftature to an Inch, as wand-like ftraight,as Silver voyc’d, 
her Eyes as Jewel like, and caft as richly, 10 pace another 
Juno. VVho ftarves the cars fhe feeds, and makes them 
hungry, the more fhe gives them fpeech; where doyou 

ive ? 

Mar. VVherelam but a ftranger , from the deck yau 
may difcern the place. 

Per. VVhere were you bred? And how atchiev’d 
you thefe endowments which you make more rich to 
owe ? 

Afar, If I fhould tell my hiftory, it would {eem like lies 
difdain’d in the reporting. 

Per, Prithee fpeak, falfenefs cannot come from thee, 
for chou lookelt modeft as Fuffice, and thou feem’ft a Pallas 
for the crowned truth to dwellin, I will believe thee, and 
make my fenfes credit thy relation, to points that fcem 
impoflible, for thou look’it like onc f loved indeed, what 
were thy Friends? Did’ft thou not ftay when I did puth 
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thee back: which was when I perceived thee that chow 
cam’lt from good defeent, 

Mar. So indeed | did. 

Per, Report thy parentage, | think thou faid’ft thon 
had’ft been toft from wrong to iojury , and that thou 
thought’ thy griefs might equal mine, if both were 
opened. 

eMar, Some fuch thing ! faid , and faid no more, but 
what my thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per, Tell thy ftory, if thine confidered prove the 
thoufand partof my endurance, thou art a man, and | 
lave fuffered like a girle, yet thou do’ft look like patience, 
gazing on Kings graves, and {miling extremity out of 
act, what were thy Friends? how left thou thy neme, 
my moft kind virgin ? recount I do befeech thee, Come 
fit by mes 

eMur. My name is e Marina. 

Per. Oh I am mockt,and thou by fome incenfed god fent 
hither to makethe world to laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good Sir, or here I’le ceafe. 

Per, Nay Ple be patient, thou little kaow'ft how thou 
docft ftartle me to call thy felf eMarina. 

Mar. The name was given me by one that had fome 
power, my Father and a King. 

Per. How, a Kings Daughter, and cald Adarina ? 

Mar. Yon faid you would believe me, butnottobe a 
trouble of your peace, | will end here. 

Per, But are youFlefh and Blood ? 

Have you a working pulfe, and areno Fairy ? 
Motion? well,fpeak on, where were you born ? 
And wherefore call’d eBfarina ? 

Mar. Calld Marina, for | was born at Sea. 

Per, AtSea? who was thy Mother ? 

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who 
died the minute I was born, as my good Nurfe Lycherids 
hath oft delivered weeping. 

Per. O {top therc a lietie, this is therareft Dream 
Thatere dull fleep did mock fad Fools withal, 

This cannot be my Daughter 5 buried! well, where were 
you bred ? Ple hear you more to the bottom of your ftory 
and never interrupt you. 

Mar. You fcorn, believe me ’twere beft I did give ore. 

Per. I will believe you by the fyllable of what you fhall 
deliver, yetgive meleave, howcame you inthefe parts ? 
where were you bred ? 

Mar, The King my Father did in Tharfus leave me. 
Till cruel Cleon with his wicked Wife, 

Did feek to murther me: and having wooed a Villain 

To attempt it, who having drawn to do't, 

A crew of Pyrats came and refcued me, 

Brought me to eAfertaline. 

But,good fir, whither will you have me ? why do you weep? 
It may be you think me animpoftor, no, good faith. I am 
the daughter to King Pericles, if good King Pericles be. 

Per. Hoe, Helhcanus ? 

Hell. Calls my Lord? 

Per. Thou arta grave and noble Counfellor, 

Moft wife in general, tell meif chou can’ft , what this 
maid is, 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep ? 

Hell. | know not,buc here’s the Regent, Sir.of Afctabne, 
fpeaks nobly of her. 

Lyf. She never would tell her parentage. 

Being demanded that, fhe would fic {till and weep. 

Per. Oh Hellicanes, ftrike me, honoured, Sir, give me 
a gafh, pnt me to prefent pain, left this great Sea-of 
joyes rufhing upon me, ore-beac the fhores of my mor. 
ae , and drown me with their fweetnels: Oh come 
hither. 

Thou that beget’ft him that did thee beget, 

Thou that waft born at Sea, buried at Tharfur, 
And found at Sea again: O Heliicanas, 

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As Thunder threatens u$; This is Marina. 
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What was thy Mothers name? tell me bne that, 
For truth can never be confirm’d enough, 
Though doubts did ever flecp. 

eMar. Firft, Sir, | pray what is your Title? 

Per. Lam Pericles of Tyre, but tell me now my 
Drown’d Queens name, as in the reft you faid, 

Thou haft been god like perfect, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like to Pericles thy Father. 

Mar. 1s it not more to be your Daughter, than to fay, 
my Mothers name is Thaifa? Thaifa was my Mother, who 
did end the minute I began. 

Per. Now blefling on thee, rife, thou art my Child. 
Give me frefh Garments, mine own Hellicanus, fhe 1s 
not dead at Tharfus, as fhe fhoald have been by favage 
Cleon, fhe fhall tell thee all, when thou fhalt kneel, and 
juftifie in knowledge, fhe is thy very Princefs,; who is 
this ? 

Hell, Sir, tis the Governour of Metaline , who hear- 
ing of your melancholy, did come to fee you. 

- Der, | embrace you; give me my Robes, 

lam wild in my beholding. Oh Heaven blefs my Girl, 
But hark, what Muficks this, Hellicanus ? my Marina, 
Tell him ore point by point, for yet he feems to doat, 
How fure you are my Daughter ; but where’s this mufick ? 

Hell. My Lord, | hear none. | 

Per. None? the mufick of the fphears, lift, my Marina. 

Lyf. It is not good to crofs him, give him way. 

Per. Rareft founds, do ye not hear ? 

Lyf. Mufick, my Lord, ! hear. 

Per. Moft Heavenly Mufick, 

It nips me unto liftning, and chick flumber 
Hangs upon mine Eyes, let me reb, 

Lyf. A Pillow for his Head, fo leave him all. 

Well my Companion Friends, if this but anfwer to my 
juft belief, Pil well remember you. 









Attus Quintus. 


Diana. 


Diana. Y Temple ftands in Ephefw 
M Hie thee thither, and do upon mine Altar 


Sacrifice. There when my Maiden Priefts are met toge- 
ther, before all the people reveal how thou at Sea did’ft 
lofe thy Wife, to mourn thy Crofles with thy Daughters 
call, and give them repetition to the like: or perform my 
bidding, or thou liveftin woe: do’t, and happy by my 
Silver Bow ; awake and tell chy Dream. 

Per. Celeftial Dian, Goddefs Argentine, 

Iwill obey thee: Aleliscanus. 

Per. My purpofe was for Tharfus, there to {trike 
The inhofpitable Cleon, but | am for other fervice firft, 
Toward Ephefus turn our blown Sails, | 
Eftfoons I'll tefl why, fhall we refrefh us, Sir, upon your 
fhore, and give you’gold for fuch proviffon as our intents 
will need. 

Lyf. Sir, with all my heart, and when you come afhore, 
Ihave another fleight. 

Per. You fhall prevail, were it to woe my Daughter, 
for it feems you'have been noble towards her, 

Lyf. Sir, lend me your Arm, 

Per. Come, my Marina, LExeunt. 
Enter Gower. 


Now our fands are almoft run, 

More alittle, and then dun, 

This my la boon give me, 

For fuch kindnefs muft relieve me: 

That you aptly will fuppofe, 

What pageantry, what feats, what hows. 
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What Minftrelfie, what pretty din, 

The Regent made in Metalin, 

To greet the King 5 fo he thrived, 

That be is promsfed to be Wived 

To fair Marina, but in no wife, 

Till he had done his facrifite, 

es Dian bad, whereto being bound, 

The interim pray, you all confound, 

In fether'd briefnefs fasls are fill'd, 

And wifes fall ont as their will’d. 

eft Ephefus she Temple fee, 

Our King, and all his Company. 

That be can hither come fo foon, 

Is by your fancies thankful doom. [Exit 

Emer Pericles, Lyfimachus, Hellicanus, 
Marina, and others. 


Per. Hail Dian, to perform thy juft command, 

lhere confefs my felf the King of Tyre. 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed at Pent apolis 
the fair Thazfs, at Sea in Childbed died fhe, but brovght 
forth a Maid Child called Marina, who, O Goddefs , 
wears yet thy filver Livery, fhe at Tharfus was nurft with 
Cleon, who at fourteen years he fought to murder, but 
her better ftars bronght her to Aferaline, ’gainft whofe 
fhore riding, her fortunes brought the Maid aboard to us, 
where by her own moft clear remembrance, fhe made 
known her felf my Daughter. 

Tha. Voice and Favour, youare, you are, O Royal 
Pericles. i 

Per. What means the Woman? fhe dies, help, Gen 
tlemen. 

Cer. Sivpif 
your Wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer, no, I threw her over-board 
with thefe very Arms. 

Cer. Upon this Coaft, I warrant you. 

Per, ’Tis moft certain. 

_ Cer. Look to the Lady ; O fhe’s but overjoy’d. 

Early in bluft’ring morn, this Lady was thrown upon this 
fhore. I opened the Coffin, found thefe rich Jewels, re- 
covered her, and placed her here in Dsana’s Temple, 

Per, May we fee them? 

Cer. Great Sir, they fhall be brought you to my Houfe, 
whither I invite you, look, Thasfa is recovered. 

Tha. O letme look if he be none of mine, my fanctity 
will to my fence bend no licentious Ear, but curb it {pight 
of feeing: O my Lord, are you not Pericles ? like him 
you fpeak, like him you are: did you not name a Tem- 
pelt, a Birth, and Death ? 

Per. The Voice of dead Thais/a. 

Tha. That Thaifaam 1, fuppofed dead ard drown’d. 

Per. Immortal Dian ! 

Tha. Now | know you better, when we with tears 
iy Pentapolis, the King, my Father, gave you fuch a 

ing. 

Per. This, this, no more, you gods, your prefent 
kindnefs makes my pat miferies fport, you Mall do 
well, that on the touching of ber Lips 1 may melt, and |- 
no more be feen, O come, be buried a fecond time with. 
in thefe Arms. \ 

eMar. My heart leaps to be gone into my Mothers 
Bofome. 

Per, Look who kneels here, fiefh of thy flefh, Thaifa, 
thy burden at the Sea, and call’d Marina, for he was 
yielded there. 

Tha. Bleft, and mine own. 

Hell. Hail, Madam, and my Queen. 

Tha. I know you not. 

Per. Yon have heard me fay when I did fly from Tyre, 
I left behind an ancient fubftitute , can you remember 
what I call’d the man, 1 have nam’d him oft. 

Tha. Twas Hellicanus then. 


you have told Diana’s Altar true, this is 


Per. 
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Per, Still confirmation, embrace him dear Thaifa, this | Kingdom fpend our following dayes ; our Son and Daugh 
ishe, now dol long to hear how you were found? how | ter hhall in Tyrus reign, 


poffioly preferved ? and whoto thank (befidesthe gods) 
tor this great miracle ? 

Tha. Lord Cerimon, my Lord, this man through 
whom the gods have thewn their power, that can from 
firit to laft refolve you. 

Per, Reverend Sir, the gods can have no mortal Offi- 
cer more like a god cnan you, will you deliver how this 
dead Queen re-lives ? 

Cer. (will, my Lord, befeech you firit go with me un- 
to my Houfe, where hall be fhewn you all was found with 
her; how fhe came plac’d here in the Temple, no nced- 
ful ching omitted. 

Per. Pure Dian bicfs thee for thy Vifion, I will 
offer uight oblations to thee, Thaifa, this Prince, the 
fair betrothed of your Daughter, fhall marry at Per- 
tapols, and now this Orpament that makes me look 
difmal, will { clip to form, and what this fourteen 
Years no Razor toucht, to grace thy marriage day, I'll 
beautify. 

Tha. Lord Cerimon hath Letters of good credit, Sir, 
my Father’s dead. 

Per. Heavens make a Star of him, yet here,my Queen, 
well celebrate their Nuptials, and our felves will in that 


Lord Cerimon, we do our longing flay, 
To hear the reft untold, Sir, lead’s the way. 


CExeunt omnes. 
Enter Gower. 


In Aotiochus and bu Daughter, you have heard 
Of monfl rows Infi. the due and ah reward : 
In Pericles bss Queen and Daughter feen, 
Although affald with Fortunes fierce and keen, 
Vertue preferred from fell deflruttions blaft, 
Led on by Heaven, and crown'd with soy at laff. 
In Hellicanus may you well defery, 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 
Jn reverend Cerimon there well appears, 
The worth that learned charity aye wears, ` 
For wicked Cleon and bis Wife, when Fame 
Had fpread their curfed deed, and honour’d name 
Of Pericles, to rage the City turn, 
That bim and his, they in bis Palace burn: 
The gods for murder feemed fo content, 
To punifh, although not done, but meant, 
Soon your patiences ever more attending, 


New joy wait on you, here our Play hath ending. 


FHE 
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Delia Sheriff and f | j 
Daffdill A Citizen and bis Wife. 
| A tichoale {Servants to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. Drin. 





The Scene London. 


Nay by my Faith, I hold this rather a Vertue than a Vice. 


Enter old Flowerdale and his Brother. Well, I pray proceed. 
Unc. He is a mighty Brawler, and comes commonly 
Fath. Rother, from Venice, being thus difguis’d, | by the worft. 
I come to prove the humours of my Son:} Fath. By my Faith this is none of the worft neither, for 
How hath he born himfelf fince my depar- | if he brawland be beaten for it, it will in time make him 
ture, fhun it: For what brings a man or child, more to ver- 
| { leaving you his Patron and his Guide? tue than correction ? What reigns over him elfe ? 

Unc. ltaith, Brother, fo, as yon will grieve to hear, | Unc. He is a great Drinker, aod one that will forget 

And | almoft afham’d toreport it. himfelf. i 
Fath. Why how is’t, Brother? What doth he fpend | Fath. O bet of all, Vice hould be forgotten : let him 
Beyond the allowance l left him ? drink on, fo he drink not Churches. Nay and this be the 


Unc. How ! beyond that? and far more : why, your | worft, 1 hold it rather happinefs in him, than any ini- 
exhibition is nothing, he hath fpent that, and fince hath | quity. Hath heany more attendants? 
borrowed, protefted with Oaths, alledged Kindred to} Une. Brother, he isone that will borrow of any man, 
wring money from me, by the love Ibore his Father, by | Fath, Why you fee fo doth the Sca, it borrows of all 
the Fortunes might fall upon himfelf, to furnifh his wants: } the {mall Currents ia the World to encreafe himfelf. 
that done, f have had fince, his Bond, his Friend and | ne. 1, but the Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
Friends Bond, although 1 know that he {pends is yours ; | your Son. 
yet it grieves me to fee the unbridled wildnefs that reigns | Fath. No more would the Sea neither, if it were as 
over him. dry as my Son. 
Fath. Brother, what isthe manner of his life? how| ze. Then, Brother, I fee you rather like thefe Vices 
is the name of his offences? if they do not rellifh altoge- | in your Son, than any way condemn them. 
ther of damnation, his youth may priviledge his wan- | Fath, Nay miftake me not, Brother, for though I flur 
tonnefs: I my felfran an unbridled courfe till thirty, nay | them over now, as things flight and nothing, his crimes 
almoft till forty; well,-you fee how lam: for Vice once | being in the Bud, it would gall my heart, they fhould 
looked into with the Eyes of difctetion, and well ballan- | ever reign in him. 
ced with the weights a reafon, the courfe paft, feemsfo} Flow. Ho ? who’s within ho? 
abominable, that the Landlord of himfelf, which is the (Flowerdale knocks within. 
heart of his Body, will rather intomb himfelf inthe{ Unc. That’s your Son, he is come to borrow more 
Earth, or feek a new Tenant toremain in him, which | money. 
once fetled , how much better arc they that in their {| Fath. For God’s fake give it out lam dead, 
Youth have known all thefe Vices, and left it, than thofe | See how he'll take it. 
that knew little, and in their Age run into it? Believe | Say I have brought you news from his Father. 
me, Brother, they that die moft Vertuous, have in their | | have here drawn a formal Will, as it were from my felf, 
youth lived moft Vicious, and none knows the danger | Which PI deliver him. 
of tie fire more than he that falls intoit: But fay, how| Une. Goto, Brother, no more: Iwill. 
is the courfe of his Life ? Iet’s hear his particulars. Flow. Uncle, where are you, Uncle? Lwithin. 
Unc. Why Pil tell you, Brother, he is a continual | Unc. Let my Coufin in there. ° 
Swearer, and a breaker of his Oaths, which is bad. Fath. Iam a Saylor come from Venice, and my name is 
Fath. | grant indeed to {wear is bad, but not in keep- | Chriffopher. 
ing thofe Oaths is betcer : for who will fet bya bad thing? Exter 
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Enter Flowerdale. 


Flow. By the Lord, in truth, Uncle, 

Unc. In truth would a ferv’d, Coufin, without the 
Lord. 

Flow. By your leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of 
truth. A couple of Rafcals at the Gate, fet upon me 
for my Purfe. i 

Unc. You never come, but you bring a brawl in your 
mouth. 

Flow. By my truth, Uncle, you muft needs lend me 
ten pound. 

Unc. Give my Coufin fome {mall Beer here. 

Flow. Nay look you, you turnit to a jeft now, by this 
light, I hould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
Spurcock, | fhould have his Daughter Luce, and for Scarvy 
ten pound, aman fhall lofe nine hundred threefcore and 
odd pounds , and a daily Friend befide, by this hand, 
Uncle, *tis true. 

Unc. Why, any thing is true for ought I knoow. 

Flow. To fee now: why you hall have my Bond, Uncle, 
or Tom Whites, James Brocks : or Nick Halls, as good Ra- 
picr and Dagger men, as any be in England; let’s be 
damn’d if we do not pay you, the worft of us all will not 
damn our felves for ten pound. A Pox of ten pound. 

Unc, Coufin, this is not the firft time L have believ'd 

ou. 

Flow. Why truft me now, you know not what may 
fall: (fone thing were bur true, I would not greatly care, 
I fhould not need ten pound, but when a man cannot be 
believ’d, there’s it. 

Une. Why what is it, Coufin ? 

Flow, Marry this, Uncle, can you tell mc if the Katern 
Hue be come home or no? 

Unc, | marry is’t. 

Flow. By God | thank you for that news. 

What is’tin the Pool can you tell ? 

Unc. It is; what of that? 

Flow. What? why then 1 have fix pteces of Velvet 
fent me, PII give you apiece, Uncle: for thus faid the 
Letter , a picce of: Afh-colour, a three.pil’d black , a 
colour’d, deroy, aCrimfon, a fad Green, and a Purple : 
yes faith. = 

Unc. From whom fhould you receive this ? 

Flow. From who? why from my Father? with com- 
mendations to you, Uncle, and thus he writes: I know, 
faith he, thou haft much troubled thy kind Uncle, whom 
God willing at my return I will fee amply fatisfied ; Am. 
ply, [remember was the very word; fo God help me. 

Une. Have you the Letter here? 

Flow. Yes, Ihave the Letter here, here is the Letter : 
no, yes, no, let me fee, what Breeches wore | on Sarar- 
day: let me fee, a Twefday, my Calymanka, a $Vednefday, 
my Peach-colour Sattin, a Thurfday my Vellure, a Friday 
my Calymanka again, a Saturday, let me fee, a Saturday, 
for in thofe Breeches I wore a Saturday is the Letter: O 
my riding Breeches, Uncle, thofe that you thought had 
been Velvet, in thofe very Breeches is the Letter. 

Onc. When fhould it be dated ? 

Flow, Marry Didyfimo terfios Septembris, DO, DO, tridif- 
fimo tertios Offobris, 1 Oebris, fo it is. 

Uns. ‘Dieditimo rerfios Offobris: and here receive I a 
Letter that your Father died in Fare: how fay you, 
Keffer? 

Fath, Yestruly, Sir, your Father is dead, thefe hands 
of mine holp to winde him. 

Flow. Dead ? 

Fath, 1, Sir, dead. 

Flow. ’Shloud, how fhould my Father come dead ? 

Fath, Vfaith Sir, according to the old Proverb, 

The Child was born, and cryed, became man, 
After fell fick, and died. 
Unc, Nay, Coufin, do not take it fo heavily. 


Flow. Nay { cannot weep you extempory, marry fome 
two or three days hence, [fhall weep without any ftint 
ance. But I hope he died in good memory. 

Fath, Very well, Sir, and fet down every thing in 
good order, and the Katherine and Hue you talkr of, | 
came over in; and! fawall the Bills of Lading, and the 
Velver that you talke of, there is no fuch aboard. 

Flow. By God | affure you, then there is Knavery 
abroad. 

Fath, Vil be {worn of that: there’s Knavery abroad, 
although there were never a piece of Velvet in Venice. 

Flow. \ hope he died in good Efiate. 

Fath Tothe report of the World hedid, and made his 
Will, of which | aman unworthy bearer, 

Flow, His Will, have you his Will? 

Fath. Yes, Sir, and in the prefence of your Uncle, | 
was willed to deliver it. 

Unc. 1 hope, Coulin, now God hath bleffed you with 
wealth, you will not be unmindful of me. 

Flow. (11 do reafon, Uncle; yet i'faith I take the de- 
nia! of this ten pound very hardly 

Unc, Nay, | deny’d you not. 

Flow, By God you deny’d me direétly. 

Une. VIl be judg’d by this good-fellow. 

Fath. Not directly, Sir. 

Flow. Why he faid he would lend me none, and that 
had wont to be a direct denial, if the old phrafe hold - 
Well, Uncle, come we'll fallto the Legacies, In the 
name of God, Amen. 

Jtem, | bequeath to my Brother Flowerdale, three hun. 
dred pounds, to pay fuch trivial Debts as I owe in 
Londen. 

Item, To my Son eAfar. Flowerdale , 1 bequeath two 
Bail of falfe Dice, Videlicet , high men and low men, 
fullomes, ftop cater traies, and other bones of function. 

Flow. ’Sbloud what doth he mean by this ? 

Unc, Proceed, Coufin. 

Flow. Thefe Precepts I leave him, let him borrow of 
his Oath, for of his word no body willtruft him. Let 
him by no means marry an honeft Woman, for the other 
will keep her felf. Let him fteal as much as hecan, that 
a guilty Confeience may bring him to his defticate repen- 
tance, I think he meanshanging. Andthis were his laft 
Will and Teftament, the Devil ftood laughing at his beds 
feet while he made it. ’Sbloud, what doth he think to 
fop of his Pofterity with Paradoxes. 

Fath, This he made, Sir, with his own hands. 

Flow. 1, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have this 
ten pound, imagine you have loft it, or rob’d of it, or 
mifteckon’d your felf fo much + any way to make it come 
eafily off, good Uncle. 

Unc. Nota penny. 

Fath, Pfaith lend it him, Sir, I my felf have an Eftate 
in the City worth twenty pound, all that I'll ingege for 
him, he faith ic concerns lim in a Marriage. 

Flow. I marry doth it, this is a Fellow of fome fenfe, 
this: come, good Uncle. 

Une. Will you give yonr word for it, Refter? 

Fath. 1 will, Sir, willingly. 

Unc. Well, Coufio, come to me fome hour hence, you 
fhall have it ready. 

Flow. Shall 1 not fail ? 

Une. You fhall noc, come or fend. 

Flow, Nay Pll come my felf, 

Fath. By my troth, would | were your worfhips man. 

Flow. What ? would’ft thou ferve ? 

Fath, Very willingly, Sir. 

Flow. Why PI tell thee what thou halt do, thou 
fait thou haft twenty pound, go into Burchin- Lane, 
put thy felf into Cloaths, chou fhalt ride with me to 
Croyden Fair. 

Fath. Ithank you, Sir, 1 willatcend you. 

Flew. Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an hour hence. 

Unc. I will not, Coufin, 

Flow. 
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Flow, What’sthy name, Keffer ? 
Fath. 1, Sir. 
Flow. Well, provide thy felf: Uncle, farewel till anon. 
TEx Flowerdale. 
Unc. Brother, how do you like your Son? 
Fath. faith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 
Or asa Hawk, that never ftoop’d to lure : 
The one muft be tamed with an Iron bit, 
The other muft be warch’d, or {till fhe is wild, 
Such is my Son, a while let him be fo; 
For counfel ftill is follies deadly Foe. 
PLH ferve his youth, for youth muft have his courfe, 
For being reftrain’d, ic makes him ten times worle : 
His pride, his riot, all chat may be nam’d, 
Time may recal, and ail his madnefs tam’d. 





Enter Sir Lancelot, Master Weathercock, Dafhdill, 
Artichoak, Luce, and Frank. 


Lanc. Sittah Artichoak, get you home before, 
And as you proved your felf a Calf in buying, 
Drive home your fellow Calves that you have bought. 
crt. Yes forfooth, thall not my Fellow Daffidill go 
along with me. 
Lanc. No, Sir, no, I muft have one to wait on me. 
Art. Daffidill, farewell, good fellow Daffidill, 
You may fee, Miftrefs, lam fet up by the halves, 
Inftead of waiting on you,! am fent tọ drive home Calves. 

Lanc. Vfaith Frank, { muft turn away this Daffidill, 
He’s growna very foolifh fawcy Fellow. 

Fran. Indeed-law, Father, he was fo finceI had him: 
Before he was wife enough fora foolith Serving-man. 

Wea. But what fay youto me, Sir Lancelot ? 

Lanc. O, about my Daughters, well, I will go forward, 
Here’s two of them, God favethem: butthe third, 

O fhe’s a {tranger in her courfe of life, 
She hath refufed you, Mafter Weathercock, 

Wea. | by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that he hath, but 
had fhe try’d me, fhe fhould have found a man of me in- 
deed. 

Lan, Nay be not angry, Sir, at her denial, the hath 
refus’d feven of the worthipfull tt and worthieft Houte- 
Keepers this day in Kent: Indeed fhe will not marry | 
fuppofe. 

Wea. The more Fool fhe. 

Lanc. What is it folly to love Charity ? 

Wea. No, miftake me not, Sir Lancelot, 

But "tis an old Proverb, and you know it well, 
That Women dying Maids, lead Apes in Hell. 

Lanc. That’s a foolifh Proverb and a falfe. 

Wea. By the Mafs, Ithink it be, and therefore let it go: 
But who hall marry with Miftrefs Frances ? 
omer By my troth they are talking of marrying me, 
Sifter 

Luce, Peace, let them talk : 

Fools may have leave to prattle as they walk. 
Daf. Senteffes ftill, fweet Miftrefs, 

You bave a Wit, and it were your Alablafter. 
Luce. V faith and thy tongue trips trench-more. 
Lanc. No of my Knighthood, not a futer yet : 

Alas God l:elp her, filly Girl, a Fool, a very Fool : 

Bur there’s the other black. brows a fhrew’d Girl, 

She hath wit at will, and futers two or three : 

Sit Arthur Greenfheld one, a gallant Knight, 

A valiant Souldier, but his power but poor. 

Then there’s young Olver, the Devonfhire Lad, 

A wary Fellow, marry full of wit, 

And rich by the Rood, but there’sa third allair, 

Light as a Feather, changing as the wind ; 

Young Flowerdale, 

Wea. O he, Sir, he’s a defperate Dick indeed. 
Bar him your ‘Houte. 

Lanc. Fie, not fo, he’s of good Parentage. 

Wea, By my fay and fo he i is, and a proper man. 
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Lanc. | proper enough, had he good qualities. 
Wea. | marry, there’s the point, Sir Lancelot - 
For there’s an old faying, 
Be he rich, or be he poor, 
Be he high, or be he low : 
Be he born in Barn or Hall, 
Tis manners makes the man and all. 
Lanc. You are in the right, Mafter Weathercocke 


Enter Monfieur Civet. 


Civet, Soul, I think I am fure croffed, or witcht with 
an Owl, I have haunted them, Ino after Inn, Booth after 
Booth, yet cannot find them ; ha, yonder they are, that’s 
fhe, I hope to God ’tis fhe, nay I know °tis the now, for 
fhe treads her Shoe a lictle awry. 

Lanc. Where is thisInn? we are paft it, Daffidill. 

Daff. The good fign is here, Sir, but the black Gate is 
before. 

Civet. Save you, Sir, I pray may f borrow a piece of 
a word with you ? 

Daff. No pieces, Sir. 

Civ, Why then che whole. 

[ pray, Sir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be ? 

Daff. They may be Ladies, Sir, if the deftinies and 
mortality work. 

Civ. What’s her name, Sir. 

Daff. Miftrefs Frances Spurceck, Sit Lancelot Spurcock’s 
Daughter, 

Csv. Is fhea Maid, Sic ? 

Daf. You may ask Pluto, and Dame Proferpine that : 
[ would be loth to be rideld, Sir. 

Crv. Is fhe married I mean, Sir ? 

Daff. The Fates know not yet what Shoe-maker hall 
make her Wedding Shoes. 

Civ. | pray where Inn you Sir? I would be very glad 
to beftow the Wine of that Gentlewoman, 

Daf. At the George, Sir, 

Civ. God fave yon, Sir. 

Daff. 1 pray your Name, Sir ? 

Civ. My Name is Mafter Civet, Sir. 

Daf. A fweet Name, God be with you, good Mafter 
Civet. Exit Civet. 

Lanc. A, have we fpi’d you ftout St. George ? 

For all your Dragon, you had beft fell’s good Wine : 
That needs no Ivy-bufh: well, we'll not fit by it, 
As you do on your Horfe, this room fhall ferve : 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us old men: 
For thefe Girls and Knaves fmal! V Vines are beft. 
A Pint of Sack, no more. 
Draw. A Quart of Sack in the three Tuns, 
Lanc. A Pint, draw but a Pint, Daffidill, 
Call for V Vine to make your felves ‘drink. 

Fran. And a Cup of {mall Beer, and 2 Cake, good 

Daffidill. 


Enter young Flowerdale. 


Flow. How now, fie, fitin the open Room, now good 
Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend, worfhipful Matter 
Weathercock, VVhat at your Pint, a Quart for fhame. 

Lane. Nay Royfter, by your leave we will away. 

Flow. Come, give’s fome Mufick, we’ll go Dance, 

Be gone, Sir Lancelot, what, and faii day too? 

Lanc. Twere foully done, to dance within the Fair. 

Flow, Nay if you fay fo, faireft of all Fairs, then Pll 
not dance, a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath fpoil’d me a 
Peach.colour Sattin Sute, cut upon Cloth of Silver, but 
if ever the Rafcal ferve me fuch another trick, Pil give 
him leave, ifaith, to put me in the Calender of Fools, 
and you, and you, "Sir Lancelot, and Matter Weathercock, 
my Gold{mith too on t’other fide, ! befpokethee, Luce, 
a Carkenet of gold, and thought thou fhould’ft a had 
ic for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in eee 

or 
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for Orient Pearl: but thou fhale have it by Sunday 
Night, VVench. 


Enter the Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, here is one that hath fent you a Pottle of 
Rhenifh Wine, brewed with Rofe-Water. 

Flow. To me? 

Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight ; and defires his more 
acquaintance, 

Lanc, Tome? what’s he that proves fo kind ? 

Daf. Vhave a trick to know his naine, Sir, he hath 
a months mind here to Miltrefs Frances, his name is Ma- 
fter Céver, 

Lanc. Call him in, Dafidll, 

Flow. O, I know him, Sir, heisa Fool, but reafonable 
rich, his Father was one of thefe Leafe-mongers, thefe 
Corn-mongers, thefe Money-mongers, but he never had 
the wit tobe a Whore-monger. 


_ Enter —Hafter Civet. 


Lanc. | promife you, Sir, you are at too much charge. 

Civ. The charge is fmall charge, Sir, I thank God my 
Father left me wherewithal, if it pleafe you, Sir, I have 
a great mind to this Gentlewoman here, in the way of 
Marriage. 

Lanc. I thank you, Sir: pleafe you to come to Lew- 
fome, to my poor Houfe, you fhall be kindly welcome: | 
knew your Father, he wasa wary Husband : to pay here, 
Drawer. 

Draw. Allis paid, Sir: this Gentleman hath paid all. 

Lanc. Paith you do us wrong, 

Buc we fhall live to make amends ere long : 
Matter Fiowerdale, is that your Man ? 
Flow. Yes Faith, a good old Knave. 
Lanc. Nay then I think you will turn wife, 
Now you take fuch a Servant: 
Come, you'll ride with us to Lewfome, let’s away, 
Tis fcarce two hours to the end of day. Exen. 


Enter Sir Arthur Greenfhood, Oliver, Lieu- 
tenant and Souldiers. 


Arth. Lieutenant, lead your Souldiers to the Ships, 
There let them have their Coats, at their arrival 
They fhal! have pay: farewel, look to your charge. 

Soul. 1, wc arc now fent away, and cannot fo much as 
{peak with our Friends. 

Oli. No man what ere yon ufed a zutch a fafhion, thick 
you cannot take your leave of your vreens. 

Irth Fellow, no more, Lieutenant lead them off 

Sonal, Well, if | have not my pay and my Cloatlis, 

Mil venture a running away, though | hang for’t. 

Arth, Away firrah, charm your tongue. 

LExeune Souldiets. 

Oli. Bin you a preffer, Sir? 

«Arth. lam a Commander, Sir, under the King. 

Ol, Sfoot man, and you be nere zatch a Commander, 
a a {poke with my vreens before I chid a gone, fo 
fhad. 

e4rth. Content your felf man. my Authority will 
{tretch to prefs fo good a man as yoo. 

Oli, Prefs me ? I devy, prefs Scoundrels, and thy 
Meffels : prefs me, chee fcorns thee i’faith : For feelt thee, 
oat a worfhipful Knight knows, cham not to be prefled 

y thee. 


Enter Siz Lancelot, Weathercock, young Flowerdale , old 
Flowerdale, Luce, Frank. 


Lanc. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewfome , welcome by 
my troth, What’s the matter man, why are you vext ? 


2I5 


Ol:. Why man he would prefs me. 

Lanc. O fie, Sir Arthur, prefs him? 
He is a man of reckoning. 

Wea. (that he is, Sir e4rthur, he hath the nobles, 
The golden ruddocks he. 

Arih. The fitter for the Wars: 

And were he not in favour 
With your Worfhips, he fhould fee, 
That | have power to prefs fo good ashe. 

Oli. Chill land to the trial, fo chill. 

Flow. | marry fhallhe, prefs Cloth and Karfy, 
White.Pot and drowfen Broth: tut, tut, he cannot. 

Ols. Well, Sir, though you fee viouten Cloth and Karfy, 
chee a zeen zutch a Karfy-Coat wear out the Town fick a 
zilken Jacker, as thick a one you wear. 

Flow. Well fed viitan viattan. 

Oli. Aand well fed Cocknell, and Boe-Bell too: whar 
dodi think cham aveard of thy Zilken-Coat, no fer vere 
thee. 

Lanc. Nay come no more, be all Lovers and Friends. 

Wea. \’tis beft fo, good Malter Oliver. 

Flow. Is your name Mafter Oliver, | pray you ? 

Oli. What tit and be tit, and grieve you. 

Flow. No, but!'d gladly know if a man might not have 
a Foolifh Plot out of Mafter Over to work upon. 

Ol. Work thy Plots upon me, ftanda fide, work thy 
Foolifh Plots upon me, chillfo ufe thee, thou wert never 
fo ufed fince chy Dam bound thy Head, work upon ine ? 

Flav. Let him come, let him come. 

Oli. Zycrha, Zycrha, if ic were not for fhame, chee 
would a given thee zurch a: whifter poop under the Ear, 
chee would have made thee a vanged another at my feet: 
ftand a fide let me loofe,cham all of a viaming Fire-brand, 
ftand afide. 

Flow. Well! forbear you for your Friends fake. 

Oli. A vig for all my vreens, do’ft theu tell me of my 
vreens ? 

Lanc. No more, good Mafter Oliver, no mote, Sir Ar- 
thur. And Maiden, here in the fight of all your Suters, 
every man of worth, Mtl tell you whom | faineft would 
prefer tothe hard bargain of your Marriage Bed: fhall | 
be plain among you, Gentlemen ? 

Arth, 1, Sir, ‘tis belt. 

Lanc. Then, Sir, firftto you, 1 do confefs you a moft 
gallant Knight, a worthy Souldicr, and honeft mao: 
but honefly maintains a French-hood, goes very fcldome 
in aChain of Gold, keeps a {mall train of Servants : hath 
few Friends: and for this wild Oats here, young Flower- 
dale, | will not judge, God can work Miracles, buc he 
were better make a hundred new, than theea thrifty and 
an honeft one. 

Wea. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath toached 
you to the quick, chat he hath. 

Flow. Woodcock a my fide, why, Mafter Weathercock, 
you know I am honelt, howfoever trifies. 

Wea. Now by my troth, I know nootherwifc, 

O, your old Mother was a Dame indeed : 
Heaven hath her Soul, and my VVivestoo, I truft: 
And your good Father, honeft Gentleman, 
He is gone a Journey as I hear, far hence. 
Flow. 1 God be praifed, he is far enough, 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradife. 
And left me tocut a Caper againit care, 
Luce look on me that amas light air. 

Lace. Pfaith | like not fhadows, bubbles, broth, 
[ hate a light a love, as | hate death. 

Lare. Girl, hold thee there : 

Look on this Devonfhere Lad : 
Fat, fair, and lovely, bothin purfe and perfon. 

Oli, VVell, Sir, cham as the Lord hath made me, 
You know me well ivin, cha have three feore pack ol 
Karfay, and Blackem Hall, and chief credit befide, and 
my Fortunes may be fo good as an others, 20 it may. 

Lance,’Tis you Llove, whatfoever others fay. i 

Arth. 
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Arth, Thanks, faireft, p= 
Flow. VVbat, wou!d’it thou have me quarrel with him ? 
Fath. Do but fay he fhall hear from you. 

Lan. Yet, Gentlem.n, howfoever I prefer this Devon. 
fhire Suitor, Vil enforce no love, my Daughter fhall have 
her liberty to choofe whom fhe likes beft: In your Love- 
fuit proceed. Notall of you but only one mutt {peed. 

Wea, You have faid well: Indeed right well. 


Enter Astichoak. 


Arti, Miftrefs, here’s one would fpeak with you , my 
fellow Daffidill hath him in the Cellar already he knows 
him, he met him at Croydon Fair. 

Lance. O I remember, a little Man. 

Arti. I, a very little Man. 

Lance. And yeta proper Man. 

Arti, A very proper, very little Man. 

Lance. His name is Monheur Civet. 

esrti, The fame, Sir. 

Lance. Come, Gentlemen , if other Suitocs come, 
My foolith Daughter will be fitted too: 

But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move, 
Céxeunt all but Young Flowerdale and Oliver, 
and Old Flowerdale. 

Flow. Hark you, Sir, a word. 

Oli, What ha an you fay to me now ? 

Flow, Ye fhall hear fromme, and that very fhortly.. 

Oli. is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thce not a vig 

[Exit Oliver. 

Flow. Whatif he fhould come more ? I am fairly dreft. 

Fath. 1 do not mean that you fhall meet with him, 

But prefently we’ll go and draw a Will: 
Where we'll fet down Land, that we never faw, 
And we will have it of fo large a Sum, 

Sir Lancelot fhall intreat you take his Daughter : 
This being formed, give it Mafter Weathercock , 
And make Sir Lancelor’s Daughter Heir of all: 
And make him {wear never to fhew the Will 
To any one, until chat you be dead. 

This done, the foolith Changling Weathercock , 
Will ftraight difcourfe onto Sir Lancelot, 

The Form and Tenor of your Teftament, 

Nor ftand to paufe of it, be rul’d by me: 

What will enfue, that fhall you quickly fee. 

Flow. Come let’s aboutit; if thata Will, fweet Krt, 
Can get the Wench, | fhallrenownthy Wit, = (Exeunz. 


Enter Dafhdil. 


Daf. Miftrefs, {till froward ? 

No kind looks unto your Daffidil, now by the gods. 
Luce. Away my foolifh Knave, let my hand go. 
Daff. There’s your hand, but this hall go with me: 

My heart is thine, this is my Trac Loves Fee. 


Luce. TIl have your Coat ftript o’re your Ears for this, 
You fawcy Rafcab. 


Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 


Lance, How now, Maid, whatis the news with you ? 
Luce, Your Man is fomething fawcy. LExi Luce. 
Lance, Go to, Sirrah, Vi talk with you anon, 
Daff. Sir, 1 am a Man tobe talked withal, 
fam no Horfe, I trow: 
iknow my ftrength then no more than fo, 
Wea. A bythe matkins, good Sir Lancelot , 1 faw him 
the other day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercules, 
I faith God-a-mercy, Lad, I like thee well. 
La. 1, 1, like him well, go Sitrah, feteb me a cup of wine, 
That e’re I part with Mafter Weathereock, 
We may drink down our farewel in French Wine. 
Wea, \thank you, Sir, [thank you, friendly Knight, 
Pitcome and vifit you, by the Moufe-foot | will: 
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Inthe meantime, cake heed of cutting Flowerdale. 
He isadefperate Dick, I warrant you. 

Lance. Heis, heis: Fill, Daffdd, fill me fome wine, 
Ha, what wears he on his arm? 

My Daughter Laces Bracelet, I, ’tis the fame: 
Hato you, Matter Weathercock, 

Wea, l thank yov, Sit: Here, Daffidil, an honeft fel- 
low anda tall thonart: Well: I'll cake my Ieave, good 
night, aad I hope to have you andall your Daughters at 
my poor houfe, in good footh I muft 

Lance. Thanks, Mafter Weathercock, 1 thall be bold 
to trouble yov be fure. 

Wea. And welcom, heartily farewel, [Exit Weath. 

Lance. Sirrah, I faw my Daughters wrong , and with- 
al her Bracelet on yourarm; off withit: ana withit my 
Livery too: have I care to fee my Daughter matched with 
men of worfhip, and are you grown fo bold? Go, Sirrah, 
from my hovfe, or PH whip you bence. 

Daff. Vil not be whipt, Sir, there’s your Livery, 

This isa Serving mansreward, what care], 
l have means to truf to, I fcorn fervice J. 
CExit Daffidil. 

Lance. Va lufty Knave, but I mufi ict him go. 

Our Servants muft be taught what they fhould know. 


Enter Sir Arthur and Luce. 


Luce. Sir , as 1 am a Maid , I doaffeét you above any 
Suitor that 1 have, although that Souldiers fcarce know 
howto love. 

Arth. Jama Souldier, and a Gentleman 
Knows what belongsto VVar, whattoa Lady: 

What man offends me, that my Sword fhall right: 
What woman loves me, fam her faithful Knight 

Luce. 1 neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, but 
there be fome that bear a Souldiers form, that {wear by 
him they never think upon , go fwaggering up and down 
from houfe to houfe , crying, God pays: And —— 

Arth. Ifaith, Lady, Ill defery you fuch aman, 

Of them there be many which you have fpoke of, 
That bear the name and fhape of Souldiers, 

Yet, God knows, very feldome faw the War: 
That hauotyour Tavernsand your Ordinaries, 
Your Ale-hovfes fometimes, for all a-like 

To uphold the bruitifh humour of their minds, 
Being marked down, forthe bondnien ot defpair : 
Their mirth begins in wine, but eads in bloud, 
Their drink is clear, but their conceits are mud. 

Luce. Yet thelc are great Gentlemen Souldiers. 

Arth. No they are wretched flaves, 

Whofe defperate lives doth bring them timelefs graves. 

Luce. Both for your felf, and for your form of life, 

If 1 may choofe, Pll bea Souldiers Wife. 


Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver. 


Ol, And tut truft to it, fo then, 

Lance. Affure your felf, 
You fhall be married with all fpeed we may : 
One day fhallferve for Frances and for Luce, 

Ol:. Why che wood vain know the time, for providing 
VVedding Raiments. | 

Lance. VVhy no more but this, firft get your aflurance 
made touching my Daughters Joynture, that difpatched, 
we will in two days make provifion. 

Ol.Why man,chil have the writings made by to morrow. 

Lance, To morrow be it then, let’s meet at the King’s 
Head in Fifn ftreet, 

Oli. No, fe man, no, Jet’s meet at the Rofe at Temple 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counfellor and mine. 

Lance. Atthe Rofe be it then, che hour nine, 
He that comes laft forfeits a Pint of wine. 

Oli. A Pint isno payment, 
Let.it be a whole Quart, or nothing. 

Enter 
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Enter Artichoak, 


eAfrti. Mafter, here isa man would fpeak with Mafter 
Oliver, he comes from youog Mafter Flowerdale. 

Oli, Why chil fpeak with him, chil fpeak with him. 

Lance. Nay, Son Oliver, Wle furely fee, 
What young Flowerdale hath fent to you. 
| pray God it be no quarrel. 

Oli. Why man, if he quarrel with me, chil give him his 
hands full, 

Fath. God fave you, good Sir Lancelot. 

Lance. Welcom, honctft friend. 


Enter old Flowerdale. 


Fath. To you and yours my Mafter wifheth health, 

But unto you, Sir, this, and this he fends : 
There is the length, Sir, of his rapier, 
And in that paper fhall you know his mind. 

Ou. Here, chil meet him my friend, chil meet him. 

Lance. Mect him, you fhall not meet the Ruffin, fic. 

Oli. And I donot meet him, chil give you leave to call 
Me Cut, where is’t, firrha? where is’t? where is't? 

Fath. The Letter fhows both time and place, 

And if you be a man, then keep your word. 

Lan. Sir, he fhall not keep his word, he fhall not meet. 

Fath.°Why let him choofe, he’ll be the better knowa 
For a bafe Rafcal, and reputed fo. 

Oli. Zirrah, zirrah: and ’twere not anold fellow, and 
fent after an errant, chid give thee fomething, bat chud be 
nomony: But hold thee, for I feethou art fomewhat 
teftorn,hold thee,there’s vorty fhillings,briog thy Matter a 
veeld, chil give che vorty morc, look thou briog him, chil 
mall him cell him ,chil mar his dancing treffels,chil ufe him, 
he was nere fo ufed fince his dam bound his head ,chil make 
him for capering any more chy vor thee. 

Fath. Yoo feema man, ftout and refolute, 

And | will fo report, what ere befall. 

Lance. And fall out ill, alure thy Mafter this, 
le make him fly the Land, or ufe him worfe. 

Fath. My Matter, Sir, deferves not this of you, 

And that you'll fhortly find. 

Lan. Thy Mafter is an uathrift, you a knave, 
And I’le attach you firft, next clap him up : 

Or have him bound unto his good behaviour. 

Oliver. I wood you werea fprite if you do bim any harm 
for this: And you do, chil nere fee you,nor he yours, 
while chil have Eyes open: what do you think, chil be 
abaffelled up and down the town for a meffel, and a 
fcoundrel, no chy bor you: zirrha chil come, zay no more, 
chil come tell him. 

Fath, Well, Sir, my Mafter deferves not this of you, 
And that you’ll {nortly find. (Exit. 

Ol, No matter, he’s an unthrift, I defe him, 

Lan. No, gentle Son, let me know the place. 

Oli. Now chye vor you. 

Lan. Let me fee the Note. 

Oli. Nay, chil watch you for zatch a trick. 

Butifchee meet him, zo, ifnot, zo : chil make bim know 
me, or chil know why I shall not, chil vare the worfe. 

Lan. What will you then neglect my Daughters love ? 
Venture your ftate and hers, for aloofe brawl ? 

Oli. Why man, chil not kill him, marry chil veze him 
too, and again; and zo God be with you vather. 

What, man, we fhall meet to morrow. Exs. 

Lan. Who woald have thought he had bin fo defperate. 
Come forth my honeft Servant Artichoak, 


Enter Artichoak. 
Arti. Now, what's the matter? fome brawl toward, I 


Warrant you. 
Lan. Go get me thy Sword bright fcowred, thy buckler 
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mended, O for that knavc,chat villain Daffidell would have 
done good fervice. But to thee. 


Arti, 1,this is the tricks ofall yon Gentlemen, when yov 


ftand in need of a good fellow. O for that Daffidil, O 


where is he? but if yon be angry, and it be but for the 
wagging ofa {traw, thenouta doors with the knave, turn 
the coat over his Ears, This is the humour of you all. 

Lan. Ofor that knave, that lufty Daffidsd. 

Arti. Why there "tis now: Our years wages and our 
vails will {carce pay for broken Swords and bucklers that 
we ufe in our quarrels. Bur l'le not fight if Dafidi! bea 
cother fide, that’s fiat. 

Lan. *Tis no fuch matter, man, get weapons ready, and 
be at London erethe break of day: watch near the lod- 
ging ofthe Devon-fhire Youth, but beunfeen: and as he 
pa. out, as he will go ont, and that very carly without 

oubt. 

Arts. What, would you bave me draw opon him, 

As he goes in the ftreet? 

Lance. Not for a world man, into the fields. For to the 
feld hegoes,there to meet the defperate Flowerdale : Take 
thou the part of Oliver my Son, for he fhall be my Son. and 
marry Luce: Do'ftunderftand me, knave ? 

Arti. 1,Sir, i do underftand you, but my young Miftris 
might be better provided in matching with my fellow 
Daffidsll. 

Lan. No more; Daffdillis a knave. 
That Daffidsil is a moft notorious koave. { Exit. 
Enter Weathercock. 


Malter Weathercock , you come in happy time, The de- 
{perate Flowerdale hath writ a Challenge: And who 
thiok you mult anfwer it, bucthe Devon fhire man, my 
Son Oliver. 

Wea. Marry Iam forry for it, good Sir Lancelot, 

But if you will be rul’d by me, we'll {tay the fary. 

Lance. As bow | pray ? 

Wea. Marry Vie tell you, by promifing young Flowerdale 
the red lipped Luce. 

Lan. Vie rather follow her unto her grave. 

Wea. 1, Sit Lancelot, I would have thought fo too, but 
you and I have been deceived in him, come read this Will, 
or Deed, or what youcallit, I know not: Come, come, 
your Spectaeles I pray. 

Lan. Nay I thank God, | fee very well. 

Wea. Marry God blefs your Eyes, mine have beendim 
almoft this thirty years. 

Lance. Ha, whatisthis? whatis this? 

Wea, Nay there is true love indeed, he gave it to me bot 
this very morn, and bad me keep itunfeen from any one, 
good youth, to fec how men may be deceived. 

Lan. Pallion of me, whata wretch am 1 to hate this 
loving youth, he hath made me, together with my Luce he 
loves fo dear, Executors of all his wealth. 

Wea. All, all, good man, he hath given you all. 

Lan. Three thips now in the Straits, and home ward 

bound, 
Two Lordfhips of two hundred pound a year : 
The one in }Vales, the other in Glofter-flire : 
Debtsand accounts are thirty thoufaod poond, 
Plate, Money, Jewels, fixteen thoufaod more, 
Two houfen furnithed well in Cole-man {treet : 
Befide whatfoever his Uncle leaves to him, 
Beiog of great demeans and wealthat Peckham, 

Wea. we like you this good Knight? How like yov 

this? 

Lan. Ihave done him wrong. 

But now l'le make amends, l 
The Devonfbire man hal! whiftle fora wife, 
He marry Luce! Luce hall be Flowerdale’s. 

Wea. Why that is friendly faid, lec’s ride to Londen and 
prevent theic match, by promifing your Daughter co that 
lovely Lad. F À 
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Lanc. We’ll ride to London, or it fhall not need, 
We'll crofs to Dedford ftrand, and take a Boat : 
Where bethefe Knaves? what Artichoak,, what Fop? 


Enter Attichoak. 


Art. Here be the very Knaves, but not the merry 
Knaves. 

Lanc. Here take my Cloak, Pll have a walk to 
Dedford. 

crt. Sir, we have been fcouring of our Swords and 
Bucklers for your defence. 

Lanc. Defence me no defence, let your Swords ruft, 
Vl have no fighting: I, let blows alone, bid Delia fee 
all things be in readinefs againft che Wedding , we'll 
have twoat once, and that will fave charges, Malter Wea- 
thercock. 

«Art. Well we will do it, Sir. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Civet, Frank, and Delia. 


Civ. By my troth this is good luck, | thank God for | 


this. In good footh I have even my hearts defire: Sifter 
Delia, now I may boldly call you fo, for your Father bath 
frank and freely given me his Daughter Franck, 

Fran. 1 by my troth, Tom, thou haft my good will too, 
for I thank God | longed for a Husband, and would J 
might never ftir, for one his name was Tom. 

Delia. Why, Sifter, now you have your wih. 

Civ. You fay very true, Sifter Dela, and I prethee 
call ne nothing but Tom: and I'll call thee {weet heart, 
and Frank: will it not do well, Sifter Delia? 

Delia. tt will do very well with both of you. 

Fran.But Tom, muft 1 go as Ido now when I am married? 

Gv. No Franck, Pll have chee go like a Citizen 
Ina garded Gown, and a French-Hood. 

Fran. By my troth that will be excellent indeed. 

Delia, Brother, maintain your Wife to yoor Eltate, 
Apparel you your felf like to your Father: 

And let her go like to your ancient Mother, 
He {paring got his wealth, left it to yon, 
Brother take heed of Pride, fome bids thrift adieu. 

Civ. So as my Father and my Mother went, that’s a 
Jeft indeed, why fhe went ina fringed Gown, a fingle 
Ruff, and a white Cap. And my Father in a Mocado 
Coat, a pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvis back. 

Dela. And yet his wealth was all as much as yours. 

Civ, My Eftate, my Eftate , } thank God, is forty 
pound a year in good Leafes and Tenements, befides 
twenty mark a year at Cuckolds-Haven, and that comes 
to us all by inheritance. 

Delia, That may indeed, tis very fitly plied, 
| know not how it comes, but fo it falls out 
‘| That thofe whofe Fathers have died woodrous rich, 

And took no pleafure but to gather wealth, ` 
Thinking of little that they leave behind: 

For them they hope, will be of their like mind. 

But falls out contrary, forty years fparing 

Is {carce three feven years fpending, never caring 
What willenfue, when all their Coin is gone, 

And all too late, then Thrift is thought upon : 

Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kift, 

And then repentance cries, for had I wif. 

Civ. You fay well, Sifter Delis, you fay well: but | 
mean to live within my bounds: for look you, I have fet 
down my reft thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her 
French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, 
and a brace of Gray-hounds, and this isall Pll do. 

Delsa. And you'll do this with forty pound a year ? 

Civ. I, and a better penny, Sifter. 

Fran. Sifter, you forget thar at Cuckolds Haven, 

Gv. By my rroth well remembred, Franck, 

il give thee that to buy thee Pins. 
Delia. Keep you the reft for points, alas the day, 
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Fools fhall have wealth, though all the World fay Nay: 
Come, Brother, will youin, Dinner ftays for us. 

Civ, I, good Sifter, with all my heart. 

Fran. 1 by my troth, Tom, for I have a good ftomach, 

Civ, And] the like, [weet Franck, no Sifter, 
Do not think Vl go beyond my bounds. 

Delia, God grant you may not. LExeunt. 
Enter young Flowerdale and his Father, with 

foils in their bands, 


Flow, Sirrah Xit, tarry thou there , 1 have fpied Sir 
Lancelot, and old Weathercock coming this way, they are 
hard at hand, } will by no means be fpoken withal. 

Fath. Vil watrant you, go get youin. 


Enter Lancelot and Weathercock, 


Lanc. Now, my honeft Friend, thou doft belong to 
Matter Flowerdale ? 


Fath. Ido, Sir. 

Lanc, Is he within, my good Fellow ? 

Fath. No, Sir, he is not within. 

Lanc. } prerhee if he be within, let me {peak with him. 
Fath, Sir, totell you true, my Mafter is within, but 
indeed would not be fpoke withal; there be fome terms 
that Rands npon his reputation, therefore he will not ad- 
mit any conference till he hath fhook them off. 

Lanc. } prithee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lane 
celot Spurcock, intreats to [peak with him, 

Fath, By my troth, Sir, if you come to take up the 
matter between my Mafter and the Devonfhire man, you 
do but beguile your hopes, and lofe your labour. 

Lanc. Honeft Friend, 1 have not any fuch thing to him, 
I come to fpeak with him about other matters, 

Fath. For my Matter, Sir, hath fet down his refoluv- 
tion, either to redeem his honour, or leave his life be. 
hind him. 

Lanc. My Friend, I do not know any quarrel touching 
thy Mafter or any other perfon, my bufinefs is of a dife 
rent nature to him, and I pritbee fo tell him. 

Fath. For howfoever the Devonfhire man is, 

My Mafters mind is bloudy: that’s a round O, 
And therefore, Sir, intreaties are but vain : 

Lanc. 1 have no fuch thing to him, I tell thee once 
again. 

Fah. I will then fo fignifie to him. LExst Father. 

Lanc. A Sirrah, | fee this matter is botly carried. 

But Pll labour to diffwade him from it. 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Good morrow Mafter Frowerdale. 
Flow. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 
Good mortow, Mafter Weathercack; 
By my troth, Gentlemen, I have been reading over 
Nick Machiavel, 1 find him 
Good to be known, not to be followed : 
A peftilent humane Fellow, I bave made 
Certain Annotations of him fuch as they be: 
And how işt, Sir Lancelot? ha? how is't? 
A mad World, men cannot live quiet in it. 

Lanc. Mafter Flowerdale, 1 do underftand there is fome 
jar between the Devonfhire man and you. 

Fath. They, Sir? they are good Friends as can be. 

Flow. Who Malter Oliver and 1? as good Friends as 
can be. 

Lanc. Itisa kind of fafety in you to deny it, and a ge- 
nerous filence, which tao few are indued withal : But, Sir, 
fuch a thing I hear, and J could wifh it otherwife. 

Flow. No fuch thiog, Sit Lancelot, a my reputation, as 
Iam an honeft man. 

Lanc. Now | do believe you then, if you do 
Ingage your reputation there is none. iy 
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Flow. Nay [ do not ingage my reputation there is not, 
You fhall not bind me to any condition of bardaefs : 
But if there be any thing between us, then there is, 
Af there be not,then there is not: be,or be not,all is one. 
Lance. | do perceive by this, that there is fomething be- 
tween you, andlam very forry for it. 
Flow. You may bedeceived, Sir Lancelot, the Italizn 
Hath a pretty faying, Queflo ? | have forgot it too, 
‘Tis out of my head, but in my tranflacion 
Ift hold thus, chou hafta friend,keep him, lf a foe trip him. 
Lan, Come,! do fee by this there is fome what between 
And before God I could with it other wife. (you, 
_ Flow. Well what is between us, can hardly be altered : 
Sir Lancelot, 1am to ride forth to morrow, 
That way which I muftride, no man muft deny 
Me the Sun, | would not by any particular man, 
Be denied common and general paffage. If any one 
Saith, Flowerda e, thou pafleft not this way : 
My anfwer is, 1 moft either onor return, 
But return isnot my word, | muft on: 
lf | cannot, then make my way, nature 
Hath done tbe laft for me, and there’s the fine. 
Lan. Mc. Flowerdale, every man hath one tongue, 
And two Ears, nature in her building, à 
Isa moft curions work-mafter. 
Flow. Thatisas much as to fay, a man fhould bear more 
Than he fhoald {peak. 
Lan, You fay true, and indeed J have beard more, 
Than at this time ! will fpeak. 
Flow. You fay well, 
Lan, Slanders are more common then troths Mafter 
Floweruale , but proof is the rule for both. 
Flow. You fay true, what do you call him 
Hach it there in his third canton ? À 
Lan,\ have heard you have been wild : I have believ’d it. 
Flow. 'Iwasfit, ‘twas neceffary. 
Lance. But I have feen fomewhat of latein yon, 
That hath confirmed in me an opinion of 
Goodnefs toward you. 
Flow. PFaith Sir, lam fure I never did you harm : 
Some good | have done, cither tv you or yours, 
lam fure you know.not, neither is it my will you fhould. 
Lance. l, your Will, Sir. f 
Flow. 1 my will, Sir: ’stoot do you know ought of my 
Begod and you do, Sir, } am abufed. ill, 
Lan, Go, Mc. Flowerdale, what | know, I know: 
And know you thus much out of my knowledge, 
That I truly love you. For my Daaghter, 
She’s yours. And if you like a marriage better 
Than a brawl,all quirks of reputation fet afide, go with me 
prefently: And where you fhould fight a bloody battle, 
you fhall be married to a lovely Lady. 
Flow. Nay but, Sic Lancelot? 
Lan. lf you will not imbrace my offer, yet affare your 
felf thus much, I will have order to hinder your encounter. 
Flow. Nay bat hear me, Sir Lancelot. 
Lance. Nay ftand not youupon imputative bonor, 
'Tis meerly unfound, unprofitable, and idle 
Inferences: your bafinefs is to wed my Daughter, there- 
fore give me your prefent word todoit, Ile go and pro- 
vide the maid’, therefore give me your prefent refolotion, 
either now or never. 
Flow. Will you fo put me Co it ? 
Luce. | a fore God, cither take me now, ortake me 
never, 
Elfe what I thought fhould be our match, fhall be our part- 
So fare you well for ever. (108, 
Flow. Stay: fallout, what may fall, my love 
Is above all: | will come. . 
Lance. l expect you, and fo fare you well, 
[Exit Sir Lancelot. 
Fath. Now, Sir, how fhall we do for wedding apparel ? 
Flow. By the Mafs that’s true: now help Krr, 
The marriage ended, we'll make amends for all. 


Fath. Well, o0 more, prepare you for your Bride, 
We will not want for cloachs, what fo erc betide. 
Flow. And thou hhalt fce,when once |have my Dower, 
fo mirth we'll fpeod, 
Foll many a merry hour : 
As for tbis wench, I not regard a pin, 
it is her gold muft bring my pleatures in. 
Fatb. is't pofible, he hath his fecond living, 
Forfaking God, timfelf to the Devil giving : 
But that I knew his Mother firm and chaft, 
My heart would fay, my head fhe had difgrac’t : 
Elie woold | fwear, he never was my Son, 
But her fair mind fo foul a deed did hun. 


Enter Uncle. 


Un. How, pow, Brother, bow do you find your Son? 
Fath. O Brother, heedlefs as a libertine, 
Even grown a Mafter in the School of Vice, 
One that doth nothing, but invent deceit : 
For all the day he humoursup and down, 
How he the next day might deceive his friend, 
He chinks of nothing buc the prefent time: 
For one groat ready down, he’ll pay a fhilling, 
But chen the lender mutt necds Ray for it. 
When I was young, I had the fcope of youth, 
Both wild, and wanton, carelefs and defperate: 
But fuch mad itrains, as he’s pofieft withal, 
[ thoughtic wonder for to dream upon. 
Une. ltold you fo, but you would not believe ir. 
Fath. Well l have found it, bot one thing comforts me ; 
Brother, to morrow he’s to be married 
To beauteous Lace, Sit Lancelot Spurcock: Daughter. 
Unc. |s’t poflible ? 
Fath. Tis true, and thus] mean to curb him, 
This day, Brother, I will you fhall arreft him: 
Ifany thing will tame bim, it muft be that, 
For he is rank in mifchief, chained to a life, 
That will increafe his hame, and kill his wife. 
Unc, Whatarreft him on his wedding day ? 
Thac were uochriftian, and an uohumane part: 
How many couple even for that very day, 
Have purchaft leven years forrow afterward ? 
Forbear him then to day, doittomorrow, 
And this day mingle not his joy with forrow. 
Fath. Brother, Pic have itdone this very day, 
And ia che view of all, as he comes from Church: 
Do bnt obferve the courfe that he will take, 
Upon my life he will forfwear the debt ; 
Aand for we'll have the fomm fhall not be flight, 
Say that he owes you near three thoufand pound : 
Good Brother,let it be done immediately. 
Une. Well, feeing you will have it fo, 
Brother lle do't, and ftraight provide the Sberiff. 
Fath.-So Brother, by this means fhall we perceive 
What Sic Lancelot in this pinch will do: 
And how his wife doth ftand affected to him, 
Her love will then be tried to the utcermoft : 
And all the reft of them. Brother, what I will do, 
Shall harm him much, and much avail him too. (Exu. 
Oli. Cham afhured thick be the place, that the fcoundrel 
Appointed to meet me, ifa come, zo: if a come not, 20, 
And che war avife, he would make a Coyftrel an us, 
Ched vefe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Hoy ft him, and give it him too and again, zochud : 
Who been a there, Sir efrtbur, chil {tay afide. 
Ar. | havedog'd the Devon-fhire man into the field, 
For fear of any harm that fhould befal him: 
| had an inckling of that yefternight, 
That Flowerdale and he fhould meet this morning : 
Though of my Soul Oliver fears him not, 
Yet foc I'd fee fair p'ay on elcher fide, 
Made me to come, to fee their valenrs tri’d. 
Good morrow to Maftcr Oliver. 
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Oli. God and good morrow. | 
Arth. What, Mafter Oliver, are you angry ? 
Oli. What an it be, tyt an grievep you ? 
Arth. Not me at all, Sir, but I imagine . 
By your being here thus armed, À 
You ftay for fome that you fhonld fight withal. 
Ol:. Why and he do, 
his part. : ' 
Arth, Noby my troth, I chink you need it not, 
For he you look for, I think means not to come. 
Oli. No, aud cle war afhure of that, 
io another place. 


Enter Daffidil. 


Daff. O, Sit e4rthur, Matter Oliver, aye me, 
Your Love, and yours, and mine, fweet Miltiefs Luce 
This morning is married to young Ffowerdale. 

Arth, Married to Flowerdale | ’tis impoflible. 

Oli, Married, man? che hope thou doft but jeft : 
To makeana volowten merriment of it. 

Daff. O’tis too true, here comes his Uncle. 


Enter Flowerdale, Sheriff, Officers. 


Une. Good morrow, Sir Arthur , good morrow, Matter 


Oliver. 
Oli. God and good morn, Mr. Flowerdale, Ipray tellen 
us, is your Scoundre! Kinfman married ? 
Ar. Mr. Oliver, cal} him what you will, but he is married 
To Sir Lancelot’s Daughter here. 
Une Sir Arthur, unto her ? 
Oli. 1, ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick ? 
Why man, he wasa promife, chil chud a had ber, 
Isa zitch a vox, chill look to his water che vor him. 
Unc. The mufick plays} they are coming from the 
Church. 
Sheriff, do your office: Fellows, ftand ftoutly toit. 


Enter all to the Wedding. 
Oli. God give you joy , as the old zaid Proverbis, and 
fome zorrow among. You met us well, did you nat? 
| Lance. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault is in me, 
I have donealithe wrong, kept him from coming to the 
feld to you, as I might, Sir, for Lam a Juftice, and {worn 
_to keep the peace. 
Wea. Imarry ishe, Sir, avery Jultice, and {worn to 
keep the peace, you moult not difturb the Weddings. 
Lan, Nay, never frown nor ftarm, Sir, if you do, 
Vil have an order taken for you, 
Oli. Well, well, chill be quiet, 
Wea.Mr. Flowerdale, Sit Lancelot, look you, who here is ? 
M. Flowerdale. 
Lance. M. Flowerdale, welcome with all my heart. 
Flow. Uncle, this is the i’faith: Mafter Under-hheriff, 
Arreft me? Act whofe fuit ? Draw, Kit. 
Une. At my Suit, Sir. 
Lan. Why, what’s the matter, Mr. Flowerdale ? 
Une, This is the matter, Sir, this uathrift here, 
Hath cozend you, and hath had of me, 
In feveral Summs three thoufand pound. 
Flow. Why, Unele, Uncle. 
Une. Coulin, Covfin, you have Uncled me, 
And if you be not ftaid, you'll prove 
A Cozener unto all that know you. 
Lance. Why, Sir, fuppofe he be to you in debt 
Ten thoufand pound, his State to me appears, 
To be at leaft three thoufand by the year. 
Unc. O, Sir, 1 was too late informed of that plot, 
How that he went about to cozen you: 
| And form’d a Will, and fent it to your good 
Friend there, Mafter Weathereock , in which was 
Nothing true, but brags and lies. 


che would notdezire you to take 
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Lanc, Ha, hath he nor fuch Lord hips, 






Lands, and Ships ? 
Unc. Not worth a Groat, nort worth a Half-penny he. 
Lance. 1 pray tell us true, be plain, young Flowerdale, 
Flow. My Uncle here’s mad, 

And difpoted ro do me wrong, 

But here’s my man an honeft Fellow 

By the Lord, and of good credit, knowsall is true. 
Fath. NotI, Sir, Lam tooolå to lie, I rather know 

You forg’d a Will, where every Jine you writ, 

You ftudied where to quote your Lands might lie. 
Wea. And I prithee where be thy honeft Friends? 
Fath. Ifaith no where, Sir, for be hath none at all. 
Wea. Benedicity, we are o’re-reach’d, I believe, 
Lanc, Yam-cozen’d, and my bopefull’{t Child vadone. 
Flow. Youare not cozen’d, nor is fhe undone, 

They flander me, by this Light, they flander me : 

Look you, my Uncle here’s an Ufurer, & would uudo me, 

Bat I'll ftand in Law, do you but bail me, you mall do no 

more: 

You Brother Get, and Mafler Weathercock, do but 

Bayl me, and let me have my marriage money 

Paid me, and we'll ride down, 

And there your own Eyes fhall fee , 

How my poor Tenants there will welcome me. 

You fhall but bay! me, you thal! do no more, 

And you, greedy Gnat, their bay! will ferve. 
Une. 1 Sic, Pil ask no better bayl. 
Lan. No, Sir, you fhall not take my bayl, nor his, 

Nor my Son Civets, Pil not be cheated, 1, 

Sheriff, take your prifoner, PII not deal with him; 

Let’s Uncle make falfe Dice with his falfe bones, 

1 will not have todo with him: 

Mock’d, gull’d, and wrong’d. 


Come, Girl, though it be late, it falls out well, 


Thou fhalt not Jive with him in Beggars Hell, 

Lac. Heis my Husband, and high Heaven doth know, 

With what unwillingnefs I went to Church, 

But you enforced me, you compelled me toit: 

The holy Church man pronounc’d thefe words but now, 
I muft not leave my Husband in diftrefs : 

Now [ muft comfort him, not go with you. l 

Lan. Comfort a Cozener ? On my curfe forfakehim? 

Lu.This day you caufed me on your curfe to take him: 
Do not, I pray, my grieved Soul opprefs, 

God knows my heart doth bleed at his diftrefs. 

Lan, O Mafter Weathercock, 1 muft confefs I fore’d her 
to this match. Led with opinion bis falfe Will was true. 

Wea. Ah, he hath over-reached metoo, 

Lan, She might have liv’d like Delia, ina happy Vir- 
gins ftate. 

Delia, Father, be patient, forrow comes too late. 

Lance. And on her Knees fhe begg’d and did intreat, 
If fhe muft needs taftc a fad marriage life, 

She crav’d to be Sir Arthur Greenfhield’s Wife. 

Arth. You have done her and me the greater wrong. 

Lanc, O take her yet. 

Arth: Not I. 

Laxc. Or, Mafter Oliver, accept my Child, and half my 
wealth is yours. 

Oli. No, Sir, chill break no Laws. - 

Luce. Never fear, fhe will not trouble you. 

Delia. Yet, Sifter, in this paflion da not run headlong 
to confufion. You may affect him, though not follow 
him. 

Frank, Do, Sifter, hang him, let him go. 

Wea. Do faith, Miltrefs Luce, leave him. 

Luce. You are three grofsfools, let me alone, 

I fwear, PH Jive with him in all moan. - 

Oli. But ano he have bis legs at liberty, 

Cham aveard he will never live with you. 

Arth. 1, buthe is nowin Huckiters handling for run. 
ning away. 

Lanc. Hulwife, youhear how you and 1am wrong’d, : 

An 
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And if you will redrefs it yet you may: Here, Keffer, take it you, and ufe it {paringly, 
But if you ftand oa terms co follow him, But let not her have any want at all, 
Never come near my fight, nor look on me, Dry your Eyes, Niece, do oot too much lament 
Call me not Father, look not for a Groat, For him, whofe Life hath been in riot fpent : 
For all the Portion l will chis day give If well he ufeth thee, he pets him Fricads, 
Unto thy Sifter Frances. If il]; a fhamefal end on him depends. (Exe Uncle. 


Fran. How fay you to that, Tom ? 
I fhall have a good deal, _ 
Befides I'll bea good Wife, and a good Wife 
Isa good thing I can tell. 

(sv. Peace, Franck, | would be forry to fee thy Sifter 
Calit away, as l am a Gentleman, 

Lanc. What, arc yon yet refolved ? 

Luce, Yes, | am refolved. 

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come. 

Luce. This way I turn, go you unto your Feaft, 
And lto weep, that am with gricf oppreft. 

Lanc. For ever fly my fight: come, Geatlemen, 
Let’sin, Vil help you to far better Wives than her. 
Delia, upon my blefling talk not to her, 

Bafe Baggage, in fuch hafte to Beggery ? 

Vue. Sheriff, take your Prifoner to your charge. 

Flow. Uncle, Be-gad you have us’d me very hardly, 
By my troth, upon my Wedding. Day. 


Exeunt all: Young Flowerdale, his Father, Uncle, 
Sherif, and Officers. 


Luce. O, Matter Flowerdale, but hear me fpeak, 
Stay but a little while, good Mafler Sheriff, 
If not for him, for my fake pitty him: 
Good Sir, ftop not your Ears at my complaint, __ 
My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. 
Flow. Look you, fhe kneels to you. 
Unc, Fair Maid, for you, [love you with my heart, 
And grieve, fweet Soul, thy Fortune is fo bad, 
Thac thou fhould’ft match with fucha gracelefs Youth, 
Gotothy Father, think not upon him, 
Whom Hell hath mark’d to be the Son of fhame. 
Luce. Impute his wildnefs, Sir, unto his youth, 
And think that now is the time he doth repent: 
Alas, what good or gain can you receive, 
To imprifon him chat nothing hath to pay ? 
And where nought is, the King doth lofe his duc, 
O pitty him as God fhall pitty you, 
Unc. Lady, l know his humours all too well, 
And nothing in the World can do him good, 
But mifery it felf to chain him with. 
Luce, Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free ? 
Unc. l, Virgio, that being anfwered, 1 have done. 
But to him that isall as impofible, 
As I to fcale the high Piramidics. 
Sheriff, take your Prifoner, Maiden, fare thee well. 
Luce. O go not yet, good Mafter Flowerdale : 
Take my word forthe Debt, my word, my Bond. 
Flow. 1, by God, Uncle, and my Bond too. 
Luce. Alas, 1ne’ce ought nothing but I paid it; 
And i can work, alas, he can do nothing : 
I have fome Friends perhaps will pitty me, 
His chiefeft Friends do feek his mifery. 
All that | can, or beg, get, ar receive, 
Shall be for you: O do not turn away : 
Me thinks within a Face fo reverent, 
So weli experienced in this tottering World, 
Should have fome feeling of a Maidens grief: 
For my fake, his Fathers and your Brothers fake, 
l, for yonr Souls fake that doth hope for joy, 
Pitty my ftate, do not two Souls deftroy. 
Une. Fair Maid, ftand up, not in regard of him, 
But in pitty of thy haplefs choice, 
ido releafe him: Matter Sheriff, I thank you: 
And Officers, there is for you to drink. 
Here, Maid, take this money, there is a hundred Angels ; 
And for l will be fure he fhall not have it, 
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Flow. A Plague go with you for an old Fornicator : 
Come, Kit, the money, come, honeft Kie. 

Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you hall pardon me. 

Flow. And why, Sir, pardon you ? give me the money, 
you old Rafcal, or I fhall make you. 

Luce, Pray hold your hands, give it him honeft Friend. 

Fath. \f you be fo conterir, withal my heart. 

Flow. Content, Sir, ’sblood fhe fhall be concent 
Whether fhe will or no. A rattle-baby come to follow me? 
Go, get you gone to the greafy chuff your Father, 

Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. 

Fath, Sir, the hath forfook her Father, and all her 
Friends for you. 

Flow. Hang thee, her Friends and Father altogether. 

Fath, Yet part with fomething to provide her Lodging. 

Flow, Yes, | mean to past with her and you, but if | 
part with one Angel, hang me at a Poft. I'll rather 
throw them at a caft of Dice, as Ihave done a thoufand 
of their fellows. r 

Fath. Nay then I will be plain, degenerate Boy, 

Thou hadft a Father would have been afhamed. 

Flow. My Father was an Afs, an old Afs. 

Fath. Thy Father? proud licentious Villain: 
Whatare you at your foils? Pll foil with you. 

Luce. Good Sir, forbear him. 

Fath. Did not this whining Woman hang on me, 

I'd ceach thee what it wasto abufe thy Father : 
Go hang, beg, ftarve, Dice, Game, that when all is gone, 
Thou may’ft after defpair and hang thy felf. 

Luce. O do not Curle him. 

Fath. 1do notCurfe him,and to pray for him were vain, 
It grieves me that he bears his Fathers name. 

Flor, Well, you old Rafcal, | fall meet with you: 
Sirrab, get you gone, | will not ftrip the Livery 
Over your Ears, becaufe you paid for it: 

But do not ufe my name, Sirrah, 
Do you hear? Look you do not 
Ufe my name, you were beft. 

Fath. Pay me the twenty pound then that 1 lent you, 
Or give me fecurity when ! may have it. 

Flow. PII pay thec not a penny, 

And for fecurity, PI give thee none. 
Minckins, look you do not follow me, loox you do not : 
If you do, Beggar, 1 hall flit your nofe. 
Luce. Alas, what fhall I do? 
Flow. Why turn Whore, that’s a good trade, 
And fo perhaps I'll fee thee now and then. 
(Ext Flowerdale. 

Luce, Alas.the-day that ever I was born. 

Fath, Sweet Miftrefs, do not weep, Pll tick to you. 

Luce. Alas, my Friend, | know not what to do, 

My Father and my Friends, they have defpifed me : 
And | a wretched Maid, thuscaft away, 
Knows neither where togo, nor what to fay. 

Fath. It grieves meat the Soul, to fee her teats 
Thus fain the Crimfon Rofes of her Checks: 

Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vaio, 

I have a little liviog in chis Town, 

The which I thiok comes to a hundred pound, 

All that and more fhall be at your difpofe , 

lIl frait go help you to fome ftrange difguife, 

And place you in a fervice in this Town : 

Where you fhall know all, yet your felf unknown : 

Come grieve no more, where no help can be had, 

Weep not for him, that is more worfc than bad. 
Luce. I thank you, Sir. 
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Enter Sir Lancelot, AZsfter Weathetcock and them. 


Oli, Well, cha a bin zerved many a Mattith trick, 

Bur fuch a lerripoop as thick ych was ne’re a farved. 

Lance, Son Civet, Daughter Frances, bear with me, 

You fec how 1 am preffed down with inward grief, 
About that lucklefs Girl, your Suter Luce. 

But ’tis fala out with me, as with many families befide, 
They are moft unhappy, thar-are moft beloved. 

Gv. Father, ’tisfo, ’tiseven faln out fo, : 

But what remedy ? fet hand to your heart,and let it pafs, 
Here is your Daughter Frances and 1, and we'll not fay, 
We’ll bring forth as witty Children, butas pretty 
Children as ever fbe was: tho fhe had the prick ~ 

Aad praife for a pretty wench: Bot Father, done is 
The moufe, you'll come ? 

Lance. 1, Son Crvet, Ple come. - 

(sv. And you, Matter Oliver ? 

Ok. 1, for che a vext out this veaft, chilfeeifa gan 
Make a better veaft there. 

Cw. And you, Sir Arthir ? 

Ar, 1, Sir, although my heart be full, 

Ple be a partner at your wedding feaft. 

Gv. And welcom all indeed,and welcom,come, Franck, 
are you ready ? 

Fran. Jeue, how hafty thefe Husbands are, I pray, 
Father, pray to God to blefs me. 

Lance. God blefs thee, and l do : God make thee wife, 
fend you both joy, I with it with wet Eyes. 

Fran, But, Father, fhall not my Sifter Delia go along 
with us ? She is excellent good at Cookery, and fuch 
things. 

Lance. Yes marry fall he : Delia, make yourcady. 

Deli. Jam ready, Sir, I will hrit goto Greenwich, 

From thence to my Conlin Chefterfield, and fo to Lon- 
don. 

Oo. It hall fufice, good Sifter Delia, it fhall fufhice, 
bat fail us not, good Silter, give order to Cooks, and o 
thers, for I would not have my {weet Frank to foil her 
fingers. 

Fran. No by my troth not], aGentiewoman, anda 
married Gentlewoman too, to be companion to Cooks, 
And Kitchin-boys, not I, ?Faith, [ {corn that. 

Civ. Why, Ido not mean thou fhalt, fweet heart, thou 
{eent 1 donot go aboutit: well, fareweltoo: You Gods 
pitty Mr. Weathercock , we hall have your company too? 

Wea. Withal my heart, for i love good cheer. 

Gv. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank, 

Fra, God be with you, Fatber, God be with yon, Sir 
Aribur, Niafter Olver, and Mafter Weatherceck, Sifter, 
God be with you all: God be with you, Fatber, God be 
with you every one. 

Wea, Why, how now, Sire 4rthur, alla mort, Malter 
Olrver, how now,man ? E, 
Cheerly, Sir Lancelot, and merrily fay, 

Who can hold that will away. 

Lance, 1, the is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 
Bat when thele be felf-willed, Children moft fmart. 

Ar. Bat, Sic, that fhe is wronged, you arethe chiefeft 
canfe, therefore "tis reafon youredrefs ber wrong. 

Wea. \aodeed yon muft, Sir Lancclot, you mutt, 

Lance. Malt? who cao compel mc, Mr. Weathercock ? 
I bope 1 may do what 1 lift. 

Wes. ] grant you may, you may do what yon lift. 

OL. Nay, bat and you be weil evifen, it were not good, 
| By this vrampolnefs, and vrowardacls, to caft away 
As prety a dowffabel, as am chould chance to fee 
Ilo afammers day: chil tell you what chal! do, 
| Chil go [py opand down the Town, aud {ce if 1 
j Can hear any tale or tidings of ber, 
| And rake her away from thick a meffel vor cham 
Afhbured, heel but bring her to the {poil, 

And ío var you well, we fhall meet at yonr Son Crver:. 
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Lance, | thank you, Sit, | take it very kindly. 
Arts, To find her out, lle {pend my deareft blood. 
CExcunt both. 
So well I loved her, to affect her good. 
Lance. O Matter Weathercock , 
What hap had f, to force my Daughter. 
From Matter Olsver, and this good Knight , 
To one that hath no goodnefs in his thought? 
Wea. li] luck, bur what remedy ? 
Lance. Yes, | have almoft devifed aremedy, 
Young Flowerdale is fhure a Prifoner. 
Wea. Soure, nothing more fhure. 
Lance. And yet perhaps his Unkle hath releafed him. 
Wea. it may be very like, nodoubt he hath, 
Lance, Wellif he bein Prifon, Ple have warrants 
Torache my Daughter till the law be tried, 
For! will fhuc him upon cozenage. 
Wea. Marry may you, and overthrow him too, 
Lance. Nay that’s notio, i may chance be fcoft, 
And fentence paft with him. 
Wea. Believe me, fo he may, therefore take heed. 
Lance. Well howfocver, yet | will have warrants, 
In Prifon, or at Liberty, all’s one : 
You will helptofervethem, Mafter Weathercock? 
[Excunt omnes, 


Enter Flowerdale. 


Flo. A plague of the Devil, the Devil take thie dice. 
The dice, and the Devil, and his dam go together : 
Of ail my hundred goldco angels, 

I have not Icft me one denier : 

A pox of come a five, what fhall I do? 

I can borrow no more of my credit: 

There’s not any of my acquaintaoce, man, nor boy, 
But I have batrowed more or lefs of : 

I would I knew where to take a goad purfe, 

And goclear away, by this light l’le venture for it, 
Gods lid my Sifter Deha, 

Ple rob her, by this hand. 


Exter Delia and Artichoake 


Delia. | prethee, Arrichoak, go not fo falt, 
The weather is hot, and J am fomething weary. 

Art. Nay l warrant you miftrefs Deka,l’le not tire you 
With leading, we'll go an extream moderate pace. 

Flow. Staod, deliver your purfe. 

Art. O Lord, thieves, thieves. (Ext Artichoak. 

Flow. Come, come, your purfe, Lady, your purfe. 

Delia. That voice I have heard often before this time, 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a thief ? 

Flow. 1, a plague on’t, [thank your Father g 
Bat Sifter, come, your Money, come: 
What the world muft find me, Lam born to live, 
"Tis not a fin to teal, when none will give. 

Delia, O God, is all grace banifht from thy heart, 
Think of the fhame that dothartend this fact. 

Flow. Shame me no hames, came give me your purfe, 
Pie bind you, Sifter, left I fare the worfe. 

Delia. No, bind me aot, hold, there is all } have, 
Aad woold that money would redeem thy fhame. 


Enter Oliver, Ser Arthut, and Artichoak. 


Arts. Thieves, thieves, thieves. 

Ol. Thieves,where mao ? why bow oow,miftrefs Deka, 
Ha youa liked to been a robbed ? 

Deka, No, Matter Okver , "tis Mafter Flowerdale, he did 
bur jeft with me. 

Oliv. How, Flowerdale, that fcoundrel? firrah, you 
meten us well, vang the that. 

Flow. Well, Sir, Ple not meddle with you, becaufe | 
have a charge. 

Delia. 
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Delia, Here Brother Flowerdale, Vie lend you this fame | was my matter, a cobbed you, | prethec tel! me true ? 


moncy. í 
Flow. I thank you, Silter. 
Oliv. 1 wad you wete yfplit, and you lec the mezel have 
apenoy ; but fince you cannot keepit,chil keep it my felf. 
Art. Tis pity to relieve him in this fort, 
Who makes a triumphant life his daily {port. 
Delia. Brother, you fee how all men cenfure you, 
Farewcl, and | pray God amend your life, 
Oliv.. Come,chil bring you along, and you fafe enoagh 
From twenty fuch {coundretls as chick an one is, 
Farewel and be hanged, zyrrab, as | think fo thou 
Wilt be fhortly, come, Sir Arthur. 
LExeunt all bur Flowerdale. 
Flow. A plague go with you tor a karfie rafcal : 
This Devonflare man | think is made al} of Pork, 
His hands made only for to heave up packs: 
His heart as fac and big as his face, 
As differing tar from all brave gallant minds, 
As Ito ferve the Hoggs, and driak with Hinds, 
As I am very near now : well what remedy, 
When money, means, and friends, do grow fo fmall, 
Then farewel life, and there’s anend of all. 
{ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Father, Luce Lke « Durch Frow, Civet, 
and kis wife Miftrefs Frances. 


Cv, By my troth God a mercy for this, good Chriffopher, 
i thank thee for my maid, like her very weil,how doft chou 
like her, Frances ? 

Fran. In good fadnefs, Tom, very well, excellent well, 
She {peaks fo prettily, | pray what’s your name? 

Luce. My name, forfooth, be called T antkin, 

Fran. By my cothafinename: O Tamkin, you afe ex- 
cellent for deefling ones head a new fafhion. 

Lace. Me fall do every ting about da head. 

Civ, What Country woman is fhe, Keffer ? 

Fath. A Dutch woman, Sit. 

Gu. Why then the is outlandith, is fhe not? 

Fath. I, Sir, the is. 

Fran. O then thou canft tell howto help me to cheeks 
and Ears? 

Luce. Yes, miftrefs, very vell. 

Fath. Cheeks and ears, why, miftrefs Frances, want you 
cheeks and ears? methinks you have very fair ones. 

Fran. Thou art a Fool inded, Tom, chou knowelt what 
I mean. 

Gv. 1, I, Keffer, tis fuch as they wear a their heads, I 
prethee, Xit, have her ia, aad fhew her my houfe. 

Fath. 1 will, Sir, come Tamken, 

Fran. O Tom, you have not bufed me to day, Tom. 

Civ. No Frances, we mult not kifs afore folks, 
God fave my Franck , 


Enrer Delia, and Artichoak. 


See yonder, my Sifter Delia is come, welcome, good Sifter. 
Fran. Welcome, good Sifter, how do yon like the tire 
of my head? 
Dela. Very well, Sifter. 
Cv. 1am glad you’re come, Silter Deha, to give order 
for Supper, they will be here foon. 
Arts, 1, but if good luck had not ferved, fhe had 
Not been here now, filching Flowerdale had like 
To pepper’d us, but for malter Ohver, we had been 
robbed. 
Delia Peace, firrah, n0 more. 
Fath. Robbed! by whom ? 
mas Marry by none but by Flowerdale, he is turned 
thief. 
Civ. By my faith,but that is aot well,but God be praifed 
For your efcape, will you draw near, Sifter ? 
Fath. Sircah, come hither, would Flowerdale, he shat 


Arts, Yes Faith, cven that Flowerdale, chat was thy 
mafter. 

Fath, Hold thee, there is a French Crown, and {peak 
no more of this. 

Arti. Not i not a word, now dol fmell knavery : 
Inevery purfe Flowerdale takes, he is half: 
And gives me this to keep counfel, not a word I. 

Fath, Why Goda Mercy. 

Fran. Silter, look here, I have a new Dutch maid, 
And fhe fpeaks fo fine, it would do your heart good. 

Gv. How do youlike her, Sifter ? 

Del. | like your maid well. , 

Cw. Well, dear Sifter, will you draw near, and give 
directions for fupper,guefts will be here prefently. 

Del. Yes, Brother, lead the way, Pie follow you. 

C Exeune all bw Delia and Luce. 

Hark you,Dutch Frow,a word. 

Luce. Vatis your vili wit me? 

Del. Suter Lace, ‘tis not your broken language, 
Nor this fame habit, can difguife your face 
From i that know you , pray tell me, what means this ? 

Luce. Silter, I fee you know me, yet be fecret : 
This borrowed ape that I have tane upon me, 
Is but to keep my felf a {pace unknown, 
Both from my Father, and my neareft friends : 
Until | fee how time will bring to pafs, 
The defperate courfe of Mafter Flowerdale. 

Del. O he is worfe than bad, I prithee leave him, 
Aad let not once thy heart to chink on him. 

Luce. Do not perfwade me once to fuch a thought, 
Imagine yet, that he is worfe chan nought: 
Yet one lovers time may all thart ill undo, 
That all bis former life did rua into. 
Therefore, kind Sifter, do not difclofe my eftate, 
Ife’re his heare doch tarn, "cis ne’re coo late. 

‘Del, Well, feeing no covalel can remove your mind, 
le not difclofe you, that arc wilful blind. 

Luce. Delia. | thank you, I now mutt pleafe her Eyes, 
My Sifter Frances, neither fair nor wile. (Excun:. 


Emer Flowerdale Solus. 


Flow, On goeshethat knowsnoend of his journcy, 
[ have pafled the very ucmoft bounds of fhifting, 
i have nocourfe now but to hang my feif : 
[ have lived fince yefterday two a clock, of a 
Spicescake | had ata burial: and for drink, 
| gotitatan Alc-houfe among Porters, fuchas 
Will bear outa man, if he have no mony indeed. 
I mean out of their companies, for they are men 
Of good carriage. Who comes here ? 
The two Cony catchers, that won all my mony of me. 
Vle try if they'll lend meany. 


Enter Dick and Rafe. 


What Mr. Richard, how do you? 
How doit thou, Rafe? By God, geatlemen, the world 
Grows bare with me, will you do as much as lead 
Me an Angel between you both, you know you 
Won a hundred of me the other day. 
Rafe. How, an Angel ? God damn us if we loft not every 
Penny within an hour after thou wert gone. 
Flo. | prithec lend me fo much as will pay for my (upper, 
Ple pay you again, as [ am a Gentleman. 
Rafe. VFaich, we have nota farthing, nota mite : 
I wonderat it, Mr. Flowerdale, 
You will fo carelefly vndo your felf: 
Why you will lofe more money in an hour, 
Than any honeft man fpends in a year ; 
For hame betake you to fome honet Trade, 
And live not thus fo like a Vagabond ( Excanr beh. 
Flow. A Vagabond indeed, more villaias you : r, 
ey 
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They gave me counfel that firft cozen’d me: 
Thofe Devils firft brought me Co this lam, 
And being thus, the firft chat do me wrong. 
Well, yet I have one Friend left in ftore. 
Not far from hence there dwells a Cokatrice, 
One that I firft putin a Satcin gown, 

And not a tooth that dwells withio her head, 
But ftands me at the leaft in twenty pound ° 
Her will I vifit now my Coya is gone, 

And as I take it here dwells the Gentlewoman 
What ho, is Miftris Apricock within ? 


Enter Rufin., 


Ruff. What fawcy Rafcal is that which knocks fo bold, 
O, is it you, old fpend.thrift ? are you here ? 
One that is turned Cozener about the town : 
My Miftris faw you, and fends this word by me, 
Either be packing quickly from the door, 
Or you fhall have fuch a greeting fent you ftraight, 
As you will little like on, you had beft be gone. 
Flow.: Why fo, this is as it fhould be, being poor, 
Thus art thon ferved bya vile pamted whore. 
Well, fince thy damned crew do fo abufe thee, 
Vie wry of houeft men, bow they will ufe me. 


Emer an ancient Citizen. 


Sir, I befeech you to take compaflion of a man; 
One whofe Fortunes have been better tban at tbis inftant 
they feem to be : but if I might crave of yon fo much little 
portion, as would bring me to my friends, I would reft 
thankful, until | had requited fo great a curtefie. 
Citiz Fie, fie, young man, this courfe is very bad, 
Too many fuch have we about this City ; 
Yet for 1I have not feen you in this fort, 
Nor noted you to be a common beggar, 
Hold, there’s ah Angel to bear your charges 
Down, goto your friends, do not on this depend, 
Such bad beginnings oft have worfer ends. [East Cit. 
Flow. Worfer ends: nay, if it fall out 
No worfe than in old Angels } care not, 
Nay, now I have had fuch a fortunate beginning, 
Ple not let afix-penny purfe efcape me : 
By the Mafs, here comes another, 


Enter a Citizens wife with a Torch before her. 


God blefs you, fair Miftris. 

Now would it pleafe you, Gentlewoman, to look into the 
wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I doubt 
aot but God will treble reftore ic back again, one that 
never before this time demanded penny, balf penny, nor 
farthing 

Cits. Wife. Stay, Alexander, now by my troth a very pro- 
per man, and’tis great pizy: hold, my friend, there’s all 
the money I have about me, a couple a fillings, and God 
blefs thee. 

Flow. Now God thank you, fweet Lady: if you have 
any Friend, or Garden-houfe, where you may imploy a 
poor Gentleman as your friend,:1 am yours to command in 
all fecret fervice. 

Cui. Wife. | thank you, good friend, | prithee let me fee 
that again I gave thee, there is one of them a brafs hilling, 
give me them, and here is halfa Crown in gold. 

LHe gsvesit her 

Now out upon thee, Rafcal, fecret fervice: what doft thou 

make of me? ic were a good deed to have thee whipt : 

now I have my money again, P'le fee thee hanged before ! 
givechee a penny: fecret fervice: on,gocd Alexander. 

ae CExeunt beth. 

Flow. This.is villainous luck, I perceive dithonefty 
Will not thrive, here comes more, God forgive me, 

Sit Arthur, and Mr. Oliver, aforegod, V’le fpeak to them, 


God fave yau, Sir Arthur : God fave you, Mr. Olver, 

Ol. Been you there, zirrah, come will you taken your 
felfto your tools, Coyftrel ? 

Flow. Nay, Mr. Oliver, le not fight with yon, 

Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doings, 
Ic was only a Plot coget Sir Lance/oe’s Daughter : 
By God I never meant you harm, 

Oli. And whore is the Gentlewoman thy wife, Mezel ? 
Whore is fhe, Zirrah, ba ? 

Flow. By my troth, Mr. Oliver, fick, very fick ; 

Aad God is my Judge, | know not what means to make 
for her, good Gentlewoman. 

Ok, Tell me true, isthe fick ? tell me true itch "vile thee, 

Flow. Yes Faith, I tell you true : Mr. Oliver,if you would 
do me the fmall kindnefs,bur to lend me fortyfhillings : Se 
God help me,] will pay you fo foon as my ability fhall make 
me able, as | am a Gentleman. 

Oli. Well thou zaift thy wife is zick: hold, there’s vor- 
ty fhillings, give ittothy wife, look thou give it her, or] 
fhall zo veze thee,thou wert not zo vezed this zeven year, 
look to it. 

c4reb, I'faith, Mr. Oliver, ìt is in vain 
To give to him that never thinks of her. 

Oli. Well, wonld che could yvind it. 

Flow. I tell you true, Sir Arthur, as] am a gentleman. 

Ol. Well, farewel zirrah: come, Sir efrtbur. 

LExeunt both. 

Fiow. By the Lord, this is excellent. 

Five golden Angels compaft in an hour, 
If this trade hold, I’le never feek a new. 
Welcom, {weet gold, and beggery adiew. 


Enter Uncle and Father. 


Unc, See, Kefter, if youcan find the Houle. 

Flow. Who's here, my Uncle, and my man Keffer ? 
By the Mafs ’tis they. 

How do yon, Uncle, how do’ftthou, Keffer? 
By my troth, Uncle, you muft needs lend 

Me fome money, the poor Gentlewoman 
My wife, fo God help me, is very fick, 

Í was rob’d of the hundred Angels 

You gave me, they are gone. 

Unc. 1,they are gone indeed, come, Keffer, away. 

Flow. Nay, Uncle, do you hear ? good Uncle. 

Unc. Out Hypocrite, I will not hear thee fpeak, 
Come, leave him, Kefter. 

Flow. Kefter, honeft Keffer. 

Fath. Sir, | have nought to fay to you, 
Open the door to my kin, thou had’ft beft 
Lockt faft, for there’s a falfe knave without. 

Flow You are an old lying Rafcal, 

So you are, LExeunt both. 
Enter Luce. 


Luce. Vat is de matter, Vat be you, yonker ? 

Flow. By this light a Dotch Frow, they fay they are 
call’d kind,by chis light Ple try her. 

Luce, Vat be you, yonker, why do you not fpeak ? 

Flow. By my troth, fweet heart, a poor Gentleman that 
would defire of you, if it ftand with your liking, the bounty 
of your purfe, 


Enter Father. 


Luce. Ohere God, fo young an Armine. 

Flow. Armine, fweet-heart, | know not what you mean 
by that, but I am almolt a beggar. 

Luce, Ate you not a married man,vere been yout Vife ? 
Here is all I have, take dis. 

Flew. What gold, young Frow? thisis brave. 

Fath. 1f he have any grace, hell now repent. 

Luce. Why fpcak you not, vere be your vife ? Z 
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Flow. Dead, dead, fhe’s dead, ’ts Mhe hath undone mce ? 


Spent meall Ll had, and kept Rafcals under my Nofe to 
brave me, 

Luce. Did you ufe her well ? 

Flow. Ufe her, there’s never a Gentlewoman in Eng- 
land could be better nfed than I did her, 1 could but 
Coach her; her Diet ftood me in forty pound a month, 
but fhe is dead and in her Grave, my cares are buried. 

Luce. Indeed dat vas not{cone. ~ 

Fath, He is turned more Devil than he was before. 

Flow. Thou do'h belong to Malter Civet here, doft 
thou not ? 

Luce. Yes, me do. 

Flow. Why there's it, there's not a handful of Plate 
But belongs ro me, God's my Judge: 

If 1 had fuch a Wench as thouart, 
There’s never a mau in England would make more 
Of her, than | would do, ío Mhe had any ftock. 


(They call within. 
O why Tanikin. 
Luce. Stay, one doth call, I fhall come by and by 
again. 


Flow. By this hand,this Dutch wench is in love with me, 
Were it not admiral to make her ftcal 
All Cévee’s Plate, and run away, 

Fath, *Twere beaflly. O Malter Fhwerdale, 

Have you no fear of God, nor Confcience 
What do you mean, by this vile courfe you take ? 
Flow. Whatdo I mean? why, to live, that I mean. 
Fath. To live in this fort, fie upon the courfe, 
Your Life doth how,- you are a very Coward. 
Flow. A Coward, | pray in what? 
: Fath, Why you will borrow fix pence ofa Boy. 

Flow. "Snails, is there fuch a Cowardice in that? I 
dare borrow it of a Man, i, aad of the tallet Man in 
England, if he will lendit me: Let me borrow it how | 
can, and let them come by it how they dare. And it is 
well known, 1 might ride outa hundred times if 1 wonld, 
fo! might. 

Fath. It was not want of will, but Cowardice, 

There is none that lends to you, but know they gain: 
And what is that but only ftealth in you ? 

Delia might hang you now, did not her heart 

Take pitty of you for her Sifters fake. 

Go get you hence, left lingering here you ftay, 

You fall into their hands you look not for. 

Flow, Vil tacry here, till the Dutch Frow 
Comes, ifall the Devils in Hell were here. [Exit Father. 


Enter Sir Lancelot, Mafter Weathercock, 
and Articnoak. 


Lanc. Where is the Door ? are we not paft it, Arri- 
choak ? 
crt. By th’ Mals here’s one, 
Pi ask him, do you hear, Sir? 
Whar, are you fo proud ? do you hear, which is the way 
To Mafter Civet’s Houfe ? what, will you not fpcak ? 
O me, thisis filching Flowerdale. 
Lance. O wonderful, is this lewd Villain here ? 
O yoncheating Rogue, you Cut-Purfe, Cony-Catcher, 
What Dirch, you Villain, is my Daughters Grave ? 
A cozening Rafcal, that muft make a Will, 
Take on him that ftrict habit, very that : 
When he flould turn to Angel, a dying grace, 
I'l Father-in Law you, Sir, Ill make a Will: 
Speak, Villain, where’s my Daughrer ? 
Poyfoned, | warrant you, or knocked a the Head: 
Aud to abufe good Mafter Weathercock, with 
His forged Wall, and Mafter Weathercock , 
To make my grounded refolution, 
Then to abufe the Devoxfhire Gentleman: 
Go, away with him to Prifon. 
Flow. Wherefore to Prifon? Sir, I will not go. 
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Enter eMafter Civet, hu Wife, Oliver, Sir Arthur, 
Father, Uncle, and Delia. 


Lanc, Ohere’s his Uncle, 
Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome ell: 
Such a Cozener, Gentlemen, a Murderer too 
For any thing | know, my Daughter is miffing, 
Hath been looked for, cannot be found, a vild upon thee, 
Unc. He is my Kinfman, although his life be vile, 
Therefore, in Gods name, do with him whac you will. 
Lanc, Marcy to Prifon. 
an. Wherefore to Prifon, fnick-up? Iowe you no- 
thing. 
Lanc. Bring forth my Daughter then, away with him, 
Flow. Go feek your Daughter, whatdo you lay ro my 
charge? 
Lanc, Sufpition of murder, go, away with him. 
Flow. Murder your Dogs, | murder your Daughter ? 
Come, Uncle, | know you'll Bail me, 
Unc. Not l, were there no morc, 
Than 1 the Jaylor, thou the Prifoner. 
Lanc, Go, away with him. 


Enter Luce like a Frow. 


Luce. O my Life, where will you ha de Man ? 
Vat ha de yonker done? 

Wea, Woman, he hath kill’d his Wife. 

Luce. His Wife, dat is not good, dat is not feen. 

Lanc. Hang not upon him, Hufwife, if you do I'll fay 
you by him. 

Luce. Have me po, and or way do you have him, 
He tell me dat he love me heartily. 

Fran. Lead away my Maid to Prifon, why, Tom, will 
you fuffer that ? 

Civ. No, by your leave, Father, fhe is no Vagrant: 
She is my Wives Chamber-maid, and as true as the 
Skin between any mans Brows here. 

Lanc. Goto, you'r both Foals: 

Son Civet, of my Life this is a Plot, 

Some ftragling counterfeit profcr’d to you: 

No doubt to rob you of your Plate and Jewels : 
PII have you led away co Prifon, Trull. 

Luce, 1am no Trull, neither Outlandihh Frow, 
Nor he, nor | fhall to the Prifon go: 

Know you me now? nay never ftand amazed. 
Father, I know ! have offended yon, 

And though that duty wills me bend my Kaees 
To you in duty and obedience ; 

Yet this wayesdo { turn, and to him yicld 

My love, my duty, and my humblencfs. 

Lanc. Baftard in nature, kneel to fuch a Slave ? 

Luce. O Matter Flowerdale, if too much grief 
Have not ftopt up the Organs of your Voice, 

Then fpeak to her that is thy faithful Wife, 
Or doth contempt of me thus tie thy tongue: 
Turn not away, | am no Athiop, 

No wanton Creffed, nora changing Hellen : 
Bur rather one madc wretched by thy lols. 
What turn’ft thon ftill from me? O then 

| guefs the wofall’{t among haplefs men. 

Fiw. 1} am indeed, Wife, wonder among Wives! 
Thy Chaftity and Vertue hath infufed 
Another Soul in me, red with defame, | 
For in my blufhing Cheeks is feen my fhame. 

Lanc. Out Hypocrite, | charge chee truft him cot. 

Luce. Not tcuft him, by the hopes after blifs, 

[ know no forrow can be compar’d to his, 

Lanc. Well, fince chou wert ordain’d to Beggery, 
Follow thy Fortune, | defy thee. 

Oli. Ywood che were fo well ydoufled as was ever white 
Cloth in cocking mill, an che ha not made me weep. 

Fath, IF he hath any grace hell now repent. 

Arth. 
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Arib. It moves my heart. 

Wea. By my iroth i muft weep, I cannot choofe. 

Unc. None but a beaft wouldtuch a maid milofe. 

Flow. Content thy felf, 1 hopeto win his favour, 

And to redeem my reputation loft 

And, Gentlemen, believe me, | befeech you, 

[hope your Eyes fhall behold fuch change, 

As hali deceive your expectation. . f 

Oli. | would che were fplit now, butche believe him, 

Lanc. How, believe him. 

Wea, By the Matkins, J do. 

Lan. What do you think that e’re he will have grace: 

Wea. By my Faith it will go hard. 

Oli, Well,che vor ye he is changed : and, Mc.Flowerdale, 
in hope you been fo, hold there’s vorty pound toward your 
zetting up : what be not afhamed,vang it man, vang it,be 
a good Husband, loven to your Wife: aad you fhall not 
want for vorty more, Iche vor thee. 

«Arib. My meansare little, but if you'll follow me, 
| will inftruct you in my ableft power : 

But to yoor Wife I give this Diamond, 
And prove true Diamond fair in all your life. 
Flow. Thanks, good Sir Arthur : Mr. Oliver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown fo kind, 
Binds me in all endeavour to reftore. 
Oli, What, reftore me no reftorings, man, 
[ have vorty pound more here, vang it : 
Zouth chil devie London elfe: what, donot think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Money ? 
che have an handred ponnd more to pace of any good 
fpotation: [ hope your under and your Uncle will vollow 
my zamples. 

Unc. Youhave gueft right of me, if he leave off this 
courfe of life, he fhall be mine Heir. 

Lan, But he fhall never get a groat of me ; 

A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kill’d his painful 
Father, honeft Gentleman, that paffed the fearful 


Danger of the Sea, to get him living and maintain him. 


brave, 

Wea. What hath he kill’d his Father ? 

Lance. |, Sir, with conceit of his vile courfes. 

Fath. Sir, youare mifinformed. 

Lan. Why, thou old knave, thou told’ft me fothy felf. 

Fath. Iwrong’d him then: 

And toward my Mafter’s Stock, 
There’s twenty Nobles for to make amends. 

Flow. No Keffer, | have troubled thee, and wrong’d 

thee more, 
What thou in love gives, I in love reftore. 

Fran. Ha, ha, Sifter, there you plaid bo-peep with 
Tom, what hall | give her coward houfhold ? 

Sifter Delia, hall I give her my Fan ? 

Del. You were beft ask your Husband. 

Fra, Shall 1, Tom ? 

Civ, 1, do, Frank, le buy thee anew one, witha longer 

` handle, 

Fran. A rullet one, Tom. 

Cov. | with ruffet Feathers. 

Fran, Here, Sifter, there’s my Fan toward houhhold, to 
keep you warm 

Luce. | thank you, Sifter. 

Weath. Why thisis well, and toward fair Laces Stock, 
here’s forty fhillings: and forty good fhillings more , 
Ple give her, marry. Come Sir Lancelot , I muft have 
you Friends. 

Lance, Not I, all this is counterfeit, 

He will confume it, were it a Million. 
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Fath, Sir, what ts your Daughters dower worth? 
Lance. Had the been mariied to an honeft man, 
Ichad been better than a thoufand pound. 
Fath. Pay it him, and Pie give you my bond, 
To make her joynture better worth than three, 
_Lanc. Your bond, Sir! why what are you ? 
Fath, One whofe word in’ London though J fay it, 
Will pafs there for as much as yours. 
Lan. Wert not thou late that unthrifts ferving-man ? 
Fath, Look on me better, now my {car is off: 
Nere mufe man at this metamorphofie, 
-Lance. Matter Fiowerdale. 
Flow. My Father, O i hame to look on him. 
Pardon, dear Father, the follies that are paft. 
Fath. Son, Son, i do; and joy at this thy change, 
And applaud thy Fortune inthis vertuous Maid, 
Whom Heaven hath fent to thee to fave thy Soul. 
Luce. Thisaddeth joy to joy, high Heaven be prais’d. 
Weat. Mr. Flowerdale, weicom from Death, good Mr. 
Flowerdale. 
’T was faid fo here, "twas faid fo here good Faith. 
Fath. 1 cavs’d that rumour to be {pread my felf, 
Becaufe I’d fee the humours of my Son, 
Which to relate the circumitance 1s needlefs . 
And Sirrah, fee you run no more in to that fame difeale : 
For he that’s once cured of that maladie, 
Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkennels, and Pride, 
And falls again into the like diftrefs, 
That fever isdeadly, doth till Death endure: 
Such men die mad as ofa calenture. 
Flow. Heaven helpiog me, |’le hate the courfe as Hell. 
Une. Say it, and do it Coofin, all is well. 
Lan. Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeft man, 
[ take youto my favour. Brother Flowerdale, 
Welcom with all my heart: I fee your care 
Hath brought thefe acts to this conclufion, 
And lam gladof it, come let’s in and feaft. 
Oli. Nay zoft you awhile, you promifed to make 
Sir e4rthar and me amends, here is your wifeft 
Danoghter, fee which an’s fhe’ll have, 
Lan. A Gods name, you have my good will, get hers. 
Oli How fay you then Damfel, tyters hate ? 
Deli, 1, Sit, am yours. 
Oli, Why, then fend for a Vicar, and chil have it 
Difpatched in a trice, fo chil. 
Del. Pardon me, Sir, | mean I am yours, 
InLove, in Duty, and affection. 
But not to love as Wife, fhall nere be faid, 
Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
rth, Do not condemn your felf for ever, 
Vertuons fair, you were born to love. 
Olver. Why you fay true, Sir Arthur, the was ybore 
to it, 
So well as her Mother: but 1 pray you fhew us 
Some zamples or reafons why you will not marry ? 
Del. No that do condemn a married life, 
For ’tis no doubt a fanctimonious thing: 
But for the careand crofles of a Wife, 
The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My-vow is in Heaven in Earth to live alone, 
Husbands horvfoever good, | will have none. 
Oli. Why then, chil live a Batchelor too, 
Che zet not a vig by a Wife, ifa Wife zet not a vig 
By me: Come, fhall’s go to dinner ? 
Fath. Tomorrow I crave your companiesin A4ark-lane : 
To night we’ll frolick in Mr.Gvee’s Houfe, 
And to cach health drink down a full Caroufe 
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The A€ors Names. 


Qj D Cromwell, 4 Black/mith of Putney. 
Toung Thomas Cromwell his Son. 
Hodge, Will ad Tom, old Cromwell’s Servants. 
Earl of Bedford and his Hoff. 

Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Sir Chriftopher Hales. 

Cardinal Wolfèy. 

Sir Thomas Moor. 

Gardiner Bifhop of Winchefter. 

Sir Ralph Sadler. 

Mafter Boufer a Merchant. 

Banifter, a broken Merchant and his Wife. 


Bagot, a cruel covetous Broker. 
Friskiball, « Florentine Merchant. 
The Governours of the Englifh Houfe at Antwerp. 
States and Officers of Bononia. 
Goodman Secly and his Wife Joan. 
Chorus. 

A Poft. 

Meffengers. 

Ufbers and Servants. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Two Citizens. 

Two Merchants. 





Enter three Smiths, Hodge, and two other, 
old Cromwell's mem 


Hodge. Ome, Mafters, I think it be paft five a 
Clock, Is it not time we were at work ? 
My old Mafter he'll be ftirring anon. 

1, Icannottell whether my old Mafter 
will be ftirring or no: bat] am fureI can hardly take my 
Afternoons nap, for my young Mafter Thomas, he keeps 
fucha quile in his ftudy, with the Sun, aod the Moon, 
and the feven Stars, that I do verily think he’ll read out 
his Wits. i 

Hodge, He skill of the Stars ? 
There’s Goodman Car of Fulham, À 
He that carricd us to the rong Ale where Goody Trurde! 
Had her Maid got with Child : O, he knows the Stars, 
He'll tickle you Charles's Wain in nine degrees: 
That fame man will tell Goody Trandel 
When hee Ale fhall mifcarry, only by the Stars. 

2. I, thar’sa great Virtue indeed, I think Thoms 
Be no Body in comparifon to him. 

1. Well, Mafters,come, fhall we to our Hammers? 


Hodge. 1, content; fir lets take our Mornings 
Draught, and then to work roundly. 

2. l, agreed, goin, Hodge, CExeum omnes. 
Enter young Cromwell. 


Crom. Good Morrow, Morn, Ido falute thy brightnefs, 
The night feems tedious to my troubled Soul : 
Whole black obfcurity binds in my miad 
A thoufand fundry cogitations : 
And now e4arora with a lively die, 
Adds comfort to my {pirit chat mounts on high. 
Too high indeed, my ftate being fo mean: 
My tudy like a mineral of Gold, 
Makes my heart proud, wherein my hope’s inroll’d, 
My Books are all rhe wealth I do poflefs, 
And unto them I have ingag’d my heart ; 
O, Learning, how divine thou feem’ht to me ! 
Within whote Arms is all felicity. 
Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there, 
[ Aere mihin they malt bear with their Hammers, 
You do dilturb my fludy and my refl; 
Leave off, I fay, you mad me with the norfe. 
Erter 
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Enter Hodge, and the two Men, 


Hodge. Why, how now, Malter Thomas, how now; 
Will yov oot let us work for you? wit 

Crom, You fret my heart, with making of this noife. 

Hodge, How, fret your heart? I but, Thomas, you ll 
Free your Fathers Purfe if you lett us from working. 

2. 1, this’tis for him to make him a Gentleman: 
Shall we leave work for your mufing? that’s well i faith; 
But here comes my old Mafter now. 


Enter old Cromwell. 


Old Crom. You idle Knaves, 

What are you loytring now ? 

No Hammers walking, and my work todo? 

What, nota heat among your work today ? 

Hodge. Marry, Sir, your Son Thomas will not let us 

work at all. . 

Old Crom. Why Knave I fay, 

Have I thus cark’d and car’d, 

And allto keep thee like a Gentleman, 

And doft thov lett my Servants at their work ; 

That fweat for thee, Knave ? labourchus for thee ? 
Crom, Father, their Hammers do offend my Study. 
Old Crom. Out of myDoors, Knave, if thou hk’ ft it not : 

lcry you mercy, are your Ears fo fine ? 

i tell thee, Knave, thefe get when I do fleep ; 

{ will not have my Anvil ftand for thee. 

Crom. There’s money, Father, | will pay your men. 
[He throws Money among them. 
Old Crom, Havel thus brought thee up unto my cof, 

In hope that one day thou would’ft relieve my Age, 

And art thou now fo lavifh of thy Coin, 

To fcatter tt among thefe idle Knaves? 

Crom, Father, be patient, and content your felf, 

The time will come fhall hold gold as trafh : 

And here I {peak with a prefaging Soul, 

To build a Palace where now this Cottage ftands, 

As fine as is King Henry’s Houfe at Sheen. 

Old Crom, You build a Houfe ? 

You Knave, you'll be a Beggar; 

Now afore God all is but caft away 

That is beftowed upon this thriftlefs Lad, 

Well, had § bound him to fome honeft Trade, 

This had not been; but it was his Mother?s doing, 

To fend bim to the Univerfity : 

How? build a Houfe where now this Cottage ftands, 

As fair as that at Sheen? he fhall not hear me, 

A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank,7om, 

Well {aid Tom, Grammarcies Tom - 

In to your work, Knaves; hence faucy Boy. 

[Exeuns all but young Cromwell. 
Crom, Why fhould my Birth . 

Keep down my mountiog fpirit? 

Are not all Creatures fubjeét unto time ? 

To time, who dothabufe the World, 

And fills it full of hodge podge Baftardy ; 

There’s Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 

That their original did fpring from Kings, 

And many Monarchs now, whofe Fathers were 

The riff-raff of their Age; for time and fortune 

Wears out a noble train to Beggery ; 

And from the Dunghill minions do advance 

To ftate: and mark, in this admiring World 

This is but courfe, which in the name of Fate 

Is feen as ofren as it whirls about : 

The River Thames that by our Door doth pafs, 

His firft beginning is but finall and fhailow, 

Yet keeping on his courfe grows to a Sea. 

And likewife Wolfey, the wonder of our Age, 

His Birth as mean as mine, a Butchers Son ; 

Now who within this Land a greater man? 


The Life and Death 


Then, Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 
Thar thou may’ft live to flourith and controu!. 


Enter old Cromwell. 


Old Crom. Tom Cromwell, what Tom I fay. 

Crom. Do you call, Sir? 

Old Crom. Here is Mafter Bowfer come to know if you 
have difpatch’d his Petition for the Lords of the Council, 
or no, 9 

(rom. Father, I have, pleafe you to call him in, 

Old Crom. That’s well faid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom, 


Enter Mafler Bowfer. 


Bow. Now, Mafter Cromwell, have you difpatch’d this 
Petition ? 
Crom. Ihave, Sir, here it is, pleafe you perufe it. 
Bow. It fhall not need, we'll read it as we go by Water. 
nd, Mafter Cromwell, | have made a motion 
May do you goad, and if you like of it. 
Our Secretary at Antwerp, Sir, is dead, 
And the Merchants there have fent to me, 
For to provide a man fit for the place: 
Now I do know none fitter than your felf, 
If with your liking it ftand, Mafter Cromye/?. 
Crom, With all my heart, Sir, and I much am bound, 
In love and duty for your kindnefs Mown. 
Old Crom, Body of me, Tem, 
Make hafte, left fome Body 
Get between thee and home, Tom. 
[thank you, good Matter Bowser, 
I thank you for my Boy, 
Ithank you always, I thank you moft heartily, Sir: 
Ho, a Cup of Beer here for Mafter Bowfer, 
Bow. It fball not need, Sir: Malter Cromwell 
you go? 
Crom. | will attend you, Sir. 
Old Crom. Farewel, Tom, God blefs thee, Tom, 
God {peed thee, good Tom. CExennt omnes, 


will 


Enter Bagot a Broker folus. 


Bag. | hope this day is fatal unto fome, 
And by their lofs muft Bagor feek to gain. 
This is the Lodging of Mafter Frssksbal, 
A liberal Merchant, and a Florentine, 
To whom Bamfter owes a thovfand pound, 
A Merchant-Bankrupt, whofe Father was my Mafter. 
What do I care for pity or regard, 
He once was wealthy, but he now is falo, 
And this morning have I got him arrefted 
Acthe fuit of Mafter Friskibal, 
And by this means fhall I be fure of Coin, 
For doing this fame good to him unknown: 
And in geod time, fee where the Merchant comes. 


Enter Friskiball. 


Good Morrow to kind Matter Frsskiball. 

Frif. Good Morrow to your felf, good Mafter Bagor, 
And whats the news yonr are fo early ftirring? 
It is for gain, I make no donbt of that. 

Bag. Itis for the love, Sir, that T bear to you. 
When did you fee your Debtor Banifter ? 

Frif. | promife you, I have not feen the man 
This two months day, his poverty is fuch, 
As I do think he hames to fee his Friends. 

Bag. Why then affure your felf to fce him ftraight, 
For at your Suit | have arrefted him, 
And here they will be with him prefently. 

Frif’ Arcett him at my Suit? you were to blame, 
! koow the mans misfortanes to be fuch, 


As he’s not able for to pay the Debt, 
And 
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And were it known to fume, he were undone. 

Bag. This is your pitiful heart cochink it fo, 
But you are much decviv'd in Baniffer : 

Why, fuch as he will break for falhion fake, 
And uuto thofe they owe a thoufand pound, 
Pay Icarce a hundred: O, Sir, beware of him, 
The man islewdly given co Dice and Drabs, 
Spends all he hath in Harlots companics, 

lcis no mercy for to pity him: 

} {peak the truth of lum, for nothing elfe, 
Buc for the kindnefs that 1 bear co you. 

Frif. fit be fo, he hath deceiv’d me much, 
And to deal Itrictly with fuch a one as he, 
Better feverc than too much lenity : 

But here is Mafter Baufter himfelf, 
And with him, as] cake’t, the Officers. 


Enter Banilter, his Wife, and two Officers. 


Ban, O Mafter Friskibal, you have undone me : 
My ftate was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now altogether down-caft by your means. 
Mrs. Ban. QO, Mr, Friskibal 
Pity my Husband's cafe, 
He is a man hath liv’d as well as any, 
Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 
Did rob, diftobe, and fpoil us of our own. 
Frif. Miftrels Banifter, | envy not your Husband, 
Nor willingly would t have us’d him thus : 
But that I hear he is {0 lewdly given, 
Haunts wicked Company, and hath enough 
To pay his debts, yet will not be known thereof. 
Ban. Thisisthat damned Broker, that fame Bagot, 
Whom I have often from my Trencher fed: 
Ingraceful villain for to ufe me thus. 
Bag. What L have faid to him is nought but truth, 
Atrs. Ban. What thou haft faid 
Springs from an envious heart. 
A Cannibal that doth cat men alive : 
But here upon my knee believe me, Sir, 
And what | fpeak, fo help me God, is truc, 
We fcarce have meat to feed our little Babes : 
Moft of our Plate is in that Broker’s hand, 
Which had we money to defray our debts, 
O think, we would not bide that penury - 
Be merciful, kind Malter Friskibal, 
My Husband, Children, and my felf will cat 
But one meal a day,the other will we keep and fell, 
Frif, Goto, | fee thou arc an envious man : 
Good Miftris Bamfter, knecl not to me, 
| pray rife up, you fhall have your defire. 
Hold officers ; be gone, there’s for your pains, 
You know you owe to me a thoufand pound, 
Here take my hand, if e’re God make you able, 
And place you in your former {tate again, 
Pay me: bucif ftill your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith Vle never ask you Crown: 
l never yet did wrong to men in thrall, 
For God doth know what to my felf may fall. 
Ban, This unexpected favour undeferv’d, 
Doth make my heart bleed inwardly with joy : 
Nere may ought profper with me is my own, 
If | forget this kindnefs you have fhown. l 
Atrs, Bax, My Children in their Prayers both night and 
For your good Fortune and fuccefs fhall pray. (day, 
Frif. I chank you both, | pray go dine with me, 
Within thefe chree dayes, 1{ God give mc leave, 
| will Co Florence to my native home. 
bagot, hold, there’s a Portage to drink, 
Although yon ilH deferved it by your merit ; 
Give not fuch cruel fcope unto your heart ; 
Be fure thc ill you do will be requited : 
Remember what l fay, Bagor, farewel. 
Come, Matter Baniffer, you hall with me, 
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My fare’s but umple, but welcome heartily. 

Céxennt a but Bagot. 

Bag. A plague go with you, 
Would you had eat your lalt, 
Is chis che thanks | have for all my pains? 
Confufion light upon you ali for me: 
Where he lad wont to give a {core of Crowns, 
Doth he now foift me with a Portague: 
Well, Iwill be revenged upon this Barafter. 
l'le to his Creditors, buy all the debts he Owes, 
As feemiug that I doit for good will, 
l am fure to have chematan eafic rate; 
And when tis done, in Chriftendom he ftays not, 
But lle make lùs heart take with forrow, 
And if thar Banıfter become my debter, 
By Heaven and Earth l'le make his plague the greater. 
L Exu Bagot. 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho. Now Gentlemen imagine 

That young Cromwel isin eAntwerp, 

Ledger for the Englih Merchants : 

And Banıfter to hun this Bagot: hate, 

Hearing that he hath got fome of his debts, 

ls fed to Antwerp, with his Wife and Children, 

Which Bagot hearing, is gone after chem : 

And thither fends his bills of debr before, 

To be revenged on wretched Bamifter, 

What doth fall our, with patience fit and fce, 

A juft requital of falfe treacherie. CExi 

Enter Cromwell in bis findy, with bags of money 
before him, cafling of acccunt, 


Crom. Thus far my reckoning doth go ftraight and even, 
But,Cromwell, this fame plodding fits not thee 
Thy mind is altogether fet on travel, 
And not to live thus cloyftered,like a Nuo ; 
It is not this fame trafh, that | regard. 
Experience is the Jewel of my heart. 


Enter a Poh. 


Post. | pray, Sir, are you ready todifpatch me ? 
Crom. Yes,here’s thofe furnms of money you muft carry. 
You go fo far as Frankford, do you not? 
Post. | do, Sir. 
Crom, . Well, prithee make all the haft thou can’ft, 
For there be certain Englith Gentlemen 
Arc bound for Venice, and may happily want, 
And if that you fhould linger by the way: 
But in hope that you will make good {peed, 
There’s two Angels to buy you fpurs and wands. 
Post. I thank you, Sir, this will add wings indeed. 
Crom. Gold is of power to make an Eagles fpeed. 


Enter eMiflris Banifter. 


What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves fo much? 
It feems fhe doth addeefs her felf to me. 
Mrs. Ban. God fave you, Sir, pray is your name Mafter 
Cromwell ? 
Crom. My name is Thomas Cromwell, Gentlewoman. 
Ars. Ban. Know you not one Bagor, Sir, that’s come to 
cAntwerp ? 
Crom. No, truft me, | never fawche man, 
Bur here ace bills of debt | have received 
Againt{t one Bar/ler a Merchant fallen into decay, 
Mrs. Ban, Into decay indeed, long of that wretch: 
lam che Wife to wofull Ramer, 
And by that bloody villain am purfu’d, 
From London, here to eAntwerp: 
My Husband he is inthe Governors hands, 
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And God of Heaven koows bow he'll deal with him, 
Now, Sir, your heart is framed of milder temper, 
Be merciful toa diftrefled Soul, 
And God no doubt will treble blefs your gain. 
Crom, Good Miftris Bamffer, what! can, | will, 
In any thing that lies within my power. 
Mrs.Ban. O (peak to Bagor that fame wicked wretch, 
An Angels voice may move a dainned Devil. 
Crom. Why is he come to Antwerp, as you hear ? 
Mrs.Ban. heard he landed fome two hours fince, 
Crom. Well, Miftuis Banifter, allure your felf, 
lle fpeak to Bagot in your own behalf, 
And win him t’all the pitty that I can: 
Mean time, to comfort you, in your diftrefs, 
Receive thefe Angels to relieve your need, 
And be aflured, chat what I can effect, 
To do you good, no way I will neglect. (heart, 
ers. Ban. That mighty God that knows each mortals 
Keep you from trouble, forrow, grief and {mart. 
CExit cAvtris Banifter. 
Crom. Thanks, courteous Woman, 
For thy hearty Prayer : 
Ic grieves my Soul to fee her mifery, 
Buc we that live under the work of fate, 
May hope the beft, yet know not to what flate 
Our ftars and deftinies have us affign’d, 
Fickle is Fortune, and her face ts blind. 


Enter Bagot Soku, 


Bag. So all goes wel), it is as I would have it, 

Banifter, he is with the Governor : 

And fhortly fhall have gives upon his heels. 

It glads my heart to chink upon the flave ; 

| hope to have his body rot in Prifon, 

And after here, his Wifeto hang her felf, 

And all his Children die for want of food. 

The jewels I have brought to Antwerp, 

Are reckon’d to be worth five thoufand pound, 

Which Icarcely ftood me inthree hundred pound ; 

) { bought chem at an eafie kind of rate, 

l care not which way they came by them 

That fold them me, it cames not near my heart ; 

And left they thould be ftoln, as fure they are, 

t thought it meet to fell them here in Antwerp, 

And fa have leftthem in the Governour’s hand, 

Who offers me within two hundred pound 

Of all my price: but now no morc of chat, 

| muft go fee and if my Bills be fafe, 

The which! fent to Mafter Cromwell, 

That if the wind fhould keep me on the Sea, 

He might arreft him here before 1 came : 

And in good time, fec where heis: God fave you, Sir. 
Crom. And you, pray,pardon me, I know you not, 
Bag. |tmay be fo, Sir, but my name is Bagor, ` 

The man that fent to yav the Bills of debt. 

Crom. O, the man that purfues Banifler, 

Here are the Bills of debt you fent to me : 

As for the man, you know beft where he is ; 

It isreported y’avea flintie heart, 

A mind that will not ftoopto any pitty ; 

An Eye that knows nat how to fhed a tear, 

A hand that’s always open for reward : 

But, Mafter Bagor, would you be ruled by me, 

You fhouldturn all thefe to the contrary ; 

Your heart fhould {till have feeling of remorfe, 

Your mind, according to your ftate, be Jiberal 

To thofe that ftand in need, and in diftrefs ; 

Your hand to help them that do ftand in want, 

Rather than with your poife to hold them down, 

For every ill turn fhow your felf more kind, 

Thus fhould ! do, pardon, | {peak my mind. 

Bag. 1, Sir, you fpeak to hear what | would fay, 

But you mult live | know, aswell as!: 
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I know this place to be Extortion, 

And "tis not for a man to keep fafe here, 
Bathe muftlye, cog, with his deareft Friend ; 
And as for pitty, fcorn it, hate all Confcience: 
But yet I do commend your wit in this, 

To make a fhow, of what I hope you are not, 
But 1 commend you, and ’tis well done : 

This is the only way to bring your gain. 

Crom. My gain? I had rather chain me to an Oar, 
And like a flave there toil out all my life, 

Before I’de-live fo bafe a flave as thou, 

1, like an Hypocrite, to make a how 

Of feeming virtue, and a Devil within ¢ 
No Bagot, if thy Confcience were as clear, 
Poor Bam/fter ne’re had been troubled here. 

Bag. Nay, good Mafter Cromwell, be not angry, Sir, 
I know full well that you are no fuch man, 

But if your Confcience were as white as Snow, 
lt will be thought that you are otherwife. 

Crom, Willit be thought I am otherwife? 

Let them that think fo, know they are deceiv’d ; 
Shall (romped live to have his Faith mifconfter’d ? 
Antwerp, for all the wealth withinthy Town, 

1 will oot ftay here full two hours longer : 

As good luck ferves, my accounts are all made even, 
Therefore Plc ftraight unto the Treafurer : 

Bagot, | know yowllto the Governour, 

Commend me to him, fay I am bound to travel, 
To fee the fruitful parts of /raly ; 

And as you ever bore a Chriftian mind, 

Let Banifter fome favour of you find. 

Baz. For your fake, Sir, Ile help him all J can, 
To ftarve his heart out e’re he gets a groat ; 
So,Mafter Cromwell, do I take my leave, 

For I muft {traight unto the Governour. 
Céxit Bagot. 

Crom. Farewel, Sir, pray youremember what { faid : 
No, Cromwell, no, thy heart was ne’re fo bafe, 

To live by falfhood, or by brokery ; 
Buc ’c falls out well, 4 little it repent, 
Hereafter, time in travel fhall be fpent. 


Enter Hodge, bis Father’s man. 


Hodge. Your Son Thomas quoth you,| have been Thomaft ; 
I had thought it had been no fuch matter toa gone by wa- 
ter; forat Purney Vle go you to Parifh-Garden for two 
pence, fit as ftillas may be,without any waggingor joulting 
in my gutts, in a little Boat too: here we were fcarce 
fome four mile in the great green Water, but I thinking 
to goto my afternoons unchines , as ‘twas my manner at 
home, but! felta kind of rifing in my gutts: at laft one 
a the Sailers {pying of me, be a good cheer fayeshe, fer 
down thy victuals, and up withit, chou haft nothing but 
an Eel in thy belly: Well, to’t went I, to my victuals 
went the Sailers and thinking me to be a man of better eX- 
perience thanany in the fhip, asked me what Wood the 
hip was made of : they all fnot I told them as right as 
if! had been acquainted with the Carpenter that made it ; 
at laft we grew near Land, and I grew villanous hungry, 
went to my bage, the Devil a bit there was, the Sailers had 
tickled me; yet | cannot blame them, it was a part of 
kindnefs, for lin kindnefs told them what Wood the hip 
was made of , and they in kindnefs eat up my victuals, as 
indeed one good turn asketh another: well,would J, could 
l, find my Mafter Thomas in this Dutch Town, he might 
put fome Engh{h Beer into my belly. (come : 

Crom. What, Hodge, my Father’s man, by my hand wel- 
How doth my Father? what's che news at home ? 

Hodge. Matter Thoma, O God, Mafter Thomas, your 
hand, glove and all, this is to give you to underftanding 
that your Father is in health, and Aice Downing here 
hath fent you a Nutmeg, and Bef Make water a race of 
Ginger , my fellow Will and Tom hath between them fent 

you 
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you a dozen of Points, and goodman Toll, of the Goat, a 
pair of Mittons, my Sclf came in Perfon, and this is all 
the news 

Crom.Grainarcy,good Hodge,and thou art welcom to me, 
But in as ill a time thou comeft as may be ; 

For | am travelling into /caly, 
What fay’ft cnou, Hodge, wilt thou bear me company ? 

Hodge. Will bear thee company,Tom ? what tell ft me 
of Jealy ? were it to the fartheft part of Flanders, 1 would 
go withthee, Jom; I am thine in all weal and woe, thy 
own tocommand ; what, Zom, | have paffzd the rigorons 
waves of Neprune’s blalts, | cell you, Thomas, I have been 
in danger of the Flouds, and when I have {cen Boreas begin 
to play the Ruffin withus, then would I down a my knees, 
and call upon Vulcan. 

(rom, And why upon him ? 

Hodge, Becaule, as this fame fellow Neptune is God of 
the Seas, fo Vulcan is Lord over the Smiths, and there 
fore I being a Smith, thoaght his Godhead would have 
fome care yct of me. 

Crom. A good conccit : but tell me,haft thou din’d yet ? 

Hodge. Thomas, to fpeak the truth, not a bit yet, I. 

Crom.Come,go with me,thou fhalt have cheer good ftore: 
And farewel, eAurwerp, if lcome nomore. 

Hodge, I follow thee,fweet Tom, | follow thee. 

LExeunt ambo, 


Enter theGovernour of the Englih Honfe, Bagot, 
Banifter, bis Wife, and two Officers. 


Gover, Is Cromwell gone then ? fay you, Mr. Bagot, 
What diflike, I pray? what was the caufe ? 

Bag. To tell you true, a wild brain of his own, 
Such youth as they cannot fee when they are well : 
He ıs all bent to travel, that’s his reafon, 

And.doth not love to eat his Bread at home. 

Gov. Well, good Fortune with him, if the man be gone, 

We hardly fhall find fuch a manas he, 

To fit our turns, his dealings were fo honech. 

But now, Sir, for your Jewels that I have, 

What do you fay ? what, will you take my price ? 

Bag. O, Sir, you offer too much under foot. 

Gov, ’Tis but two hundred pound between us, man, 
What’s that in payment of five thoufand pound ? 

Bag. Ywo hundred pound, birlady, Sir, ’tis great, 
Before I got fo much it made we fweat. 

Gov. Well, Mafter Bagot, Ple proffer you fairly, 
You fee this Merchant, Malter Banifter, 

Is going now to Prifon at your futc : 

His fnbitance all is gone, what would you have ? 

Yet inregard I knew the man of wealth, 

Never dilhoneft dealing, but fuch mifhaps 

Hath faln on hini, may light on me or you: 

There tstwo hundred pound between us, 

We will divide the fame, Ile give you one, 

On that condition you will fet him free: 

His ftate is nothing, that you {ce your felf, 

And where nought is,the King mult lofe his right. 
Bag. Sir, Sir, you {peak out of your love, 

Tis foolifh love, Sir, fure to pitty him; 

Therefore content your felf, this ismy mind, 

Todo him good ) will not bait a penny, 

Ban, -This is my comfort, chough choudo’ft no good, 
A mighty ebbe follows a mighty flood. 

Mrs. Ban, O thou bafe wretch,whom we have foltered, 
Even as a Serpent for to poyfon us, 

If God did ever right a Womans wrong, 
Tothat-fame God I bend and bow nny hicart, 
To let his heavy wrath fall on thy head, 

By whom my hopes and joyes are baichered. 

Bag. Ajas, fond woman, | prethee pray thy worfi. 
The Fox fares better ftill when he is curft. 


And, Miftrefs Bamfter, be merry, Woman, 
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Enter Mafter Bowler>a Merchant. 


Gov. Malter Bewfer ! you're welcom, Sir, from England, 
Whiat’s the beft news? how doall our Friends? 
Bow. They arc all weil, and do commend them to yon: 
There’s Letters from your Brother and your Son: 
So, fare you well, Sur, I muft take my leave, 
My hafte and bufinefs doth require fo, 
Gov. Before you dine, Sir ? what,go you out of town ? 
Bow. Ufaith unlefs I hear forme news in Town, 
[ muft away, there is no remedy. 
Gov, nan Bowfer, what is your bufinefs, may | know 
it 
Bow. You may, Sir, and fo fhall all the City, 
The King of late hath had his treafury robb’d, 
And of the choicelt Jewels that he had: 
The value of them was feven thoufand pounds, 
The fellow that did ftcal thefe Jewels is hanged, 
And did confefs that for three hundred pound, 
He fold chem toone Bagot dwelling in London : 
Now Bagur’s fled, and as we hear, to e-4ntwerp, 
And hither am I come to feek him out, 
And they that firit cantell.me of his news, 
Shall have a hundred pouna for their reward. 
Ban. How juft is God to right the innocent ? 
Gov. Mafter Bowfer, you come in happy time, 
Herc is the villain Bagot that you feek, 
And all thofe Jewels have Lin my hands : 
Officers, look to him, hold him faft. 
Bagor. j ought mea fhame, and now he hath 
paid it. 
Bow. Isthisthat Bagot? fellows, bear him hence, 
We will not now ftand for his reply; 
Lade him with Irons, we will have him tri’d 
In England where his villanıes are known, 
Bag. Mifchief, contufion, Jight upon youall, 
O hang me, drown me, let me kill my felf, 
Let go my armes, let merun quick to Hell. 
Bow, Away, bear him away, ftop the flaves mouth. 
[ T bey carry bim away 
ers. Ban. Thy works are infinite, great God of 
Heaven. 
Gov. I heard this Bagor was a wealthy fellow. 
Bow. He was indeed, for when his goods were [eized, 
Of Jewels, Coyn, and Plate within his Houfe, 
Was found the valuc of five thoufand pound, 
His furniture fully wortn half fo much, 
Which being all ftrain’d for the King, 
He Frankly gave itto the Antwerp Merchants, 
And they again, out of their bounteous mind, 
Have to a Brother of their Company, 
A man decay’d by Fortune of the Seas, 
Given Bagor’s wealth, co fet him up again, 
And keep it for him, his name is Bunter. 
Gov. Matter Bowfer, with this happy news, 
You have revived two from the gates of Death, 
This is that Banifter, and this his Wife, 
Bow. Sir, 1am glad my Fortune is fo good, 
To bring fuch tidings as may comfort you. 
Ran. You have given life unto a man deem’`d dead, 
For by thefe news my life is newly bred. 
crs. Ban, Thanks tomy God,next to my Soveraign 


King ; 
And laft to yon that theft good news do bring. 
Gov. Tbe hundred pound I muft receive, as due 
For finding Bagot, l freely give to you. 
Bow. And, Mafter Banifter, if fo you pleafe, 
l’le bear you Company, when you crofs the Seas, 
Ban. If it pleafe you, Sir, my Company ts but mean, 


‘Stands with your liking, Ile wait on you. 


Gov, | am glad that all things do accord fo well: 
Come, Mafter Sowfer, let us to dinner : 


Vvv2 Come, 
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Come, after forrow now let’s cheer your Spirit, — 
Knaves have their due, and you but what you merit. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Cromwell and Hodge iz thet Shirts, and 
without Hats. 


Hodge. Call ye this feeing of fafhions? 

Marry would I had ftaid at Parney ftill, 

O, Mafter Thomas, we are fpotled, we are gone. 

Crom. Contencthee, man, thts ts but Fortune. 

Hodge. Fortune,a plague of this Fortunc,it makes me go 
wet-fhod, the Rognes would not leave me a fhooe tomy 
feet: for my Hofe, they fcorned them with their heels: 
but for my Doublet and Hat, O Lord, they embraced me, 
andunlaced me, and took away my cloaths, and fo dif- 
graced me. 

Crom, Well, Hodge, what remedy? 

What fhift fhall we make now? 

s Hodge. Nay I know not, for begging Lam naught, for 
ftealing worfe: by my troth I mult even fall to my old 
trade, to the Hammer and the Horfe-heels again: but now 
the worft is, I am notacquainted with the humour of the 
Horfes in this country , whether they are not coltifh,given 
much to kicking, or no, for when I have one Leg in my 
hand, if he fhould up and lay tother on me chops, | were 
gone, there lay !, therelay Hodge. 

Crom. Hodge, | believe thou muft work for us both. 

Hod, O, Mafler Thomas , have not | told you of this? 
have not | many a time and often faid, Tom, or Mafter 
Thomas, learn to make a Horfe.fhaoe, it will be your own 
another day: this was not regarded. Hark you, Thomas, 
what do you call the fellows that rob’d us? 

(rom. The Bandesti. 

Hod. The Bandeets, do you call them ? I know not what 
they are called here, but | am fure wecall them plain 
Thieves in Exglavd: O, Tom, that we were now at Put- 
ney, at the Ale there. 

Crom. Content thee, man, here fet up thefe two Bills, 
And let us Keep our ftanding on the Bridge: 
The fahfob of this Country ìs fuch, 
If any {tranger be oppreffed with want, 
To write the manner of his mifery, 
Aud fuchas are difpos’d to fuccour him, 
Willdo it, what, haft thou fer them up? 

Hod. \ they’re up, God fend fome toread them, 
And not only toread them, butalforo look onus: 
And not altogether look on us, 
But to relieve us, O cold, cold, cold. 

[One ftands at one end, and one at tother. 


Enter Friskiball the Merchant, and 
reads the Bills, 


Frif, What’s here? two Englifhmen rob’d by the 
Bandetti, 
One of them feems to be a Gentleman : 
Tis pitty that his Fortune was fo hard, 
To fall tnto the defperate hands of thieves. 
le queltion him, of what eftate heis ; 
God fave you, Sir, are you an-Englifhman ? 

(vom lam, Sir, a diftreffed Englifiman. 

Frif- And what are you, my Friend. 

Hodge, Who |, Sir, by my troth! do not know my felf, 
what | am now, bur, Sir, | was a Smith,.Sir, a poor 
Farrier of Pueney, that’s my Malter, Sir, yonder, 1 was 
robbed for his fake, Sir. 

Frif. (fee you have been met by the Bandetti, 

And therefore need not ask how you came thus : 
But Friskiball, why do’ft thou queftion them 

Of their eftate, and not relieve cheir need ? 

Sir, the coyn [have about me 1s not much: 
There’s fixceen Duckets for to cloath your felves, 
There’s fixteen nore to buy your diet with, 
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And there’s fixteen to pay for your Horfe.hire: 
Tis all the wealch,you fee,my purfe poffefles ; 
But if you pleafe for to enquire me out, 

You fhall not want for ought that | can do, 

My name is Friskeball, a Florence Merchant : 

A man that always loved your Nation. 

Crom. This unexpected favour at your hands, 
WhichGod doth know, if ever | fhall requite it, 
Neceffity makes me to take your bounty, 

And for your gold can yield you nought bur thanks, 
Your Charity hath help’d me from defpair ; 
Your name fhal! fttll be in my hearty Prayer 

Frif. Icis not worth fuch thanks, come tomy houfe, 
Your want fhall better be reliev’d than chus. 

Crom, | pray excufe me, this fhall well fuffice, 

To bear my charges to Bonona, 

Whereas a noble Earl is much diftreffed : 

An Englifhman, Raffel the Ear! of Bedford 

Is by the French King fold unto his Death, 

It may fall out, that | may do him good : 

To fave his life, Ple hazard my heart Blood: 
Therefore, kind Slr, thanks for yout liberal gift, 
l muft be gone to aid him, there’s no fhift. 

Frif. Vle be no hinderer to fo good anad, 

Heaven profper you, in that you go about: 

If Fortune bring you this way back again, 

Pray let me fee you: fo | take my leave, 

All good amancan wilh, idobequeath. —[ Exit Frifkib 

Crom. All good that God doth fend, light on your head, 
There’s few fuch men within our Climate bred. 

How fay you now, Hodge, is not this good Fortune? 

Hodg. How fay you, Il tell you what,Mafter Thomas, 
If all men be of chis Gentlemans mind, 

Let’s keep our flandings upon this Bridge, 
We fhall get more here, with begging in one day, 
Than I fhall with making Horfefhooes in 2 whole year. 
Crom. No, Hodge, we muft be gone unto Bononia, 
There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford: 
Where if ! fall not In my policy, 
| fhall deceive their fubrle treachery. in 
Hodge. Nay,Vle follow you,God blefs us from the thieving 
Bandetei again. {(Excant. 


Enter Bedford and his Hof. 


Bed. Am | betray’d, was Bedford born to die, 

By fuch bafe flaves, in fuch a place as this? 

Have Ll efcap’d fo many times in France, 

So many Battels have [ over-pafled, 

And made the French ftir, when they heard my name : 

And am i now betraid unto my Death? 

Some of their hearts blood firft fhall pay for it. 
Hoft. They do defire, my Lord, to fpeak with you. 
Bed. The traitors do defire to have my blood, 

But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name 5 

By all my hopes, my Life fhall coft them dear. 

Open the door, Ple venture out upon them, 

And if I muft die, then P’le die with Honour. 

Hoft, Alas, my Lord, thatis a defperate courfe, 
They have begirt you, round about the Houfe : 
Their meaning ts to take you Prifoner, 

And foto fend your body unto France. 

Bed Firft hall the Ocean be asdry as fand, 
Before alive they fend me unto France : 

Ple have my body firft bored like a Sieve, 

And die as Heétor, gaint the eAZermydons, 

E’re France fhall boaft, Bedford’s their Prifoner, 

Treacherous France, that °gainft che Law of Arms, 

Hath here betraid thy Enemy to Death : 

But be affured, my blood fhall be revenged 

Upon the beft lives that remainia France: 

Stand back, or elfe thou run’ft upon thy Death. 


Enter 


of the Lord Cromwell. 


Enter Servant. 


Mef. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your honour, 

That they have hired a Neapolitan, 

Who by his Oratory, hath promifed them 

Without the fhedding of one drop of Blood, 

Into their hands, fafe co deliver you, 

And therefore craves, none but himiclf may enter, 

And a poor fwain thar attends on him. (Exe Set vant. 
Bed, A Neopolitan ? bid him come in, 

Were he ascunning in his Eloquence, 

As Cicero the famous man of Rome, 

His words would be as chaff agaioft the wind. 

Sweet tongu’d Ulyffes, that made Ajax mad, 

Were he and his tongue in this fpeakcr’s head, 

Alive he wins me not; then’tis no conqueft. 


Enter Cromwell like 4 Neapolitan, and Hodge with him. 


Crom, Sir, are you the Mafter of the Houfe ? 
Fhost. | am, Sir. 
Crom. By this fame token you muft Icave this place, 

And leave none but the Earl and I together, 

And this my Peafant here to tend on us. 

Hoft, vn all my heart , God grant you do fome 
good. 
(Exit Hoft. Cromwell fhurs the door. 
Bed. Now, Sir, whar’s your will with me ? 
Crom. Intends your Honour not to yield your felf? 
Bed. No good man goofe, not while my fword doth 
laft ; 
[s this your eloquence for to perfwade me? 
Crom. My Lord, my eloquence is for to fave you ; 
lam not, as you judge, a Neopoktan, 
But Cromwell your fervant, and an Englifhman. 
Bed. How? Cromwell? not my Farnier’s Son? 
Crom. The fame, Sir, andamcome to fuccour you. 
Hodge, Yes faith, fic, and I am Hodge, your poor Smith; 

Many a time and oft have I hooed your Dapper Gray. 
Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art hcre ? 

Crom. It may avail, if yowli be rul’d by me ; 

My Lord, you know the men of eMantua, 

And thefe Bononians are at deadly ftrife, 

And they, my Lord, both love and honour you : 

Could you but get out of the eMantua port, 

Then were you fafe, defpight of all their force. 

Bed. Tut, man,thou talk’{t of chings impoflible ; 

Do’ft thou nor fee, that we are round befct, 

How theo is’c poflible we fhould cleape ? 

Crom. By forec we cannot, but by policie : 

Put on the apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 

And give him yours: the States they know you not, 

For as l think, they never faw your face, 

Andata watch-word muft I calf them in, 

And will defire, that we two fafe may pafs 

To eAMantua, where Vie fay my bufinefs lies ; 

How doth your honour like of this advice ? 

Bed. O,wondrous good : But wile thou venture, Hodve. 
Hod Will 1? OnobleLord, 1 doaccord, inany thing 
[ cans; 

And do agree, to fet thee free, doFortune what fhe can, 
Red. Come then, let’s change our apparel ftraight. 
(rom. Go, Hodge, makc haftc, left they chance to 

call. 
Hod, \ warrant you Pe fit him witha Sute 
CExewur Earl and Hodge. 
Crom. Heavens grant this policy doth take fuccefs, 

And chat the Earl may fafely (cape away. 

And yet it grieves me for this fimple wretch, 

For fear they fhould offer him violence ; 

But of two Evils ’tis be(t to fhun che grcatett, 

And better is it that he live in thrall, 

Than fuch a noble Earl as he fhould fail. 
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Their ftubborn hearts, ic may be will relent ; 
Since he ts gone, to wnom their hate is bent. 
My Lord, have you difpatched ? 


Enter Bedlord like the Clown, and Hodge in his 
Cloak and his Hat. 


Bed, How doft thou like usc, Cromwell, is it well ? 

Crom, O, my good Lord, excellent: Avdge, how do'lt 

fecl thy felf ? 

Hodge. How do ! fect my felf? why, asa Noble man 

fhould do. 
O how | feel Honour come creeping on, 
My Nobility is wonder ful melancholy : 
is it not moft Gentleman like to be melancholy ? 

Crom. Yes, Hodge; now go fit down in thy Itudy, 
And take ftate upon thee. 

Hodge. | warrant you, my Lord, let mealone to take 
ítate upon me: but hark, my Lord, do you feel nothing 

ite about you ? 

Bed. No, tuut me, Hodge. 

Hod. \, they know they want tbeir old pafture ; ’tis a 
ftrange tning of this vermin, they dare not meddle with 
Nobility. 

Crom, Go take thy place, Hodge, | will call them in. 


Hodge fitssn che fludy, and Cromwell calls im the States. 
All is done, enter and if you pleafe. 
Enter the States, and Officers with Halberts. 


Gev. What, have you won him? will he yield himfelf? 

Crom. [ have, an’t pleafe you, and the quiet Earl 
Doth yield himielf to be difpofed by you. 

Gov. Give him the money that we promis’d him : 
So let him go, whither he pleafe himfelf. 

Crom. My bufiaefs, Sir, lies unto Mantua ; 
Pleafe you to give me fafe conduct thither. 

Gov Go,and conduct him to the Afant ua Port, 
And fee lim fafe delivered prefently. 

CExeunt Cromwell, and Bedford. 

Go draw the curtains, let us fee the Earl : 
O, he is writing, ftand apart a while. 

Hod. Fellow William, Lam not as] have been; | went 
from you a Smith, | write to you as a Lord: | amat this 
prefent writing,among the Polonian Cafiges. 1 do commend 
my Lordthipto Raphe and to Roger toBridget and to Dorsty, 
and foro all the youth of Putney. 

Gov. Surc thele arc the names of Englsfh Noblemen, 
Some of his fpecial Friends, to whom he writes : 

But ftay, he doth addrefs himfclf to fing. 

[Here be fines a Song. 
My Lord. | am glad youare fo Frolick and fo blithe ; 
Believe mie, Noble Lord, if you koew all, 
You'd change your merry vein to fudden forrow. 

Hodge. change my merry vein ? no,thou Baroman, BO; 
| am a Lord, and therefore let me go ; 

And do defie thee and thy Cafiges : 

Therefore Nand off, aod comc not near my Honour. 
Gov. My Lord, this jefting cannot ferve your turn. 
Hodge. Do’ft think,thou black Boroman beatt, 

That }do flout, dogibe, or jeft : 

No, no, thou Bear pot, know chat I, 

A Noble Earl, a Lord par dy. 

Gov. What means this Trumpet’s found ? 

(A Trumpet founds Enter a Meffenger. 

Ct. One come from the Srates of Mantua 

Gov. What, would you with us, fpeax, thou man of 

eNMarntra? 

Mef. Menof Bononia, this my meflage is, 


| To let you know the Noble Earl of Bedford 


Is fafe within the Town of Mantia, 
And wills you fend the peafanc that you.have, 
Vvv 3 Who 
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Who hath deceived your expectation ; 
Or elfe the States of -A/antua have vowed, 
They willrecal the truce that they have made, 
And not a man fhall ftir from forth your Town, 
That fhall return unlefs you fend him back. 

Gov. Orhis misfortune, how it mads my heart ? 
The Neopolstan hath beguiled us all. 

Hence with this Foo), what fhall we do with him, 
The Earl being gone? a plague upon it all, 
Hod, No Vie affure you, [am no Earl, but a Smith, Sir, 

One Hodge, a Smith at Putney, Sir: 

One that hath gulled you, chathath bored yoo, Sir. 
Gov, Away with him,take hence the Foo! you came for. 
Hod. 1, Sic, and l'le leave the greater Fool with you. 
Mef. Farewel, Bononians. Come, Friend, along 
with me. 
Hod. My Friend, afore, my Lordhhip will follow thee 

(Exit. 





Goo. Well, Mantua, fince by thee the Earlis loft, 
Within few dayes I hope to fee thee croft. LEx. om, 


Enter Chorus. 


Cho. Thus far you fee how Cromwell's fortune pafled. 
The Earl of Bedford being fafe in —Mantua, 
Defires Cromwell's company into France, 
To make requital for his conrtefie : 
But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his fuit, 
And tells him chat thofe parts he meant to fee, 
He had not yet fer footing on the Land, 
And fo directly takes his way to Spain: 
The Earl to France, and fothey both do part. 
Now let your thoughts as fwift as is the wind, 
Skip fome few years that Cromwell fpent in travel: 
And now imagine him to be in England, 
| Servant unto the Mafter of the Rolls : 
Where in fhort time he there began to flourifh, 
| Ag hour fhall fhow you what few years did cherifh. 
Lexie. 


The Mufick plays, they bring out the banquet. Enter Sir 
Chriftopher Hales, Cromwell, and two Servants, 


Hales. Come, Sirs, be careful of your Mafters credit ; 
And as our bounty now exceeds the figure 
Of common entertainment,fo do you 
With looks as free as is your Matters Soul, 
Give formal welcom to the thronged tables, 
That hhall receive the Cardinals followers, 
And the attendants of the great Lord Chancellor. 
But all my care, Cromwell, depends on thee: 
Thou art a man differing from vulgar form, 
And by how much thy Spirit is rankt ’bove thefe, 
In rulesof Art, by fo much it fhines brighter by travel, 
Whofe obfervance pleads his merit, 
Inamoft learned, yet unaffecting Spirit. 
Good Cromwell, caft an Eye of fair regard 
"Bout all my Houfe, and what thisruder flefh, 
Through ignorance, or wine, do mifcreate, 
Salve tnou with courtefie: if welcom want, 
Full bowles, and ample hanquets will feem fcant. 
Crom. Sir, whatfoever lies in me. 
Aflure yov I will thew my utmoft duty. 
Hales. About it then, the Lords will ftraight be here : 
Cromwell, chou haft thofe parts would rather fute 
The fervice of the ftare chan of my Houfe:. 
| look upon thee witha loving Eye, 
That one day will prefer thy deftiny. 


Enter Meffenger. 
eMeff. Sir, the Lords be at hand. 


Hales. They are welcom, bid Cromwell ftraight at 
tend us, 


[Exit Crom. 
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And look you all thing be in perfect readinefs. 


The eMufick playes. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, Sir 
Thomas Moore and Gardiner. 


Wol. O, Sir Chriffopber, you are too liberal: what, a 

banquet too? 

Hales. My Lords, if words could fhow theample wel- 
come, that my free heart affords yous | could then become 
a prater: but | now mult deal like a feaft Pobsician with 
your Lordfhips,defer your welcom till the banquet end that 
it may then falve our defect of fare : 

Yet welcom now, and all that tend on you. 

Wol. Thanks tothe kind Mafter of the Rolls. 
Come and fit down, fit down, Sir Thomas e Moore : 
Tis ftrange, how that we and the Spamard differ, 
Their dinner is our banquet, after dinner, 

And they are men of active difpofition : 

This I gather, that by their fparing Meat, 
Their bodies are more fitter for the Wars: 
And ifthat famine chance to pinch their maws, 
Being us’d co faft, tt breeds lefs pain. 

Hal.Fillme fome wine: Ile anfwer Cardinal Wolfey : 
My Lord, we Engisfh-men are of more freer Souls, 

Than huoger.ftarv’d, and ill-complexion’d ’Spaniards 5 
They that arerich in Spaw, {pare belly food, 

To deck their backs with an /ealsax hood, 

And Silks of Civil: and the pooreft Snake, 

That feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers, and ne’re heated 

His pallet with fweer Fleth, will bear a cafe 


i More fat and gallant than his ftarved face : 


Pride, the Inquifition, and this belly-evil, 

Are in my judgement Spasms three headed Devil. 
Mo. Indeed it isa plague unto their Nation, 

Who ftagger after in blind imitation. 

Hal. My Loids, with welcom, I prefent your Lord- 
hips a folemn health. 
Mo. Vove health well,but when as healths do bring 

Pain to the head, and bodies furfeiting : 

Then ceafe I healths: nay fpill not, Friend, 

For though the drops be fmall, 

Yet have they force, to force mento the wall. i 
Wol. Sir Chriftopher, is that your man ? (gif, 
Hal And like your Grace, he isa Scholar, and a Lin- 

One that hath travelled many parts of Chriftendom, my 

Lord. 

Wol. My Friend, come nearer, have you beena travel- 
Rp? 

Crom. My Lord, I have added to my knowledge, the 
Low Countryes, 

France, Spain, Germany, and Italy : 

And though {mall gain of profit I did find, 

Yet did it pleafe my Eye, content my mind. 

Wol. What do you think of the feveral States ; 

And Princes Courts as you have travelled ? 

Crom. My Lord, no Court with England may compare, 

Neither for State, nor civil Government: 

Luft dwellsin France, in Jtaly, and Spain, 

from the poor peafant, to the Princes train, 

In Germany, and Holland, Riot ferves, 

And he that moft can drink, moft he deferves : 

England I praife not: for I here was born, 

But that fhe laugheth the others unto fcorn. 

Wol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 

More than can be difcern’d by outward Eye ; 

Sit Chriftopber, will you part with your man ? l 
Hal. | have fought to proffer him to your Lordfhip, 

And now I fee he hath preferr’d himfelf ? 

Wel. What is thy name ? 
Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. i 4 
Wol. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee Sollicitor of 
our caufes, and nearcft next our felf: Gardiner, give 
you kind welcome to the man. 
[Gardiner embraces him. 
eH oer. 
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Moor. My Lord, you are a royal Winner, 
Hath got a man, befides your bounteous Dinner, 
Well, Knight, pray we come no more: 

If we come often, thou mailt fhut thy Door. 

Wol. Sit Chrifopher, had’{t thou given me 
Half chy Lands, tbou couldeft not have pleafed me 
So much as with this man of thine, 

My infanc thoughts do fpell : 

Shortly his Fortune fhall be lifted higher, 
True induftry doth kindle Honours fire, 
And fo, kind Mafter of the Rolls, farewel. 

Hal, Cromwell, farewell. 

Crom. Cromwell takes his leave of you 
That ne’re will leave to love, and honour you. [Exeunt. 


Enter Chorus. 


[The Mafick, playes as they go ont. 
Cho, Now Cromwells higheft Fortunes do begin. 
Wolfey that lov'd him, as he did his life: 
Committed all his trreafure to his hands, 
Woljey is dead, and Gardiner his man 
ls now Created Bifhop of Winchefter : 
Pardon if we omit all Wolfey’s Life, 
Becaufe our Play depends on Cromwells Death, 
Now fit and fee his higheft ftate of all; 
His height of rifing and his fudden fall : 
Pardon the errors are already paf, 
And live in hope the beft doth come at laft : 
My hope upon your favour doth depend, 

And look to have your liking ere the end. CExir. 
Enter Gardiner Bifhop of Winchelter, the Dukes of Not- 
folk, and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Ssr Chri- 
topher Hales, and Cromwell. 


Nor. Malter Cromwell, fince Cardinal Wolfey’s Death, 
His Majefty is given to underftand, 
There’s certain Billsand Writings in your hand, 
That much concern the ftate of England : 
My Lord of Wincheffer, is it not fo ? 

Gar. MyLord of Norfolk,we two were whilome Fellows, 
And Matter Cromwell, though oor Mafters lovc , 
Did bind us, while his love was tothe King. 
Ir is no boot now to deny thofe things, 
Which may be prejudicial to the State : 
And though chat God hath rais’d my fortune higher, 
Than any way J looked for, or deferv’d, 
Yet my life, nolonger with me dwell, 
Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. 

Suff What fay you, Matter Cromwell? have you thofe 
Writings, 1, or 00? 

Crom. Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, 
l give them up unto the worthy Dukes, 
Of Suffolk, and of Norfolk: he was my Mafter, 
And each vertuous part 
That lived in him, {tender’d with my heart, 
But what his head complotted ’gainft the State, 
My Countries love, commands me that to hate. 
His fudden Death, I grieve for, not his fall, 
Becaufe he foughtto work my Countries thrall. 

Suf. Cromwell, the King fhall hear of this chy daty , 
Whom | allure my felf, will well reward thee: 
My Lord, let’s go unto his Majefty, 
And fhow thofe Writings which he longs to fee. 

CExennt Notfolk and Suffolk. 


Enter Bedford baftily. 


Bed. How now, whofe this, Cromwell ? 

By my Soul, welcome to England : 

Thou once did’ft fave my life, did’ft thou not, Cromwell? 
Crom. If I did fo, ’tis greater glory 

For me that you remember it, 


Than for my felt vainly to report it. 

Bed, Well, Cromwell, now is the time, 
I fhall commend chee to my Sovereign : 
Cheer up thy felf, for { will raife thy State, 
A Rafel yet was never found ingrate, 

Hal. O how uncertain is the wheel of State, 
Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
For fear, and love: and now who lower lies? 
Gay honours are but Fortunes flatteries, 
And whom this day, Pride and P:omotion fwells, 
To Morrow Envy and Ambition quells. ° 

Moor, Who fees the Cob web intangle the poor Fly, 
May boldly fay the wretche’s Dearh ts nigh. 

Gar, | know his Itate, and proud ambition, 
Were too too violent to all overlong. 

Hal. Who foars too neat the Sun,with golden V Vings, 
Melts them, to ruine his own fortune brings. 


(Exr. 


Enter the Dake of Suffolk. 


Saf. Cromwell, kneel down in King Henry’s name, 
Arife,Sir Thomas Cromwell, thus begins thy fame. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 


Norf. Cromwell, The Majefty of England, 
For the good liking, he conceives of thee, 
Makes thee Mafter of the Jewel Houfc, 
Chief Secretary to himfelf, and wichal, 
Creates thee one of his Highnefs’s Privy Council. 


Enter the Earl of Bedford. 


Bed, VVhete is Sit Thomas (romwell? is he Knighted ? 

Suf. He is, my Lord. 

Bed. Then, to add Honour to his Name, 
The King creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy Seal, 
And Matter of the Rolls, 
VVhich you, Sit Obrifopher, do now enjoy ; 
The King determines higher place for you. 
: Crom, My Lords, thefe honours are too high for my 

eferc. 

Mor. Ocontentthee, man, who would not chufe it ? 
Yee chou art wile, in feeming to refufe ic. 

Gard Here’s Honours, Titlesand Promotions ; 
i fear chis climbing, will have a fudden fall. 

Norf. Thencome, my Lords, let’s altogether bring 
This new-made Counfellor to Exgland’s King. 

Exeune all bne Gardiner. 

Gard. But Gardiner means his glory fhall be dim’d : 
Shall Cromwell live a greater man than! ? 
My Envy with bis Honour now is bred, 
i hope to horten Cromwell by tbe Head. LExir, 
Enter Friskiball very peor. 


Frif. O Friskiball, what fhall become of thee ? 
VVhere fhalt thon go, or which way fhalt thou rurn ? 
Fortone that turns her too unconftant VVheel, 

Hath curn’d thy wealth and riches in the Sea, 

All parts abroad where-ever }] have been, 

Grows weary of me, and denies me fuccour ; 

My Debtors they, that fhould relieve my want, 

Forfwear my moncy, fay they owe me none: 

They know my ftate too mean, to bear out Law ; 

And here in Lendon, where I oft have been, 

And have done good to many a wretched man, 

And now moft wretched here, defpis’d my felf; 

In vain it is more of their hearts to try ; 

Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die. 
[He lies dawn. 
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Enter Goodman Scely, and bis Wife Joan. 


Seely. Come Joan, come, let?s fee what he'll do for us 
now? | wis we have done for him, when many a time 
and ofren he might have gonea hungry to Bed. 

Wife. Alas man, now he is made aLord, he’ll never 
look upon us; he'll fulfill the old Proverb, Set Beggars a 
Horfe-back, and they'll ride: a, well a day for my Cow, 
fuch as he hath made us come behind hand, we had never 
| pawn’d our Cow elfe to pay our Rent. 

Seely, Well Foan, he’il come this way: and by God’s 
Dickers 171] tell him roundly of it, and if he were ten 
Lords: a fhall know that I had not my Checfe and my 
Bacon for nothing 

Wife. Do you remember Husband , how he would 
mouch upon my Cheefe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, 
but now we'll remember him. 

Seely, 1, we hall have now three flaps with a Fox 
Tail: but i'faith Pll gibber a joint, but PH tell him his 
own: ftay, who comes here? O, ftand up, here he 
comes, ftand up. 





Enter Hodge very fine, with a Tip-faf , Cromwell, the 
Mace carricd befòre him; Norfolk, and 
Suffolk, and Attendants. 


Hodge. Come, away with thefe Beggars here, 
Rife up, Sirrah ; Come out, good people ; 
Run before there ho. 
(Friskiball rifech, and ftands a far-off. 
Seely. 1, we are kicked away now, we come for our 
own; the time hath been, he would a looked more 
Friendly oponus: And you, Hodge, we know you well 
enough, though you are fo fine. 
Crom. Come hither, Sirrah: ftay, what men ate thefe ? 
My honeft Hoft of Hounflow, and his Wife; 
{ owe thee money, Father, dol not ? 
| Seely. 1, by the body of me, doft thou; would thou 
wouldeft pay me, good four pound it is, I havea the Poft 
at home. 
Cram. Tknow tistrue;, Sirrah, give him ten Angels, 
And look your Wife and you do ftay to Dinner : 
And while you live, 1 freely give to you, 
Four pound a Year, for the four pound | ought you. 
Seely. Act not changed, art old Tom {till ? 
Now God blefs thee, good Lord Tom : 
Home Joan, home; Ill dine with my Lord Tomto day, 
And thou fhalt come next Week. 
Fetch my Cow; home Joar, home. 
Wife. Now God blefsthee, my good Lord Tom, 
Pil fecch my Cow prefently. 


Enter. Gardiner. 


Crom, Sirrah, go to yon {tranger, tell him I defire him 
ftay to Dinner : | muft {peak with him. 

Gard. My Lord of Norfolk, fee you this fame Bubble ? 
ae fame puff; but mark the end, my Lord, mark the 
end. 

Norf. Lpromife you | like not fomething he hath done; 
But lec that pafs: the King doth love him well. 

Crom. Good Morrow to my Lord of Winchefter : 
| know you bear me hard, about the Abbey Lands. 

Gard. Have | not reafon, when Religion is wronged ? 
You had no colour for what you have done. 

(rom. Yes, the abolifhing of Antichrift, 

And of his Popifh order for our Realm : 

Iam no Enemy to Religion, 

Bot what is done, it is for Exgland’s good : 
What did they ferve for, but to feed a fort 

Of lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryers? 

They neither plow, nor fow, and yet they reap 
The fat of all the Land, and fuck the poor : 
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Look what was theirs, isin King Henry’s hands, 
His wealth before lay in the Abbey Lands. 
Gard, \ndeed thefe things you have alledg’d, my Lord, 
When, God doth know, the infant yet unborn, 
Will Curfe the time, the Abbies were pull’d down: 
I pray now where is Hofpitality ? 
Where now may poor diftrefled people go, 
For to relieve their need, or relt their bones, 
When weary travel doth opprefs their limbs ? 
And where religious men fhould take them in, 
Shall now be kept hack by a Maftive Dog : 
And thoufand thoufand —~ 
Nor. Omy Lord, no more: things paft redrefs, 
"Tis bootlefs to complain. 
Crom, What fhall we tothe Convocation-Hovufe ? 
Wor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the way. 


Enter old Cromwell, like a Farmer. 


Old Crom. How? one Cromwel 
Made Lord Keeper fince I left Putney, 
And dwelt in Yorkfhire? I never heard better news: 
Pll fee that Cromwell, orit hall go hard. 
(rom. My aged Father ! ftate fert afide : 
Father, on my Knee I crave your bleffing : 
One of my Servants go and have him in, 
At better leifure will we talk with him. 
Old Crom. Now if l die, how happy were the day, 
To fee this comfort rains forth fhowers of joy. 
[Exit old Cromwell. 
Nor. This duty in him fhows a kind of grace. 
Crom. Go on before, for time draws on apace. 
LExcunt all but Friskiball. 
Fyif. | wonder what this Lord would have with me, 
His man fo ftri&tly gave me charge to flay : 
1 never did offend himto my knowledge : 
Well, good or bad, I mean to bide it all, 
Worfe than] am, now never can befal. 


Enter Banifter and bes Wife. 


Ban. Come, Wife, I take it be almoft Dinner time, 
For Mr. Newton, and Mr. Crosby fent to me 
Laft Night, they would come Dine with me, 
And take their Bond in: I pray thee hie thee home, 
And fee that all things be in readinefs. 
Mrs. Ban. They fhall be welcom,Husband,I’ll go before, 
But is not that man Mafter Friskeball ? 
[She runs and embraces him, 
Ban. O Heavens! it is kind Mafter Friskiball - 
Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this pafs ? 
Frif. The fame that brought you to your mifery. 
Ban. Why would you not acquaint me with your ftate ? 
{is Baniffer your poor Friend forgot ? 
Whole goods, whofe love, whofe life and allis yours. 
Frif. | thought your ufage would be as the reft, 
That had more kindnefs at my hands than you, 
Yet look’d afcance when as they faw me poor. 
Mrs. Ban. \f Banifter would bear fo bafe a heart, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 
But hate him as I would a Cockatrice. 
Ban. And wellthou mighteft, fhould Banter deal fo, 
Since that | faw you, Sir, my ftate is mended : 
And for the thoufand pound I owe to you, 
| have it ready for you, Sir, at home : 
And though | grieve your fortune is fo bad : 
Yet that my hap’s to help you makes me glad : 
And now, Sir, will it pleafe you walk with me, 
Frij. Not yet I cannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 
Ban Never make doubt of that, Pil warrant you, 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 


As ever did poflefs the place he hath. 
s - Mrs, 
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Mrs. Ban, Sit, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleafe, | Sixteen to bear my charges by the way, 


We'll go along and bear you Company : 
I know we fhall not want for welcome there ? 
Frif. Withal my heart: bu¢ what’s become of Bagot ? 
. Ban, He is hanged for buying Jewels of the Kings. 
Frif. A juft reward for one fo impious, 
The time draws on, Sir, will you go along. 
Ban, Vil follow you, kind Mafter Friskiball. 
; [Excunt omnes. 


Enter two Merchants. 


r. Now, Malter Crosby, I fee you have a care 
To keep your word, in payment of your moncy. 

2. By my Faith I have reafan upon a Bond, 
Three thaufand pounds istoo much to forfeit, 

Yet | doubt not, Malter Samfter. 

3. By my Faith your fumm is more than mine, 
And yet Iam not much behind you too, 
Confidering that co day | paid at Court. 

2. Mafle, and well remembred : 

What's the reafon the Lord Cromwell’s men 
Wear fuch long Skirts upon their Coats ? 
They reach down Co their very Hams. 

1. | will refolve you, Sir, and thus it is ; 

The Bifhop of Winchester, that loves not Crounvell, 
As ercat men are envied as well as lefs, 

A while a go there was a jar between them, 

And it was brought to my Lord Cromwells Ear, 
That Bifhop Gardiner would fit on his Skirts, 

Upon which word he made his men loog blue Coats, 
And in the Court wore one of them himfelf : 

And meeting with the Bifhop, quath be, my Lord, 
Herc’s Skirts enough now for your Grace to fit on: 
Which vexed the Bifhop to the very heart ; 

This is the reafon why they wear long Coats. 

2. Tis always feen, and mark it for a rule, 

That one great man will envy ftill another : 
But "tis a thing that nothing concerns me: 
What, fhall we now to Mafter Bam/fer's? 
1. J, come, we'll pay him royally for our Dinner. (Ex. 


Emer the Uther and che Shewer, the meat goes 
over the Stage, 


Ufber. Uncover there, Gentlemen. 


Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, Old Cromwell, 
Friskiball, Goodman Scely, and Attendants, 


Crom, My noble Lords of Suffock, and Bedford, 
Your Honours welcome to poor Cromwell’s Houle : 
Where is my Father ? nay, be covered,Father, 
Although that duty to thefe noble men doth challenge it, 
Yet Pil make bold with them. 
Your Head doth bear the Calender of care : 
What ? Cromwell covered, and his Father bare ? 
It mot not be. Now, Sir, to you 5 
Is not your name Froskrball ? and a Florentine. 
Frif. My name was Friskiball, till ccucl fate, 
Did rob me of my name, and of my ftate. — 
Crom, What Fortane bronght you to this Countrey 
now ? 
Frif. All other parts hath left me fuccourlefs, 
Save only this, becaufe of Debts 1 have 
l hope to gain, for to relieve my want. N 
Crom, Did you not once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diftrefled man, robb’d by the Banderti, 
His name was Cromwell.? 
Frif. | never made my brain 
A Calender of any good I did, ` 
| always lov’d this Nation with my heart. . 
Crom. | am that Cromwell that you there celiev'd, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath sae, 
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And fixteen more | had for my Horfe hire, 

There be thole feveral fums juftly return’d : 

Yet it injuftice were, that ferving at my need, 

For torepay them without incereft : 

Therefore receive of me thefe four feveral Bags , 

In cach of them there is four huudred Mark, 

And bring to me the namesof all your Debtors, 

And if they will not fee you paid, I will. 

O God forbid, thac | fhould fee him fall, 

That helpt me in my greateht need of all, 

Here ftands my Father that firft gave me life, 

Alas, what duty is too much for him ? 

This man in time of need did fave my Life, 

And therefore cansot do too much for him. 

By this old man | oftenumes was fed, 

Elfe might | have gone fupperiefs to Bed. 

Sach kindnefs have J had of chefe three men, 

That Cromwell no way can repay agen, 

Now in to Dioner, for we flay too long, 

And to good flomachs is no greater wrong. 
(Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Gatdinet us bis Study, and bis man. 


Gard. Sirrah, where be thofe men I caus’d to fay ? 
Ser. They do attend your pleafure, Sir, within, 
Gard. Bid them comc hither, and ftay you withoat, 

For by thofe men the Fox of this fame Land, 

That makes a Goofe of better than bimfelf, 

Mutt worried be unto his lateft home, 

Or ganyn will fail in his intent. 

As for the Dukes of Sufolk and of Norfolk, 

Whom I have fent for to come fpeak with mc ; 

Howfoever outwardly they thadow ir, 

Yet in their hearts I know they love him not; 

As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 

And dares not gaia-fay what we do fet down. 


Enter the two Witnellcs. 


Now, my Friends, you know ! fav’d your lives, 
When by the Law yoo had deferved Death ; 
And then you promifed me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your lives to do me goad, 
i Borb Wi. We fwore no more thao that we will per- 
orm. 
Gard. l take your wards, and that which you muĝ do, 
Is fervice for your God, and for your King; 
To root a Rebel from this flourifhing Land, 
One that’s an Enemy uuto the Church : 
And therefore muf you take your folemn Oaths, 
That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor. 
Did with a Dagger at King Henry's Heart ; 
Fear not to fwear it, for 1 heard bim fpeak it; 
Therefore we'll fhield you from enfuiog harms. 
2. Wir. If you will warraot os the deed is good, 
We'll undertake it. 
Gard.. Kneel down, aad I will here abfolye you both ; 
This Crucifix | Jay upon your Heads, 
And fpriokle Holy-water on ycuc brows: 
The deed is meritaricus that you do, 
And by it fball you purchafe Grace from Heaven. 
1. Naw Sic we'll undertake it, by our Souls. 
2. Far Comwell never loved none of our fort. 
Gard. 1 know he doth not, aod for both of yoo, 
] will prefer you to fome place of worth , 
Now get yon in, until l call for you, ; 
For prefontly the Dukes mean to be here. CExerm Wit. 
Cromwell, fit falt, thy time's not long to reigna, 
The Abbies that were pull’ down by thy means, 
Is now à mean for me to pall thee down : 
Thy pride alfo thy owa head lights upon, 
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For thou art he hath chang’d Religion : 
Buc now no more, for here the Dukes are come. 


Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, avd the Earl of Bedford. 


Saff. Good even to my Lord Bifhop. 
Norf. How fares my Lord ? what, are you all alone? 
Gard. No, not alone, my Lords, my mind Is troubled : 
I know your honours mufe wherefore Í fent, ; 
And in fuch hafte; What came you fromthe King? _ 
Norf. We did, and left none but Lord Cromwell with 
him. 
Gard. O what a dangerous time is this we live in? 
There’s Thomas Wolfey, he’s already gone, 
And Thomas Moor, he followed after him: 
Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 
That is far worfe than either of thofe twain; 
And if with fpeed, my Lords, we not purfue it, 
I fear the King and all the Land will rue it. 
Bed. Another Thomas? pray God it be not Cromwell, 
Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it is that Traytor Crom. 
well, 
Bed. Is Cromwell falfe? my heart will never think it. 
Suf. My Lord of Winchefter, what likelihood, 
Or proof have youof this his treachery. a 
Gard. My Lord, too much, callin the men within. 


Enter the Witnefies. 


Thefe men, my Lord, upon their Oaths affirm, 
That they did hear Lord Cromwell in bis Garden, 
Withed a Dagger fticking at the Heart 
Of our King Henry, what isthis but Treafon ? 
Bed. If it be fo, my heart doth bleed with forrow. 
Suff. How fay you, Friends ; what, did you hear thefe 
words ? 
1. Wit. We did, an't like your grace. 

m In what place was Lord Cromwell when he fpake 
them ? 
2, Wit, In his Gardens where we did attend a Suit, 

Which we had waited for two years and more. 
g How long is't fince you heard him {peak thele 
words ? l 
2.Wit Some half a year fince. i 
Bed. How chance that yon conceal’d it all this time ? 
1. Wit, His Greatnefs made us fear, that was the 
caufe. i 
Gard. 1,1, bis Greatnefs, that’s the caufe indeed; 
And tomake his Treafon here more manifeft, 
He calls his Servants to him round abour, 
Tells them of Wolfey’s Life, and of his fall, 
Sayes that himfelf hath many Enemies, 
And gives to fome of them a Park, or Mannor, 
To others Leafes, Lands to other fome: 
What need he do this in his prime of life, 
An if he were not fearful of his death? 
Suf, My Lord, thefe likelihoods are very great. 
Bed. Pardon me, Lords, for 1 muft needs depart , 
Their proofs are great, but greater is my heart. 
fExit Bedford. 
Norf. My Friends, take heed 
Of that which you have faid ; 
Your Souls muft anfwer what your tongues report : 
Therefore take heed, be wary what you do. 
z. Wit. My Lord, we fpeak no more but truth. 
Norf. Letthem depart, my Lord of Winchester : 
Let thefe men be clofe kept 
Until the day of tryal. : 
Gard. They fhall, my Lord ; ho, take in thefe two men. 
{Exeum Witnefles, 
My Lords, if Cromwell have a publick Tryal, 
That which we do, is void, by his denial ; 
You know the King will credit none but hint. 
Norf. ’Tistrue, he rules the King even as he pleafes. 
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Suff. How fhall we do for to attach him then? 
Gard Marry, my Lords, thus, 
By an Act he made himfelf, 
With an intent to intrap fome of our lives, 
And thisitis: If any Counfellor 
Be convicted of High Treafon, 
He fhall be executed without a publick Tryal. 
This Act, my Lords, hecans’d the King to make. 
Suff. Adid indeed, and I remember it, 
And now itis like to fall upon himfelf. 
Worf. Let us not flack it, “tis for Englands good, 
We muft be wary, elfe he'll go beyond us. 
Gar. Well hath your Grace faid, my Lord of Norfolk , 
Therefore, let us prefently to Lambeth, 
Thither comes Cromwell, from the Court to night, 
Let us arreft him, fend him tothe Tower, 
And in the Morning, cut off the Traytors Head. 
Norf. Come then about it, let us guard the Town, 
This is the day that Cromwell muft go down. 
Gar Along my Lords, well, Cromwell is half dead, 
He fhak’d my heart, but I will have his Head. [Exexne, 


Enter Bedford folus. 


Bed. My Soulis likea Water troubled, 
And Gardiner is the man that makes it fo ; 
O (romwell, 1 do fear thy end is near : 
Yet Pil prevent their malice if I can, 
And in good time, fee where the man doth come, 
Who little knows how near’s his day of doom. 


Enter Cromwell with his Train, Bedford makes as thouzh he 
wonld {peak to him: he goes on. 


Crom. You’r well encountred, my good Lord of Bedford, 
Pray Pardon me, I am fent for to th’ King, 
And do not know the bnfinefs yet my felf, 
So fare you well, for I muft needs be gone. 

[Exit all the Train. 

Bed. You mult, well, what remedy ? 
I fear too foon you muft be gone indeed, . 
The King hath bufinefs, but little do’ft thou know, 
Whofe bufie for thy life: thon think’ft not fo. 


Enter Cromwel! and the Train again. 


Crom. The fecond time well met my Lord of Bedford : 
Iam very forry that my hafte is fuch, 
Lord Marquefs Dorfer being fick to Death, 
I muft receive of him the Privy Seal 
At Lambeth, foon my Lord, we'll talk our fil. 
[Exit the Train. 


Bed. How fmooth and eafie is the way to Death, 
Enter a Meflenger. 


Afef. My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk and of Suffolk, 
Accompanied with the Bifhop of Wsncheffer, 
Intreats you tocome prefently to Lambeth, 
On earneft matters that concerns the State. 

Bed, To Lambeth, fo: go fetch me Pen and lok, 
Land Lord Cromwell there fhall talk enough : 
l, and our laft, l fear, and if he come. 

C He writes a Letter. 

Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read it, fay it concerns him near, 
Away, be gone, make all the hafte you can, 
To Lambeth do | go, a woful man. (Ex. 
Enter Cromwell and his Train. 


Crom. \sthe Barge ready? 1 will fteaight to Lambeth, 
And if this one dayes bufinefs, once were paft, q 
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i'd cake my cafe to morrow after trouble, 
How now my Friend, would’ft thou {peak with me ? 
[The Meflenger brings the Letter, 
he puts it in bis packet. 
Mef. Sic, here’s a Letter from my Lord of Bedford. 
Crom, O good my Friend, commend me to thy Lord, 
Hold, take thofe Angels, drink them for thy pains. 
Mef. He doth defire your Grace toread it, 
Becaufe he fayes it doth concern you near. 
Crom. Bid him affure himfelf of that, farewel, 
To morrow, tell him, he fhail hear from me, 
Set on before there, and away to Lambeth. 
[ Exeunt omnes, 


Enter Winchefter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeant 
at Arms, the Acrald, and Halberts. 


Gar, Halberts ftand clofe untothe Water fide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be bold in your Office, 

Herald, deltver your Proclamation, 

Her, Thisis to give notice to all the Kings Subjects, 
The late Lord Cromwel, Lord Chancellor of England, 
Vicar general over the Realm, 

Him to hold and cfteem as a Traitor, 
Againft the Crown and dignity ot England. 
So God fave the King. 

Gar. Amen. 

Bed. Amen, and root thec from the Land, 
For whil’ft thou liveft, truth cannot ftand. 

Nor. Make a lane there, the Traitor is at hand, 
Keep back Cromwell's men : 

Drown them if they come on. Serjeant, yout Office ? 


Enter Cromwell, they make a lane with their 
Halberts. 


Crom. What means my Lord of Norfolk by thefe words? 
Sirs, come along. 
Gar. Kill them, if they come on. 
Ser, Lord Cromwell, in King Henries name, 
Ido arreft your honour of high Treafon. 
Crom. Serjeant, me of Treafon ? 
[ Cromwell’s men offer to draw. 
Saf. Kill chem, if they draw a Sword. 
Crom. Hold, 1 charge you, as you love me, draw not 
i a Sword, 
Who dares accufe Cromwell of Treafon now ? 
Gar. Thisis no place to reckon up your crime, 
Your Dove-like laoks were view’d with Serpents Eyes. 
Crom, With ferpents Eyes itodecd, by thine they were, 
But, Gardiner, do thy worft, | fear thee not, 
My Faith compar’d with thine, as moch fhall pafs, 
As doth the Diamond excell the glafs: 
Attach’d of Treafon, no accufers by, 
indeed what tongue dares fpeak fo foula lie? 
Nor. My Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known, 
And is it time the King had note thereof. 
Crom, The King, let me go to him face to facc, 
No better Trial i defire than that, 
Let him but fay, that Cromwell's Faith was feign’d, 
Then let my Honour, and my Name be ftain`d 5 
If ever my heart againft the King was fet, 
O let my Soul in judgement anfwer it : 
Then if my Faith’s confirmed with his reafon, 
’Gainft whom hath Cromwel! then committed treafon? 
Suf. My Lord, your matter fhall be tried, 
Mean tinie with patience content your felf. 
Crom, Perforce | muft with patience be content : 
O dear Friend Bedford, doft thou ftand fo near ? 
Crommvell rejoyceth, one Friend fheds a tear : 
And whither isc? which way muft Cromwell now ? 
Gar. My Lord, you muft untothe Tower: 
Lieutenant, take him to your charge. 
Crom, Well, where you pleafe, yet before I part, 


Let me confer alittle with my men. 


Gar. As you go by Water fo yon fhall. 

Crom, | have fome bufinefs prefent to impart. 

Nor. You may not ftay,Lievtenaot,take your charge. 

Crom. Well, well, my Lord, you fecond Gardsners text. 
Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the next. 

( Ex1s Cromwell andthe Lientenant. 

Gar. His guilty confcience makes him rave, my Lord. 

Nor. l, let him talk, his time is hort enough. 

Gar. My Lord of Bedford, come, yon weep for him, 
That would not fhed a tear for you. 

Bed. \cgrieves me for to fee his fudden fall. 

Gar. Such fuccefs with I unto Traitors all. CExeunt. 
Enter two Citizens. 


1, Why ? canthis news be true? is’t poflible ? 
The great Lord Cromwell arrefted upon high Treafon, 
l hardly will believe it can be fo. 

2. Itis too true, Sir, would it were otherwife, 
Condition I fpent half the wealth I have; 

1 was at Lambeth, faw him there arrefted, 
And afterward committed tothe Tower. 

1. What was’t for Treafon that he was committed ? 

z. Kind Noble Gentleman: [ may ruethe time ; 
All that I have, I did enjoy by him, 
And if he die, thenall my ftate is gone. 

1. It may be hoped that he fhall not die, 
Becaufe the King did favour him fo much. 

2. O Sir, youare deccived in thinking fo: 
The grace and favour he had with the King, 
Hath caus’d him have fo many Enemies : 
He thatin Court fecure will keep himfclf, 
Mult not be great, for then he is envied ar, 
The Shrub is fafe, when as the Cedar fhakes, 
For where the King doth love above compare, 
Of others they as mach more envied are. 

1. Tis pity thatcthis noble man fhould fall, 
He did fo many charitable decds. 

2. ’Tistrue, and yet you {ce in each eftate, 
There’s none fo good, but fome one doth him hate, 
And they before would fmile him in the face, 

Will be the formolt to do him difgrace : 
What, will you go along unto the Court ? 

1. Icare not if | do, and hear the news, 

How men will judge what fhall become of him. 

2. Some men will {peak hardly, fome will {peak in pity, 
Go you tothe Court. Ile gointothe City, 
There lam furce to hear more news than you. 

1. Why then foon will we meet again. CExcent. 


Enter Cromwell n the Tower. 


(rom. Now, Cromwell, haft thou time to meditate, 
And think opon thy ftate, and of the time: 
Thy honours came unfought, J, and unlook’d for, 
They fall as fudden, and unlook’d for too: 
What glory wasin England that I had not? 
Who in this Land commanded morce than Creswell ? 
Except the King, who greater than my felf ? 
But now I {ce what after ages fhall, 
The greater men, more fudden is their fall. 
And now! do remember, the Earl of Bedford 
Was very defirous for to Ipeak to me : 
And afterward fent unto mea Letter, 
The which | think | have Ril! ia my Pocket, 
Now may I read it, for | now have leifure, 
And this | take itis. C Be reads the Letter. 


eMy Lord, come not this right ro Lambeth, 
For if you do, your fare ss overthrown. 

And much I doubt your life, and sf yea coms : 
Then if you love your felf, fray where yun are. 


O God, 
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O God, had | but read this Letter, 

Then had | been free from the Lions Paw: 
Deferring this to read untilto Morrow, 

l fpurn’d at joy, and did embrace my forrow. 


Enter che Lieutenant of the Tower and Officers. 


Now, Mafter Lieutenant, when’s this day of Death ? 
Lien. Alas, my Lord, would 1 might never {ee it : 
Here are the Dukes of Suffolkand of Norfolk, 
Winchefter, Bedford, and Sir Richard Ratcliff, 
With others, but why they come I know not. 
Crom. No matter wherefore, Cromwell is prepar’d, 
For Gardiner has my life and {tate infnar’d : 
Bid them comein, or yoo fhall do them wrong, 
For here ftandshe, whom fome think livestoo long, 
Learning kills Learning, and, inftead of Ink _ 
To dip his Pen, Cromwell's heart blood doth drink. 


Enter all the Nobles. 


Nerf. Good morrow, Cromwell, what, alone fo fad ? 
Crom, One good among you, none of you arebad : 

For my part, it beft fits ne be alone, 

Sadnefs with me, not } with any.one. 

What, is the King acquainted with my caufe ? 

Norf. We have, and he hath anfwered us, my Lord, 
Crom. How fhall 1 come to fpeak with him my felf. 
Gard. The King is fo advertifed of your guile, 

He will by no means admit youto his prefence. — 

Crom, No way admitine, am fo foon forgot 2 

Did he but yefterday embrace my neck, 

Aad faid that Cromwell was even half himfelf, 

And are his Princely ears fomuch bewitched © 

With f{candalous ignominy, and flanderous fpeeches, 

That now hedoth deny to look on me ? 

Well, my Lord of Winchefter, no doubt but you 

Are much in favour with his Majefty, 

Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace ? 

Gar, Pardon me, Picbear no Traitors Letters 
Crom Ha, will you do this kindoefs then? 

Tell him by word of mouth what 1 fhall fay to you. 
Gard, That will I. 

(vom, But oo your honour will you? 
Gard. i, on my honour. 
Crom. Bear witnefs, Lords. 

Tetl him, when he hath known.you, 

And try’d your Faith but half fo much as mine, 

He’ll find you to be the falfeft hearted man 

ln England: Pray tell him this. 

Bed. Be patient, good my Lord, in thefe extremities. 
Crom, My kind and honourable Lord of Bedford, 

I know your honour always lov’d me well, 

But, pardon me, this {till fhall be my theam, 

Gardiner is the canfe makes. (omwell fo extream : 

Sit Ralph Sadler, pray a word with you ; 

You were my man, and all that yon poflefs 

Came by my means, to requite all this, 

Will you take this Lecter bere of me, 

And give ic with your own hands tothe King. 

Sad, \kifs your hand, and never will Lreft, 

E’re to the King this be delivered. 
Crom, Why yet Cromwell hath one Friend in ftore. 
Gard, But all che hafte he makes fhall be but vain; 

Here’sa difcharge for your Prifoner, 

To fee him executed prefently : 

My Lord, you hear thetenor of your life. 

Crom, | doembrace it, welcome my ialt date, 

And of this gliftering world I take laft leave ; 

And, Noble Lords, ] take my leave of you: 

As willingly I go ta meet with Death 

As Gardiner did pronounce it with his breath ; 

From Treafon is my heart as white as Snow, 

My Death only procured by my Foe : 
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] pray commend me to my Soveraign King, 
And tell hint in what fort his Cromwell dy’d, 
To lofe his Head before his caufe was try’d : 
But let his Grace, when he fhall hear my name, 
Say only this, Gardiner procur’d the fame., 


Enter young Cromwell. 


Lieu, Here is your Son come to take his leave. 
Crom. To take his leave ? 
Come hither, Harry Cromwell ; 
Mark, Boy, the laft words that I {peak to thee ; 
Flatter not Fortune, neither fawn upon her ; 


| Gape not for ftate, yet lofe no {park of honour ; 


Ambition, like the plague fee thou efchew it ; 
I die for Treafon, Boy, and never knew it ; 
Yet let thy Faith as {potlefs be as mine, 
And Cromwell's virtues in thy face fhall fhine: 
Come, go along and fee me leave my breath, 
And I’le leave chee upon the floor of Death, 
Son. O Father, l fhail die to fee that wound, 
Your blood being fpilt will make my heart to found. 
Crom, How, Boy, not look upon the Axe ? 
How fhal? I do then to have my head ftrook off ? 
Come on, my Child, and fee the end of all, 
And after fay that Gardiner was my fall. 
Gard. My Lord, you fpeak it of an envious heart, 
Í have done no more than Law and Equity. 
Bed. O, My good Lord of Wizchefter, forbear; 
It would better feemed you to been ablent, 
Than with your words difturb a dying man. 
Crom, Whome, my Lord? ‘no: he difturbs not me, 
My mind he ftirrs not, though his mighty fhock 
Hath brought moe Peers heads down to the block. 
Farewel, my Boy,all Cromwell can bequeath, 
My hearty blefling, fol take my leave. 
Hang, 1 am your death’s man,pray my Lord, forgive me. 
Crom. Even with my Soul,why man thou art my Doctor, 
And bring’{t me precious Phyfick for my Soul ; 
My Lord of Bedford, 1 defire of you, 
Before my Death a corporal embrace. 
[Bedford comesto him, Cromwell embraces bim, 
Farewel, great Lord, my love I do commend: 
My heart toyou, my Soul to Heaven I fend , 
This is my joy, that e’se my body fleet, 
Your honour’d arms is my true winding fheet ; 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my peace is made in Heaven , 
Thus falls great Cromwell a poor ell in length, 
Torife tounmeafur'd height, wing’d with new ftrength. 
The lands of Worms, which dying men difcover. 
My Soul is fhrin’d with heaven’s celeftial cover. 
[Exeune Cromwell and the Officers, and others. 
Bed. Well, Farewel Cromwell, the truelt Friend 
That ever Bedford fhall poflefs again, 
Well, Lords, { fear when this man is Dead, 
You'll with in vain that Cromwell had a head. 


Enter one with Cromwell’s Head. 


Offi. Hereis the Head of the deceafed (romwell 
Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his head away, 
Unto his Body, inter them both in Clay. 


Enter Sir Ralph Sadler. 


Sad. How now my Lords, what is Lord Cromyell dead ? 
Bed. Lord Cromwell’s body now doth want a head. 
Sad. O God, a little {peed had fav’d his life, 
Here is a kind Reprieve come from the King, 
To bring him ftraight uato his Majefty 
Saff. 1,1, Sir Ralph, Reprieves come now too late, 
Gar, My confcience now tells me this deed was ill, 
Would Chrift that Cromwell were alive again. 
Nor, Come let usto the King, whom well I know, 


Will grieve for Cromwell, that his Death was fo. 
[LExennt omnes. 
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Sir John Oldcaftle, Lord Cobham. Sir Richard Lee. 
Harpool Servant to the Lord Cobham. Mafter Bourn , Mafter Beverley , and Murley the 
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The Bifhop of Rochefter, and Clun bis Sumner. Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Sir John the Parfon of Wrotham, and Doll hisCon-| The Mayor, Conflable, and Gaoler of S. Albans. 
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The Earl of Cambridge. Dick aad Tom, Servants to Murley. 
Lord Scroop, and Lord Grey. n \riffman. 

Chartres the French Agent. An Hoft, Hoftler, a Carrier and Kate. 








THE 


PROLOGUE. 


HE doubtful Title (Gentlemen) prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in hand, 

May breed (ufpence, and wrongfully difturb 
The peeh guiet of your fetled thoughts : 
To ftop which feruple, let this brief /uffice ; 
It is no gms Glutton we prefent, 
Nor aged Counfellor to youthful fin ; 
But one, whofe vertue hone above the reft, 


XXX A valiant 


rn 


The Hiftory of Sir John Oldcaftle, 


A valiant Martyr, and a vertuous Peer, 
In whofe true Faith and Loyalty expreft 


Unto his Sovereign, and his Countries weal : 
[We firive to pay that tribute of our love 


Your favours merit : 


Since forg’d invention 


to keep the Peace, you and your fol- 
lowers. m 
Her. Good Matter Sheriff, look unto your felf. 
Pow. Do fo, for we have other bufinels. | 
[ Proffer to fare again. 
Sher. Will ye difturb the Judges, and the Aize ? 
Hear the King’s Proclamation, ye were-beft, 
Pow. Hold then, let’s hear 1t. 
Her. But be brief, ye were belt. 
Bail. O yes. 
Davy. Coffone,make fhorter O, or fhall mar your Yes. 
Bail. O yes. 
Owen. What, has 
Bail. O yes. | i 
Davy. O nay, py cofs plut, down with her, down 
with her, A Powis, a Powis. i 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, and down with Powis. 
[Helter skelter again. 
Sher. Hold in the King’s name, hold. 
> Owen, Down witha Kanaves name, down. 
| [Zn this fight the Bailiff ss knock’d down, and the 
Sheriff end the other run away. 
' Her. Powis, 1 think thy welfh and thou do fmart. 
Pow. Herbert, | think my Sword came near thy heart. 
_ Her. Thy hearts beft bloud fhall pay the lofs of mine. 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert. 
Davy. A Powis, a Powu. 


Sheriff. N | Y Lords I charge ye in his Highnefs name, 


her nothing to fay, but O yes ? 


efs they are fighting, Enter the Mayor of Hereford , his 
Officers and Townfmern with (lubs. . 


May. My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, 

True Noblemen, and Subjedls to che King, 
Attend his Highnefs Proclamation, 
Commanded by the Judges of Aize, 

For keeping Peace at this Aflembly. 

Her. Good Mafter Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 

May. Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. 

Ser. The Kings Juftices, percciving what publick mif- 
chief may enfue this private quarrel: in his Majefties 
name, do ftraightly charge and command all perfons, of 
what degree foever, to depart this City of Hereford, ex. 
cept fuch as are bound to give attendance at this Affize, 
and that no man prefume to wear any Weapon, efpecially 
Welfh.Hooks, Forreft Bills. i 

Owen. Haw? No pill nor Wells hoog? ha? 
| May. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. 
| Ser, And that the Lord Pows do prefently difperfe 
sand difcharge hisRetinue,and depart the City in theKings 
Peace, he and his Followers, on pain.of Imprifonment. | 
` Davy. Haw? pud her Lord Powis inPrifon? A Powis 
| n al Coffoon, her will live and tye with her 

ord. 

Goagh. A Herbert, a Herbert. 


In this fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, and falls to the 
ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs: Powis 

| runs away, Gough and Herberts Fattion are bufy about 
him. Enter the two Fudges , the Sheriffs and bis Baihffs 
afore them, &c. 


1. Jud. Where’s the Lord Herbert ? Is he hurt or flain ? 
| Sher. He's here, my Lord. 
, 2. Fud. How fares his Lordship, Friends ? 


-a a 


Let fair truth be gracd, 


former time defac’d. 


Gough. Mortally wounded, fpeechlefs, he cannot live. 

1. Jud. Convey him hence, let not his wonads take air, 
And get him drelt with expedition. 

CExie L. Herbert and Gough. 
Matter Mayor of Hereford, Mafter Sheriffo’ th’ Shire, 
Commit Lord Powss to fafe Cuftody, 
To anfwer the difturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herberts peril, and his high contempt 
Of us, and you the Kings Commiffioners, 
See it be done with care and diligence. 

Sher. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, my Lord Powis is gone 
paft all recovery. 

2. Fad. Yet let fearch be made, 

To apprehend his Followers that are lefr. 

Sher. There are fome of them: Sirs, Jay hold of 
them. 

Owen. Of us? and why? what has her done I pray 

ou? 
s Sher. Difarm them, Bailiffs. 
May. Officers alif, 
ai Hear you, Lord Shudge, what refon for 
this : 

Owen. Coffoon, pe pufe for fighting for our Lord ? 

1, fad. Away with them. 

Davy. Harg you,my Lord. 

Owen. Gongh my Lord Herberts man’s a {fnitten 
Kanave. 

Davy. Ice live and tye in good quarrel. 

Owen, Pray you do fhuftice, let. awl be Prifon. 

Davy. Prifon, no, 

Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. 

2. Fud, What Bail? what Sureties ? l 

Davy. Her Cozen ap Rice , ap Evan, ap Morice , ap | 
eMorgan, ap Linellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredith, ap Griffin, |. 
ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shinken Shones, 

2. Fud. Two of the moft fufficient are enow. 

Sher. And’t pleafe your Lordfhip thefe are all but 
one. 
1. Jud. To Jayl with them, and the Lord Herberts men, 
We'll talk with them, when the Aze is done. [Exewnt. 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, 

Muft we be forced to come from the Bench, 

To quiet Brawls, which every Conftable 

In other civil places can fupprefs ? 

k: 2. Fude What was the quarrel that cavs’d al! this 
ip ? 

Sher. About Religion as I heard, my Lord. 

Lord Powss’s detracted from the power of Rome, 
Afhrming Wickliff’s Doctrine to be true, 

And Romes erroneous: hot reply was made 

By the Lord Herbert, they were Traytors all 
That would maintain it. Powis anfwered, 
They were astrue, asnoble, and as wife 

As he, chat would.defend it with their lives, 
He nam’d for inftance Sir Joh Oldcaftle 

The Lord Cobham : Herbert replied again, 

He, thou, and all are Traytors that fo hold. 
The lye was given, the feveral Factions drawn, 
And fo enrag’d, that we could not appeafe it. 

1. Jud. This cafe concerns the Kings Prerogative, 
And ’tis dangerous to rhe State and Common-wea!th. 
Gentlemen, Jultices, Mafter Mayor, and Matter Sheriff, 
It doth behove ns all, and each of us 
In general and particular, to have care 
For the fuppreffing of all mutinies, 

And all Aflemblies, except Souldiers mufters, . 
or 
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For the Kings preparation into France, 

We hear of fecret Conventicles made, 

And there is doubt of fome Confpiracies, 

Which may break out into rebellious arms 

When the King’s gone, perchance before he go: 
Note as an inflance, chis one perillous fray, 
What Factions might have grown on cither part, 
To the deftiudction of the King and Realm: 

Yet, in my Confcience, Sir Zohn Oldcaftle’s 
Innocent of it, only his name was us’d. 
We therefore from his Highnefs give this charge : 
You Malter Mayor, look to your Citizens, 

You Mafter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 

As Juftices in every ones precinct 

There be no meetings. When the vulgar fort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common talk, 

Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan’d. 

Let us return unto the Bench again, 

And there examine further of this fray. 


Enter a Bailif and a Serjeant. 


Sher. Sits, have ye taken the Lord Powis yet? 

Bail. No, nor heard of him. 

Ser. No, he’s gone far enough. 

2. Judg. They thatare left behind, fhall anfwer all. 
CExennt. 


Enter Suffolk, Bifhop of Rochelter , Mafter Butler, 
Sir John she Parfon of Weothain. 


Suf. Now, my Lord Bifhop, take free liberty 
To ipeak your mind ; What is your fuit to us? 
Bif. My noble Lord, no more than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes invefted with : 
Grievous complaints have paft between the Lips 
Of envious perfons to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some carping at the livings which we have ; 
And others fpurning at the Ceremonies 
That are of ancient cuftom in the Church. 
Amongft the which, Lord Cobham isa chief: 
What inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the King, and to the Common- wealth, 
May eafily be difcern’d, when like a frenfy 
This innovation fhall poffefs their minds. 
Thefé upftarts will have followers to uphold 
Their damn’d opinion, more than Harry fhall, 
To undergo his quarrel gainft the French. 
Suf. What proof is there againit them co be had, 
That what you fay the Law may juftifie? , 
Bifh. They give themfelves che names of Proteftants, 
And meet in Ficlds and folitary Groves. 
Sir John. Wasever heard (my Lord) the like till now? 
That Thieves and Rebels, ’shloud Hereticks, 
Plain Hereticks, PII tand to’t to their teeth, 
Should have to colour their vile practices, 
A Title of fuch worth, as Proteftant ? 


Enter one with a Letter. 


Suf. O bat you muft not fwear, it ill becomes 
One of your Coat, to rap out bloudy Oaths. 

Bij. Pardon him, good my Lord, it is his zeal, 
An honeft Country Prelate, who laments 
To fee fuch foul diforder in the Church. 

Sir Fohn, There’s one they call him Sir Sohn Oldcastle. 
He has not his name for nought: for like a Caftle 
Doth he encompafs them wichin his Walls, 

Buc till thac Caftle be fubverted quite, 
We ne’re fhall be at quict in the Realm. 

Bifh. This is our Suit (my Lord) that he be tane 
And brovght in queftion for his Herefic : 

Befide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 
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Wherein my Lord Hertford writes to me, 
What tumult and fedition was hegun, 
About the Lord Cobham, at the Sizes there, 
For they had much ado fo calm the rage, 
And that che valiant /erbere is there flain. 
Suf. A fire that muft be quenche. Well, fay no more, 
The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 
There to debate of matters touching France, 
As he doth pafs by, Pil inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition, Mafter Bucler, 
IfI forget, do you remember me. 
But, | will my Lord. 
Bifh, Not as a Recompence, 
But as a Token of our love to you. 
s me (my Lords) the Clergy doth prefent 
his Purfe, andin it fulla choufand Angels, 
Praying your Lordhiip to accept their gift. 
Suf. i thank them, my Lord Bifhop, for their love, 
Buc will not take their money, if you pleafe 
To give it to this Gentleman, you may. 
Bifh. Sit, then we crave your fnitherance hereia. 
Bat. The belt bean, my Lord of Rochefter. 
Bifh. Nay, pray take it, trut me yon fall. 
Sir John. Were ye all three upon New Market Heath, 
You fhould noc need ftrain curt’fic who fhould ha’t, 
Sit John would quickly cid ye of that care. 
Suf. The King iscoming: Fear ye not. my Lord, 
The very firft thing | will break with him 
Shall be about your matter. 


(Ofer hima Turfe. | 


Enter King Harry avd Huntington ia talk, 


Har. My Lord of Suffolk, 
Was it not faid the Clergy did refule 
To lend us Money toward our Wars in France ? 
Sef, It was my Lord, but very wrongfully. 
Har. l know it was: for Huntington here tells me 
They have been very bountiful of late. 
Saf. And {till they vow, my gracious Lord, to be fo, 
Hoping your Majefty will chink onthem 
As of your loving Subjects, and fupprefs 
All fuch malicious errors as begin 
To fpot their calling, and difturb the Church. 
Har. God elfe forbid : why, Sifolk, 
Is there any new rupture to difquiet them ? 
Suf. No new my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And fo increafing, as if not cut down, 
Will breed a fcandal to your Royal State, 
And fet your Kingdom quickly in an uproar. 
The Kentifh Knight, Lord Cobham in defpight 
Of any Law, or fpiritual Difcipline, 
Maintains this upftart new Religion ftill, 
And divers great Aflemblies by his means 
And private quarrels are commene’d abroad, 
As by thisLetter more at large,myLiege.is made apparent. 
Har, We do find it here, 
There wasin Walesa certain fray of late 
Between two Noblemen. But what of this? 
Follows it traiglit Lord Cobham muft be he 
Did caufe the fame? Idare be fworn (good Knight) 
He never dreamt of any fuch contention. 
Bifh. Butin his name the quarrel did begin, 
About the opinion which he held, my Licge. 
Har. What if it did? was either he in place 
To take part withthem? or abett them in it ? 
If brabling fellows, whofe enkindled blowd 
Seeths in their ery Veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their quarrels of fome words that paft 
Either of you, or you, amongft their Cups, 
Is che fault yours? or are they guilty of it ? 
Suf. With pardon of your Highnefs, my dread Lord, 
Such little {parks neglected, may in time 
Grow toa mighty flame. But that’s not all, 
He doth befide majotain a ftrange Religion, 
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And will not be compell’d to come to Mafs. 
Bifhop. We do befeech you therefore, gracious Prince, 
Without offence unto your. Majelty, 
We may be bold to ufe Authority, 
Har. As how? 
Bifhop. To fammon him unto the Arches, 
Where fuch offences have their punishment. 
Har, To anfwer perfonally, is that your meaning ? 
Bifhop. It is, my Lord. 
Har. How if he appeal? 
Bifhop. My Lord, he cannot in fuch a cafe as this. 
Suf. Not where Religion is the plea, my Lord. 
Har. \ took it always, that our felf ftood on’t 
As a fufficient refuge: unto whom 
Not any but might lawfully appeal. 
But we'll not argue now upon that point, 
For Sir John Oldcaftle whom you accufe, 
Let me intreat you to difpence a while 
With your high Title of preheminence. 
Report did never yet condemn him fo, 
But he hath always been reputed loyal: 
And in my knowledge | can fay thus much, 
That he is vertuoas, wife, and honourable. 
If any way his Confcience be fedue’d 
To waver in his Faith, Ile fend for him, 
And fchool him privately: If that ferve not, 
Then-afterward you may proceed againft him. 
Butler, be you the Meflenger for us, 
And will him prefently repair to Court. CExennt. 
S. John, How now my Lord ? why ftand you difcontent ? 
Infooth (methinks) the King hath well decreed. 
Bifbop. 1, 1, Sir Zohn, if he would keep his word : 
But | perceive he favours him fo much 
As this will be co {mall effect, | fear. 
S. Fehn. Why then Ile teil you what y’are beft to do: 
If you fufpect the King will be but cold 
In reprehending him, fend you a Procefs toa 
To ferve upon him, fo ye may be fure 
To make him anfwer’t, howfoever it fall, 
Bifhop. Aad wellremembred, I will have it fo, 
A Sumner fhall be fent about it ftraight. [Exir. 
S. fobn. Yea,do fo. Inthe mean {pace this remains 
For kind Sir fobn of Wrotbam, honeft Jack, 
Methinks the purfe af Gold the Bifhop gave 
Made a good fhew, it had a tempting look : 
Beflirew me, but my fingers ends do itch 
To be upon thofe goldenruddocks. Well’tis thus ; 
l am not asthe world doth take me for : 
fever Wolf were cloathed in thecps coat, 
Then lam he; old huddle and twang ’ifaith: 
A Prieft in fhew, but (in plaincerms ) a Thief: 
Yot let me cell you too, an honeft Thief; 
One that will take it where it may be fpar’d, 
And fpend it freely in good fellowhhip. 
I have as many fhapes as Proreus had, 
That ftill when any villany is done, 
There may none fufpeãt it was Sir Jobn. 
Befides, tocomfort me (for what’s this life, 
Except the crabbed bitternefs thereof 
Be fweetned now and then with Letchery ? ) 
ı have my Doll, pay Concubine as ’fwere, 
To frolick with, a lufty bouncing girle. 
But whil’{t | loyter here, the Gold may {cape, 
And that muft not be fo: It is mine own. 
Therefore Ple meet bhim on his way to Court, 
And Mhrive him of it, there will be the fport. 


CZn forn. 


Enter fonr poor People, fome Souldiers, fome Old men. 


1. God help, God help, there’s Law for punifhing, 
But there’s no Law for our neceffity : 
There be more ftocks to fet poor fouidiers in, 
Than there be Houfes tq relieve them at. 

Old man. 1, Houfe-keeping decays in every place, 


ee 
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Evenas§. Peter writ, {till worfeand worfe. 

2, Mafter Mayor of Rochefer has given command, That 
none fhall go abroad out of the Parikh , and bas fet down 
an Order forfooth, what every poor houtholder mutt give 
for our relief: where there be fome fefled (1 may fay to 
you) had almoft as much need to beg as we. 

1. Itisa hard world the while, 

Old m. lfa poor man ask at door for God’s fake, they ask 
him fora licence or a certificate from a Juftice. 

2. Faith we have none, but what we bear upon our 
bodies, our maim’d limbs, God help us. 

4. And-yet as lame as | am, Ple withthe King into 
France,if 1 can but craw} a fhip board,| had rather be flain 
in France, than ftarve in England, 

Old m. Ha, were I but as lufty as I was at Shrewsbury 
battle, I would not do as I do: but we are now come to 
the good Lord Cobham’s houfe, the beft man tothe poor in 
all Kent. 

4. God blefs him, there be but few fuch. 


Enter Lord Cobham with Hatpool. 


Cob. e, peevith froward man, what would thou 

ave? 

Har. This pride, this pride, brings all to beggery, 

l ferv’d your Father, and your Grandfather, 
Shew me fuch two men now : No, no, 

Your backs, your backs; the Devil and pride 
Has cut the throat of all good Houfe-keeping, 
They were the beft Yeomens Mafters that 
Ever were in England. 

Cob. Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy knaves 
And fturdy Rogues ftill feeding at my Gate, 
Thereis no hofpitality with thee. 

Alar, They may fitat the gate well enough,but the devil 
of any thing you give them, except they'll eat ftones, 

Cob. *Tislong then of fuch hungry Knavesas you : 

Yea, Sir, here’s your retinue, your guefts become, 
They know their hours, I warrant you. 

Old m. God blefs your honour, God fave the good Lord 
Cobham, and all his Houfe. i 

Sonl. Good your honour, beftow your blefled almes 
Upon poor men, 

Cob. Now, Sir, here be your alms Knights: 

Now are you as fafe as the Eraperour. 

Har, My alms Knights? Nay th’are yours: 
It isa fhame for you, and Vie ftand to’t, 

Your foolifh alms maintains more Vagabonds 

Than all the Noblemen in Kez befide. 

Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your livings. 
Alas poor men, they may beg their hearts out, 
There’s no more Charity among men 

Than amongft fo many Maftive Dogs. 

What make you here, you needy knaves ? 

Away, away, you Villains. 

2. Soul. I befeech you, Sir, be good. 

Cob. Nay,nay, they know thee well enough, I think that 
all the beggers in this Land are thy acquaintance: go be- 
ftow your alms, none will controll you, Sir. 

Har. What fhould 1 givethem ? you are grown fo beg. 
garly.that you can fcarce give a bit of Bread at your door : 
you talk of your Religion fo long, that you have banifhed 
Charity from you: aman may make a Flax-fhopin your 
Kitchin Chimnies, for any fire there is ftirring. 

Cob, If thou wilt give them nothing, fend them hence : 
Let them not ftand here ftarving in the cold. 

Har, Who, J drive them hence? Lf I drive poor men 
from the door , le be hang’d: | know not what I may 
come to my felf: God help ye poor knaves , ye fee rhe 
World. Well, yon had a Mother: O God be with thec 
good Lady, thy Soul’satreft: fhe gave more in fhirts and 
{mocks to poor Children, than you {pend in your Houfe, 
and yet you live a beggar too. oe 
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Cob. Even the worft decd that cver my Mother did, 
was in relieving fuch a Fool as thou. 

Har. 1, 1 am a Fool ftill: with all your Wit yow’ll dic 
a Beggar, go too. 

Cob, Go, you old Fool, give the poor people fome- 
thing: Go in poor men into the inner Court, and take 
fuch Alms as therc is to be had, 

Seul. God blefs your Honour. 

Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there’s nothing but, 
mifery amongf{t you, you fear no Law, you. (Exit. 

Olam. God blefs you good Mafter Rafe , God fave 
your Life, you are goad to the poor ftill. 


Enter the Lord Powis difguifed. 


Cob, What Fellow’s yonder comes along the Grove ? 
Few Paflengers there be that know this way : 
Me thinks he {tops as though he ftaid for me, 
And meant to fhrow'd himfelf among the Bufhcs, 
I know the Clergy hates me to the Death, 
And my Religion gets me many foes: 
And this may be fome defperate Rogue 
Suboro’d to work me mifchief: as it pleafeth God. 
If he come toward me, fure P'le ftay his coming, 
Be he but one man, whatfo'cre he be. [Lord Powis comes on. 
| have been well acquainted with that face. 
Pow, Well met, my honourable Lord and Friend. 
Cob. You are welcome, Sir, what ere you be ; 
Bot of this fudden, Sir, | do not know you. 
Pow. Iam one that wifhech well unto your Honour, 
My name is Powis,an old Friend of yours. 
Cob. My honourable Lord, and worthy Fricnd, 
What makes your Lorfhip thus alone in Kent, 
And thus difguifed in this ftrange attire ? 
Pow. My Lord, an unexpected accident 
Hath at this time enforc’d me to thefe parts, 
And thus it hapt. Not yet full five days fince, 
Now atthe laft aflize at Hereford, 
[t chanc’d that the Lord Aerbere and my felf, 
"Mongft other things difcourfing at the Table, 
To fall in fpeech about fome certain points 
Of Wicklif’s Doctrine 'gainft the Papacie, 
And the Religion Catholick maintain’d 
Through thc moft part of Enrope atthis day 
This wilfal tefty Lord ftuck not to fay, 
That Wicklif was a Knave, a fckifmatick, 
His Doctrine devilifh and Heretical : 
And whatfoever he was maintain’d the fame, 
Was Traitor both to God, and to his Country. 
Being moved at his Sea eran fpeech 
1 told bim,fome maintain’d thofe opinions, 
Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 
Aad he replying in comparifons, 
Your pame was urg’d, my Lord, againft this challenge, 
To bea perfect favourer of the truth. 
And to be fhort, from wards we fell to blows, 
Our Servants, and our Tenants taklog parts. 
Many on both fides hurt: and for an hour 
The broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges rifiog from the bench, 
Were in their perfons forc’d to part the fray. 
Cob, | hope no man was violently flain. 
Pay. Faith none I truft, but the Lord Herberts felf, 
Who isin truth fo dangeroufly hurt, 
As it is doubted he can hardly fcape. | 
Cob, Lam forry, my good Lord, of thefe ill news. 
Pow, Thisis the caufe tbat drives me into Kent, 
To fhroud my fclf with you fo good a Friend, 
Until | hear how things do {peed at home. 
Cob. Your Lordhhip is moft welcome unto Cobban : 
But | am very forry, my good Lord, 
My name was brought in queftion io this matter, 
Confidering | have many Encmies, 
That threaten malice, and do lyc in wait 
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To take the vantage of the fmalleft thing. 

But you are welcome, and repofe your Lordhhip, 
And keep your felf here fecret in my Houfe, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbers {peeds. 


Enter Harpool. 


Here comes my man: Sirrah, what news ? 

Har. Yonder’sone Mr. Butler of the privie Chamber, 
is fent unto yov from the King. 

Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the 
King hearing whither I am gone, hath fent for me. 

Cob. Comfort your felf, my Lord, I warrant yov. 

Har. Fellow, what ailsthee? do’ft thou quake ? do’ft 
thou fhake ? do’ft thoutremble ? ha? 

Cob. Peacc,you old fool: Sirrah, convey this Gentleman 
in the back way, aud bring the other into the walk. 

Her. Come, Sir, y’are welcome, if you love my Lord. 

Pow. Gramercy, gentle Friend. LExennt. 

Cob. I thought as much, thac it would not be long before 
I heard of fomething from the King, about this matter. 


Enter Hatpool with Mufter Butler. 


Har, Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you fee him ; 
Ile have your men into che {eller the while. 

Gb. Welcome, good Mafter Butler. 

But. Thaoks, my good Lord: his Majefty doth com- 
mend his love unto your Lordthip, and wills you to repair 
unto the Court. 

Cob. God blefs his highnefs, and confound his Enemies, 
I hope his Majefty is well ? 

But. In good health, my Lord. 

Cob. God long continue it: me thiaks you look as 
though you were not well, what ails ye, Sir? 

But, Faith L have had a foolifh odde mifchancc, that 
angers me: coming over Shooters hil, there came onc to 
me likca Sailor, and askt me money ; aod whilft I ftaid 
my Horfe to draw my purfe , he takes th’ advantage of a 
little bank , and leaps behind me, whips my purfe away, 
and with a fudden jcrk,! know not how, threw me at leaft 
three oe out of my Saddle; 1 never was fo rob’d inall 
my life. 

nb. lam very forry, Sir, for your mifchance;, we wili 
fend our warrant forth, to ftay fuch fufpitious perfons as 
fhall be found, then Mr. Butler we'll attend you. 

Bar, {humbly thank your Lordfhip, | will attend you. 


Enter the Sumner. 


Sum. Ihave the Law to warrant what Ido, and though 
the Lord Cobham bea Nobleman, that difpenfes not with 
Law,I dare ferve a Procefs were he five Noble men,though 
we Samners make fometimes a mad flip in a corner with 
a pretty wench, a Semer muft not go always by fecing : 
a man may be content to hide his Eyes where he may fec! 
his profic. Well, this is Lord Cobbam’s Houfe, if I can- 
not {peak with him, Ple clap my Citation upon’s door, 
fo my Lord of Rocheffer bad me; but me thinks here 
comes one of his men. 

Har. Welcome good fellow, welcome, who would’ft 
thou speak with ? 

Swn. With my Lord (ethem I would {peak, if thou be 
onc of his men. 

Har. Yes, 1 ama one of his men, but thou canft not fpeak 
with my Lord. 

Sum., May I fend to him then ? 

Har. Vic tell thec that, when I! know thy errand, 

Sum. I will not tell my errand to thee, 

Har, Then keep itto chy felf, and walk like a Knave 
as thou cameft. 

Sum. I tell thec, my Lord keepsno knaves, Sirrah. 

Har. Then thou fervet him nor, l believe. What 
Lord is thy Mafter ? 

AXX 3 
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Sum. My Lord of Rochefter. : 

_ Har, Ingood time: and what would’ft thou have with 
my Lord Cobham ? a 

Sum, 1 come by vertue of a Procefs, to cite him to ap- 
pear before my Lord inthe Court at Rocheffer. 

Har. afide. Well, God grant me patience, I could ear 
| this Counger. My Lord is not athome, therefore it were 
good ,Suiner, you catried your Procefs back. 

Sum. Why, if he will not be fpoken withal, then will 
I leave it here, and fee that he take knowledge of it. 

Har, ’Zounds yon flave, do yon fet np your bills here : 
go too, take ir down again. Do'ft thou know what chou 
doit? Do’ft rhou know on whom thon ferveft a Procefs ? 

Sum. Yes macry dol, on Sir Jobe Oldcastle, Lord 
Cobham, 

Har. 1 am glad thou knoweft him yet: and Sirrah, 
do’{t not know that the Lord Cobham isa brave Lord, that 
keeps good Beef and Beer in his Honfe, and every day 
feeds a hundred poor people at’s Gate,and keeps a hundred 
tall fellows? ` 

Sum What’sthat to my Procefs ? 

Har. Marry this, Sir, is this procefs parchment ? 

Sum. Yes marry I$ it. 

Har. And this Seal wax ? 

Sum, it is fo. i 

Har. If this be parchment, and this wax, eat yon this 
| parchment and this wax,or [ will make parchment of your 
skin, and beat your brains into wax. Sirrah, Sumber, dif- 
patch, devour, Sirrah, devour. 

Sum. | am my Lord of Rochefter’s Sumner, 1 came todo 

| my office, and thou fhale anfwer it. 
Har, Sirrah, no railing; hut betake your felf to your 
j teeth, thou fhalt eat no worfe than thou briog’ft with thee, 
thou bring’ft it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring my Lord 
worfe chan thon wilt eat chy felf ? 

Sum. Sir, | brought it not my Lord to eat. 

Har. © do you Sir me now; all’s one for that, Mle 
make you eat it, for bringing it. - 

Sum. { cannot eat IC. i 

Har. Can you not? ’sbloud lle beat you till you have 
a Stomach. [Beats him. 

Sum. O hold,bold, good Mr.Servingman, | will eat it. 

Har. Be champing, be chawing, Sir, or le chaw you, 
you Rogue, the purelt of the Honey. 

Sam, Tough wax is the pureft Hony. 

Har, O Lord, Sir, oh, oh, 

Feed, feed, tis wholfome, Rogue, wholfome. 

Cannot you like an honcft Sumner, walk with the Devil 
your Brother, to fetch in your Bailiff’s rents; but you 
moft come to a Noble mans houfe with procefs? {f thy Seal 
were as broad as the Lead chat covers Rocheffer Church, 
thou fhould’ft eat it. 

Sam, O,1 am almoft choaked, I am almoft choaked. 

Har. Who’s within there? willyon hame my Lord, ts 
there no Beer inthe Honfe? Butler | fay. 


Enter Butler. 


Bat. Here, here. 

Har. Give him Beer. l 
There : tongh old fheepskins, bare dry meat. 

Sam. O Sir, let me go no further, lle eat my word, 

Har, Yeamarry,Sit,! mean ye fball eat more than your 
own word,for (’le make you eat all the words in the procefs. 
Why you drab monger, cannot the fecrets of all the 
wenches in a Shire ferve your turn , but you muft come 
hither with a Citation with a pox? Ple cite you. 

A Cup of Sack for the Samner. 

put. Terk, SIr iene 

Har Here, flave, I drink to thee. 

Sum (thank you, Sir. | 
Har. Now if thou find’ft thy Stomach well, becaufe thou 
hale fee my Lord keeps meatin’s houfe, if chou wilt go in 
thou fhalt have a piece of Beef to thy break-faft. 


[ He drinks. 


Sam, No lam very well, good Mafter Servingman, I 
thank you, very well, Sır. 

Har. 1am glad on’r, then be walking towards Rochefter 
to keep your Stomach warm. And Sumner, {f 1 do know 
you dilturb a good wench within this Diocefs, if I do not 
make thee eather petticoat, if there were four yards of 
Kentifh cloth in’t, 1am a villain. 

Sum, God be w’ye, Mafter Servingman. 

Har. Farewel, Sumner 


CExit 


Enter Conftable.. 


Con, Save you, Mafter Harpool. 

Har. Welcome Conftable, welcome Conftable, what 
news with thee ? 

Con,” And’t pleafe you, Mafter Herpool, 1 amto make 
hue and cry for a fellow with one Eye, that hasrob’d two 
Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to fearch all 
fafpected places; and they fay there was a Woman in the 
Company. 

i Ra. Haft thou been at the Ale-houfe? haft thon fought 
Chere : 

Con, Idurft not fearch in my Lord Cobhanrs liberty, ex- 
cept! had fome of his Servants for my warrant. 

Har, An honeft Conftable , call forth bim that keeps 
the Ale-honfe there. 

Con. Ho, who’s within there ? 

Aleman. Who calls there? Oh is’t you, Mr Conftable, 
and Ms, Harpoo! ? y’are welcome with all my heart, what 
make pou here fo early this morning ? 

Har, Sircah, what ftrangers do youlodge ? there is a 
robbery done this morning, and we are tofearch for all fuf- 
pected perfons. 

Ale.man.Gods bores,! am forry for’t. P’faith,Sir,I,lodge 
no body, but a good honeft Prieft, call’d Sir John a Wrotham, 
and a handfome Woman that is his Neece, that he faies he 
has fome fuit in Law for, andas they go upand down to 
London, fometimes they lye at my Houfe. 

* Har. What, is fhe here in thy Houfe now? 

Ale-man. She is, Sir: | promife you, Sir, heis a quiet 
man, and becaufe he will not trouble too many rooms, he 
makes the woman lye every night at his beds feet.’ 

far, Bring her forth, Conftable, bring her forth, let’s 
fee her, let’s fee her. 

Aleman. Dorothy, you muft come down to Mafter 

Conftable. 

Doll. Anon forfooth. 

Har. Welcome, {weet Lals, welcome. 

Doll, 1 thank you, good Sir, and Mafter Conftable alfo. 

Har. A plump girle by the Mafs, a plump girle: ha, 
Doll, ha, Wilt thou forfake the Prieft, and go with me, 
Doll? 

(on, Ah! well faid, Mafter Harpoo!, you are a merry old 
man i’faith, you will never be old now by the mack, a 
pretty wench indeed. 

Har. Ye old mad metry Conftable, art thou advis‘d of 
that? Ha, well faid Doll, fill fome Ale here. 

Doll afide. Oh if 1 wilt this old Prieft would oot flick 
tome, by ove | would ingle this old ferving-man. 

Har. Oh you old mad colt, i faith Ple ferk you: fillall 
the pots in the Houle there. 

Con. Ob! well faid,Mafter Harpool,you are heart of oak 
when all’s done. 

Har. Ha Doll, thou hak a fweet pair of lips by the 
Mafs. 

Doll. Truly youare a moft fweet old man,as ever | faw ; 
by my troth, you have a face able to make any Woman in 
love with you. 

Har. Fill, {weet Dot, Ple drink to thee. 

Doll. | pledge you, Sir, and chank you therefore, and I 
pray you letit come. 

Har. CImbracing her} Doll, canft thou love me? a mad 
merry Lals, would ro God t had never feen thec. 


Doll, | warrant you,you wil! nor out of my thoughts this 
twelvemonth, 


[She exter. 
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twelvemonth, truly you are as full of favour, as any man 
may be. Ah thefc tweet gray locks, by my trot, they 
are molt lovely. 
(on, Cuds bores, Mafler Harpool, Ile have one bufs 
too. 
Har. No licking for you, Conftable, hand off, hand 
off. 


Con. Berlady l love kifing as well as you. 

Doll, Oh you are an add boy, you have a wanton Eye of 
your own: ah you fweet fugar-lipt wanton, you will win 
as many Womens hearts as come in your Company. 


Enter Prietft. 


Prief?. Doll, come hither, 

Har. Prielt, fhe hall not. 

Dall. Vie come anon, {weet love. 

Priest. Hand aff, old fornicator. i 

Har. Vicar, Ve fit here in fpight of thee, is this tuf for 
a Pricft to carry up and down with him ? 

Priest. Sirrah, do’ft thou not know that a good fellow 
parfon may have a chappel of cafe, where his parifh Church 
is far off ? 

Har. You Whorfon fton’d Vicar. 

Prieft. You old ftale Ruffin, you Lion of Corfod. 

Har. ’Zounds, Vicar, lle geld you, LElses npon him. 

Con. Keep the Kings peace. 

‘Doll. Murder, murder, murder ! 

Ale-man. Hold,as you ace men, hold ; for Gods fake be 
quiet : put up your weapons, you draw not in my houfe. 

Har. Yau Whorfon bawdy Prieft. 

Priefl. You old mutton. monger. 

Con. Hold, Sir Jobn, hold. 

Doll. 1 pray thee, fweet heart,be quiet, I was but fitting 
to drink a pot of Ale with him,even as kinda man as ever 
I met with. 

Har. Thouart a Thief, { warrant thee. 

Prieft. Then I am but as thou haft been in thy dayes, 
let’s not be afhamed of our Trade, the King has been a 
Thief himfeif. i 

Doll. Come,be quiet, haft thou fped ? 

Prieft. I have, wench, here be crowns 7’ faith. 

Doll. Come, Ict’s be all Friends then. 

Con. Well faid Miftrifs Dorothy. 


Har. Thouart the maddeft Prielt that ever | met with. |: 


Prieft. Give me thy hand, thou art as good a fellow - 
[ ame finger, a drinker, a bencher, a wencher ; lcan fay 
a Mafs, and kifsa Lafs: Faith, | have a Parfonage, and 
becaufe 1 would not he at too niuch charges, this wench 
ferveth me for a Sexton. 
Har. Well {aid, mad Prielt, we'll in and be Friends. 
LExennt. 


Enter Sir Roger Acton, eMaffer Bourn, Mafter 
Beverley, and William Murley the 
Brewer of Dunftable, 


Alon, Now Matter eMaurley, 1 am well affur’d 
You know our errant, and do like the caufe , 

Being a man affected as we are. 

Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear: No Ma. 
fter, good Sir Reger Allon, Malter Bourn, and Matter 
Beverley, Gentlemen and Jultices of the Peace, no Matter, 
1, but plain Welliam eAfurley the Brewer ot ‘Dunftable, 
your honeft neighbour and your Friend, if ye be men of 
my profeton. 

Bev. Profefed Friends to Wicklif , foes to Rome. 

eMur. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that ftaff, good 
Matter Beverley, all ofa Houfe, fay your mind, fay yout 
mind. 

Aiton. You know our faction nowis grown fo great 
Throughout the Realm, that it begins co {moak 
Into the Clergies Eyes, and the King’s cars ; 

High time itis that we were drawn to head, 





re 





Our General and Officers appointed. 
Aud wars ye wot, will ask great {tore of Coyn, 

Able to ftrength our action with your purfe, 

You are clected for a Colonel 

Over a Regiment of fifteen Baods. 

eur. Fuc, paltry, paltry, ia and out, to and fro, 
be it more or lefs upon occafion,Lord have mercy upon us, 
what a World is this ! Sir Reger AGon, | am but a Danftable 
man, a Pain Brewer, ye know: will lufty caveliering Cap- 
tains (Gentlemen) come at my calling, go at my bidding ? 
Dainty my dear , they'll do a Dog of wax, aHorfe of 
cheefe, a prick and a pudding; no, no, ye muft appoint 
fome Lord or Knightar teaft, ro that place, 

Bour. Why, Mafter Murkey, you fhalt be a Knight : 
Were you not in election to be Sheriff? 
Have ye not paft all Offices but that ? 
Have ye not wealth to make your Wife a Lady? 
l warrant you, my Lord, our General 
Beftows rhat honour on you, at fichi fighte. 

Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear : 
Buc tell me, who fhall be our Genera). 
Where’s the Lord Cobham, Sit John Old caflle, 
That noble almis-giver, Houle keeper, virtuous, 
Religious Gentleman ? Come to me there, boyes, 
Come to me there. 

Aon. Why,who but he fhall be our General ? 
~ Mur. And fhall he Kaight me, and make me Colonel ? 

Att. My word for that, Sir Wiliam Marley Knight. 

Mur. Fellow Sit Reger Afton Knight, all fellows] mean 
in Armes, how {trong are we? how many partners ? Our 
Enemies befide the King are mighty, be it more or lels up- 
on occafion, reckon our force. 

At. Thereare of us our Friends and followers, 

Three thoufapd and three hundred atthe Icaft : 
Of Northern lads four thoufand, befide horfe, 
From Kent there comes with Sit ohn Oldeaflle 
Seven thoufand : then from London iffue out, 
Of Mafters, Servants, Strangers, Prenticcs, 
Forty odd thoufand into Ficker field, 

Where we appoint our fpecial Randevouz. 

Mar. Fue, paltry, paltry, inand out, toand fro, Lord 
have mercy upon us, what a World is this! Where's chat 
Ficket field, Sic Roger ? 

Aét. Behind S. Gries in the ficld, near Holborn. 

Mur. Newgate, up Holborn, S. Giles in the held, and to 
Tyburn, anold fay. For the day, for theday ? 

ARH. On Friday next, the fourteenth day of January. 

Mur. Tilly vally,trult menever if | have any liking of 
that day. Fue, paltry, platry, Friday quoth a,difmal day, 
Chiidermas day this year was Friday. 

Bev. Nay Matter Afurley, if you obferve fuch dayes, 
We make fome queftion of your conflancie, 

All dayes are alike to men refolv’d in mght. 

Mur. Say Amen and fay bo more,but fay and hold Ma. 
{ter Beverley: Friday next, and Ficker field, and Walam 
eAfurley and his merry men fhall be all one: J have half a 
{core jades chat draw my Beer Carts, andevery jade fhall 
bear a knave, and every knare fhall wear a jack, and every 
jack fhall have a fcull, and every fcull hal! bew a fpear, 
and every fpeat fhall kill a foe at Focker fleld,at Frekes field : 
John end Tom, Dick, and Hodge, Rafe and Robbin, William 
and George, and all my knaves fhall hght like men, at Fie- 
ket held, on Friday next. 

Bour. What fumm of money mean you fo disburfe ? 

Mur, \tmay be modeftly, decently, and foberly, and 
handfomely | may bring fve hundred pound. 

AR Five hundred, man? five thoufand’s not enough, 
A hundred thoufand will not pay our men 
Two month’s together, either come prepar’d 
Like a brave Knight, and martial Coloncl, 

In glittering gold, and gallant Furniture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart load at Jeaft, 
And all your followers mounted on good Horfe, 
Or never come difgracefu! to us all. 
Bev 
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Bev. Perchance you may be chofen Treafurer, 
Ten choufand pound’s che leaft chat you can bring. 

Mur. Paltry, paltry,’ in and out, toand fro: upon oc- 
cafion | have ten thoufand pound to fpend, and ten too. 
And rather than the Bifhop thall have his will of me for 
my Confcience,it fhall all go.Flame and flax, flax and flame. 
ie was got witt Water and Malt, and it fhall fye with fire 
and Gun-powder. Sir oes a Cart-load of money till the 
Axletree crack 5 my felfand my men in Ficker field on 
Friday next: remember my Knight hood and my place : 
there’s my hand I’le he there. LExir. 

Af. See what ambition may perfwade men to, 

In hope of honour he will (pend himfelf. 

Bour. I never thought a Brewer half fo rich. 

‘Bev. Was never bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 

With ufiog too much Malt, too litele Water. 

A. That’s no faulc in Brewers now adayes : 
Come, away about our bufiuefs, (Exeunt. 
Enter King Harty, Suffolk, Mafter Butler, Old- 

Caftle kneeling to the King, 


King. ’Tisnotenough, Lord Cobham, to fubmit, 
You mutt forfake your grofs opinion ; 

The Bifhops find themfelves much injured, 

And though for fume good fervice you have done, 
We for our part are pleas’d to pardon you, 

Yet they will not fo foon be fatisfied. 

Cob, My gracious Lord, unto your Majefty, 

Next unto my God, | owe my life ; 

And what ts mine, either by Natures pift, 
Or Fortunes bounty, all is at your fervice. 
But for Obedience tothe Pope of Rome, 

l owe him none; nor fhall his fhaveling Priefts 
That are in England, alter my belief, 

If out of holy Scripture they can prove 
That l am in an error, I will yield, 

And gladly take inftruction at their hands : 
But otherwife, | do befecch your Grace, 
My Confcience may not be incroach’d upon. 

King. We would be loth to prefs our fubjects bodies, 
Much lefs their Souls, the dear redeemed part 
Ofhim that ts the Ruler of us all : 

Yet let me Counfel you, chat might command; 
Do not prefume to tempt them withill words, 
Nor fuffer any meetings to be had 

Within your Houfe, batto the uttermoft 
Difperfe the flocks of this ncw gathering Sect. 

Cob. My Licge, if any breath that dares come torth, 
And fay, my life in any of thefe points 
Deferves th’ attainder of ignoble thoughts : 
Here ftand t, craving no remorfe at all, 

But even the utmoft rigour may be fhown. 

King. Let it fuffice we koow your Loyalty, 
What have you there ? 

Cob. A Deed of Clemency, 

Your highnefs pardon for Lord Powis life, 
Which I did beg, and you my Noble Lord, 
Of gracious favour did vouchfafe to grant. 

King, But yet itis not figned with our hand. 

Cob, Not yet, my Liege. 

King. The fact you fay was done 
Not of pretenfed malice, -but by chance, 

Cob. Upon mine Honour fo, no otherwife. 

King. There is his pardon, bid him make amends, 
And cleanfe his Soul to God for his offence, 

What we remit, is but the bodies {courge. 
How now, Lord Bifhop ? 


Exter Bifhop. 
Bifhop. Jultice, dread Soveraign , 


As thou art King, fo grant] may have Juttice. 
Keng. What means this exclamation ? Let us know. 
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Bifeop. Ah, my good Lord, the State’s abus’d, 
And our Decrees moft fhamefully propban’d., 
King. How? Or by whom? 
Bsfhop. Even by this Heretick, 
This few, this Traitor to your Majefty. 
Cob. Prelate, thou lyeft, even in thy greafie maw, 
Or whofoever twit’s me with the name 
Of either Traitor, or of Heretick. 
King. Forbear I fay : and Bifhop, thew the caufe 
From whence this late abufe hath been deriv’d. 
Bifbop, Thus,mighty King: by general confent 
A meflenger was fent to cite this Lord 
To make appearance in the Confiftory : 
And coming to his Houfe, a Ruffian flave, 
One of his daily followers, mct the man, 
Who knowing him to be a Parator 
Affaults him firft, and after in contempt 
Of us, and our proceedings, makes him eat 
The written Procefs, parchment, Seal and all: 
Whereby this matter neither was brought forth, 
Nor we but fcorn’d for our Authority. 
King. When was this done ? 
Bifhop. At fix a clock this Morning. 
King. And when came you to Court ? 
Ceb. Laft Night, my Liege. - 
King. By thisit feems he is not guilty ofit, 
And you have donc him wrong t’ accufe him fo. 
Bifhop. Butit was donc, my Lord, by his appointment, 
Or cife his man durft not have been fo bold. 
Keng. Or elfe you durft be bold to interrupt 
And fill our ears with frivolouscomplaints. 
Js this the Duty you do bear to us ? 
Was’t not fufficient we did pafs our word 
To fend for him, but you mifdoubting it, 
Or which is worfe, intending to forefte!? 
Our Regal power, muft likewife fummon him? 
This favours of Ambition, not of zeal, 
And rather proves you malice his eftare, 
Than any way that he offends the Law 
Go too, we like it not: and he your Officer 
Had his defert for being infolent, 


Enter Huntington. 


That was imployed fo much amifs herein. 

So Cobham when you pleafe, you may depart. 
Cob. I humbly bid farewel unto my Liege. 
King. Farewel, what’sthe news by Hantington ? 
Hun, Sit Roger Atton, and a crew (my Lord) 

Of bold feditious Rebels, are in Arms, 

Intending reformation of Religion. 

And with their Army they intend to pitch 

In Ficker field, unlefs they be repuls’t. 

King. So near our prefence? Dare they be fo bold? 

And will proud War and eager thirft of blood, 

Whom we had thought to entertain far off, 

Prefs forth upon us in our Native bounds ? 

Mutt we be fore’d to hanfel our fharp blades 

[n England here, which we prepar’d for France ? 

Well, a Gods name be it. What’s their Number , fay. 

Or who's the chief Commander of this Row ? 

Hun, Their number is not known, as yet my Lord, 

But ’tis reported, Sic Fohn Oldcaftle 

Is the chief man, on whom they do depend. 

King, How? the Lord Cobbam ? 
Fun, Yes, my gracious Lord. 
Bifhop. 1 could have told your Majefty as much 

Before he went, but that I faw your Grace 

Was too much blinded by his flattery. 

Suf. Send poft, my Lord, to fetch him back again. 
But. Traitor unto his Country, how he fmooth’d 
And feem’d as innocent as Truth it felf ? 
King. I cannot think it yet he would be falfe: 
But if he be, no matter, let him go, 


(Exit, 
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We’ll meet both him and them unto their woe. 
Bifh This falls out well, and at the laft I hope 
To fee this Heretick dic in a Rope. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Scroop, Gray, 
and Chartres the French Fator. 


Scr. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make reherfal 

How you do ftand intituled to the Crown, 
The deeper (hall we print ic in our minds 
And every man the better be refolv’d, 

When he perceives his quarrel to be juft. 

Cam. Then thus, Lord Scroop, Sir Thomas Grey, 
And you, Monfienr de Chartres, Agent for the French, 
This Lionel, Duke of Clarence (as | faid) 

Third Son of Edward (England’s King) the Third, 
Had iue, Philip his fole Daughter and Heir; 
Which Philp atterward was given in Marriage 
To Edmund —Mortimer the Earl of March, 

And by him had a Son cald Roger Mortimer 3 
Which Roger likewife had of his Defcent, 
Edmund, Roger, Annand Elianor, 

Two Daughtersand two Sons, but of thofe, three 
Dy’d without Iflue : Ann, that did furvive, 

And now was left her Fathers only Heir, 

By fortune was to marry, being too 

By my Grand-father of King Edward’s Line: 

So of his Sir name , £am call’d you know, 
Richard Plantaginet, my Father was, 

Edward the Duke of York, and Son and Heir 

To Edmund Langley, Edward the third’s firft Son. 

Scr. So that it feems your claim comes by your Wife, 
As lawful Heir to Roger eMortimer, 

The Son of Edmund, which did marry Philip 
Daughter and Heir to Lionel Duke of Clarence, 

Cam. Tene, for this Harry, and his Father both 
Harry the firft,as plainly doth appear. 

Are talfe Intruders, and ufurp the Crown. 
For when young Richard was at Pomfret Rain, 
Jn him the Title of Prince Edward dy’d, 

That was the eldeft of King Edward's Sons: 
William of Hatfield, and their fecond brother, 
Death in his Nonage had before bereft : 

So that my Wife deriv’d from Lionel, 

Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed 
And take pofleflion of the Diadem 

Before this Harry, or bis Father King, 

Who fetch their Title but from Laxcafter, 
Forth of that Royal Line, And being thus 
What reafon is’t, but fhe fhould have her right? 

Ser, Lam refolv’d, our enterprize is juft. 

Gray, Harry fhall dice or elfe refign his, Crown. 

Char. Perform but that, and Charles the King of France 

Shall aid you Lords, oot only with his Men, 
But fend you Money to maintain your Wars: 
Five hundred thoufaud Crowns he bad me proffer, 
if you can ftop but Harry's Voyage for France. 

Scr. We never had a fitter time than now, 
The Realm in fuch divifion as itis. 

Cam. Befides you muft perfwade you, therc is duc 
Vengeance for Richard’s murther, which although 
le be deferr’d, yee will it fall at laft, 

And now as likely as another time. 

Sin hath had many years to ripen in, 

And now the Harvelt cannot be far off, 

Wherein the weeds of Ufurpation 

Are to be cropt and caft into the fire: > , 

Ser. No more, Earl Cambridge, here | plight my Faith, 
To fet up thee and thy renowned Wife. — 

Gray. Gray will petform the fame ashe is Knight. 

Chart, And to affift ye, as I faid before, 

Chartres doth *gage the Honour of his King. _ 

Scr. We lack but now Lord Cobbam’s fellow fhip, 
And then our Plot were abfolute indeed. 


Cam, Doubt not of him, my Lord his life’s purfu’d 
By th’ incens’d Clergy, andof late 
Brouglit in difpleafure with ene King, affures 
He may be quickly woa unto our Faction. 
Who hath the Articles were drawn at large 
Of our whole purpofe ? 
Gray. That have I, my Lord. 
Cam, We fhould not now be far off from his Houfe, 
Our ferious Confereace hath beguil’d the way : 
See wherc his Caftle ftaads, give me the writing, 
When we are come unto the fpeech of hin, 
Becaufe we will not ftand to make recount 
Of that which hath been faid, here he hall read 
Our minds at large, and what we crave of him 


Enter Cobbam: 


Scr. A ready way: here comes the man himfelf 
Booted and fpurr’d, it feems he hath been riding. 
Cam, Well met, Lord Cobham. 
Cob, My Lord of Cambridge ? 
Your Honour is molt welcome into Kent, 
And all the reft of this fair Company. 
[am new come from Lendon, gentle Lords: 
But will ye not take (cwlng for your Hoft, 
And fee what entercainment ic affords ? 
Cam. We were intended to have been your Guefts : 
But now this lucky mecting fhall fuffice 
To end our bufinefs, and defer chat kindnefs. 
Cob. Bufinefs my Lord? what bufinefs ould 
Lett you to bo merry ? we have no delicates ; 
Yet this Pll promife you, a picce of Venifon, 
A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunters fare : 
And if you pleafe, we'll {trike the Stag our felves 
Shall fill our Difhes with his well-fed fieth. 
Scr. That is indeed the thing we all defire. 
Cob. My Lords, and you fhall have your choice with me. 
Cam. Nay bat the Stag which we defire to {trike, 
Lives not in Cowlng: if you will confenr, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a Forreft, 
Where runs a lufty Herd: among the which 
There is a Stag fuperiour tothe reft ; 
A ftately Beaft, that when his Fellows run 
He leads the Race, and beats rhe fullen Earth, 
As though he fcorn’d it with his trampling Hoofs, 
Aloft he hears his Head, and with his Breaft 
Like a huge Bulwark couoter-checks the wind : 
And when be flandeth Rill, he ftretcheth forth 
His prond ambitious Neck, as if he meant 
To wound tbe Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob. ’Tis pitty fach a goodly Bealt fhould die. 
Cam. Not fo, Sir John, for he is Tyrannous, 
And gores the other Deer, and will not keep 
Within the limits are appointed him. 
Of late he’s broke into a feveral, 
Which doth belong tome, and there he fpoils 
Both Corn and Pafture, two of his wild race 
Alike for ftealth, and covetous incroaching, 
Already are remov’d, if he were dead, 
I fhould not only be fecure from hurt, 
But with his Body make a Royal Feaft. 
Ser. How fay you then, will you firft hunt with us ? 
‘Cob, Faith, Lords, 1 like the paftime, where's the 
place ? 
Cam. Perufe this writing it will fhew you all, 
And what occafion we have for the fport. [He reads, 
Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Isthis che Stag 
You fain would chafe, Harry oor dread King ? 
So we may make a Banquet for the Devil? 
And in the ftead of wholfome meat, prepare 
A Dihh of Poifon to confound our felves. 
Cam Why fo, Lord Cobham? See you not our claim ? 
And how imperioufly he holds the Crown ? 
Ser. Befldes, you know your felf is in difgcace, 
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Held as a recreant, and purfu’d to Death 
This will defend you from your Enemies, 
And ftablifh your Religion through the Land. 

Cob. Notorious Treafon! yet I will conceal 
My fecret choughts to found the depth of it, 
My Lord of Cambridge, | do fee your claim, 
And what good may redound unto the Land, 
By profecuting of this enterprize. 

But where are men? where’s power and furniture 
To order fuch anadction? we are weak, 
Harry, you know’s a mighty Potentate, 

Cam, Tut, we are ftrong enough ; you are belov’d, 

And many will be glad to follow you, 

We are the like, and fome will follow us : 

Nay, there is hope from France: here’san Amhaflador 
That promifech both men and money too. 

The Commons likewife (as we hear) pretend 

A fudden tumult, we will join with them. 

Cob. Some likelyhood, 1 muft confefs ro fpeed : 
Bat how fhall I believe this in plain truth ? 

You are (my Lords) fuch men as live in Court, 
And have been highly favoured of the King, 
Efpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 

He maketh choice for his Bed. fellow. 

And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Couacil : 
is not this a train laid to intrap my Life? 

Cam, Then perifh may my Soul: what, think you fo ? 

Ser, We'll {wear to you. 

Gray Or take the Sacrament. 

Cob, Nay you are Noblemen, and I imagine, 

As you are honourable by Birth, and Bloud, 

So you will bein heart, iu thought, in word. 

I crave no other teftimony but this: 

That you would all fabfcribe, and fee your hands 

Uoto this writing which you gave to me. 

pE With all our hearts; Who hath any Pen and 
nk? 

Ser. My pocket fhould have one; O, here it is. 

Cam, Give itme, Lord Scroop. There is my name, 

Scr. And there is my name. 

Gray. And mine. 

Cob. Sir, let me crave that you would likewife write 
your name with theirs, for confirmation of your Mafters 
words the King of France. 

Char, That willl, noble Lord. 

Cob, So, now this action is well knit together, 

And [am for you ; where’s our meeting, Lords? 
Cam. Here, if you pleafe, the tenth of July next. 
Cob. In Keng? agreed. Now Jet us in to Supper, 

I hope your bonoors will not away tonight. 

Cam. Yes prefently, for 1 have far toride, 

About foliciting of other Friends. 

Scr, And we would not beabfent from the Court, 
Left thereby grow fulpition in the King, 

Cob. Yet talte a Cup of Wine before ye go. 

Cam. Not now, my Lord, we thank you: fo fate- 
wel. CExit, 
Cob. Farewell, my Noble Lords. My Noble Lords? 

My noble Villains, bafe Confpirators, 

How can a? look his Higbnefs in the Face, 

Whom they fo clofely ftudy to betray ? 

Bot Pil not fleep until I make it known, 

This Head hall not be burthen’d with fuch thoughts, 

Nor in this heart will I conceal a Deed 

Of fuch impiety againft my King. 

Madam, how now ? 


[ Afide. 


Enter Harpool, and the reff. 


La. Cob. Y’ are welcome home, my Lord : 
Why feem ye fo unquiet in your looks ? 
What hath befaln you that difturbs your mind ? 


La. Pow. Bad news | am afraid touching my Husband. 


Cob, Madam, not fo: there is your Husband’s pardon; 


Long mav ye Jive, each joy unto the other. 
La. Pow. So great a kindnefs, as 1 know not how to 
reply, my fenfe is quite confounded. 
Cob. Letthat alone: and Madam ftay me nor, 
For I muft back unto the Court again, 
With all the fpeed l can: Æarpool, my Horfe. l 
La. Cob. So foon my Lord? what will you ride all 
night ? 
ib, All night or day, it muft be fo fweet Wife; 
Urge me not why, or what my bofinefs is, 
But get youin: Lord Powis, bear with me. 
And Madam, think your welcome ne’re the worfe, 
My Houle is at your ufe. Harpool, away. 
Har, Shall | attend your Lordfhip to the Court ? 
Cob. Yea Sit,your Gelding,mount you prefently [ Exit. 
La. Cob. 1 prithee Harpool look unto thy Lord, 
I do not like this fudden pofting back. 
Pow. Some earnelt bufinefs is a-foot belike, 


What erc it be, pray Gad be his good guide. 


La. Pow. Amen, that hath fo highly us befted. 

La Cob. Come Madam and myLord,we’ll hope the beft, 
You fhall not into Wales till he return. 

Pow. Thongh great occafion be we fhould depart, yet, 
Madam, will we ftay to be refolv’d of this unlookt for 
doubtful accident. LExenne. 


Enter Murley and bis men, prepared in fome filthy 
Order for War. 


eur. Come my hearts of flint, modeftly, decently, 
foberly, and handfomly; no man afore his Leader: fol- 
low your Mafter, your Captain, your Knight that fhall 
be, for the honour of Meal.men, Millers, and Malt-men, 
Dun is the Moule: Dick and Tom for the credit of Dun- 


fiable, ding down the Enemy to Morrow. Yc fhal) not 


come into the Field like Beggars. Where be Leonard and 
Lawrence my two Loaders ? Lord have mercy upon us, 
what a World isthis? I would give a couple of fillings 
for a dozen of good Feathers for ye, and forty pence for as 
many Scarfs to fet you ont withal. Froft and Snow, a 
man has no heart to fight till he be brave. 

Dick, Mafter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-Balls. 
can bear witnefs: this little ’parrel we have fhall off, and 
we'll fight naked before we run away. 

Tom. Nay , Pm of Lawrence mind for that, for he 
means to leave his life behind him, he and Leovard, your 
two Loaders are making their Wills becanfe they have 
Wives, now we Batchelors bld our Friends fcramble 
for our Goods if we dye: but Mafter, pray let me ride 
upon Cur. 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 
Froft and Snow, why Tors thou fhalt. Let me fee, here 
are you, William and Gcorge are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hodge holding my own two Horfes; proper men, 
handfome men, tall men, true men. 

Dick, But Malter, Mafter, me thinks you are mad 
to hazard yoor own Perfon, and a Cart-Load of Money 
too. 

Tom, Yea, and Mafter there’s a worfe matter in’t; if 
it be as I heard fay, we go fight againft all the learned 
Bifhops, that fhould give us their blefling, and if they 
Curfe us, we thall fpeed ne’re the better, 

Dick, Nay Birlady, fome fay the King takes their part, 
and Matter dare you fight againft the King ? 

Mar, Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, toand fro upon 
occafion, if the King be fo unwife to come there, we'll 
hgbe with him too. 

Tom, What if ye fhoold kill the King ? 

Mur. Then we'll make another. 

Dick, Is that all? do ye not {peak Treafon ? 

Mur. \f wedo, who dare tripus? We come to fight 
for our Confcience, and for honour : little know you what 
isin my Bofome, look here mad Knaves, a pair ef giit 
Spurs, 

Tom. 
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Tom. A pair of Golden Spurs ? Why do you not put 
them on your heels? Your bofome’s no place for Spurs. 

eMur. Be’t more or Icfs upon occalion, Lord have 
mercy opon us, Tom thou’rt a fool, and thou fpeak’ft trea- 
fonto Knight-hood: Dare any wear gold, or filver fpurs, 
till he be a Knight? No, I fhall be Knighted to morrow, 
and then they fhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the 
Church-book of Dunffable, that ever Malt-Man was made 
Knight ? ; 

Tom, No, but you are more: You arc Meal-man, Malt- 
man, Miller, Corn-mafter, and all. 

Dick, Yea, aad half a Brewer coo, and the Devil and 
all for wealth: You bring morc money with you than all 
the reft. 

Mur. The more’s my honour, I fhall bea Knight to 
morrow. Let me fpofe my men, Tom upon Cut, Dick 
upon Hob, Hodze upon Ball, Ralph upon Sorrel, and Ro. 
bin upon the Fore horfe. 


Enter Acton, Bourn and Beverley, 


Tom. Stand, who comes there ? 

Att, AllFricnds, good fellow. 

Mur, Friends and Fellows indced, Sir Roger. 

Ait, Why, thus you fhew your felf a Gentleman, 

To keep your day, and come fo well prepar’d 

Your Cart {tands yonder guarded by your men, 

VVhotcil me it is loaden well with Coin, 

V Vhac Summ is there ? 

Mur, Ten thoufand pound, Sir Roger, and modcftly, 
decently, foberly, and handfomely, fee what I have here 
again{t Ibe Knighted. 

Att, Gilt Spurs ? ’Tis well. 

Mur. VVhere’s our Army, Sir? 

Att. Difperft in fundry villages about ; 

Some here with usin High-gace, fome at Finch/ey, 

Totnam, Enfield, Edmunton, New:ngter, 

Iflington, Hogsdone, Pancredge, Kenzsngton, 

Some nearer, Thames, Ratcliff, Blackwall, and Bow: 

But our chief ftrength muft be the Lonaoners, 

VVhich, e’re the Sun to morrow fhine, 

VVill be near fifty thòvfand in the field. 

Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty my dear, but upon 
occafion, Sir Roger Afton, doth not the King know of tt, 
and gather his power againft us ? 

cit. No, he’s fecure at Elthans, 

Mur. VVhat do the Clergy ? 

Att, Fear cxtreamly, yet prepare noforce. 

Maur. Inand out, toand fro, bully my boykin, we 
fhall carry the world afore us, I vow, by my worthip, 
when lam Knighted, we'll take the King napping, if he 
ftand on their part. 

Ai, This night we few in Figh-gate will repofe, 

VVich the firft Cock we'll rife and arm our felves, 

To be in Ficker-field by break of day, 

And there expect our General. 

Mur. Sit Fobn Oldcaftle, what if he comes not ? 

Bourn, Yet our action ftands, 

Sir Roger eAéton may fupply his place. 
Mur. True, Mr. Bourn, but who fall make me Knight ? 
Bever. He that hath power to be our General, 
Att. Talk not of crifles, come let us away, 

Our friends of London long ’tillit be day, LExennt. 

Enter Prieft and Doll. 


Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a man as lives. 

Prief#. Canft thou blame me, Doll, thouart my Lands, 
my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purfe, none walks 
within forty miles of London, buta plies thec as truly, as 
the Parifh does the poor man’s Box. ~<a 

Doll, |amas truetothee, asthe ftone is in the wall, 
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therefore thon haft tryed me that thou haft: and | will 
not be kept as l ha bin, thar I will not. 

Prieft. Doll, if this blade hold, there’s not a Pedier 
walks with a pack, but thou fhale as boldly choofe of fits 
Wares, as withthy ready moncy in a Merchants Shop, 
we'll have as good filver as the King Coins any. 

Doll, What is all the Gold {pent you took the laft day 
from the Courticr ? 

_Prieft, *Tis gone Doll, "tis flown, merrily come, mer- 
rily gone, he comes a Horfeback thar muft pay for all; 
we'll have as good meat as money can get, and as good 
Gowns as can be bought for gold, be merry Wench, the 
Malt-man comes on Monday. 

Doll. You might have left me at Cobham, until you had 
been better provided for. 

Prieft. No, {weet Doll, no, | like not that, yon old 
Rufhan ts not for the Prieft: Ido not like a new Clerk 
Mould come in the old Belfrey. 

Doll. Thou art a mad Prieft i'faith, 

Prieft, Come Doll, Vil fee thee fafc at fome Ale houfe 
here at Cray, and the next Sheep that comes fhall leave 
behind his Fleece. Céxeune. | 


Enter the King, Suffolk, and Butler. 


K. in great haft. My Lord of Sufolk, polt away for life, 

And let our Forces of fuch Horfe and Foot, 

As can be gathered up by any means. 

Make fpeedy Randevouz in Tuttle. fields, 

It muft be done this Evening my Lord, 

This night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 

Near Iflington, which if your {peed prevent not, 

If once they fhould unite their feveral Forces, 

Their power is almoft thought invincible, 

Away, my Lord, I will be with you foon. 
Suff. 1g0, my Sovereign, with all happy fpeed. [&x:r. 
King. Make haft, my Lord of Suffolk, as you love us. 

Butler, pelt you to Loxdon with all fpeed : 

Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 

The City Gates be prefently fhat up, 

And guarded with a {trong fufficient Watch, 

And nota man be fuffered to pafs, 

Without a fpecial Warrant from our felf. 

Command the Poftecn by the Tower be kept, 

And Proclamation onthe pain of Death, 

That nota Citizen ftir from his Doors, 

Except fuch as the Mayor and Sheriffs fhall choofe 

For their own Guard, and fafety of their. perfons : 

Butler away, havc carc unto my charge. 

But. | go, my Sovercign. 

King. Butler. 

Bur. My Lord. 

King. Go down by Greenwitch, and command a Boat, 

At the Fryars. Bridge attend my coming down. 

Bue, Twill, my Lord. CExit Butler. 
King. It’s time I think to look unto Rebellion, 

When Afton doth expect unto his aid, ’ 

No lefs than fifty thoufand Londoners. 

Well, l'Il to Wefminfter in this difguife, 

To hear what news is ftirring in thefe Brawls. 


Enver Prieft. 


Prieft. Stand true.man, fayes a Thief. 

King. Stand Thief fayes a true man : how if a Thief? 

Prieft. Stand Thief too. 

King. Then Thief or Troe-man, 1 malt ftand I fee, 
howfoever the VVorld wags, the trade of thicvirg yct 
will never down, VVhat art thou ? 

Prieft. A good Fellow. 

King. Sol am to, I fee thou doft Know me. 

Prieft. If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fe'- 


and thou know’ft well enough, I wasin as good doing, | iows part, deliver chy Purfe without more ado. 


when I came to thee, as any Wench need to be: and 


King. Vhave no moncy. Prief 
reji. 
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The Hiftory of Sir John Oldcafile, 





Prieft. Imut make you find fome before we part, if 
you have no money you fhall have ware, as many found 
blows as your skin can Carry, 

King. ts thatthe plain eruch ? 

Prieft. Sirrah,no more ado, come, come, give me the 
money you have. Difpatch, | cannot ftand all day. 

King. Well, 1f thou wilt needs have it, there it is: juf 
the Proverb, one Thiefrobs another. Where the Devi! 
are all my old Thieves? renee that Villain is fo far, he 
cannot get on’s Horfe. but methinks Poms and Peto fhould 
be ftirring hereabouts. 

Prieft. How much ts there on’t of thy word ? 

‘ing. A hundred pound in Angels, on my word. 

The cime has been | would have done as much 
For thee, if thou hadit paft this way, as I have now. 

Prieft. Sitrrah, what are thou? thou feem’ft a Gen- 
tleman ? 

King. 1 am no lefs, yeta poor one now, for thou haft 
‘all my money. 

Prseft. From whence cam’ft thou ? 

King. From the Court at Eltham. 

Prief. Art thou one of the King’s Servants ? 

King, Yes that | am, and one of his Chamber. 

Prieft. 1am glad th’art no worfe: thou may’ft the bet- 
ter {pare thy money, and think thou might’lt get a poor 
Thief his pardon if he fhould have need. 

King. Yes that! can 

Prief. Wilt thon do fo much for me, when 1I fhall have 
occafion? 

King. Yes faith will I, fo it be for no murther. 

Prieft, Nay, I am a pittiful Thief, all the hurt Ido a 
man, [ take but his Purfe, PI kill no man. 

King. Then of my word I'll do't. 

Prief?, Give me thy hand of the fame. 

King, There "tis. 

Prieft. Methioksthe King fhould be good to Thieves, 
becaufe he has bin a Thief himfelf, although I think now 
he beturned a True-man. 

King. Faith | have heard indeed h’as had an ill nante 

that way in’s youths but how canft thon tell that he has 
been a Thief? 
__ Prieft. How? becaufe he once robb’d me before I fell to 
the Trade my felf, when that foul Villanous Guts, that 
led a to all that Roguery, was in’s Company there, that 
Falftaffe. 

an afide. Well, if he didrobthee then, thou art but 
| even with him now I'll be fworn: Thou knoweft not the 
King now I think, if thou faweft him ? 

Priest. Not 1, faith. 

King afide. Soit fhould feem. PR. 

Prieft. Well, if old King Harry had liv’d, this King 
that is now, had made thieving the beft trade in England. 

King, Why fo? 

Prieft. Becaufe he was the chief Wardermof our Com. 
pany, it’s pitty that e’re he fhould have been a King, he 
was fo brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my 
Pardon if need be? 

King. Yes Faith will I. 

Prieft. Wilt thou? well then, becaufe thou falt go 
fafe, for thou may’ft hap (being fo early) be met with 
again, before thou come to Southwark, if any man when 
he fhould bid thee good morrow, bid thee {tand, fay thou 
but Sir ohn, and they will let thee pafs. 

King. Isthat the word? then let me aione. 

Prieft. Nay Sirrah, becaufe | think indeed I fhall have 
fome occafion to ufe thee, and as thon com’ft oft this 
way, I may light on thee another time not knowing thee, 
here PII break this Angel, take thou half of it, this isa 
token betwixt thee and me. 

King. God a mercy: farewel. LExrit. 

Prseft, O my fine golden Slaves,here’s for thee, Wench, 
i faith. Now, Doll, we will revel in our Bever, this is 
a Tyth Pig of my Vicarage. God a mercy, Neighbour 
Shooters. Hill, you ha paid your Tyth honeftly. Well, { 


hear there is a Company of Rebels up againft the King, 
got together in Ficker field near Holborn, and as it is 
thought, herein Kent, the King will be there to night 
in’s own perfon: well, ll to che Kings Camp, and it 
fhall go hard, if there be any doings but PII make fome 
good boot among them. (Exte. 


Enter Keng Henry, Suffolk, Huntington, and 
two with Lights, 


King. My Lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 
Who {couts it now ? or who ftand Sentinels ? 
What men of worth? what Lords do walk the round ? 
Suf. May’t pleafe your Highnefs. 
King. Peace, no more of that, 
The King’safleep, wake not his Majefty, 
With terms nor Titles; he’s at reft in Bed, 
Kings do not ufe to watch themfelves, they fleep, 
And let Rebellion and Confpiracy 
Revel and havock inthe Commonwealth. 
Is London look’d unto ? 
Han. itis, my Lord: 
Your noble Uncle Exeter is there. 
Your Brother Glocefter, and my Lord of Warwick 
Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen í 
Do guard tbe Gates, and keep good rule within. 
The Earl of Cambridge, and Sit Thomas Gray 
Do walk the round, Lord Scroop and Butler {ecut 
So though it pleafe your Majefty to jeft, 
Were youin Bed, well might you rake your reft. 
King. I thank ye Lords: bat you do know of old, 
That I have been a perfect Night-walker : 
London, you fay, is fafely lookt unto, 
Alas, poor Rebels, there your aid muft fait, 
And the Lord Cobham Sit Fohn Oldcaftle, 
Quiet in Kent, Alon, you are deceiv’d: 
Reckon again, you count without your Hoft. 
To morrow you fhall give account to us, 
Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winters night 
How can we fpend? King Harry is afleep, 
And all his Lords, thefe Garments tell us fo: 
All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 
Harry, and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 
Give us fquare Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good Fellows Companies that come. 
Where’s that mad Prieft ye told me was in Arms 
To fight, as well as pray, if need required. 
Saf, He’sin the Camp, and if he knew of this, 
I undertake he would not be long hence. 
King. Trip Dick, trip George. 
Hun. | muft have the Dice : what do we play at ? 
Suf. Paflage if ye pleafe. 
Hunt, Set round then: fo, at all. 
Har. George, you are out. 
Give me the Dice, I pafs for twenty ponnd, 
Here’s to our lucky paflage into France. 
Hunt, Harry, you pals indeed, for you fweep all. 
Saf. A fign King Harry fhall {weep all in France. 


? 


Enter Prieft. 


Prieft. Edge ye good Fellows, take a frefh Gamefter in. 
Hlar. Mafter Parfon, we play nothing but gold ? 
Prieff. And, fellow,! tell thee that the Prieft bath gold, 
gold: what? ye are but Beggarly Souldiers to me, | chink 
I have more gold than all you three. 
Hunt. It may be fo, but we believe it not. 
Har. Set, Pricft, fet, 1 pafs for all that gold. 
Priest. Ye pafs indeed. 
Har. Prieft, haftany more? 
Priest. More? what a gueftion’s that ? 
[ tell thee 1 have more than all you three, 
At thefe ten Angels. 


Har, i wonder how thou com’ft by all this gold, 
How 
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How many Benefices haft thou, Prieft ? 


King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a foot, 


Pri, Faith, butone, doft wonder how I come by gold? | Sir Zohn, have at ye. 


| wonder rather how poor Soldiers fhould have gold : for 
lil tell thee, good fellow, we have every day Tythes, 
Off’rings, Chriftnings, Weddings, Burials: and you poor 
fnakes come feldome toabooty. 1’ll fpcak a proud word, 
I have but one Parfonage, Wrorham, tis better than the 
Bifhoprick of Rochefer : there’s ne’r a Hill, Heath, nor 


Pri, Souldier, ware your fconce. 


As they proffer, enter Butler, and draws his 
Sword to part them. 


But, Hold, villain, hold: my Lords, what d’ye mean, 


Down in all Kent, but ’tis in my Parifh, Barrham down,| To feea kR draw againft the King. 


Cobham-down, Gads-hill, Wrotham hill, Blackheath, Cocks- 

heath, Birchen wood, all pay me tythe, gold quoth a? ye 

pafs not for that. 

n Harry, ye are out, now, Parfon, fhake the 
ice. 

Pri. Set, fet, Pil cover ye, atall: A plague on’t I am 
le r Devil, and Dicc, and a Wench, who will truft 
them 

Suf, Say’ k thou fo, Pricht? fet fair, at all for once. 

Har. Qut, fir, pay all. 

Pri, Sir, pay me Angel gold, 

Pit none of your crack’d French Crowns nor Piftolets, 
Pay me fair Angel gold, as | pay you. 

King, No crack'd French Crowns? [hope to fee more 
crack’d French Crownsc’r long. 

Pr:. Thou mean’ft of French-mens Crowns, when the 
King’s in France. 

Hun. Set round, at all. 

Pri, Pay all: chis is fome luck. 

King. Give me the Dice, ’tis I muft fhred the Prieft: 
At all, Sir John 

Pri. The Deviland all is yours: at that. ’sdeath, whiat 
cafting’s this ? 

Swf. Well thrown, Barry, Pfaith. 

King I'll caft better yet. , 

Pri. Then PI be hangèd. Sirrah, haft thou not given 
thy foul to the Devil for cafting ? . 

Har. 1 pafs for all. 

Pri, Thou paffeft all thate’r 1 plaid withall : 

Sirrah, doft thou not cog, nor foift, nor flurr ? 

King. Set, Parfon, fer, the Dice dye in my hand, 
When, Parfon, when? what, can ye find no more? 
Already dry ? was’t you brage’d of your ftore ? 

Pri. Als gone but that. 

Hun. What? half a broken Angel. 

Pri. Why, fir? ’tis gold. 

King. Yea, and Ill cover it. 

Pri. The Devil give ye good on’t, I am blind, you 
have blown me up. 

King. Nay, tarry, Prieft, you fhall not leave us yet, 
Do not thefe pieces fit cach other well ? 

Pri. Whatif they do ? 

King. Thereby beginsatale: 

There wasa Thief, in face much like Sir John, 
But ’twas not he. That Thicf was allin green, 
Met me laft day on Black heath, near the Park, 
With hima Woman. I was allalone 

And weaponlefs, my boy had all my tools, 
And was before providing me a Boat. 

Short tale to make, Sir John, the Thief I mean, 
Took a juft hundreth Pound in gold from me. 

I ftorm’d at it, and fwore to be reveng’d 

If e's we met; he like alufty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel juft in two, 
To be a token at our meeting next ; 

Provided, I fhould charge no Officer 

To apprehend him, but at weapons point 
Recover that, and what he had befide. 

Well met, Sir Jobn, betake ye to your tools 

By Torch-light, for, Mafter Parfon, you are he 
That had my Gold. 

Pri. Zounds 1 won’t in play, in fair fquare play, of 
the Keeper of Eltham-Park, and that I will maintain 
with this poor Whyniard : be you two honeft men to ftand 
and look upon’s, and let’s alone, and neither part. 


Pri. The King ? Gods will, Iam ina proper pickle. 
King. Butler, what news? why doft thou trouble us? 
Bat, Pleafe your Majefty, it’s break of day, 
Aad as I {couted near to Jflington, 
The gray-ey’d morning gave me glimmering, 
Of armed Men coming down Hygate-bill, 
Who by their courfe are coaftisg hitherward. 
King, Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our troops, 
To charge the Rebels if there be fuch caufe : 
For this lewd Pricft, this devilifh Hypocrite, 
Thatisa Thief, a Gamefter, and what not, 
Let him be hang’d up for example fake. 
Pri. Notfo, my gracious Sovcraign, I confefs I am 
a frail man, fiefh and blood as other are; bat fet my im- 
perfections afide, ye have not a taller man, nor a truer 
Subject to the Crown and State, than Sir John of Wro- 
tham is. 
King, Will a true Subject rob his King > 
Pri, Alas! twas ignorance and want, my gracious 
Liege. 
King. ’Twas want of grace. Why, you fhould bc as fale 
To feafon others with good document, 
Your lives as lamps to give the people light, 
As Shepherds, not as Wolves to Spoil the flock 5 
Go hang him, Butler. 
Bur, Did’ft thou not rob me ? 
Pri. 1 muft confefs I faw fome of your gold, but, my 
dread Lord, I amin no humour for death: God will that 
fianers live, do not you caufe me to dye, once in their 
lives the beft'may go aftray, and if the world fay true, 
your felf (my Liege) have been a Thief. 
King. | confefs I have, 
But trepenc and have reclaim’d my felf. 
Pri, So willl do if you will give mc time. 
King, Wilt thou? my Lords, will you be his fureties? 
ffun, That when he robs again he fhall be hang’d. 
Pri. | ask no more. 
King. And we will grant thee thet, 
Live and repent, and prove an honeft man, 
Which when | hear, and fafe return from France, 
Pil give thee living. Till when, take thy Gold, 
But (pend it better than at Cards or Wine, 
For better virtues fic that Coat of thine. 
Pri, Vivat Rex, © currat Lex. My Liege, if ye have 
caufe of Battel, ye fhall fec Sir Zohn beftic himfelf in your 
quarrel. 


An Alarm. Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, Sir 
John bringing forth Acton, Beverly, and 
Murly, Prifoners, 


King. Bring in thofe Traitors, whofe afpiring minds 
Thought to have triumph’d in our overthrow ; 
But now ye fee, bafe Villains, what fuccels 
Attends ill actions wrongfully attempted. 
Sit Koger -é?on, thou retain’{t the name 
Of Knight, and fhouldft be more dilcreetly temper‘d 
Than join with peazants, Gentry is divine, 
But thou haft made it more than popular. 
At. Pardon, my Lord, my Confcience urg’d me to it. 
King. Thy Contcience, then Confcience is corrupt, 
For in thy Confcience thon art bound to us, 
And in thy Confcience thou fhould’ft love thy Country, 
Elfe what’s the difference ‘twixt a Chriftian, 
And the uncivil manners of the Turk ? 


Yyy Bev. 
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Bev. We meant no hurt voto your Majeliy, 
Bur reformation of Religion. 
King, Reform Religion? was it that you fought? 
I pray who gave you that authority ? 
Belike then we hold the Scepter up, 
And fic within che Throne but for a Cipher. 
Time was, good Subjects would make known their grief, 
And pray amendment, not enforce the fame, 
Unlefs cheir King were Tyrant, which I hope 
Youcannot juitly fay that Harry is, 
What is that other ? 
Suf. A Malt-man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunftable as he fays. 

Kine, Sitrah, what made you leave your Barley-broth, 
Tocome in armour thus again{t your King ? 

Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, in and out upon oc- 
cafion, what a world is chis? Knighthood (my Liege) 
'twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told me I had 
wealth enough to make my Wifea Lady. 

King. And fo you brought thofe horfes which we faw 
Trapt all in coftly furniture, and meant 
To wear thefe Spurrs when you were Knighted once. 

Mur. In and out upon occafion I did. 

King. Anand out upon occafion, therefore you fhall be 
hang’o, and inthe {tead of wearing thefe Spurrs upon your 
heels, about your acck they fhal! bewray your folly to the 
world. 

Tri. Inand out upon occafion, that goes hard. 

Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro: good my Liege, 
a pardov, 1am forry for my fault. 

King, That comestoo late; but tell mc, went there 
none befide Sir Roger Adlon, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governour. 

Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir Fobn Oldcaftie. 





Enter Bifhop. 


King. Bears he a part in this confpiracy. 

A&, We look’d, my Lord, that he would meet us here. 

King, But did he promife you that he would come. 

Att, Such Letters we received forth of Kent. 

Bifb, Where is my Lord the King? health to your Grace. 
Examining, my Lord, fome of thefe Rebels, 

Ig is a general voice among them all, 

That they had never come into this place, 

Buc to have met their valiant General, 

The good Lord Cobbam, as they title him: 
Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive, 
His Treafon is apparent, which before 

He fought to colour by his flattery. 

King. Now by my Royalty | would have {worn, 
But for his Confcience, which 1 bear withal, 

There had not liv’d a more true hearted Subjeét. 

Bifh. Itis but counterfeit, my gracious Lerd, 
And therefore may it pleafe your Majefty, 

To fet your hand unto this Precept here, 
By which we'll caufe him forthwith to appear, 
And anfwer this by order of the Law. 

King. Not only that, but take Commiflion 
To fearch, attach, imprifon, and condemn 
This moft notorious Traytor as you pleafe. 

Bifh. \t fhatl be done, my Lord, without delay : 
So now I hold, Lord Cobham, in my hand, 
That which fhal) fini thy difdained life. 

King. 1 think the fron Age begins but now, 
Which learned Poets have fo often taught, 
‘Wherein there ts no credit to be given 
‘To either words or Jooks, or folemn oaths: 

For if he were, how often hath he fwora, 
How gently tun’d the mufick of his tongue, 
And with what aimable face beheld he me, 
When all, God knows, was but bypocrifie, 
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Enter Cobham. 


Cob. Long life and profperous seign unto my Lord. 

King. Ah, Villain, canft thou wifh profperity, 
Whole heart includeth nought but treachery ? 
ido arreft thee here my felf, falfe Knight, 

Of Treafon capita! againft che ftate. 

Cob. Of Treafon, mighty Prince ? your Grace miltakes, 
I hope it is but in the way of mirth. 

King. Thy neck fhall feel it isin earneft fhortly. 
Dar’ ft thou intrude into our prefence, knowing 
How hainoufly thou haft offended us? 

But this isthy accuftomed deceit, 

Now thou perceiv’ft thy purpofe is in yain, 

Wich fome excufe or other thou wilt come 

To clear thy felf of this Rebellion. 
Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none, 
King. if you deny it, here is evidence, 

Sce you thefe inen; you never counfelled, 

Nor offered them afliftance in their Wars ? 

Cob, Speak, firs, not one butall, I crave no favour, 

Have ever I been converfant with you ? 
Or written Letters to incourage you ? 
Or kindled bur the leaft or {malleft part 
Of this your late unnatural Rebellion ? 

Speak, for I dare the uttermoft you can. 

Mar. \n and out upon occafion, I know you not. 

King. No, didft thou not fay, that Sir Zohn Oldcaftle 
Was one with whom you purpos’d to have met ? 

Mur. Tsue, | did fay fo, but in what refpect, 
Becaufe I heard it was reported fo. 

King, Was there no other argument but that ? 

Att, | muft confefs we have no other ground 
But only rumour to accufe this Lord, 

Which now I fee was meerly fabulous. 

King. The more pernitious youto taint him then, 
VVhom you know was not faulty, yea or no. 

Cob. Let this, my Lord, which I prefent your Grace 
Speak for my loyalty, read thefe Articles 
And then give fentence of my life or death. 

King. Earl Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray corrupted 
V Vith bribes from Charles of France, either to win 
My Crown from me, or feeretly contrive 
My death by Treafon? {s’t poffible ? 

Cob. There is the platform, and their hands, my Lord, 
Each feverally fubfcribed to the fame. 

Cob. Oh never heard of bafe ingratitude! 
Even thofe J hug within my bofome moft, 
Are readieft evermore to fting my heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, | have done thee wrong, 
Hereafter I will live to make amends, 

Is then their time of meeting fo near hand ? 
We’ll meet with them but little for their eafe, 
If God permit. Gotake thefe Rebels hence, 
Let them have Martial Law: butas for thee, 
Friend to thy King and Country, {till be free. 

Mur. Be it more or lefs, what a world is this ? 
VVould J had continued {till of the order of knaves, 
And ne’r fought Knight-hood, fince it cofts 
So dear: Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 

Ait, Now’tis too late to have it remedied, 

I prithee, A4wrley, do not urge me with it. 

Hun, VVill you away, and make no more todo? 

Mur, Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, as occafion ferves, 
if you be fo hafty, take my place. 

Hun. No, good fir Knight, e’n tak’t your felf. 

Mur. \ could be glad to give my betters place. [E-cewnt. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Bifhop, Lord VVarden, Cromer the Sherif, 
Lady Cobham and Attendants. 


Bifh. 1 tell ye, Lady, it’s impoffible 
But you fhould know where he conveys himfelf, 
And 
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And you'have hid him in fome fecret place, 
La. My Lord, believe me, as | have a Sool, 
i know not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Bifh. Goto, go, yeare an Heretick, 
And will be fore’t by torture to confefs, 
If fair means will not ferve to make you tell. 
Lady. My Husband isa noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himfelf for any fact 
That e’re | heard of, therefore wrong him not. 
Bifb. Your Husband isa dangerous Schifaratick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 


‘And therefore, Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 


I charge you take her to your cuftody, 
And feize the goods of Sir Fohn Oldcaftle 
To the Kings ufe ; let her goin no more, 
To fetch fo much as her apparel our, 
There is your warrant from his Majelty. 
L. War. Good my Lord Bifhop, pacifie your wrath 
Againft che Lady. 
Bifh. Then let her confefs 
Where Oldcaffle her Husband is conceal’d. 
L. War. | dare engage mine hononr and my lile, 
Poor Gentlewoman, fhe is ignorant. 
And innocent of all his practices 
If any Evil by him be practifed. ¥ 
Bifh. Lf, my Lord Warden ? Nay theni charge you, `: 
That all Cingue-ports whereof you are chiet, rm 
Be laid forthwith, that he efcapes us not. 
Shew him his Highnefs warrant, Mr. Sheriff. 
L. War. {am forry for the Noble Gentleman. 
Bifh, Peace, he comes here, now do your Office, 


Enter Harpool and Oldcattle. 


Cob. Harpool, what bufinefs have we here in hand ? 
What makes the Bifhop and the Sheriff here ? 

I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
[ would I had not made fuch hafte to Cobham, 

Har. Be of good cheer, my Lord, if they be foes, we'll 
fcramble fhrewdly with chem : if they be Friends they are 
welcome. 

Cro. Sit Zohn Oldcaftle Lord Cobbam, in the Kings name, 
[ arreft ye of high Treafon. 

Cob. Treafon, Mr. Cromer ? 

Har. Treafon, Mr. Sheriff, what Treafon ? 

Cob. Harpool, 1 charge thee ftir not, but be quiet. 

Do ye acreit me of Treafon, Mr. Sherif? 
Bifh, Yea, of high Treafon, Traitor, Heretick. 
Cob, Defiance in his face that calls me fo, 

[am as true a Loyal Gentleman 

Unto his Highnefs, as my proudeft Enemy, 

The King fhall witnefs my late faithful fervice, 

For fafety of his facred Majelty. 

Bifh. What thou art, the Kings hand hhall teftifie, 
Shew him, Lord Warden, 

Cob. Jefu defend me, 

[s’t poflible your conning could fo temper 

The princely difpofition of his mind, 

To fign the damage of a Royal Subject ? 

Well, the beftis, ic bears an antedate, 

Procured by my abfence and your malice. 

But Í, fince that, have fhew’d my felfas true, 

As any Church man that dare challenge me. 

Let me be brought before his Majefty, 

If he acquit me not, then do your wort. 

Bifh. Weare not bound to do kind offices, 
For any Traitor, Schifmacick, nor Heretick: | 
The Kings hand is our warrant for our work, 
Whois departed on his way for France, 

And at Southampton doth repofe this Night. i 

Hare Othatthonand 1 were within twenty miles of it, 
on Salésbury plain! 1 would lofe my head if thou brovght’ft 
thy Head hither again. CAfide. 

(eb. My Lord Warden o’th Cinque ports,and Lord of 


Rochester, yc are joynt Commiffioners, favour me fo much 
on my expence, to bring me to the King. 

Bifh. What, to Scurhampron ? 

Cob. Thicher, my good Lord, 

And if he do not clear me of all guilt, 

And all {ufpicion of confpiracy, 

Pawning his Princely warrant for my trath : 

l ask no favour, but excreameft torture. 

Bring me, or fend me to him, good my Lord, 

Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriffentreat. 
(They both entreat for bim. 

Come hither, Lady, nay, {weet wife, forbear 

To heap one forrow on anothers neck : 

Tis grief enough falfely to be accus’d, 

And not permitted to acquit my felf, 

Do not thou with thy kind refpective tears, 

Torment thy Husbands heart that bleeds for thee: 

But be of comfoit,God hath help in {tore 

For thofe that put affured truft in him. 

Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Tower, 

Come up to London to your Sifters Houfe : 

That being near me, you may comfort me. 

One folace find I fetled in my Soul, 

That | am free from Treafon’s very thought, 

Only my Confcience for the Gofpels fake, 

Is caufe of all the troubles I fuftain. 

Lady. O, my dear Lord, what fhall betide of ns ? 
You tothe Tower, and | turn’d ont of Doors, 
Our fubftance feiz’d unto his Highnefs ufe, 

Even to the garments longing to our backs. 

Har. Patience, good Madam,things at worft will mend, 
And if they donot, yet our lives may end. 

Bifh, Urge it no more, for if an Angel fpake, 

i {wear by {weet S. Peter's bleffed Keyes, 
Firft goes he to the Tower, then tothe ftake. 

(vem, But by your leave, this warrant doth not ftretch 
To imprifon her. 

Bifh. No, turn her out of doors, 

Even as fhe is, and lead him tothe Tower, 
With guard enough, for fear of refcuing. 

Lady. O God requite thee thou blood-thirfty man. 

Cob. May it not be, my Lord of Rochester ? 
Wherein have 1 incurr’d your hate fo far, 

That my appeal unto the King’s deny’d. 

Bifh. No hate of mine, but power of holy Church, 
Forbidsall favour to falfe Hereticks. 

Cob, Your private malice more than publick power, 
Strikes moft at me, bur with my life ìt ends. t 

Har. afide. O that i had the Bifhopin that fear ' 
Thar once I had his Sumner by our felves, 

Cro. My Lord, yet grant one foit unto us all, 

That this fame ancient fervingman may wait 
Upon my Lord his mafter inthe Tower. 

Bifh. This old iniquity, this Heretick ? 
That in contempt of onr Church difcipline, 
Compel’d my Summer to devour his Procefs ? 
Old Rufhan paft-grace, upftart Schifmatick, 
Had not the King pray’d us to pardon ye, 
Ye had fryed for’, ye grizeled Heretick. 

Har. "Sblood , my Lord Bifhop , ye wrong me, I am 
neither Heretick nor Poritan, bot of the old Chorch, Ile 
{wear, drink Ale, kifsa wench, goto Mafs, eat Fifh all 
Lent, and faltFrydays with Cakes and Wine, Fruit and 
fpicery, fhrive me of my old Sins afore Eafter, and be- 
gin new before Whitfuntide. 

Cro. A merry mad conceited Knave, my Lord. 

Har. Tiat knave was imply pot upon the Bifhop. 

Bıfh. Well, God forgive him, and i pardon him : 

Let him attend his Mafter in the Tower, 
For i in Charity wifh his Soul no hurt. i 

(eb. God blefs my Soul from fuch cold Charity. 

fifh, To th’ Tower with him,and when my Icifure ferves, 
l will examine him of Articles; 

Look, my Lord Warden, as you have in charge 
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The Sheriff perform his Office. 
War. 1, my Lord. 


Enter Sumner with Books. 


Bif. What bring’ thou there ? what books of herefie? 
Sum. Yea, my Lord, here’s not a Latine Book, 
No not fo much as our Ladies Pfalter : 
Here’s the Bible, che Teftamentt, the Pfalms in meeter, 
The Sick man’s falve, rhe Treafure of Gladnefs, 
All Exglifh, no not. fo much but the Almanack’s Englifh. 
Bifh, Away withthem, toth’ fire withthem, Clin, 
Now fie upon thefe upftart Hereticks. 
All Exglifh, burn chem,burn them quickly, Clam . 
Har, But donot, Sumner, as you'll anfwer it, for I liave 
there Englifh Books, my Lord, that [le not part withal 
for your Bifhoprick , Bevis of Hampton, Owleglafs, The 
| Fryer and the Boy, Ellen of Rimming, ‘Robin-hood , and 
other fuch godly Stories, which if you burn, by this Fleth 
Ile make ye drink their athesin S. eMarget’s Ale. iy 
xit. 


Enter the Bifhop of Rochefter, with bis men 


in Livery Coats. 


1, Ser. [sit your honours pleafure we fhall ftay, 
Or come back in the afternoon to fetch yon. 
Bifh, Now have ye brought me here untothe Tower, 
You may go back unto the Porter’s lodge, 
Where ifi have occafion to employ you, 
I’le fend fome Officer to call you to me. 
Into the City go not, I command you, 
Perhaps I may have prefent necd to ufe you. 
2. We wil attend your honour here without, 
3. Come, we may have a quart of Wine at the Rofe at 
Barking, and come back an hour before he'll go. 
1, We mult hie us then, 
3. Let’s away. 
Bifh, Ho, Mr. Lieutenant, 
Lien. Who calls there? 
Bifa. A Friend of yours. ` 
Lien. My Lord of Rochefter ? your honour’s welcome. 
_ Bifh, Sir, here’s my warrant from the Council, 
For conference with Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, 
Upon fome matter of great confequence. 
Lien, Ho, Sir Fohn. 
Har. Who calls there ? 
Lien. Hlarpool, tell Sir Fobn, that my Lord of Rochefter 
Comes from the Council to confer with him, 
{think you may as fafe without fufpicion 
As any man in England as I hear, 
For it was you moft labour’d his commitment. 
Bifh. 1 did, Sir, and nothing repent it | ailure you, 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Sir John Oldcaftle, 


Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 
I muft confer here with Sir Fobz a little, 

Lien, Withall my heart, my Lord. 

Har, afide.- My Lord, be rul’d by me, take this occafion 
while it is offered,- and on my life your Lordhhip will ef- 
cape. : 

Cob, Nomore I fay, peace left he thould fulpeét ic. 

Bifh. Sit Juhu, 1 am come to you from the Lords of the 
Council, to know if you dorecant yonr errours, 

Cob. My Lord of Rocheffer, on good advice, 

I feemyerrour; bue yet onderftand me, 

{ mean not errour in the Faith.I hold, 

But errourin fubmitting to your pleafure, 
Therefore your Lordfhip without more to do, 
Mutt be a means to help me to efcape. 

Bifh. Whatmeans, thou Heretick ? 

Dar’ft thon but lift thy hand againft my calling? 
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Cob. "No, not to hurt you fora thoufand pound. 

Har, Nothing but to borrow your upper garment a lit. 
tle, not a word more, peace for waking the Children ; 
there, pnt on,difpatch,my Lord, the window that goes out 
into the Leads is fure enough : as for you, Ile bind you 
furely in the inner Room. 

(ob. This is well begun, God fend us happy fpeed, 
Hard fhift you fee men make in time of need. 


Enter Servingmen again. 


1. I matyel that my Lord fhould ftay fo long. 

2. He hath fent to feek us { dare lay my life. 

3. We come in good time, fee where he is coming. 

Har. | befeech you, good my Lord of Rochefter, be 
favourable to my Lord and Mafter. 

Cob. The inner Rooms be very Hot and clofe, 

{ do notlikerhis Air here in the Tower. 

Har. His cafe ishard, my Lord: you hhall fafely get 
out of the Tower, but | will dowo upon them: in which 
time get you away, Hard under J/lington wait you my 
coming, I will bring my Lady ready with Horfes to get 
hence. 

(ob. Fellow, goback again unto my Lord, and coun. 
fel him. 

Har. Nay, my good Lord of Rocheffer, V’le bring you to 
S. Albons through the woods I warrant you. 

Cob. Villain, away. 

Har. Nay lince 1 am paft the Towers Liberty, 

You part not fo. ‘CA draws. 

Bifh. Clubs, clubs, clubs. 

r. Murcher, murther, murther, 

2. Down with him. 

Har, Out you cowardly Rogues. 

[Cobham efcapes. 


Enter Lieutenant, and bis men. 


Lien. Whois fo bold as to date to draw a Sword 
So near unto the entrance of the Tower. 

t. This Rufhan, fervant to Sir Fobn Oldcaftle, was like 
to have fain my Lord. . 

Lieu. Lay hold on him. 

Har. Stand ofif you love your puddings. 

{ Rochefter calls within. 

Help, help, help, Mr. Lieutenant, help. 

Lies. Who’s that within? fome Treafon in the Tower, 
on my life, fook in, who’s that which calls ? 


Enter Rochefter bound. 


Liew. Without your cloak, my Lord of Rocheffer ? 
Har. There, now it works; then let me {peed, 
For now’s the fitteft time to fcape away. 
Lien, Why do yon look fo gaftly and affrighted ? 
Bifh, Oldcaftle that Traitor and his man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Took, bound, and ftript me as you fee, 
And left me lying in this inner Chamber, 
And fo departed, and I— 
Lieu, And you ! Nere fay that the Lord Cobham’s man 
Did here fet on you like to murther you. 
I, And fohe did. 
Bifh, It was upon his Mafter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor might efcape. 
Lieu. Where is this Harpool ? 
2. Here he was even now. 
_ Lies. Where, can you tell ? They are both efcap’d. 
Since it fo happens that he is efcap’d, 
I am glad you area witnef of the fame : 
it might have elfe been laid unto my charge, 
That { had been confenting to the fact. 
_ Bifh, Come, fearch hall be made for him with expedi- 
tion, the Haven’s laid that he fhall not efcape, and hue 


LExit. 
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and cry continue through England, to find this damned, | We mutt be content with fuch as you have. 


dangerous Heretick. [Exeunt. 


Enter Cambridge, Scroop, ard Gray, as in aChamber, and| Houle for me? 


fet down at a Table, confulting about their Treafon, 
King Harry and Suffolk liftning at the door. 


Cam, In mine opinion,Scrcop hath well advis’d, 

Poifon will be the only aprelt mean, 

And fitteft for our purpole to difpatch him. | 
Gray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery, 

Harry is wife, therefore, Earl of Cambridge, 

| judge that way not fo convenient. 

Ser, Whatthink ye then of this ? I am bis bedfellow, 

And unfufpected nightly fleep with him. 

Whatif I venture in thofe filent hours, 

When flecp hath fealed up all mortal Eyes, 

To murther him inbed? how like ye that ? 

Cam. Herein confifts no fafety for your felf, 

And you difclos’d, what fhal! become of us? 

But this day (as ye know) he will aboard, 

The wind’s fo fair, and fet away for France, 

If as he goes, or entring in the fhip 

it might be done, then were it excellent. 

Gray. Why any of thefe, or if you will, 

Ple caufe a prefent fitting of the Council, 

Wherein I will pretend fome matter of fuch weight, 

Asneeds mult have his Royal Company, 

And fo difpateh him in his Council Chamber. 

Cam. Tuth, yet I hear not any thing to purpofe ; 

I wonder that Lord Cobbam ftayes to long, 

His Counfel in this cate would much avail us. 

(The King fteps in npon them with his Lords. 
Ser. What hall we rife thus, and determine nothing? 
King. That werea hame indeed: no, fit again, 

And you fhall have my Counfel in this cafc : 

If you can find po way to kill the King, 

Then you fhall fee how I can furnith ye ; 

Scroop’s way by poifon was indifferent, 

But yet being bed-fellow to the King, 

And unfufpected, Meeping in his bofom, 

In mine opinion that’s the likelier way. 

For fuch falfe Friends are able to do much, 

And filene Night is Treafon’s fitteft Friend. 

Now, (Cambridge inhis fetting hence for France, 

Or by the way, or as he goes aboard 

To do the deed, that was indifferent too, 

But fomewhat doubtfull. 

Marry Lord Gray came very near the point, 

To have the King at Council, and there murder him, 

As Cefar was among hisdeareft Friends. 

Tell me, oh tel] me, you bright honour’s ftains, 

For which of all my kindnefles to you, , 

Are ye become tbus Traitors to your King? 

And France muft have the fpoil of Harrie’s life. 
All, Oh pardon us, dread Lord. sy 
King. How, pardon ye? that were a Sin indeed, 

Drag them to Death, which juftly they deferve : 

And France hall dearly buy this villany, 

So foon as we fet footing on her breaft. 

God have the praife for our deliverance, 

And nextour thanks, Lord Cobham, isto thee, 

True perfect mirrour of Nobilitic. LExit, 

Emer the Holt, Lord Cobham, and Harpool. 


Host. Sir, y'are welcome to this houfe, to fuch as is here 
with all my heart: but f fear your lodging will be the 
worft.. 1 have but two beds,and they are both in achamber, 
and the Carrier and his Daughter liesin the one, and you 
and your Wife muft lye in the other. 

Cob. Faith, Sir, for my felf I do not greatly pafs, 

My Wife is weary, and would be at reit, 
For we have travel’d very far today, 


Fost. Buti cannot cell how to do with your man. 
far, What? haft thou never an empty Room in thy 


Hoff. Nota Bed in troth. There came a poor /rsfl-man, 
and 1 lodg’d him inthe barn, where he has faic Sraw, al- 
though he have nothing elfe. 

Har, Well, mine Hoft, I prithee help me to a pair of 
clean fheets, and tHe go lodge with him. 

Hofi. By the Mafs that thou halt,a good pair of hempen 
fheets were nere layn in : come. { Exennt. 


Enter Conft. ble, Mayor, and Watch, 


May, What? have you fearcht the Town ? 
Con. Allthe Town, Sir, we have not lefe a Houfe un. 
fearcht chat ufes to lodge. 
May. Surely, my Lord of Rochefter was then deceiv'd, 
Or ill inform’d of Sic John Oldcaftle ; 
Or ifhe came this way, he’s pait the Town, 
He could not elfe have {cap’¢ you in the fearch. 

Con, The privy watch hath been abroad all night, : 
And nota ftranger lodgeth in the Town 
But he is known; only a lufty Prieft 
VVe found in bed with a pretty wench, 

That fayes fhe is his VVife, yonder at the Shears : 
But we have charg’d the holt with his forth coming. 
To motrow morning. 

eMay. What think you beftto do? 

Con. Faith, Mr. Mayor, here’s a lew {tragling Houfes 
beyond the Bridge , and a little lon where Carriers ule to 
lodge, although | think furely he would nere lodge there : 
but we'll gofearch, and the rather, becaufe there came 
notice tothe Town the laft Nightof an Jrifh man, that had 
done a murther,whom we are to make fearch for. 

May. Come | pray you,and be circum{pect.  [Exennr. 

Con. Fitrit befet the houfe, before you begin to tearch. 

Ofi. Content, every man take a feveral place. 

Le nofe within. 
Keep, keep, ftrike him down there, dowa with him. | 


N 


Enter Conftable with the Irifhman in Hacpool’s apparel. 


Con, Come yoo villanous Heretick , tell as where your 
Matter is. 

Irifh, Vat Mefter ? 

May. Vat Mefter, youconterfeit Rebel? This hall not 
ferve yout turn. 

Irifh, Be Sent Patrick] ha no Mefter. 

Con, Where’s the Lord Cobham, Sit Zohn Oldcaftle, that 
lately efcaped out of the Tower ? 

Irifh. Vat Lort Cobham ? 

May. Youcoanterfeic, this thall not ferve you,we’ll tor- 
ture you, we'll make you confefs where that atch heretick 
is. Come bind him falt. 

Irifh, Abone, ahone, ahone, a Cree. 

Con, Ahone you crafty Rafcal ? [Exennr, 

( Lord Cobham comes out flealing in his gown. 

Cob. Harpool, Harpool, \ heat a marvellous noife about 
the Houfe, God warrant us, | fear we are putfucd : what, 
Harpool? 

Har, within. Who calls there ? 

Cob. ’Tis I, doft chou not hear a noife about the Houle ? 

Har, Yes marry dol, ’zounds | cannot find my hofe? 
this /rifh Rafcal that lode’d with me all night, hath ftolen 
my apparel, and has left me nothing but a lowfie mantle, 
aod a pair of broags. Get up, get up,and if the Carrier and 
his wench be aflecp, change you with him as he hath done 
with me, aad fee if we can fcape. 


Yyy 3 Nofe 
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oife heard about the Houfe a pretty while, then exter 
the Constable meeting Harpool sz the Lrifh- 


man’s apparel. 


Con. Stand clofe , here comes the /riflman that did the 
murther, by all tokens this is he. i 

May. And perceiving the Houle befet,would get away 
ftand, Sirrali. 

Har, What art thou that bid’ft me ftand 7 

Con, 1am the officer,and am come to fearch for an Irifh 
man, fucha villain.as chy felf, thou haft murther’d a man 
this laft night by the high way. | 

Har. ’Sbloud Conftable art thou mad? am lan Jrifh- 
man? . 

May. Sirrah,we’ll find you an Jrifh-man before we part : 
Lay hold upon him. 

Gun. Make him faft, O thou bloody Rogue! 


Enter Lord Cobham and his Lady, inthe Carrier 
and Wenches apparel. 


Cob. What will thefe Oftlers fleep all day ? 
Good morrow, good morrow, com: wench, come : 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore God two fair dayes, ha? 

Con, Whio goes there ? 

May. Otis Lancafhire Carrier, let them pafs. 

Cob, What,will nobody ope the gates here ? 

Come, let’sint’ftable to look to our Capons. 

7 [The Carrier caling. 

Hoft, why Oftler? 

Zwooks here’s fuch abomination Company of Boyes : 
A pox of this Pigfty at the Houfe end, 
[c fillsail che Houfe full of fleas, Oftler, Oftler. 

Off. Whocalls there? what would you have ? 

Club. Zwooks, do you rob your guefts ? 

Do you lodge Rogues, and flaves, and fcoundtels, ha? 
They ha’ Sroln our clothes here : why Oftler ? 

Of. Amurren choak you, what a bawling you keep, 

Hoft. Hownow? what would the Carrier have ? 
Look up there. 

Of. They fay the man and the woman that lay by them, 
have Stolen their clothes. 

Hof. What, are the {trange folks up yet that came in 
yeltec night ? 

(on. What mine Hoft, up fo early ? 

Hot. What Mr. Mayor, and Mr. Conftable ? 

May. Weare come to feek for fome fufpected perfons, 
and fuch as here we found have apprehended. 


Enter Carrier and Kate in Cobham and Ladies apparel. 


Con. Who comes here ? 

Club, Who comes here? A plague found ome, you 
baw! quoth a,ods hat le forewear your houfe: you lodg’d 
a fellow and his wife by us that ha’ run away with our par- 
rel, and lefcus fuch gew-gaws here, come Kate, come to 
me, thowfe dizeard y’faith. 

Mayor, Minehoft, know you this man? 

Hf. Yes walter Mayors, Ple give my word for him, 
why neighbour Clab, how comes this gear about ? 

Kate. Now a fouie-on’t, I cannot make this gew-gaw 
ftand on my head. 

Con. How came thisman and woman thus attired ? 

Hojtler. Here came a manand woman hither this laft 
night, which I did take for fubftantial people, and lodg’d 
all in one Chamber by thefe folks: me chinks have been fo 
bold to change apparel, and gone away this morning ere 
they rofe. ' 

Mayor, That was that Traitor Oldcaftle that thus efcapt 
us: makehue and cry after him, keep faft that traiterous 
Rebel his Servantthere: farewel, mine Hoft. 

Car. Come Kate Owdham, thouand le trimly dizard. 
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—————————— 
Kate. faith neam Club, Ife wot nere what to do, Ife be 


= a 


fo flouted and fo fhoutcd at; but by th’ Mefs Ife cry. 
CE xit. 
Enter Prieft and Doll. 


Priest. Come Doll, come, be merry,wench. 

Farewel Kent, weare not for thee. 
Be lufty my Lafs, come for Lancafhire, 
We mutt nip the Boung for thefe Crowns. 

Doll, Why ts ail the gold {pent already, that you had 
the other day. 

Prieft, Gone, Doll, gone ; flown, fpent, vanifhed, the 
Devil, drink, and dice, has devoured all. i 

Doli. You might have left me in Kert till yon had been 
better provided. 

Priest. No, Doll, no, Kent’stoo hot, Doll, Kent’stoo 
hot : the weathercock of Wrothan will crow no longer, we 
have pluckt him,he has loft his Feathers, I have prun’d him 
bare, left him thrice, is moulted, is moulted, wench. 

Doll, i might have gone to fervice again,old Mc. Harpool 
told me he would provide mea Miftris. 

Pricft. Peace, Doll, peace ; come, mad wench, Ple make 
thee anhone{t Woman, we'll into Lancafhire to our Friends, 
the trothis, Ple marry thee, we want but a little money, 
and money we will have | warrantthee: ftay, whocomes 
here ? fome /rifh Villain me thinks that has flain a man, 


and now he ts rifling on him, ftandclofe, Doll, we'll fee 
the end, 







Enter the trifhman with bis dead eMafter, and 


rifles him. 


Irifh. Alas poe Mafter, Sir Richard Lec, be S. Patrick, is 
roband cut thy trote,- for de fhain, and dy mony, and dy 
gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, but now dow be kill 
de, be fhitten Kanave. 

Prieft. Stand, Sirrah, whatartthou? - 

Irifh. Be S. Patrick Mefter,is poor lrifhman,is a leufter. 

Prieft. Sirrah, Sirrah, y’areadamn’d Rogue, you have 
kill’d a man here,and rifled him of all that he has: *sbloud 
you Rogue deliver, or lle not leave you fo much asa hair 
above your fhoulders, you Whorfon Zr; Dog. 

[Robs him, 
. drih. Wes me S. Patrick, Ife kill my Mefter for hain 
and his ring, and now’s be rob ofall, me’s undo. 

Price. Avant you Rafcal, goSirrah, be walking : come 
Doll, the Devil laughs when one Thief robs another: 
come wench, we'll to S. Albans, and revel in our bower, 
my brave girle. 


Doll, O thou art old Sir Fobnx when all’s done i’faith. 
Enter the Hoft of the Hosife with the Irifhman. 


Irifh, Be me tro Mafter is poor Jrifman, is want ludging, 
is have no mony, is ftarveand cold, good Matter give her 
fome meat, is famife and tye. 

Hoftler, Faith fellow I have nolodging,but what I keep 
for my Guefts: asfor meat, thou fhalt have as much as 
there is, and if thou wilt fiein the barn, there’s fair ftraw, 
and Room enough. 

Jrifh, Istank my Mafter hertily. | 

Hoftler. Ho, Robin. 

Robin. Who calls ? 


Hoftler, Shew this poor Jrifhman to the barn,go Sirah. 
Enter Carrier and Kate. 


Club, Who's within here 2? who looks to the Horfes? 
Lids hat, here’s fine work, the Hens inthe manger, and 
the Hogs in the litter, a bots found vou ali, here’s a Houfe 
well lookt co faith. 


Kate. 
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Kate. Mas Gof Club, Ife very cawd. 

Club. Getin, Kare, get into the fire and warm thee. 
John Oftler ? 

Host, What, Gaffer Club, welcome to §. Albans, 

How do’s all our friends in Lancafhire ? 

Ciub. Well, God a mercy, John, how do’s Tom? where 
is he? 

Osti. Toms gone from hence, he’s at the three Horfe- 
loaves at {tony-Stratford: how do’s old Dick, Dun? 

(lub. Uds hat, old Daz is moyr’d in a flough in Brick- 
hill. lane: a plague found it, yonders fuch abomination 
weather as was never feen. 

Osti. Uds hat Thief, have one half peck of Peafe and 
Oats more for that, asl am Fobn Ostler, he has been ever 
as good a jade as ever travelled. 

Club. Faith well faid, old Fack thou art the old Lad ftill. 

Oftl. Come, Gaffer Club, unload, unload, and get to 
fopper. ; 


Enter Cobham and his Lady difenifed. 


Cob. Come, Madam, happily efcapt, here let us fir, 
This place is far remote from any path, 
And here a while our weary limbs may reft 
To take refrefhing, free from the purfuit 
Of envious Rochester. 
Lady. But where, my Lord, fhal! we find reft for our 
difquict minds ? 
There dwell untamed thoughts that hardly ftoop 
To fuch abafement of difdained rags : 
We were not wont to travel thus by night, 
Efpecially on foot. 
Cob. No matter, love,extremities admit no better choice: 
And were it not for thee, fay froward time 
Impos’d a greater task, | would efteem it 
As lightly as the wind that blows upon us, 
But in thy fofferance | am doubly taskt, 
Thon waft not wont to have the earth thy {too}, 
Nor the moift dewy grafs thy pillow, nor 
Thy chamber to be the wide Horizon. 
Lady. How can it feem a trouble, having you 
A partner with me, in the worft I feel ? 
No, gentle Lord, your prefence would give eafe 
To death it felf, fhould he now feize upon me: - 
CHere’s Bread and Cheefe and a Bottle. 
Behold what my forefight hath undertane 
For fear we faint, they are but homely Cates, 
Yet fawe’d with hunger, they may fee as fweet 
As greater dainties we were wont to tafe. 
(ob. Praife be to him, whofe plenty fends both this 
And all things elfe our mortal bodies need : 
Nor fcorn we this poor feeding, nor the {tate 
We now are in, for what is iton earth, 
Nay under heaven, continues at a {tay ? 
Ebbs not the Sea, when it hath overflown ? 
Follows not darknefs, when the day is gone ? 
And fee we not fometimes the eye of heaven 
Dim’d with ore-flying clouds? There’s not that work 
Of careful! Nature, or of cunning Art, 
(How ftroug, iow beauteous, or how rich it be) 
But falls in time to ruine : here, gentle Madam, 
In this one draught { wafh myforrowdown, — [‘Drinks. 
_ Lady. And | encoucag’d with your chearful {peech, 
Will do the like. 
Cob. Pray God poor Harpsol come, 
If he fhould fall into the Bifhops hands, 
Or not remember where we bad him mect us, 
it were the ching of all chings elfe, that now’ 
Could breed revolt in this new peace of mind. 
Lady, Fearnot,my Lord, he’s witty to devife, 
And ftrong to execute a prefent fhift. i 
Cob. That power be ftill his guide hath guided us. 
My d cowfie eyes wax heavy ; early riling, 
Logether with the travel we have had, 


Makes me that I could cake a nap, 
Were I perfwaded we might be fecure. 
Lady. Let that depend on me, whilft you do fleep. 
LI watch that no misfortune happen us. 
Cob. 1 fhall, dear wife, be too much trouble to thee. 
Lady. Urge not that, 
My duty binds me, and your love commands, 
i would l bad the skill with cuned voice 
To draw on fleep with fome fwcet melody. 
But imperfection and unaptnefs too 
Are both repugnant : fear inferts the one, 
The other Nature hath denied me ufe, 
But what talk { of means, to parchafe chat 
Is freely happen’d ? Sleep with gentle hand, 
Hath fhut his eye.lids : O victorious labour, 
How foon thy power can charm the bodies fenfe ? 
And now thou likewife climb’ft unto my brain, 
Making my heavy temples ftoopto thee, 
Great God of heaven from danger keep us free. 


(Fall afleep. 
Enter Sir Richard Lee and bis Men. 


Lee. A Murther clofely done, andin my ground ? 
Search carefully, if any where it were, 
This obfcure thicket is the likelieft place. 
Ser. Sir, I have found the body {tiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with many wounds. 
Lee. Look ifthou know’ ft him, turn his body up: 
Alack, ìt is my fon, my fon and heir, 
Whom two years fince, I fent to /reland, 
To practile there the difcipline of war, 
And coming home, for fo he wrote to me, 
Some favage heart, fome bloody devillif: hand, 
Either in hate, or chirfting for his coin, 
Hath here fluc’d out his blood. Unhappy hour, 
A curfed place, but moft inconftant Farc, 
That had’it refery’d him from the bullets fire, 
And fuffered him to fcape the wood-kerns fury. 
Did’ft here ordain the treafure of his life, 
Even here within the arms of tender peace, 
To beconfum’d by treafons waftful hand ? 
And which is moft afflicting to my foul, 

That this his death and mucther fhould be wrought 
Without the knowledge by whofe means ‘twas done. 
2 Ser. Not fo, Sir, | have found the authors of it, 

See where they fit, and in their bloody fits 
The fatal inftruments of death and fin. 
Lee. Jultjudgment of that power, whofe gracious cy¢, 
Loathing the fight of fuch a heinous fact, 
Dazlirig their fenfes with benumming fleep, 
Till their unhallowed treachery was known. 
Awake ye montters, murtherers awake, 
Tremble for horror, blufh you cannot chule, 
Beholding this unhumane deed of yours. 
Cob, What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary fouls, 
And interrupt us of our quiet fleep? 
Lee. O devillih! can you boaft unto your felves 
Of quict fleep, having within your hearts 
The guilt of murder waking, that which cries 
Deafs the loud thunder, and folicites heaven 
VVith more than Mandrakes fhreeks for your offence ? 
Lady. VVhat murther ? you upbraid us wrongfully. 
Lee, Can you deny the fact ? See you not here 
The body of my fon by you mifdone ? 
Look on his wounds, look on his purple hue : 
Do we not find you wherethe deed was done? 
VVere not your knives faft clofed in your hands ? 
Is not this cloth an argument befide, 
Thus ftain’d and {potted with his innocent blood ? 
Thefe {peaking characters, were there nothing elfe 
To plead againft ye, would convict you both. 
To Hartferd with them, where the Sizes now are kept, 
Their lives fhall anfwer for my fons loft life. . 
Cet. 
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(ob. As we are innocent, fo may we {peed. 
Lee. As 1am wrong’d, fo may the Law proceed. 


Enter Rochefter, Conftable of S. Albans, with Prieft, Doll, 
and the \silhman ix Harpool’s Apparel. 


Bifh. What intricate confufion have we here ? 
Not two hours fince, we apprehended one 
In habit /rifh, but in fpeech not fo; 
And now you bring another, that in {peech is /rifh, 
But in habit Exglifh : yea, and more than fo, 
The fervant of that heretick Lord Cobbam. 
Irifh. Fait me be no fervant of de Lort Cobham, 
Me be Mack Chane of Ulster. 
B:fh. Otherwile call’d Harpool of Kent, go to, Sit, 
"You cannot blind us with your broken bih. 
Priest. Teut me, faid Bithop, whether Zrsfh or Esglifh. 
Harpool or not Harpool, that | leave to the tryal ; 
But fure I am, this man by face and fpeech, 
Is he that murdred young Sir Richard Lee : 
[ met him prefently upon the fact, 
And that he flew his Mafter for chat Gold, 
Thofe Jewels, and chat Chain I took from him. 
Bifh. Well, our affairs do call us back to London, 
So that we cannot profecute the caufe 
As we defire to do, therefore we leave 
The charge with you, to fee they be convey’d 
To Hartford Size : both this counterfeit, 
And you, Sir Zohn of Wrotham, and your Wench, 
For you are culpable as well as they, 
Tnough not for murther, yet for felony. 
But fince you are the means to bring to light 
This gracelefs murther, ye fhall bear with you 
Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench, 
To be your friends in what they lawful may. 
Priest. I thank your Lordfhip. 


Enter Gaoler, bringing forth Oldcaftle. 


Gaol. Bring forth the Prifoners, fee the Court prepar’d, 

The Juftices are coming to the Bench: 

So, let him ftand, away and fetch the reft. [ Exeunt. 
Cob. O give me patience to endure this fcourge, 

Thou that art fountain of that vertuous kream, 

And though contempt of witnefs, and reproach 

Hang on thefe iron gives, to prefs my life 

As low as earth, yet {trengthen me with faith, 

That | may mount in fpirit above the clouds. 


Enter Gaoler, brining in Lady Cobham and Harpool. 


Here comes my Lady, forrow ’tis for her. 

Thy wound is grievous, elfe 1 {cof at thee. 

What and poor Harpo! ! art thou i'th’bryars too? 
Har, \faith, my Lord, | am in, get out how | can, 
Lady. Say (gentle Lord) for now we are alone, 

And may confer, thall we confefs in brief, 

Of whence, and what we are, and fo prevent 

The accufation is commenc’d againft us? 

Cob, What will that help us ? Being known, {weet love, 

We fhall for herefie be put ro death, 

For fo they term the Religion we profefs. 

No, if we dye, let this our comfort be, 

That of the guilt impos’d our fouls are free, 

Har. \, 1, my Lord, Harpool is fo refolv’d, 

| wreak of death the lefs in that] dye, 

Not by the fentence of that envious Prieft. 

Ludy. Well, be it then accordiog as-heavens pleafe, 


Enter L. Judge, Juftices, Mayor of S. Albans, Lord Powis 
and bis Lady. old Sir Richard Lee: the Judge and 
Justices take thew places, 


Jude. Now, Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman is that 


You bring with you before us to the Bench ? 

May, The Lord Powis, if it like your honour, 
And this his Lady travelling toward Wales ; 
Who, for they lodg’d laft night within my honfe, 
And my Lord Bifhop did lay wait for fuch, 
Were very willing to come on with me, 

Left for their fakes, fulpicion we might wrong. 

Judg. We cry your honour mercy, good my Lord, 
Wilt pleafe you take your place, Madam, your Ladifhip 
May here, or where you will repofe your felf, 

Until this bufinefs now in hand be paft. 

La. Pow. | will withdraw into fome other room, 
So that your Lordfhip and the reft be pleas’d. 

Fudg. With all our hearts: attend the Lady there. 

Pow. Wife, | have ey’d you pris’ners all this while, 
And my conceit doth tell me, ’tis our friend 
The Noble Cobbam, and his virtuous Lady. 

La. Pow. | think no lefs, are they fufpected for this 

Pow. What it means (murther ? 
I cannot tell, but we fhall know anon: 

Mean time as you pafs by them, ask the queftion, 
But doit fecretly you be not feen, 
And make fome fign, that | may know your mind. 
[As fhe paffes over the Stage by them. | 
La. Pow My Lord Cobham ? Madan? . 
Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 
But Fohn of Lancaflure, and Foan his wife. 

La. Pow. O tell, what isit that our love can do 
To pleafurc yov, for we are bound to you? 

Cob. Nothing but this, that you conceal our names : 


So, gentle Lady, pafs for being fpied. A 
La. Pow, My heart I leave, to bear part of your grief. 
[ Exit. | 


Judg. Call the Prifoners tothe Bar: Sir Richard Lec, 
What evidence can you bring againft thefe people, 
To prove them guilty of the murther done ? 
Lee. This bloody Towel, and thefe naked Knives, 
Belide, we found them fitting by the place, 
Where the dead body lay within a buth. 
Jude. What anfwer you why Law fhould not proceed 
According to this evidence given in, 
To tax ye with the penalty of death ? 
Cov. That we are free from murthers very thought, 
And know not how the Gentleman was flain. 
1 Jast. How came this linen-cloth fo bloody then ? 
L. Cob. My husband hot with travelling, my Lord, 
His nofe gufht out a bleeding, that was it. 
2 Just, But how came your fharp-edg’d knives un- 
(heath’d ? 
L. Cob. To cut fuch fimple victual as we had. 
Judg. Say we admit this anfwer to thofe Articles, 
What made youin fo private a dark nook, 
So far remote from any common path, 
As was the thick where the dead corps was thrown ? 
Cob. Journying, my Lord, from London, from the Term, 
Down into Lancafhire, where we do dwell s 
And what wich age, and travel being faint, 
We gladly fought a place where we might reft, 
Free from refort of other paflengers, 
And fo we ftray’d into that fecret corner. 
Judg. Thefe are but ambages to drive off time, 
And linger Juftice from her purpos’d end. 
But who are thefe? 


Enter Conftable with the Itifhman, Prieft, and Doll. 


Ceng?. Stay judgment, and releafe thofe ionocents, 
For here is he whofe hand hath done the deed, 
For which they {tand indited at the Bar : 
This favage Villain, this rude /rifh Slave, 
His tongue already hath confeft the fact, 
And here is witnefs to confirm as much. 
Priest.. Yes, my good Lord, no fooner had he flain 


His loving Mafter for the wealth he had, a 
ut 


rT SS SASS, ss hs E SS SSS ST SS es Ss eS SS E EE 


the good Lord Cobham. 


261 





Bur I upon the inftant met with bim: 
And what he purchas’d with the lofs of blond, 
Wirth ftrokes | prefently bereav’d him of, 
Some of the which is fpent, the reft remaining, 
I willingly furrender tothe hands 
Of old Sir Richard Lee, as being his ; 
Befide, my Lord Judge, f greet yaur honour 
With Letters from my Lord of Rochefter. 
P [Delivers them. 

Lee. Is this the Wolf, whofe thirfty throat did drink 
My dear Son’s bloud ? art thou the Snake 
He cherifht, yer with envious piercing {ting 
Affaild’ft him mortally? Wer’t not that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy cruelty, 

Traytor to God, thy Mafter, and co me, 
Thefe hands fhould be thy Executioner. 

Jud. Patience, Sir Richard Lee, you fhall have Julticc. 

The fact is odious, therefore take him hence, 
And being hang’d until the wretch be dead, 
His Body after fhall be hang’d in Chains, 

Near to the place where he did act the murther. 

Icifh. Prythee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hang’d in a 
Wyth after my Country the /réfh Fafhion. (Ext. 

Jud. Goto, away with him. And now, Sir John, 
Although by youthis murther came Co light : 

Yet upright Law will not hold you excus’d, 

For you did rob the Irih-man, by which 

You ftand attainted here of Felony : 

Befide, you have been lewd, and many years 

Led a lafcivious, unbefeeming life. ) 
Prieft.O but,myLord,Sic Joba repents,and he will mend. 


Jad, In hope thereof, together with the favour 
My Lord of Rochefter intceats for you, 
We are content you fhall be proved. 
Prieft. | thank your good Lordhhip. 
Fud, Thefe falfly here accus’d, and brought 
In peril wrongfolly, we in like fore do fet at liberty. 
Lee. And for amends, 
“Touching the wrong unwittingly | have done, 
I give thefe few Crowns. 
Jud. Your kindnefs merits praife, Sir Richard Lee, 
So let us hence. 
CExeunt all bus L.Powis and Cobham. 
Pow. But Powis Rill muft ftay, 
There yet remains a part of that true love 
He owes his noble Friend, unfatisfied 
And onperform’d, which firft ofall doth bind me 
To nee your Lordfhip’s fafe delivery : 
And then tntreat, chat fince unlookt for thus 
We here are met, your honour would vouchfafe 
To cide with me to Wales, where though my power, 
(Though not to quittance thofe great benefits 
| have receiv’d of you) yet both my Houfe, 
My Purfe, my Servants, and what elfe | have 
Are all at your command. Deny me not, 
| know the Bifhop’s hate purfues ye fo, 
As there’s no fafety in abiding here. 
i Cob. °Tis truc my Lord, and God forgive him 
or it. 
Pow. Then let us hence, you fhall be ftraight provided 
OF lufty Geldings: and once entred Wales, 
Well may the Bifhop hunt, but fpight his Face, 


He never morc fhall have theGameinChace. [Exennt. 
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THE 


PURIIAN: 


OR, 


THE 


VVidow of Watlingftreet. 





The Actors Names. 


Ady Plus, a Citizens Widow. 
Aas Uber two Daughters. 
Sir Godfrey, Brother-in-Law to the Widow Plus. 
Mafter Edmond, Sox to the Widow Plus. 
George Pye-boord, a Scholar and aCitizen. 
Peter Skirmifh, 4x old Soldier. 
Captain Idle, « Highway-man. 
Corporal Oath, er Fellow. 
Nicholas St. Antlings 
Simon Se. Mary Overs me to the Lady 
; Plus. 
Frailty 


Sir Oliver Muck-hill, 4 Switer to the Lady Plus. 

Sir John Penny-Dub, æ Sviter to Moll. 

Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, a Suiter to Frances. 

The Sheriff of London. 

Puttock 
and ra of the Sheriffs Serjeants. 

Ravenfhaw 

Dogfon, 4 Yeoman. 

A Nobleman. 

A Gentleman Citizen. 

Officers. 





The S one London. 





eAétus Primus. 


Enter the Lady Widow Plus; her two Daughters, Frank and 
Moll, ber Ausband: Brother an old Knight Sir Godfrey, 
with her Son and Her Mafter Edmond, all in Adourning 
Apparel, Edmond in aCyprefs Hat. The Widow wring. 
ing her hands, and burfting out into paffion, as newly come 
from the Burial of her Husband, 


Widow. H, that ever | was born, that ever I was 
born! 


is as common as Homo, a common name to all men; — 
a man fhail be taken when he’s making water, --- nay, 
did not the learned Parfon Mafter Prgman tell us e’ne 
now, that all fleth is frail, we are born todie, Man has 
buta time: with fuch like deep and profound perfwafi- 
ons, as he is a rare Fellow you know, and an excellent 
Reader : and for Example, (as there are examples abun- 
dance) did not Sic Humphrey Bubble die t’other day, there’s 
a lufty Widow, why fhe cri’d not above half an hour --- 
for fhame, for fhame: then followed him old Mafter Fut- 


Sir Godfrey, Nay good Sifter, dear Si- | fome the Ufurer, there’s a wife VVidow , why fhe cry’d 


fter, fweet Sifter, be of good comfort, fhew your felf a 
Woman, now or never. | 

Wid. Oh, Ihave loft the deareft man, 1 have buried 
the fweeteft Husband that ever lay by Woman. 

Sir God, Nay give him hts due, he was indeed an ho- 
neft, virtuous, difcreet wife man, — he was my Brother, 
as righr, as right, 

Wid. O, | fhall never forget him, never forget him, 
he was a man fo well giventoa Woman — oh! 

Sir God. Nay, but kind Sifter, | could weep as much 
as any Woman, but alas, our cears cannot call him again: 
methinks you are well read, Sifter,and know that death 


ne’re a whit atall. 

Wid. O rank not me with thofe wicked Women, I had 
a Husband out. fhin’d ’em all. 

Sır God. \ that he did, faith, he out-fhin’d ’em all, 

Wid. Doft thou ftand there and fee us all weep, and not 
once fhed a tear for thy Fathers Death ? oh thon ungraci 
ous Son and Heir thou ? 

Edm. Troth, Mother, I fhould not weep I’m fure; | 
am paft a Child I hope, to make all my old School-Fel. 
lows laugh at me; I fhould be mockt, fol fhould ; pray 
let one of my Sifters weep for me, I'll laugh as much for 
her another time? 

Widow. 
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Wid. O thou palt-Gracc thou, ont of my fight, thou 
gracelefs Imp, thou gricvcft me more than the death of 


Wid. Dear Copy of my Husband, O let me kif thee: 
[Drawing out her Husbands Pifure. 


thy Father: O thou ftubborn only Son: hadft thou fuch | How like him is their Model, their brief Pitture 


an honeft man to thy Father —— that would deceive all 
the World to get riches for thee, and canft thou not af 
ford a little fale water ? He that fo wifely did quite over- 
throw the right Heir of thofe Lands, which now you re- 
{pet not: upevery morning betwixt four and five, fo 
duly ac Weftinfter-Hal every Term-time, with all his 
Cards and Writings , for chee, thou wicked Abfalon 
O dear Husband ! 

Edm. Weep, quotha ? I proteftI am glad he’s Church 
ed ; for now he’s gone, I hall fpend in quiet. 

Frank, Dear Mother, pray ceafe, half your tears fufiice, 
’Tis time for you to take truce with your eyes, 

Let me weep now. 

Wid. O fuch a dear Knight, fuch a [weet Husband have 
[ loft, have I loft! — itblefed be the Coarfe the rain 
rains upon, he had it, pouring down. 

Sir God. Sifter, be of good chear. we arc all mortal 
our felves, I come upon you frefhly , I ne’re fpeak with- 
out comfort, hear me what I fhall fay, — my Brother 
hasIcft you wealthy, y’are rich. 

Wid. O! 

Sir God. | fay y’are rich: you are alfo fair. 

Wid, O! 

Sir God. Go to, y’are fair, you cannot fmother it, 
beauty will come to light; nor ate your years fo far en- 
ter’d with you, but chat you will be fought after, and may 
very well anfwer another Husband , the World is full of 





fine Gallants, choice enow, Sifter,—— for what fhould: 


we do with all our Knights, I pray? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, lufty fair-brow'd 
Ladies; go to, beof good comfort, 1 fay, leave {nob- 
bing and weeping,— yet my Brother was a kind-hearted 
man.— I would not have the Elf fee me now,— come, 
pluck up a womans heart — here {tand your Daughters, 
who be well cftated, and at maturity will alfo be inquir’d 
after with good Husbands , fo all thefe tears hall be foon 
dried up, and a better World than ever-—- what, Wo 

man? you muft not weep fill ? he’s dead, he’s buricd— 
yet I cannot chufe but weep for him. 

Wid. Marry again! no, let me be buried quick then! 
And that fame part of Quire whereon I tread 
To fuch intent, O may it be my grave: 

And that the Prieft may turn his wedding- prayers, 

Even with a breath, to Funeral duft and athes ; 

O, out of a million of millions, I fhould ne’re find fuch a 
Husband ; he was unmatchable—unmatchable : nothing 
was fo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not fpeak of that 
one thing that I had not, befide, I had keys of all, kept all, 
recciv’d all, had money in my purfe, fpent what I would, 
went abroad when [ would, came home when I would, 
and did all what 1 would ; O— my fweet Husband; I 
fall never have the like. 

Sir God, Sifter ? ne’re fay fo, he wasan honeft Brother 
of mine, and fo, and you may light upon one as honeft 
again, or one as honeft again may light uponyou, that’s 
the properer phrafe indeed. 

Wid. Never: Oif you love me urge it not: 

O may | be the by-word of the world, 

The common talk at Table in the mouth 
Of every Groom and Waiter, if e’re more 
l entertain the carnal fuit of man. 

Moll, 1 muft knee! down for fafhion too. 

Frank, And{, whom never man as yet hatch fcal'd, 
E’ne in this depth of general forrow, vow 
Never fo marry, to fuftain fuch tofs, 

Asa dear husband feems to be, once dead. 
Atoll. L lov°d my Father well too ; but to fay, 
Nay vow, I would not marry for his death, 
Sure | fhould fpeak falfe Latine, fhould I not ? 
l'de as foon vow never to comc in Bed : 
Tut, women mutt live by th’ quick, and not by th’ dead. 


Quickens my tears: my forrows are renew'd 
Ac their freth fight. 
Sir God, Sifter 
Wid. Away, 
All honefty with him is tuen’d to clay, 
O my fweet Husband, O—— 
Frank, My dear Father ? (Exeunt Mother & Daughters. 
Moll, Bere’s a puling indecd! | think my Mother weeps 
for all the women that ever baried husbands: for if from’ 
timeto time all the Widowers tears in England had been 
bottled up, I do not think all would have fill’d a three- 
half-penny Bottle : alas, a {mall matter bucks a Handker. 
chief, — and fometimes the fpicele ftands too nigh Saint 
Thomas a Watrings ; well, Icanmourn in good fober fort 
as well as another ; but where I fpend one tear for adead 
Father, I could give twenty kiffes for a quick Husband. 
i [ Exie Moll. 
Sir God. Well, gothy ways, old Sir Godfrey, and thon 
may’ft be proud on’c, thou haft a kind loving Sifter-in. 
law: howconftant ? how paflionate? how full of e4pril 
the poor Souls eyes are ; well, | would my Brother knew 
on’t, he fhould then know whata kind wife he had left 
behind him: truth, and ’twere not for fhame rhat the 
Neighbours at th’next Garden fhould hear me betwixt joy 
and gricf, I fhould e’ne cry out-right. 
[Exit Sir Godfrey. 
Edm. So, a fair riddance , my Father’s laid in doft, 
his Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pyz, and the worms 
will cut him upfhortly: farewel, old Dad, farewel; I’le 
be curb’d in no more: I perceive a Son and Heir may 
quickly be made a Fool and he will be one, but lle take 
another order; ——Now fhe would have mc weep for him 
forfooth, and why; becaufe he cozen’d the right Heir 
being a Fool, and beftow’d thofe Lands on mc his eldeft 
Son; and therefore I muft weep for him, ha, ha: why 
all che World knows, as long as “twas his pleafure to get 
me, "twas his duty to get for me: I know the Law in 
that point, no Atturney cangull me. Well, my Uncle 
isan old Afs, and an admirable Coxcomb, Ill rule the 
Roaft my felf, Vil be kept under no more , I know what 
I may do well enough by my Fathers Copy: the Law's 
in mine own hands now: nay, now I know my ftrength, 
I'll be ftrong enough for my Mother, I warrant you. 
(Exit, 





Enter George Py-boord 4 Scholar and a Citizen, and unto 
him an old Sonldser, Peter Skirmih. 


Pye, What’s to be done now, old Lad of War, thou 
that wert wont to be as hot asa Turn-!pit, as nimble as 
aFencer, and as loufie as a School-mafter , now thou art 
put ro filence like a Sectary,—— War fits now like a Ju- 
ftice of Peace , and does nothing: where be your Mus 
kets, Calivers and Hothhots ? in Long-lane, at pawn, at 
pawn ? ——Now Keys are our only Guas, Key-guns, 
Key guns, and Bawds the Gunners,——- who are your 
Sentinels In Peace, and ftand ready charg’d to give war- 
ning ; with hems, hums, and pocky-coughs; only your 
Chambers are licenft to play upon you , and Drabs cnow 
to give fire to em. 

Skir. Well, I cannot tell, but I am fure it goes wrong 
with mc , for fince the ceffure of the Wars, I have fpent 
above a huadred Crowns out of purfe : [ have been a Sol. 
dier any time this forty years, and now | perceive an old 
Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one deftiny, and in 
the end turn both into Hob-nails. 

‘Pye. Pretty myftery for a Beggar , for indeed a Hob 
naif ts the true Emblem of a Beggac’s Shoe-foal. 

Skir, Twill not fay but chat War is a blood.facker, and 
fo, butin my confcience, (as Chere is no Soldier but hes 
a piece of onc, though ic be fall of holes like a fhot An 
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cient, no matcer, "twill ferve to fwear by) in my confcr 


ence, | think fome kind of Peace has more hidden oppref | 


fons, and violeut heady fins, (though looking of a gentle 
nature) than a profeft war. 

Pye Troth, and for mine own part, Iam a poor Gen- 
tleman, and a Scholar , I have been matricolated in the 
Univerfity , wore out fix Gowns there , feen fome Fools, 
and fome Scholars, fome of the City, and fome of the 
Country, kept order, went bare headed over the Qua- 
drapgle , eat my Commons with a good ftomach , -and 
Battled with Difcretion; at Jaft, having done many 
Nights and tricks to maintain my wit in ufe (as my brain 
would never endure me to be idle,) I was expell’d the 
Univerfity , only for ftealing a Cheefe out of Fefus Col- 
ledge. 

Slip. Is’t poflible ? 


Pye, O} there was one Welflenan (God forgive him) | 
jatit 


it hard, and never left, till I curn’d my ftaff 
toward London, where when I came, all my Friends were 
pit-hold, gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a few 


left before) then was I turn’d to my wits, to fhift in the | 


World, to towre among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and 
Gulls, and Ladies eldeft Sons, to work upon nothing, to 


feed ont of Flint, and ever fince has my belly been much | 


beholden to my brain: But now to return to you, old 
Skirmifh, | fay as you fay , and for my part with a Turbu 
lency in the World, for] have nothing in the World, but 
my wits, aod I think they are as mad as they will be: and 
to ftrengthen your Argument the more, I fay an honeft 
War is better than a bawdy Peace: as touching my pro 
feflion ; the multiplicity of Scholars, hatcht, and nourifht 
in the idle Calms of Peace, makes ’em like Fifhes, one 
devour another ; and the Community of Learning has fo 
plaid upon affections , and thereby almoft Religion ıs 
come about to Phantafie, and difcredited by being too 
much fpoken of——— in fo many and mean mouths. | 
my felf being a Scholar and a Graduate, have no other 
comfort by my learning, but the affection of my words 
to know how Scholar-like to name what l want, and can 
call my felf a Beggar both in Greek and Latine, and there 
fore not to cog with Peace, PI not be afraid to fay, "tis 
a great Breeder, but a bad Nourifher: a great getter of 


Children, which mut either be Thieves or Rich men, | 


Knaves or Beggars. 

Skir. Well, would I had been born a Knave then, when 
| was born a Beggar 5 for if the truth was known, I think 
[l was begot 
purfe, 


á 


Pye. Puh, faint not, old Skirmifh, let this warrant thee, § 


Facts Defcenfus Averm, ’tis an cafie Journey to a Knave, 
thou may’ft be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is a 
good Madam to all other profeffions, and an arrant Drab 
tous, ict us handle her accordingly , and by our wits 
thrive in defpight of her; for the Law lives by quarrels, 
the Conrtier by fmooth good-morrows, and every pro- 
feflion makes it felf greater by imperfections, 
then by thifts, wiles, and forgeries ? And feeing our brains 
are the only Patrimonies, let’s {pend with judgment, not 
like a defperate Son and Heir, but like a fober and dif- 


creet Templer,—— one that will never march beyond the } 


bounds of his allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, 
I my felf will put on the Deceit of a Fortune-teller, a For- 
tune-teller. 

Skirm, Very proper. 

Pye. And you a Figure-cafter, 

Skir. A Conjurer ? 

Pye, Let me alone, I'll inftruét you, and teach you to 
deceive al] eyes, but rhe Devils. 

Skr. O l, for I would not deceive him , and I could 
chule, of all others. 

Pye Fear not, L warrant you; and fo by thefe means 
we (hall hep one another to Patients, as the condition of 


T 
the age affords creatures enow for cunning to work up- 
on. 


or a Conjurer. 
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when my Father had never a penny in his | 


why not we | 


Skir. O wondrous, new Fools and frefh Affes. 

Pye. O, ft, ft, excellent. 

Skir, What in the name of Conjuring ? 

Pye-boord, My memory greets me happily with an ad- 
mirable fubject to graze upon. The Lady-Widow, who 
of late I faw weeping io her Garden, for the death of her 
Husband , fure fhe’s but @ watrifh Soul, and half on’t by 
this time is dropt out of her eyes: device well manag’d 
may do good upon her: it ftands firm, my firft practice 
fhail be there. 

Skir. You have my voice, George, 

Pye- bvord. Shas a grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to 
her only Son, and an Ape to her youngeft Daughter ; -..-.-- 
I over-heard ’em feverally, and from their words li) drive 
my device; and thou, old Perer Skirmifh, thalt be my fe- 
cond in all flights. 

Skir, Ne’re doubt me, George Pye-boord,------- only you 
muft teach me to conjure. 

Enter Captan Idle pinson’d, and with a Guard of 
Officers paffeth over the Stage. 


‘Pye. Puh, Pil perfect thee, Peter : 
How now! what’s he? 

Sker. O George! this fight kills me, 
“Tis my fworn Brother, Captain Jdle. 

Pye. Captain Idle. 

Sker. Apprehended for fome fellonious act or other, he 
has {tartea ont, has made a Night on’e, lacke filver s lcan 
not but commend his refolution, he would not pawn his 
Bufl-Jerkin, I would either fome of us were imploy’d, or 
might pitch our Tents at Ufurers doors, to kill the flaves 
as they peep out at the wicket. 

Pye. Indeed thofe are our ancient Enemies ; they keep 
our money in their hands, and make us to be hang’d for 
robbing of em; but come let’s follow after to the Pri- 
fon, and knowthe nature of his offence, and what we 
can flead him in, he fhall be fure of ; and I'll uphold it 
fill, that a charitable Knave is better than a foothing 
CExennt. | - 


Enter at one door Corporal Oath, 2 vain-gloriowm Fellow, and 
at the other three of the Widow Puritans Serving-men, Ni- 
cholas Saint-Tantlings, Simon Saint Mary-Overies, and 
Frailty in black fourvy mourning Coatt, and Books at their 
Girdles, as coming from Courch. They meet. 


Nich. What Corporal Oath ? Iam forry we have met 
with yon next our hearts; you are the man that we are 
forbidden to keep company withal, we muft not fwear I 
can tell you, and you have the name for {wearing. 

Sim. 1, Corporal Oath, 1 would you would do fo much 
as forfake us, we cannot abide you, we muft not be feen in 
your company. 

Frail. There is none of us, I can tell you, but Mall be 
foundly whipt for fwearing. N 

Corpe Why how now? we three? Puritanical Scrape- 
fhooes, Flefh a good Fridays ; a hand. 

All. Oh, 

Corp. Why Nicholas Saint-Tanslings, Simon Saint Mary. 
Overies, has the De’il poffeft you that you fwear no bet 
ter, you half-Chriftened Katomites, you ungod-mother’d 
Varlets, do’s the firft leffon teach you to be proud, and 
the fecond to be Coxcombs ; proud Coxcombs ; not once 
to do duty toa man of Mark. 

Frail. A manof Mark, quotha, Ido not think he can | 
fhew a Beggars Noble. y 

Cory. A Corporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that 
is able to blow you up all dry with your Books at your 
Girdles. :; 

Simon. We are not taught to believe that, Sir, for we 
know the breath of man is weak. l 

(Cor poral breathes on Frailty. 

Frail, Foh, you lye, Nicholas 5 for here’s one ftrong 

enough ; 
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enough s blow us up, quotha, heinay well blow me above 
twelve-fcore off on him: I warrant, if the wind ftood 
right, aman might {mell him fromche top of Newgate, 
tothe Leads of Lidgare. 

Corp. Sirrah, thou hollow book of Wax-candle. 

Nich. 1, you may fay what you will, fo you {wear not. 

Corp. 1 {wear by the 

Nich. Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath; for if you fwear 
once, we fhall fall down in a fwoon prefently. 

Corp. I muft and will {wear : you quivering Coxcombs, 
my Captain is imprifoned , and by Valcan’s Leather Cod. 
piece point 

Nich. O Simon, what an oath was there ? 

Frail, If he fhould chance to break it, the poor man’s 
Breeches would fall down about his heels, for Vezusallows 
bot one point to his hofe. 

Corp. With thefe, my Bully-Fleet, I will thump ope the 
Prifon doors, and brain the Keeper with the begging-Box, 
but I'll fet my honeft fwect Captain /dle at liberty. 

Nich. How, Captain /dle? my old Aunts Son, my dear 
Kinfman in Cappadochio. 

Corp. 1, thou Church-peeling , thou Holy-paring, Rell. 
gious outfide thou , if thou had’ft any grace in thee, thou 
would’ vifit him, relieve him, fwear cto get him out. 

Nich. Afiure you, Corporal, indeed.la, ’tis the firft time 
I heard on’t. 

Corp. Why do’t now then, AZarmafet ; bring forth thy 
yearly wages, let not a Commander perifh ? 

Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he hall perih. 

Nich. Well, Corporal, Vil e’en along with you, to vifit 
my Kinfman, if 1 cando him any good, I will,—— but | 
have nothing for him, Simon Saint Mary-Overies and Frail. 








| ry, pray make a Lye for me tothe Knight my Matter, old 


Sir Godfrey. 

Corp. ALye? may you lye then? 

Frail, Ol, we may lye, but we muft not fwear. 

Sim, True, we may fic with our Neighbour’s wife, but 
we muft not fwear we did fo. 

Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. 

Nich. O, Simon, | have thought upon a found excufe, 


| it will go currant, fay that I am gon to a Faft. 


Sim. Toa Faft? very good. 
Nich. 1, toa Faft, fay, with Mafter Full-belly the Mini 
fter. 


Frail. O 1, I have feen him eat a whole Pig, and after- 
wards fall to the Pettitoes. [Exeune Simon and Frailty. 
The Prifon, ear fhalfea. 


Enter Captain idle at one door, and an sld Sonldier 
at the other. 


[George Pye-boord [peaking within. 

Pye. Pray turn the Key. 

Skir, Turn the Key, I pray. 

Capt. Who fhould thofe be, | almoft know their voices ? 
O my Friends! { Encring. 
Y¥’are welcome to a fmelling Room here , you newly took 
leave of the Air, is’t not a ftrange favour ? € 

Pye. ASall Prifons have fmells of fundry Wretches ; 
Who, though departed, leave their {cents behind ’cm. 

By Gold, Captain, | am fincerely forry for thee. 

Cape, By my.troth, George, thank thee ; but, pifh— 
what muft be, muft be. 

Skir. Captain, what do you lie in for ? is’t great ? what’s 
your offence ? . 

Capt. Faith, my offence is ordinary, —-common , a 
High.way, and | fear me my penalty will be ordinary and 
common too, a Halter. 

Pye. Nay, prophefie not fo ill, it fhall go hard, 

But PH Shift for chy life. 


Sim, Mafter Full-belly ? an honeft man: he feeds the 
flock well, for he’s an excellent Feeder. g 
CExennt Corporal and Nicholas. 


265 


Capt, Whether | live or dye, thou’rt an honeft George. 
Pil tell you—— Silver flow’d not with me, as it had done 
(for now the Tide rous to Bawds and Fiatterers) | had a 
{tart our, and by chance fet upona fat Steward , thinking 
his purfe had been as purfie as his body; and the flave 
had about him but the poor purchace of ten groats: not. 
withftanding being defcryed, purfued, and taken, | know 
the Law is fo grim , in refpect of many defperate , un. 
fetled Souldicrs , that | fear me | fhall dance after their 
pipe for’e. 

Skir. | am twice forry for you, Captain; firt, that 
your purchace was fofmall, and now that your danger is 
fo great. 

Capt, Pufh, the worft is but death,— ha’ yona pi 
Tobacco about you ? . a 

Skir. [think | have thereabouts about me. 

CCaptain blows a Pipe. 

Capt. Here’s a clean Gentleman too, to receive. 

Pye. Well, I muft caft about fome happy flight: 

Work brain, that ever did’ft thy Mafter right, 
Corp. Keeper, let the key be turn’d. 
| [Corporal and Nicholas within. 

Wich. 1,1, pray, Mafter Keeper, give’s a caft of your 
Office. 

Capt. How now? more Vilitants? ——what, Corpo- 
ral Oath ? 

Pye. Skir. Corporal. 

Corp. In prifon, honeft Captain? this muft not be. 

Nich. How do you, Captain Kinfman ? 

Cape. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pore.--- ftarche 
Fool here ? 

_ Nich. You fee, Kinfman, | am fomewhat bold to call 
in, and fec how you do; Ihcard you were fafe enough, 
and I was very glad on’t, that it was no worfe. 

Capt. This isa double torture now,— this Fool by th’ 
book doth vex me more than my imprifonment. What 
meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither ? 

Corp. Who, he? he fhall relieve thee, and fupply thee, 
PII make him do’t. 

Capt. Fy, what vain breath you fpend : 

He fupply ? Pil fooner expect mercy from an Ufurer when 
my Bond’s forfeited, fooner kindnels from a Lawyer when 
my money’s fpent: nay, fooner charity from the Devil, 
than good froma Puritan. P]! look for relief from him, 
when Lucifer is reftoi'd to his blood , and in Heaven a. 
rain. 

Nich. | warrant my Kinfman’s talking of me, for my 
left ear burns moft tyrannically. 

Pye, Captain Idle ? what’s hethere ? he looks like a 
Monkey upward, and a Crane downward. 

Capt. Plhaw; a foolifh Coufin of mine: I muft thank 
God for him. 

Pye. Why, the better fubjeft to work a {cape upon , 
thou fhalt c’en change cloaths with him, and leave him 
here, and fo—— 

Cape. Pufh, | publifht him cen now to my Corporal, 
he will be damn’d e’re he do me fo much good; why , I 
know a more proper, a more handfom device than thar, 
if che flave would be fociable,—— now Goodman Eteer- 
ace? 

f Nich. O, my Coufin begins to {peak to me now, | fhal! 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. 

Skir. Look ! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his 
wrinkles, 

Pye. Then what fay you to this device, a happy one 
Captain ? 

Capt. Speak low, George, Prifon Rats have wider ears 
than thofe in Malt. lofts. 

Nich. Coufin, if it lay in my power, as they fay, —— 
to—do—— 

Capt. 'Twould do me an exceediog pleafure indecd, 


he do't. ' 
Corp. Pox, Fil thump ‘im to't. 


Z22 Tye Why 


that, ne’retalk furder on’t, the Fool will be hang’d ‘re | 
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Pye. Why,do buttry the Fopfter, and break it to him 
bluntly. 

Cap. And fo my difgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and the 
Slave flaver out our purpofe to his Mafter for would | were 
but as fureon’r, as } am fure he will deny to do’r. 

Nic. | would be heartily glad, Coufin, if any of my 
Friendfhips, as they fay, might——ftand, ha— 

Pye. Why, you fee he offers his Friendfhip Foolifhly to 
you already. 

Cap. 1, that’s the Hell on’t, I would he would offer it 
wifely. 

Nic Verily, and indeed ]a,Covfin——- — 

Cap. I have took note of thy ficers a good while, if thou 
art minded to do me good ? as thou gap’{t upon me com- 
fortably, and giv’ft me Charitable faces, which indeed is 
but a fafhion in you all that are Puritans, wilt foon at night 
fteal me thy Mafter’s Chain ? 

Nic. Oh, | fhall fowne ! 

Pye. Corporal, he ftarts already ! 

Cap. Iknowit to be worth three hundred Crowns, and 
with the half of that , I can buy my life at a Brokers, 
at fecond hand, which now lies in pawn to the Law, if 
thisthou refufe to do, being eafieand nothing dangerous, 
in that thou arc held in good Opinion of thy Mafter, why 
tis a palpable Argumentthou hold’ft my life at no price, 
and thefe thy broken and unjoynted offers, are but 
only created in thy lip, now Born, and now buried, foolifh 
breath only : what, woult do’t? fhall I look for happinefs 
in thy anfwer ? i 

Nich. Steal my Mafler’s Chain, quoth he? no, it fhall 
nere be faid, that Nicholas Saint Tanthngs committed 
Bird-lime ! 

Cap. Nay, Itoid younas much, did I not ? though he be 
a Puritan, yet he will be a true man. - 

Nic. Why Coulin, you know ’tis written, Thou fhalt 
not fteal, 

Cap. Why,and Fool, Thou fhalt love thy Neighbour and 
help him in extremities, 

Nic. Mafs I think it be indeed ; in what Chapter’s that, 
Coulin ? 

(ap. Why inthe firft of Charity, the fecond verfe. 

Nic. The firlt of Charity, quotha, that’s a good jeft, 
there’s no fuch Chapter in my Book ! 

Cap. No, | know "twas torn out of thy Book, and that 
makes fo little in thy heart. 

Pye. Come, let me tell you, y’are too unkind a Kinfman 
faith ; che Captain loving you fo dearly , 1, like the 
Pomienes of his Eye, and you to be fo uncomfortable, 

ene 

Nic. Pray do not wifh meto be hang’d, any thing elfe 
that I can do; had it been to rob, | would ha’ don’t, but | 
muft not Steal, that’s the word, the literal, Thou fhalt not 
Steal; and would you wifh me to Steal then ? 

Pye. Na Faith, that were roo much, to fpeak truth ; why 
wilt thou Nim it from him ? 

Nice. That I wil). 

Pye. Whyenough, Bully , he will be content with that, 
or he fhall ha’ none; jet me alone with him now, Cap- 
tain, 1 ha’ dealt wich your Kinfmanin acorner; a good 
—kind-natur’d fellow, methinks: go to, you fhall not 
have all your own asking, you fhali bate fomewhat on’t, 
he is not contented abfolutely, as you would fay, to Steal 
the Chain from him, but todo youa pleafure, he will nim 
it from him, 

Nic. l, that T will, Covfin, 

Cap. Well, feeing he will dono more, asfar as I fee, | 
muft be contented with rhat. 

Cer, Here’sno notable guilery? 

Pye, Nay, Vle come nearer to you, Gentleman, becaule 
we'll have only but a help and a mirth ort, the Knight 
fhall not lofe his Chain neither, but be only laid out of the 
way fome one or Ewo dayes. 

Nic. 1, that would be good indeed, Kinfman. 

Pye. For 1 have a farder reach, to profit us better, by 


the miffing on’t only, than if we had it ont-righr, as my 
difcourfe {hall make it known to you ;—— when chou haft 
the Chain, do but convey it out ata back-door into the 
Garden, and there hang it clofeinthé Rofemary Bank, 
but for a fmall feafon; and by that harmlefs device , | 
know how to wind Captain /dle out of Prifon, the Knight 
thy Mafter fhall get his pardon, and releafe him, and he 
fatisfie thy Mafter with hisown Chain, and wondrous 
thanks on both hands. 

Nic. That were rare indeed la, 

Pray let me know how. 

Pye, Nay, "tis very neceflary thou fhould’ft know, be- 
caute thou muft be employ’d as an Aétor ? 

Nc. An Actor? O no, that’s a Player ? and our Par- 
fon rails againft Players mightily, Ican tell you, becaufe 
they brought him diunk upo’th’ Stage once, —as he will 
be horribly drunk, 

Cor. Mafs1 cannot blame him then, 

Poor Church. fpout. 

Pye. Why as an Intermedler then ? 

Nic. 1, thar, that. 

Pye. Give me audience then, when the old Knight thy 
Matter has rag’d his fill for the lofs of the Chain, tell him 
thou haft a Kinfman in Prifon, of fuch exquifite Art, chat 
the Devil himfelf is French Lackey to him, and runs 
bare headed by his Horfe 
one:) whom he will caule, with moft frifh dexteri 
ty, tofetch his Chain, though "twere hid under a Mine 
of Sea coal, and ne’re make Spade or Pick axe his 
inftruments; tell him but this, with farther inftructions 
thou fhalt receive from me, and thou fheweft thy felf a 
Kinfman indeed. 

Cor. A dainty Bully, 

Skir, An honeft—Book-keeper. 

Cap. And my three times thrice honey-Coufin. 

Nic. Nay, grace of God Ill rob him on’t fuddenly, 
and hang it inthe Rofemary bank, but J bear that mind, 
Coufin, | would not Steal any thing, methinks, for mine 
own Father. 

Skir. He bears a good mind in that, Captain. 

Pye, Why, well faid, 

He begins to be an honeft Fellow, faith. 

Cor. In truth he does, 

Msc. You fee, Coufin, am willing to do youany kind- 
nefs, alwayes faving my felf harmlefs. 





[ Exit Nicholas. 
Captain. Why I thank thee, fare thee well, I fhall re- 
quite it. 
Cor. Twill be good for thee , Captain, that thou haft 
fuch an egregious Afs to thy Conlin. i 
Cap. 1, isnot that a fine fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk’ft of Art and Conjuring, 
How fhall that be ? 
Pye. Puh, be’t not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my directions; 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now, 
E’en with the vantage, man, to gain by Prifon, 
As my thoughts prompt me: Hold on brain and plot, 
I aim at many cunning far events, 
All which } doubt not to hit at length, 
FI to the Widow with a quaint affault, 
Captain, be merry. 
Cap. Who 1? Kerry merry Buffe Jerkin. oA 
Pye. Oh, Lam happy in more flights, and one will knit 
trong in another—Cor poral Oath. : 
Cor. Hoh, Bully! 
Pye, And thon, old Peter Skirmifh, 1 have a neceflary 
task for you both. 
Skir, Lay’t upon George Pye-boord. — 
Cor. What e’re it be, we'll manage it. 
Pye. 1 would have you two maintain a quarrel before the 
Lady Widows door, and draw your Swords i’th’ edge ol 
the Evening : Clafha little, clafh, clahh. 


Corp. Fuh! s 
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Let us alone to make our blades ring noon, 
Though it be after fupper. 

Pye. I know you can; 

And out of that falfe Fire, I doubt not but to raife ftrange 
belief ——and, Captain, to counrenance my device the bet- 
ter, and grace my words to the Widow, I have a good 
plain Sattin Sute, that I had of a young Revellert’other 
night, for words pafs not regarded now z-days, unlefs they 
come from a good fuit of Cloaths, which the Fates and my 
wits had beftowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle, if I 
did not highly love chee, í would n'r be feen within 
twelve fcore of a Prifon , for 1 proteltat this inftant, | 
walk in grear danger of {mall debts, I owe money to fe- 
| veral Hoftefies, and you know fuch Jills will quickly be 
upon a Mans Jack. 

Capt, True, George. 

Pye, Fare thee well, Captain. Come Corporal and 
Ancient, thou fhalt hear more news next time we greet 
thee, 

Corp. More news? J, by yon Bear at Bridge Foot in 
heaven fhalt chou. [Exeunt. 

Capt. Enough ; my friends, farewel, 

This Prifon fhews as.if Ghofts did part in Hell. 


Enter Moll youngeft Daughter to the Widow, alone. 


eMoll, Not marry? forfwear marriage ? why all wo. 
men know ’tis as honourable a thing as to lie with a man; 
and I to {pight my Sifters vow the more, have entertain’d 
a Suitor already, a fine Gallant Knight of the laft Fea. 
ther, he fays he will Coach me too, and well appoint me, 
allow me money to Dice withal, and many fuch pleafing 
proteftations he fticks upon my lips: indeed his fhort- 
winded Father i’th’ Country is wondrous wealthy, a moft 
abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time : 
troth I’ll venture upon him ; women are not without ways 
enough to help themfelves : if he prove wife and good 
as his word, why 1 fhall Jove him, and ufe him kindly ; 
and if he prove an Afs, why in a quarter of an hours 
warning | can transform him intoan Oxe ,— there comes 
in my relief again. 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail, O, MittrefS eAMoll, Miftrefs eMo. 
Moll. How now? what’s the news? 
Frail. The Koight your Suitor, Sir Jobn Penny- Dab, 
Moll. Sir John Penny Deb ? where ? where? 
Frail. He’s walking in the Gallery. 
Moll. Has my Mother feen him yet ? 
Frail. O no, fhe’s-- fpitting in the Kitchin. 
Moll, Dire& him hither foftly, good Frailty, 
PI meet him half way. 


Frail, That’s juft like running a Tilt; but hope he'll }. 


break nothing this time. 
Enter Sir John Penny-Dub. 


äfoll. °Tis happinefs my Mother faw him not. 
O welcome, good Sir Jobn. 

Penny. Dub. 1 thank you faith, — Nay you muft tand me 
till I kifs you: ’tis the fafhion every where i’faith, and 
I came from Court e’now. 

Moll, Nay, the Fates forefend that 1 fhould anger the 
fatbion ? 

Penny. Then not forgetting the fweet of new ceremo. 
nies, I firft fall back, then recovering my felf, make my 
honour to your lip thus: and then accoft it. 

Moll. Truft me, very pretty and moving, y arc wor- 
thy on’, fir. 

O my Mother, my Mother, now fhe’s here, 


Ksffing. Emer Widow and Sir Godfrey. 


Well fteal into the Gallery. [Excunt. 

Str God. Nay, Sifter, let reafon rule you, do not 
play the fool, ftand not in your own light, you have 
wealthy offers, large tendrings, do not withftand your 
good fortune: who comes a wooing to youl pray? no 
(mall fool, a rich Knight o’th’ City, Sir Olver Mack hill, 
no fmall foo 1 can tell you: and furthermore as | heard late 
by your Maid fervants (as your Maid fervants will fay 
to me aoy ching, I thank ’em) both your Daughters are 
not without Suitors, 1, and worthy oncs too , one a brisk 
Courtier , Sit eAndrew Tipftaffe, fuiter a fac off to your 
eldeft Daughter, and the third a huge wealthy Farmers 
Son, a fine young Country Knight, they call him Sir 
Fohn Penny-Dub, a good name marry , he may have it 
coyn’d when he lacks money: what bleffings are thele, 
Sifter ? 

Wid, Tempt me not, Satan. 

Sir God. Satan? do I look like Satan? I hope the 
Devil’s not fo old as I, 1 trow. 

Wid. You wound my fenfes, Brother, when you name 
A {uiter to me,-.- oh | cannot abide it, 
I take in poyfon when [hear one nam’d. ~ 


£ 


Enter Simon. 


How now, Simon? where's my fon Edmosd? 

Sim. Verily, Madam, he is at vain Exercife, dripping 
in the Tennis Court. 

Wid, At Tennis-Court? oh, now his Father’s goue, 
I fhal! have no rule with him; oh wicked Edmond , | 
might well compare this with the Prophecy in the Chro- 
nicle, though far inferiour, as Harry of Monmouth won 
all, and Harry of Windfor loft all; fo Edmond of Bri/tow 
that was the Father, got all, and Edmond of Londen that’s 
his fon now, wiil fpend all, 

Sir God. Peace, filter, we'll have him reform’d, there's 
hope on him yet, though it be but a little, 


Enter Frailty. 


Frail, Forfooth, Madam, there are two or three Ar- 
sg at door would very gladly fpeak with your Ladi- 
ip. 
Wid. Archers? 
Sir God. Your Husband’s Fletcher! warrant. 
Wie. Oh, 
Let them come near, they bring home thiogs of his, | 
Troth.J fhould ha’ forgot ’em, how now? 
Villain, which be thofe Archers ? 


Enter the Suitert, Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, Ser Oliver 
Muck-bill, and Penny Dub. 


Frail, Why, do you not fee ’em before you? are not 
thefe Archers, what do you call ’em Shooters ? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, | hope. 

Wid. Out ignorant Slave. 

Muck, Nay, pray be patient Lady, 

We come in way of honourable love. 

Tipft. Penny. We do. 

Muck, To you. 

Tipft. Penny. And to your Daughters. 

Wid. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed 
[ will not look upon you ; when the tears are fcarce out of 
mine Eyes, not yee waht off from my cheeks, and my dear 
Husbands body fcarce fo cold as the Cofhn , what reafon 
have you tooflerit ? lam aot like fome of your Widows 
that will bury onein the Eventog, and be fure to another 
ere Morning; pray away, pray take your anfwers, good 
Knights, and you be fweet Knights, | have vow'd never to 
marry ; —— and fo have my Daughters too ! 
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Penny. 1, two of you have, but the chird’s a gocd 
wench! lll 

Mack, Lady, a fhrewd anfwer marry ; the beft is, "tis 
but the firft, and he’s a blunt wooer, that will leave for one 
harp anfwer. 

Tipft. Where be your Daughters, Lady, I bope they’il 
give us betzrer encouragements ? 

Widow. Indeed they'll aġfwer you fo, take’t a my 
word they'll give you the very fame anfwer Verbatim, 
‘truly Ja, 

Penny. Mum: Moll’s a good wench ftill, I know what 
fhe’! do? 

Muck, Well, Lady, for this time we7ll take our leaves 
hoping tor betcer comfort. 

Widoy. O neyer,never: and I live thefe thoufand years; 
and you be good Knights, do not hope ; “twill be all Vain, 
| Vain, look you put offall yours fuits, and you come 
to mie again. 

Frail, Put off all cheir fuits, quotha ? 1, that’s the beft 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when a man’s Nonfuted, that 
is, when he’s a bed with her. 

[Going ont Mackhil and Sir Godfrey. 

Muck, Sit Godfrey , here’s twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there’s life in’t yet. (Exit Muckhil. 

Sir Godf. Fear not Sir Oliver Muckbil, Vile flick clofe for 
you, leave all with me. 





Enter George Pye-boord the Scholar. 


Pye. By your leave, Lady Widow. 

Wid, What another fuiter now ? 

Pye. A fuiter,o0,1 proteft: Lady, if you'd. give me your 
felf, Pde not be troubled with you. 

Wid, Say you fo, Sir, then yau’re the better welcome, 

Sir. 

Pye. Nay, Heaven blefs me from a Widow, unlels | 
were fure to bury her fpeedily ! : 

Wid. Good bluotnefs : well, your bufinefs, Sir ? 

Pye Very needful ; if you were in private once. 

Wid, Needful? Brother,pray leave us ; and you, Sir, 

Frail. | fhould laugh now,jf this blunt fellow fhould put 
“em all befide the ftirrop, and vault into the Saddle himfelf, 
l have feen as mad a trick. LExit Frailty. 


Enter Daughters. 


Wid, Now, Sir ? ——- here’s none but we — Daughters 
forbear. 

Pye. O no, pray letem ftay, for what I have to fpeak 
importeth equally to them as you? 

Wid, Then you may ftay. 

Pye. I pray beftow on me a ferious ear, 
For what I {peak is fall of weight and fear. 

Wiebw. Fear ? 

Pye. I, if’t pafs unregarded, and uneffected, 
Elfe peace and joy :_—-1 pray Attention. 
Widow, I. have been a meer ftranger for thefe parts that 
youlivein, nordid | ever know the Husband of you, and 
Father of chem, but I truly know by certain fpiritual In- 
telligence, that he isin Purgatary. 

Wid. Purgatory? tuh; that word deferves to be fpit 
upon; { wonder that a man of fober tongue, as you feem 
n be , fhould have the folly to believe there’s fuch a 
place. 

Pye. Well, Lady, in cold blood J fpeakit, I aflure you 
that there isa Purgatory, in which place 1 know your Hus. 
band to recide, aud wherein he is liketo remain, till the 
diffolution of the warid,till the laft general Bon-fire : when 
ali the Earth fhall mele into nothing, and the Seas {cald 
their finny labourers: fo long is his abidance, unlefs you 
alter the property of your purpofe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, thacis, the purpofe of [ingle life in 
yout felf and your eidet Daughter, and the fpeedy deter- 
mination of marriage in your youngeft, 


‘ | saa How knows he that? what, has fome Devyiltold 
im ? - 

Wid. Strange he fhould know our thoughts :—— 
VVhy but Daughter, have you purpos’d fpeedy Marriage? 

Pye, You fee the tells you f, fhe fayes nothiog. 

Nay, give me credit as you pleafe, Iam a ftranger to you, 
aod yet you fee I know your determinations, which 
mult come to me metaphyfically, aod by a fuper-natural 
intelligence. 
Wid, This puts amazement on me. 
‘* Frank, Know our fecrets ? 

Moll. ’de thought to fleala marriage, would his tongue 
Had dropt out when he blab’d ir. 

Wid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honelt a dealing 
man, tobe now inany Purgatories —— 

Pye. Odo not load your Confcience with untroths, 

’Tis but meer folly now to gild’em ore: 

That has paft but for Copper ; Praifes here, 
Cannot unbind him there : confefs but truth, 
I know he got hiswealth with a hard gripe: 
Oh hardly , hardly. 

Wid, Thisis molt ftrange of all, how knows he that ? 

‘Pye. He would eat fools and ignorant heirs clean up; 
And had his drink from many a poor mans brow, 

Even as their Jabour brew’d it, 

He would {crape riches to him moft unjuQly ; 

The very dirt between his nails was ill got, 

And not hisown, ———oh 

I groan to {peak on’t,the thought makes me fhudder !—~ 
fhudder ! 

Wid. Itquakes me too, now Ithink on’t —— Sir, Lam 
much griev’d, chat youa ftranger, fhould fo deeply wrong 
my dead Husband ! 

Pye-boord. Oh? 

Wid. A man that would keep Church fo dulys rife 
carly before his fervants, and e’ea for Religious haft, go 
ungarter’d, unbutton’d, nay Sir Reverence untrult, to 
Morning Prayer ? 

Pye. Oh uf. 

Wsd. Dine quickly upon high-days, and when I had 

great guefts, would e’en fhame me, and rife from the Table, 
to get a good feat at an after-noon Sermon. 
_ Pye. There’s the Devil,there’s the devil true,he thought 
it Sanctity enough,if he had kill’d a man, fo’t’ad been done 
ina Pue,or undone his Neighbour,fo’t’ad been near enough 
to th’ Preacher. Oh]——~a Sermon’sa fine fhort Cloak of 
an hour long, and will hide the upper partof a diffem- 
bler.—Church, 1, he feem’d all Church, and his confcience 
was as hard as the Pulpit, 

Wid. lcan no more endure this. 

Pye. Nor 1, VVidow, 

Endure ta flatter. 

Wid. Is this all your bufincfs with me ? 

Pye. Na, Lady, ’tis but the induction to’t, 

You may believe my ftrains, I ftrike all true. 
And if your coofcience would leap up to your tongue, your 
felf would affirm it, and that you fiall perceive I know of 
things to come,as well as I do of what is prefeat; a Brother 
of your Husband’s fhall fhortly have a lofs. 

Wid. A lofs? marry Heaven forefeod, Sir Godfry, my 
Brother ! 

Pye, Nay, keepin your wonders, "till I have told you 
the Fortunes of youall; which are more fearful, if not 
happily prevented, —-for your part and your Daughters, 
if there be not once this day fome blood-fhed before your 
door, whereof the humane creature dyes, of you two the 
elder fhall run mad. 

Mother and Frank, Ob! 

eoll. That’s not I yet. 

Pye. And with moft impudent proftirution, fhow your 
naked Bodies to the view of all beholders. 

Wid. Our naked Bodies? fie for fhame. 

Pye. Attend me,and your younger Daughter be ftrucken 


dumb. 
eAfell, 
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the Widow of Watling-ftreet. 


Moll, Svea SUE, aids, "xia LneWOFTl Pin. df af 10 | away che Cimino; la nok Dea ecw. oes oo out, alas; "tis che-worft pain of all for 
a Woman, lde rather be mad, or run naked, or any thing : 
dumb? 

Pye. Give ear: e’re the evening fall upon Hill, Bog, and 
Meadow , this my {peech fhall have paft probation , and 

then hall I be believed accordingly. 

Wıd. If this be true, we are all ham’d, all andone. 

Moll, Dumb? Vl fpeak as mach as ever I can pofible 
before evening. 

Pye. But if it fo come to pafs (as for your fair fakes | 
wifh it may) that this prefage of your ftrange Fortunes be 
prevented by that accident of death and blood.fhedding, 
which | before told you of; take heed upon your lives, 
that cwoof you which have ‘vow'd never to marry, feek 
out Husbands with all prefenr fpeed, and you the third, 
that have fuch a defire co outftrip Chattity, look you med 
dle not with a Husband. 

eMoll. A double Torment. 

Pye. The breach of this keeps your Father in Purga 
tory, and the punifhments that fhall follow you in this 
World , would with horrour kill the ear fhould hear ’em 
related. 

Wid. Marry ? why I vow’d never to marry. 

Frank. And fo did 1. 

Moli. And I vow’d never to be fuch an Afs, but to mar. 
ry: what a crofs Fortune’s this ? 

Pye. Ladies, though | be a Fortune-teller, | cannot 
better Fortunes , you have ’em from me as they are re- 
vealed to me: 1 would they were to your tempers, and 
fellows with your bloods, that’s all the bitternefs | would 


Mu Wid. O! *tisa juft vengeance, for my Husband’s hard 
purchaces. 

Pye. 1 wifh you to bethink your felves, and leavé ’em. 

Wid. V’ll to Sir Godfrey my Brother , and acquaint him 
with thefe fearful prefages. 

Frank, For, Mother, they portend loffes to him. 

Wid. OI, they do, they do; 
If any happy ifflue crown thy words, 
I will ceward thy cunning. 

Pye. "Tis enough, Lady, 
1 wilb no higher. 

Moll. Dumb? and not marry? worfe, 
Neither to fpeak, nor kifs, a double curfe. (Exit. 

Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, i play the For: 
tune-teller, as well asif 1 had had a Witch to my Gran. 
nam : for by good happinefs , being in my Hoftefles Gar- 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, I laid 
the hole of mine ear toa hole inthe Wall, aod heard. em 
make thefe Vows, and {peak thofe words, upon which I 
| wrought thefe advantages ; and to encourage My forger 
the more, | may now perceive in ’em a natural fimplici. 
ty which will cafily fwallow an abufe , if any covering be 
over it: and to confirm my former prefage to the Wi 
dow, I have advis’d old Peter Skirmifh the Souldier, to 
hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and ia that harry Uil 
rufh amongft ’em, and inftead of giving the Corporal 
fome Cordial co comfort him , I'll pour into his mouth a 
Potion of a fleepy Nature , and make him feem as dead ; 
for the which the old Souldier being apprehended, and 
ready to be born to Execution, Ill ftep in, and take upon 
me the Cure of the dead man, upon pain of dying the 
condemned’s death: the Corporal will wake at his mi- 
nute, when the fleepy force hath wrought it felf, and fo 
fhatl { gee my felf into a moft admired opinion , and un. 
der the pretext of that cunning, beguile as i fec occafion :; 
and if chat foolifh Nicholas Saint Tantlings keep true time 
with the Chain, my Plot willbs found , “the Captain deli. 
vered , and my Wits applauded amongtt Scholars and 
Souldiers for ever. [Exe Pye-boord. 


Exit. 


Enter Nicholas Saint Tantlings, with the Chain. 


Nich. ©, | have found ao excellent advantage to take 
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away the Chain, my Mafter pur it off c'en now, to fay on 
a new Doublet, and I fneakt it away by little and little, 
moft Puritanically ! we fhal! have good fpore anon when 
he has mift ir, about my Coufin the Conjarer 5 the world 
hall fee I’m an honeft man of my word, for now I’m go 
ing to hang it betweeu Heaven and Earth among the 
Rofemary-branches. [ Exie Nich. 





Atu Tertius. 


Enter Simon Saint Mary-Overies, axd Frailty. 


Frail. Si Ssmon Saint Mary-Overier, my Miftrefs 
fends away all her Suiters , and pots fleas in 

their ears, 

Sim. Fraity, fhe does like an honeft, chaft, and virtuous 
woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the puddle 
of Iniquity. 

Frail, Yet, Simon, many Widows will do’t, whatfoe’re 
comes on’t, 

Sim. True, Frailty, their filthy fieh defires a Conjan- 
Ction Copulative ; what ftrangers are within, Frailty ? 

Frail. There’s none, Simon, but Malter Pilfer the Tay- 
lor: he’s above with Sir Godfrey, praifing of a Doublet ; 
aod | muft trudge anon to fetch Mafter Suds the Barber, 

Sim. Mafter Swd’s a good man, he wathes the fins of the 
Beard clean. 

Skir. How now, creatures? what’s a Clock ? 


Enter old Skirmith the Souldier. 


Frail, Why, do you take us to be Jack at th’ Clock. 
houfe ? 

Skir. I fay again to you, what’s a Clock ? 

Sim. Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Confcience, 
all worldly Clocks we know go falfe, and are fet by drun. 
ken Sextons. 

Skir. Then what's a Clock in your Coufcience ? --...O, 
I muft break off, here comes the Corporal — hum hum : 
——what’s a Clock : ? 


Enter Corporal. 


(orp, AClock ? why paft feventeen. 
Frail. Paft feventcen ? nay, h’as met with his match 
now, Corporal Oath will fic him. 
Skir. Thon doft not bawk or bafe me, dof thou ? Iam 
a Say Pre feventeen. 
Corp. J,thou art not angry with the figures, art thou ? 
I will prove it untothee, 12. and 1. is thirteen, I hope, 
2. fourteen, 3. fifteen, 4 fixceen, and 5. feventeen, then 
paft feventeen, I will take the Dials part ina juft canfe. 
Skir. 1 fay ’tis but paft five then. 
Corp. Vll fwear "tis paft feventeen then : doftthou not 
know numbers? canft thou not caft ? 
Skir, Caft? doft thou fpeak of my cafting ith’ ftrert ? 
L Draw. 
Corp. I, and in the Market place. 
Sim. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon rsvs in. 
Frail. 1, 1 knew by their fhuffling , Clubs Would be 
Trump : ith here’s the Knave, and he can do any good 
upon em : Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 


Enter Pye-boord. 


Capt. O Villain, thou haft open’d a vein in my Leg. 

Pye. How now? for hame, for hame, put up, put 
up. 

Capt. By yon blue Welkin , 
George, te be hurt on the Leg. 


"twas out of my part, 
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Enter Officers, 


Pye. Oh peace uow --- 1 have a Cordial here to com- 

fort thee. i 
Ofi. Down with em, down with ‘em, lay hands upon 

the Villatn. 

Ske. Lay hands on me? 
Pye. FII not be feen among em pow. 
Cap. I’m hurt, and had more need have Surgeons, 

Lay hands upon me then, rough Officets. 

Of. Go, carry him to be dreft then : 

This mutinous Souldier fhall along with me to Prifon. 
Skir, To Prifon? where's George ? 
Ofi. Away with him. (Exeunt with Skit. 
Pye. So, 

All lights as | would wifh, the amaz’d Widow, 

Will plant me ftrongly now in her belief, 

And wonder at the virtue of my words : 

For the event turns thefe prefages from ’em, 

Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy 

Mingled with admiration: thefe empty Creatures, 

Souldier and Corporal, were but ordain’d 

As ioftruments for me to work upon. 

Now to my Patient, here’shis Potion. [Exit Pye-boord. 


Enter the Widow with her two Daughters. 


Wid. O wondrous happinefs, beyond our thoughts! 
O lucky fair eveot ! | chink our Fortunes 
Were bleft e’ne in our Cradles : we are quitted 
Of all thofe fhameful violent prefages 
By this rah bleeding chance: go, Frailty,run, and know 
Whether he be yet living, or yet dead, 
That here before my Door receiv’d his hurt. 

Frail, Madam, he wascarried to the fuperiour, but if 
he had no money when he came there, } warrant he’s 
dead by this time. [Exit Frailty. 


Frank. Sure that man is a rare Fortune teller, never § 


lookt upon our hands, nor upon any mark about us, a 
wondrous Fellow furely. 

Moll, 1am glad | have the ufe of my tongue yet,though 
E nothing elfe, I fhall find the way to marry too, | hope 

ortly. 

Wid. O where’s my Brother Sir Godfrey, I would he 
were here, that | might relate to him how prophetically 
the cunning Gentleman {poke in all things. 


Enter Sir Godfrey in a rage. 


Sir God. O my Chain, my Chain, Ihave loft my Chain, 
whcre be thefe Villains, Varlets? 

Wid. Oh, h’as loft his Chain. 

Sir God. My Chain, my Chain. ' 

Wid. Brother, be patient, hear me fpeak, you know 
I cold you that a Cunning-man told me, that you fhould 
have a lofs, and he has prophefied fo tiue. 

Sir God, Out, he’s’a Villain to prophecy of the lof§ 
of my Chain, "twas worth ahove three hundred Crowns, 
hefides twas my Fathers, my Fathers Fathers, my Grand- 
fathers huge Grandfathers: 1 had as lieve ha loft my 
M, as the Chain that hung about it; O my Chain,my 

ain, 

Wid. Oh, Brother, who can be againft a misfortune, 
tis happy "twas no more. 

Sir Gode No more! O goodly godly Sifter, would you 
had me loft more? my beft Gown too, with the Cloth 
of Gold-Lace? my Holyday Gafcoins, and my Jerkin fet 
with Pearl’? no more ! 

Wid, Oh, Brother, you can read — 


Sir God. But I canaot read where my Chainis: what, 


ftrangers have been here? yon let in ftrangers, Thieves 
and Catch poles: how comes it gone? there was none 
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above with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will pot --- 
fteal | hope ? 
Moll. No, he’s afraid of a Chain. 


Enter Frailty. 


Wid. How now, Sirrah? the news? 

Frail. O, Miftrefs, he may well be call’d a Corporal 
now, for his Corpsare as dead asa cold Capons ? 

Wid. More happinefs. 

Sir God. Siccah, what’s this to my Chain? where’s my 


| Chain, Knave ? 


Frail, Your Chain, Sir? | 

Sir God. My Chain is loft, Villain. 

Frail. | would he were hang’d in Chains that has it then 
for me: Alas, Sir, | faw none of your Chain fince you 
were hung with it your felf. 

Sir God. Out Varlet ? it had full three thoufand Links, 
| have oft told it over at my Prayers; 

Over and over full three thoufand Links. 
Frail. Had ìt fo, Sir, fure it cannot be loft then; Vil 


| put you in that comfort. 


Sir God. Why ? why? 
Frail. Why if your Chain had fo many Links, it cannot 
chufe but come to light. 


Enter Nicholas. 


Sir God. Delufion, Now, long Nicholas, where is my 
Chain ? 

Wich. Why about your Neck, is’t not, Sir? 

Sir God. About my neck, Varlet? my Chain is loft, 
*Tis ftoln away, I’m robb’d. 

Wid, Nay, Brother, fhow your felf a man. 

Nich. If it be loft or ftole, if he would be patient, Mi. 
ftrefs, I could bring him toa Cunning Kinfman of mine 


| chat would fetch ic again with a Sefarara. 


Sir God. Canft thou? I will be patient, fay, where 
dwells he ? 

Nich. Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not 
dwell and he could choofe, in the earfhalfea, Sir , but 
he’s an excellent Fellow if he were out: has travell’d all 
the World o’re, he, and been in the feven and twenty Pro- 
vinces: why he would make it -be fetcht, Sir, if ic were 
rid a thoufand mile out of Town. 

Sir God, An admirable Fellow, what lies he for. 

Nich. Why he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats: 
tother night, as any man would ha done, and there he 
hes for’t. 

Sir God. ll make his peace, 

A trifle, Pliget his pardon, 

Befides a bountiful reward, 11l about it, 

But fee the Clerks, the Juftice will do much ; 

I wil) about it ftraight, good Sifter pardon me, 

AIl will be well I hope, and turn to good, 

The name of Conjurer has laid my blood. CExennt. 

Enter Puttock and Raventhaw two Serjeants, with Yeoman 
Dogfon, to arref? the Scholar George Pye-boord. 


Put. His Hoftefs where he lies will trut him no 
longer, he hath feed me to arret him; if you will ac- 
company me, becaufe I know not of what nature the 
Scholar is, whether defperate or fwift, you fhall fhare 
with me, Serjeant Ravenfhaw, I have the good Angel to 
arrefthim. — 

Rav. Troth lI take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
for the fake of the money fo much, as for the hate I bear 


Í toa Scholar : why, Serjeant, "tis natural in us you know 


to hate Scholars: natural befides, they will publifh our 
imperfections, Knaveries, and Conveyances upon Scaf- 
folds and Stages. ` 


Pur. 1, and {pightfully too; troth | have wondred ee 
the 
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the flaves could fee into our Breaks fo much, when ous 
Doublets are button’d with Pewter, 

Rav. |, and fo clofe without yielding: oh, they’r par- 
lous Fellows, they will fearch more with their wits, than 
a Conftable with all his Officers. 

Pur, Whilt, whift, whift, Yeoman Dogfon, Yeoman 
Dog fon. 

Dog. Ha ? what fayes Serjeant ? 

Pur. \s he in the Pothecarics Shop ftill, 

Dog. t, 1. 

Pur, Have an Eye, have an Eye. 

Rav. The beft is, Serjeant, if he be a true Scholar he 
wears no Weapon I rhink. 

Put. No no, he wears no Weapon. 

Rav. Mafs, 1 am right glad of that: "thas put me 
in betrer heart: nay if I clutch him once, let me alone 
to drag him if he be ftif necked , I have been one of the 
fix my felf, that has drage’d as tall men of their hands, 
when their Weapons have bin gone, as ever baftinado’d 
a Serjeant — I have done I can tell you. . 

Dog. Serjeant Puszock, Serjeant Putrock, 

Put, Hoh. 

Dog. He’s coming out fingle. 

Pur, Peace, peace, be not too greedy, Ict him play a 
little, let him play a little, we'll jerk him up of a fudden, 
| ha fifht in my time. 

Rav. 1, and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. 


Enter Pye-boord. 


Pye. I parted now from DNscholas - the Chain’s couch’t, 

And che old Knight has {pent his rage upon’t, 

The Widow holds me in great admiration 

For cunning Art: ’mongtt joyes I’m e’ne loft, 

For my device can no way now be croft, 

And now I muft to Prifon to the Captain, and there ——_ 

Put. i arret you, Sir. . 

Pye. Oh--- I fpoke truer than I was aware, I muft to 
Prifon indeed. 

Put. They fay you’re a Scholar, nay Sir -- Yeoman 
Dogfon , have care to his Arms --- you'll rail again Scr- 
jeants, and ftage ’em: you tickle their Vices. 
| ha Nay, ufe me like a Gentleman, [I'm little 
cis. f 
Put. You a Gentleman ? that’s a good jeft i'faith ; 
can a Scholar be a Gentleman, --- when a Gentleman 
will not be a Scholar; ---- look upon your wealthy Citi. 
zens Sons, whether they be Scholars or no, that are 
Gentlemen by their Fathers Trades : a Scholara Gen. 
tleman ! 

Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ftings into me, fhe 
cannot hurt thatin me, a Gentleman, dccidens infepara- 
bsle to my blood. 

Rav. A rablement, nay you fhall have a bloody rable- 
ment upon you I warrant you. 

Pur, Go, Yeoman Dogfon, before, and enter the A- 
ction i’th’ Counter. 

Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, PII go [Ex. Dog. 
Whither you pleafe to have me. -> 

Put. Oh, be’stame, let him loole Serjeant, 

Pye. Pray at whofe Suit is this ? i 

Par. Why, at your Hofteffes Suit where you lie, Mi. 
ftrefs Cunniburrow, for Bed and Board, the fomm four 
pound five fhillings and five pence. 

Pye. [know the fumm too true, yet I prefum'd 
Upon a farther day; well, tis my ftars: 

And I muft bear it now, though never harder. 
| {wear now, my device is croft indeed. 
Captain moft lie by't: this is Deceits feed. 

Pur. Come, come away. 

Pye. Pray give me fo much time as to knit my Garter, 
and Ill away with you. A 

Pur, Well, we muft be paid for this waiting upon you, 
thisis no painsto attend thus.  [Afakeng ro ty bis Carter. 
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Pye. | an) now wretched and miferable, 1 fall ne’re 
recover of this Difeafe : hot Iron gnaw their Fifts: they 
have {truck a Fever into my fhoulder, which! thall ne’re 
hake out again I fear me, till with a true Habras Corps 
the Sexton remove me, oh if Itake Prifon once, 1 fhall be 
preft to death with Actions, but not fo happy as fpcedily ; 
perhaps | may be forty year a preffing till | be a thin ald 
man, that looking through the Grates, men may look 
through me; all my means is confounded, whar fhall | 
do? has my wit ferved me folong, and now give me rhe 
flip (like a train’d fervant) whea | have moft need of 
‘em: nodevice to keep my poor Carcafe from thefe Put 
tocks? - yes, happinefs, have | a Paper about me now? 
yes too, PI ery it, it may hit , Extremity is Touch fone 
unto wir, l,i. 

Pur. Sfoot how many yards are in thy Garters, that 
thou art fo longa tying onthem? come away,Sir. 

Pye. Troth Serjeant | proteft , youcould never ha took 
me at a worfe time, for now at this inftant, Ihave no 
lawful Picture about me. 

Put. ‘Slid how fhall we come by our Fees then. 

Rav. We mult have Fees, Sirrah. 

Pye. I could have wifhe faith, that you had took me 
half an hour hence for your own fake, for I proteft if 
you had not croft me, I was going in great joy to receive 
five pound of a Gentleman, for the Device of a Mask 
here, drawn in this paper, but now,come, I moft be con- 
tented, "tis but fo much loft, and anfwerable to the reft 
of my Fortunes ? 

Put, Why how far hence dwells that Gentleman? 

Rav. 1, well faid Serjeant, "tis good to caft about for 
money. 

Put, Speak, if it be not far —— 

Pye, We are but a little paftit, the next ftreet be- 
hind us. y 

Pur. ’Slid we have waited upon yon grievoufly already, 
if you'll fay you'll be liberal when you ha't,give us double 
Fees, and fpend upon’s, why we'll fhow you that kind- 
nefs, and go along with you to the Gentleman. 

Rav. 1, well faid ftill, Serjeant, urge that. 

Pye. Trothif ic will faffice, ic fhall all be among you, 
for my part I'll not pocket a penny, my Hoftefs fhall have 
her four pound five fhillings, and hate me che five pence, 
and the other fiftcen fhillings Pll fpend upon you. 

Rav, Why now thou att a good Scholar. 

Put. An excellent Scholar faith , has proceeded very 
wellalate , come, we'll along with you. 

CExeune weth him, paffing in, they knock at the 
door with a knocker weithinfide. 

Ser. Who Knocks, who’s at Door? we had need of a 
Porter. 

Pye. A, few Friends here. - - pray is the Gentleman 
your Mafter within ? 

Ser, Yes, is your bufinefs to him? 

Pye. l, he knowsit, when he fees me: 

I pray you, have you forgot me. 

Ser. | by my troth, Sir, pray come near, I'll in and 
tell him of you, pleafe you to walk here in the Gallery till 
he comes. 

Pye, We will attend his worhip. ~- worhhip | think, 
for fo much the pofts at his door thould fignify, and the 
fair coming in, and the Wicket, elfe l neither knew him 
nor his Worfhip, but ’tis happinefs he is within Doors, 
what fo ere he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, 
he may do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, bow do you 
like this Houfe, is’t not moft wholfomcly plotted ? 

Rav. Troth Prifoner, an exceeding fine Honfe. 

Pye. Yet L wonder how he Mould forget me, for he 
nere knew me: No matter, what is forgot m you, will 
be remembred in your Mafter. 

A pretty comfortable room this methinks : 
You have no fuch rooms in Prifon now ? 
Pur. Oh Dog-holes to’t. 
Pye. Dog holes indeed.-.. 1can tell you Ihave great 


hope 
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hope to have my Chamber here fhortly, nay, and Dyet | things, but { could ne’r fancy. them yet, methinks they’r 


too, for he’s the moft free-hearted’ft Gentleman where he | too bufie, and full of Circles and Conjurations ; they fay 
takes: you would little think ic? and whata fine Gallery | all the World’s in one of them, but J could ne’r find rhe 
were here for me to walk and ftudy, and make Verfes. | Counter kay | P 
vt. O it ftands pleafancly for a Scholar. Rav. \think fo: howcould you find it? for you know 
ag On i a it ftands behind the Houfes. , 
Enter Gentleman. Dog Mafs that’s true, then we muft look o’th’ back 


fide for'c : ’sfoot here’s nothing, all’s bare. 
Pye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and | Rav. | warrant thee that ftands for the Counter , for 
things, neatly, delicately ? Mafs here he comes, he fhould | you know there’s a company of bare fellows there. 
bea Gentleman, J hike his Beard well; -- All happinefs to Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark’d fo 


your wor hip. much before. Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman , | fhould 
Gene You'r kindly welcome, fir. love thefe Maps out a cry now, if wecould fee men peep 
Put. A {imple faluration. out of door in em, oh we might have emin a morning ro 
Rav. Mals it feems the Gentleman makes great ac | our Break-faft fo finely, and ne’r knock our heels to the 
count of him. ground a whole day for ’em. 
Gent. | have the thing here for you, fir. Rav. l marry fir, Pd buy one my elf. 


Pye. 1 befeech you, conceal me, fir, 1’m andone elfe,-- But this talk is by the way, where fhall’s fup to night : 
l have rhe Mask here for you, fir, Look you fir, —l be | Five pound receiv’d, let’s talk of that. 
feech your VVorthip, firft pardon my rudenefs, for my | I have a trick worth all, you two fhal! bear him to’tly’ Ta. 
extreams makes me bolder than | would be; ] ama poor | vern, whilft I goclofe with his Hoftefs, and work out of 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moft unfortunately | her, 1 know fhe would be glad of the fumm, to finger 
faln into the hands of unmerciful Officers, arrefted for | money; becaufe fhe Knows tis but a defperate debt, and 
Debt, which though fmall, I am not able to compafs, by | full of hazard: what will you fay if I bring it to pafs, that 
reafon I’m deftitute of Lands, Money, and Friends, fo that | the Hoftefs thall be contented with one half for all, and 
if I fall into the hungry fwallow of the Prifon, 1 am like } we to fhare t’other fifty Shillings „Bullies. 
utterly to perifh, and with fees and extortions be pinch’d Put. Why | would call thee King of Serjeants, and 
clean tothe bone: Now, if ever pity had intereft inthe | chou fhould’ft be Chronicled in the Counter.Book for 
blood of a Gentleman, I befeech you vouchfafe but to | ever. 
favour that means of my efcape, which I have already | Rav. Well, 
thought upon. Ufaith, 

Gent. Go forward. i Dog. ’sfoot, [think he receives more money, he {lays 

Pat. ì warrant he likes it rarely. fo long. 

Pye. In the plunge of my extremities, being giddy, | Pur. He tarrys long indeed, may be, I can tell you, up- 
and doubtful what to do; at Jaft it was put in my labour- } on the good liking on’t the Gentleman may prove more 
ing thoughts, to make a happy ufe of this paper, and to | bountiful. 
blear their unlettered eyes, I told them there was a Device Rav. That would be rare, we’ll fearch him. 
fora Mask drawn in't, and that (but for their intercep. Put. Nay befure of it, we'll arch him, and make him 
tion) I was going to a Gentleman to receive my reward | light enough. 

i for’c ; chey greedy at this word, and hoping to make pur- 
chace of me, offered their attendance, to goalong with 

me, my hap was to make bold with your door, fir, which 
my thoughts fhew'd me the moft faireft and comfortableft | Rav, Oh here comes the Gentleman, by your leave, 
entrance, and I hope | have happened right upon under- | Sir 


ftanding , and pity: may it pleafe your good worhhip Gen. God you god den firs,—would you foeak with 
then, but to uphold my Device, which ts to let one of your | me? 


men put me out at a back door, and I fhall be bound to | Par. No, not with your worhhip, fir; only weare bold 


put i¢ tome, we'll make a night on’e 


Enter the Gentleman. 


your werfhip for ever. to flay for a friend of ours, that went in with your wor- 
Gent, By my troth an excellent Device. fhip. 
Put. An excellent Device he fays; he likes it won- | Gen. Who? not the Scholar? 
derfully. Put. Yes, e’nhe, anit pleafe yopr worhhip. 
Gent. Amy faith, I never heard a better. Gen. Did he make you ftay for him? he did you wrong 
: Raven, Hark, he {wears he never heard a better,| then: why, I can affure you he’s gone above an hour 
erjeant, ago. 
Put. O there’s no talk ont, hesan excellent Scholar, “Ee How, fir? 


and efpecially for a Mask. Gen. I paid him his money, and my man told me he 
Gent. Give me your Paper, your Device; I was never | went out at back-door. 

better pleas’d in all my life: good wit, brave wir, finely Pur. Back-door ? 

wrought, come in, fir, and receive your money, fir. Gen. Why, what’s the matter ? 
Pye. 1’ follow your good worfhip,_— Put. He was our Prifoner, fir, we did arreft him. 

You heard how he lik’d it now ? Gen. What he was not? you the Sheriffs Officers— 
Put. Puh, we know he could not chufe but like it: go | you were to blame then, 

thy ways, thou arta fine witty fellow i’faith, thou fhalt | Why did not you make known to meas much: 

difcourfe it tous atthe Tavern anon, wilt thon? 1 could have kept him for you, | proteft, A 
Pye, 1, 1, that I will,- look, Serjeants, here arc Maps, | He receiv’d all of me in Britain Gold, 

and pretty toys, be doing in the mean time, I fhall quick- | Of the laft coyning. 

ly have told out the money, you know, Rav, Vengeance dog him with’r. 
Put. Go, go, little villain, fetch thy chink, I begin to| —Pue. ’stoot has he gull’d us fo? 

love thee, Fil be drunk to night in chy company, Dog. Where fhall we fup now, Serjeants ? 
‘Pye. ThisGentleman | may well cali a part Put, Sup ,Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month, 

Of my falvation, in thefe earthly evils, Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good willin your 

For he has fav’d me from three hungry Devils. Worfhip,—you did but as another would have done, 

LExir George. | twas our hard fortunes to mif the purchace, but if e’r we 

Put. Sirrah Serjeant , thefe Maps are pretty painted | clutch him again, the Counter fhall charm him. 
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Ra. The Hole hall rot him. 

Dog. Amen. 

Gent. So, 
Vex out your Lungs without doors, I am proud, 
it was my hap to help him, it fell fit, 
He went not empty neither for bis wit: 
Alas poor wretch, | could oot blame his brain, 
To labour his delivery, to be free, 
From their unpitying fangs,—lI’me glad it tood 
V Vithia my power to doa Scholar good. 


LExeunt. 


Exe. 


Enter in the Prifon, meeting George and Captain, 
George coming sn muffled. 


Cap. How now, who’s that? what are you? 

Pye. The fame chat I fhould be, Captain. 

Cap. George Pye boord, honeft George ? why cam’f{t thou 
in half fac’d, mutRed fo ? 

Pye. Oh Captain, | thought we fhould nere ha’ laught 
agen, never fpent frolick hour agen. 

Cap. VVhy? why? 

Pye. I coming to prepare thee, and witb news 
As happy as thy quick delivery, 

V Vas trac’d out by the fcent, arrefted, Captain. 

Cap. Arrefted, George ? 

Pye. Arrefted ; gaefs,guefs,how may Dogs do you think 
"de upon me? 

Cap. Dogs? | fay, 1 know not. 

Pye. Almoft as many as George Stone the Bear : 

Three at once, three at once, 
(Cap. How did’ft thou fhake’em off chen ? 
Pye. The time is bufie, and calis upon our wits, let ic 
{uffice, 
Here I ftand fafe, and fcap’t by Miracle : 
Some other hour fhall tell thee, when we'll (teep 
Our Eyesin laughter: Captain, my device 
Leans to thy happinefs, for ere the day 
Be fpent toth` Girdle, thou fhalt be free : 
The Corporal’s in’s firft fleep, the Chain is mift, 
Thy Kinfman has expreft thee, and the old Knight 
With Palfey-hams now labours thy releafe, 
What refts, isall in thee, to Conjure, Captain. 

Cap. Conjure? ’sfoot, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring l can conjure. 

Pye. The Devil of conjuring? nay by my fay, I’de not 
have thee do fo much, Captain, asthe Devil a conjuring : 
look here, I ha brought thee a Circle ready charactered 
aod all. ° 

Cap. 'sfoot , George, art in thy right wits, doft know 
what thou fayt? why doft talk to a Captain a conjuring ? 
didft thou ever hear of a Captain conjurein thy life ? 
doft call’t a Circle ? ‘tis too wide a thing, me thinks ; 
had it been a lefler Circle, then 1 knew what to have 
done. - 

Pye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain: nay then 
l'le not cog with you, Captain, if yon`ll ftay and haag the 
next Seffions you may. 

Cap No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let’s to 
conjuring. i 

Pye. But if you look to be releafed,as my wits have took 
pain co work it,and all means wrought to farther it, befides 
to put Crowns in your purfe, to make you a man of better 
hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or poor 
{Souldier, to make you pow a Commander of rich Fools, 
(which is truly the only beft purchace peace can allow you) 
\fafer chan High-wayes, Heath, or Cony-groves, and ycta 
far better booty;for your greateft thieves are never hang’d, 
never hane’d; for why? they're wife, and cheat within 
doors; and we geld Fools of more money in one Night, 
than your falfe tail’d Gelding will purchafe in a twelve: 
months running, which confirms the old Beldams faying, 
He’s wifeft, that keeps himfelf warmeft, that is, he chat 
robs by a good Fire. 


Cap. Well opened i'faith, George, thou haft pull’d that 
laying out of the husk. 

Pye. Captain Jdle, ‘Tisno time now to delude or delay, 
the old Mnight will be here fuddenly, ("le perfect you, 
direct you, cell you the trick on'r: tis nothing. 

_ Cap. ‘soot, George, 1 know not what to fay to't, con- 
juce ? I fhall be hang’d ere { conjure. 

_ Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne’re con- 
jore after you're hang’d, { warrant you ; look you, Sir, a 
parlous matter, fure, firft to fpread your Circle upon the 
grouad, then witha little conjuring ceremony, as Iic have 
an Hackney mans wand filver’d o’re a purpofe for you, 
then arriving in the Circle, with a huge word, and a great 
trample, as for inftance: have you never feen a {talking, 
ftamping Player, that will raife atempeft with his tongue, 
aod Thunder with his heels ? 

Cap. O yes, yes, yes; often, often. 

Pye, Why be like fuch aone? for any thing will blear 
the old Knights Eyes : for you muft note, that He'll ne’re 
dare to ventare into the Room, only perhaps peep fear 
fully though the Key hole, to fee how the Play goes for- 
ward, 

Cap Well, I may go about it when I will, but mark che 
end on’t, J Mall but hame my felf faith, George, fpeak 
big words, and ftamp and ftare, and he look in at Key- 
hole, why the very thought of that woold make me laugh 
out-right, and fpoil all: nay Wle tell chee, George, when 
I apprehend a tbing once, Lam of fuch a laxative laughter, 
na if the Devil himfelf ftood by, I thould laugh tn his 

ace, 

Pye. Puh, that’s bot the babe of a man, and may eafily 
be hufbt, astochink upon fome difafter, fome fad misfor- 
tune, as the Death of thy Father ith’ Country. 

Cap. ‘stoot, that would be the more todrive me into 
fuch an ecftafie, that 1 fhould ne’rc lin laughing elfe. 

Pye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 

Cap. Mafs cbat’s well remembered, now I’le do well, ] 
warrant thee,ne’re fear me now: but how fhall | do,George, 
for boyfterous words, and horrible names ? 

Pye. Puh, any fuftian invocations, Captaio, will ferve 
as well as the beft, fo you rant them out well, or you may 
goto a Pothecaries fhop, and take all the words from 
the Boxes. 

Cap. Troth, and you faytrue, George, there's ftrange 
words enow toraife a hundred Quack-falvers, though they 
be ne’re fo poor when they begin ? but here lies the fear 
on’t, how if in this falfe conjuration, a true Devil fhould 
pop up indecd. 

Pye. Atrue Devil, Captain? why there was ne’re fuch 
a one, nay Faith he that has this place, isas falfe a Krave 
as our laft Church warden. 

Captain. Then he’s falfe enough a Confcience i’faith, 

George. 


The Cry at Marhalfea. 


cy prifoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, fend your 
relief : 
Good Gentlemen over the way, —— Good, Sir Godfrey? 
Pye. He’s come, he’scome. | 
Nich. Mafter, chat’s my Kinfman yonder in the Buff. 
Jerkin—— Kinfman,thac’s my Mafter yooder ith’ Taffary 
Hat——-pray faluce him intirely. 


They falute : and Pye-boord faluces —AMafter Edmond. 


Sır God Now my Friend. 

Pye. May I partake your name, Sir ? 

Edm. My name is Mafter Edmerd. 

Pye. Matter Edmond, ——are you nota Welfh-man, Sir? 

Edm. A ae man ? why ? 

Pye. Becaufe Matter is your Chriften name, and Edmond 
your Sit name. 

Edm. O no: I have more names at home, Matter 
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Edmond Pl is my full name at length. i 
Pye, Ocry ye mercy, Sir? [Whifpering. 
Cap. l underhand that you are my Kiofmans good Ma- 

fter, and in regard of that, the beft of my skill is at your 
fervice : bot had you fortun’d a meer ftranger, and made 
no means to me by acquaintance, I hhould have utterly 
denied to have been the man; both by reafon of the Act 
of Parliament again{t Conjurers and Witches, as alfo, be. 
caufe | would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 
mon. ; 

Sir God. 1 much commend your care there , good Ca- 
ptain Conjurer, and that J will be fure to have it private 
enough, you fhall do’t in my Sifters honfe,—-_ mine own 
houfe I may call it, for both our charges therein are pro- 
portion’d, A 

Capt. Very good, Sir, —what may I call your lofs, Sir 
_ Sir God. QO you may call’t a great lofs, a grievous lofs, 

Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that wore 
it: how fay’ft thou, Nicholas ? 

Nich, O*twas as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinfman, 
you know 

Sir God. You know, did you know’t, Captain ? 

Cape. Trufta Fool with fecrets ? —-Sir, he may fay I 
know: his meaning is, becaufe my Art is fuch, that by it 
I may gather a knowledge of all things— 

Sir God. l, very true, 

Capt. A pox ofall Fools——- the excufe fiuck upon my 
tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariners Gown not to come 
off in hate—-ber-lady, Knight, to lofe fuch a fair Chain 
of Gold, were a foul lofs: Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on’t, if it be between heaven and earth, Knight, 
PI ha’t for you. 

Sir God, A wonderful Conjurer,— OI, "tis between 
heaven and earth, | warrant you, it cannot go out of the 
Realm,——— I know ’tis fomewhere about the earth. 

Capt. 1, nigher the earth than thow wot’ft on. 

Sir God. For firft, my Chain was rich, and norich thing 

fhall enter into Heaven, you know. 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Mafter, he has no need 

on’t, for you know he has a great Chain of his own. 

Sir God. Thou fay’eft true, Nicholas, but he has put off 

that now, that lies by him. 

Capt. Faith, Knight, in few words, I prefume fo much 

upon the power of my Art, that I could warrant your 

Chain agen, 

Sir God. O dainty Captain | 

Capt. Marry, it will coft me much fweat, I were better 
go to fixteen Hot-houfes. 

Sir God. 1, good man, I warrant thee. 

Capt. Befide great vexation of Kidney and Liver. 
a O, twill tickle you hereabouts, Coufin, becaufe 

you 








ave not been us’d to't, 
Sir God. No? have you not been us’d to’t, Captain? 
Capt. Plague of all Fools {till ; —indeed, Knight, I have 
not us’d it a good while, and therefore ‘twill {train me fo 
much the more, you know. 
Sir God. O it will, it will. 
Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this 
Knight a Fool, 1 had bio twice fpoil’d now ; that Captain’s 
worfe than accurft that has an Afs to his Kinfman, ’sfoor, 
I fear he will drivel’t out before I come to’t.— Now, Sir, 
—to come to the point indeed,—you fee I ftick here in the 
jaw of the Marfbalfea, and cannot do't. 

Sir God. Tut, tut, | know thy meaning, thou would’ft 
fay thou’rt a prifoner, I tell thee th’art none, 

Capt. How, none? why is not this the AZarfhalfea ? 

Sir God. Woult hear me {peak ? | heard of thy rare 
Conjuring : 
My Chaio was loft, ! fweat for thy releafe, 
‘As thou fhalt do the like at home for me: 
Keeper. 


Enter Keeper, 
í Keep. Sir. 
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Sir God. Speak, is not this mar free ? 

Keep. Yes, at his pleafure, Sir, the Fees dj fcharg’d. 

Sır God. Go, go, l'Il difcharge them, 1. 

Keep, I tħank your Worfhip. CExie Keeper. 

Capt. Now, truft me, y’are a dear Knight; kindnefs 
unexpected ! s pte wl to a free Gentleman, — 
I will conjure for you, Sir, cill Froth come th ; 
Buff- Jerkin. aa 

Sir God. Nay, then thou fhalt not pafs with fo little a 
bounty, for at the firit fight of my Chain agen, — fort 
five Angels fhall appear unto thee. 5 7 

Capt. "Twill bea glorious fhow, 
fine fhow ; but are all thefe of you 
fure of thar, Sir ? 

Sir God. 1,1, no, no; what’s he yonder talking with my 
wild Nephew, pray heaven he give him good counfel. 

Capt. Who, he? he’s a rare friend of mine, an admira 
ble Fellow, Knight, the fineft Fortune teller. 

Sir God. O! ’tis he indeed , that came to my Lady Si- 
fter, and foretold the lofs of my Chain ; 1 am not angry 
with him now , for I fee twas my Fortune to lofe it: B 
your leave, Mr.Fortune-teller, 1 hada glimpfe of you at 
home, at my Sifters the Widows, there you prophefied of 
the lofsof a Chain: —-fimply, though { ftand here, | was 
he that loft it. 

Pye, Was it you, Sir ? 

Edm. A my troth, Nuncle, he’s the rareft Fellow, has 
told me my Fortune fo right ; | find it fo right to my na. 
ture. 

Sir God, What is’t? God fend it a good one. 

Edm, O,’tis a palling good one, Nuncle: for he fays I 
fhail prove fuch an excellent Gamefter in my time, that 
fhall fpend all fafter than my Father got it. 

Sir God. There’s a Fortune indeed. 

Edm, Nay, it hits my humor fo pat. 

Sir God, I, that will be the end on’t: will the Curfe of 
the Beggar prevail fo much , that the Son fhall confume 


faith. Knight, a very 
rown honfe? are you 


that foolithly, which the Father got craftily ; LII; twill, 
’ewill, ’ewill. 
Pye. Stay, ftay, ftay. [Bye boord with an Almanack, 


Capt. Turn over, George. and the Captain, 

Pye. June, July, here, Fuly, that’s the month; Sunday 
thirteen, yefterday fourteen, to day fifteen. 

(apt Look quickly for the fifteen day,.-.- ifwithin the 
compafs of thefe two days there would be fome boifterous 
ftorm or other, 1¢ would be the beft, I’de defer him off till 
then ; fome Tempett, and it be thy will. 

Pye. Here’s the fifteen day, —Hot and fair, 

Cape. Puh, would t’ad been, Hot and foul. 

Pye. The fixteen day, that’s to morrow ; The morning 
for the moft part, fair and pleafant. 

Cape. No luck. 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder. 

Cape. Lightning and Thunder? admirable! beft of all! 
Pil conjure to morrow juft at high.noon, George. 

Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and [ll 
give thee leave to lycall the year after. 

Capt. Sir, | muft crave your patience , to beftow this 
day upoo me, that! may furnifh my felf ftrongly,_—_1. 
fent a Spirit into Lancafhire other day, to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover , and I look for his return this evening— 
to morrow morning, my friend here and I will come and 
breakfaft wich you. 

Sir God. O, you hall be moft welcome, 

_ Capt. And abont noon, without fail, { purpofe to con 
jure. 

Sır God. Mid-noon will be a fit time for you. 

Edm, Conjuring? do you mean to conjure at our houfe 
to Morrow, Sir ? 

Capt. Marry dol, Sir? ’tis my intent, young Gentle 
man. 

Edm. By my troth, FI! love you while I live fort: O 
rare! Nicholas, we fhall have Conjuring to morrow. 

Nich. Puh I, 1 could ha told you of that. 


Capt, 


the Widow of W atling-ftreet. 


Cap. Law, be could ha told him of that, Fool, Cox- 
comb, could ye ? . 

Edm. Do you hear me, Sir, I defire more acqnaintance 
on you, you fhall carn fome money of me, now! know 
yeu can Conjure; but can you fetch any that is loft ? 

Cap. Oh, any thing that’s loft. 

Edm. Why look you, Sir, I tell’c you as a Friend anda 
Conjurer ; 1 fhould marry a Pothecaries Davghter, and 
‘twas told me, fhe loft her Maiden-head at Stony.Srrat- 
ford: now if you'll do but fo much as Conjare for’r, and 
make all whole agen --- . 

Cap. That I wil, Sir. 

Edm, By my troth 1 thank you, la. 

Cap. A little merry with your Sifters Son, Sir. 

Sir God. Ob, afimple young man, very fimple, come 
Captain, and you, Sir; we'll e’en part with a Gallon of 
Wine till to morcow Break-fatt. 

Tip. Cap. Troth, agreed, Sir. 

Nich. Kinfman ---Scholac. 

e. Why now thou art a good Knave, worth a hun. 
dred Brownifts. 

Nich. Am I indeed, Ia: 1 thank you heartily, la. 

i { Exeunt. 





Aus Quartus. 


Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub. 


Pen T I hope you wili not ferve a Knight fo, Gen- 
tlcwoman, will you? to caheer bim, and caft 
him offat your pleafore ; what do you think I was dubb’d 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Ladies Daugbter. 

Moll. Pray Sit Fokn Penny-Dub , ict it be defer’d a- 
wbile, I havea heart to marry as you can have; but as 
the Fortune-teller told me. 

Pen, Paxo’ th’? Fortune-teller, would Derrick had been 
his fortune feven year ago, to crofs my love thus: did he 
know what cafe 1 wasin? why this is able to makea man 
drown himfelf in’s Father’s Fifh Pond. 

eMoll, Aud then he told me moreover, Sic ohn, that 
the breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. 

Penny. ln Purgatory? why let him purge out his heart 
there, what have we to do with that? there’s Phyficians 
enow thereto caft his Water, is that any matter to us? 
how can he hinder our love? why let him be hang’d now 
he’s dead ? — Well, have Irid poft day and night, to 
bring you merry news of my Fathers Death, and now --.- 

Afoll, Thy Fathers Death? is the old Farmer dead ? 

Penny. As dead as his Barn-Door, e#foll. 

eMell, And you'll keep your word with me now, Sir 
Fobn, that I fhall have my Coach and my Coach-man ? 

Penny. I faith. 

-tMoll, And two white Horfes with black Feathers to 
draw it? 

Penny. Too. < 

Moll. A guatded Lackey to run befor’t, and py’d Li- 
veries to come trafhing after’e. i 

Penny. Thou fhalt, eAfoll. 

Mall, And to let me have money in my Purfe to go 
whither I will. 

Penry, All this, 

Moll, Then come, whatfoe’re come’s on’, we'll be 
made fure together before the Maids o’th’ Kitchin, LE. 


Enter Widow with ber cldeft Daughter, Frank 
and Frailty. 


Wid. How now? where’s my Brother Sic Godfrey? 
went he forth this Morning ? a 

Frail. O no Madam, he’s above at Breakfaft, wich Sir 
reverence a Conjurer, 
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Wid, A Conjurer ? what manner of Fellow is he ? 

Frail. Oh, a wondrous rare Fellow , Miftsefs, very 
ftrongly made upward, for he goes ina Buft-jerkin: he 
fayes he will fetch Sir Gedfrey’s Chain agen, if it hang be- 
tween Heaven and Earth. 

Wd. What! he will not ? then he’s an exlent Fellow | 
Warrant: how happy were that Woman to be blef with 
fuch a Husband, a man cunning? how do’s he look, Frail- 
ty? very fwartly I warrant, with black Beard, fcorcht 
Cheeks, and fmoaky Eye-brows. 

Frad, Foh.-- he’s neither fmoak-dryed, nor {corcht, 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to fee to as one of us; Ido think, but if you faw him 
once, you'de take him to be a Chriftian. 

Frank, So fair, and yet fo cunning, that’s to be won- 
dred ac, Mother, 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, and Ssr An- 
drew Tipftafic. 


Muck. Blefs you, fweet Lady. 

Tip. And yoo, fair Miftrefs. CExit Frailty. 

Wid, Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen? Fie, 
did I not give you your anfwers ? 

Muck, Sweet Lady ? 

Wid. Well, I will not ftick with you fora kifs: 
Daughter, kifs the Gentleman for once. 

Frank. Yes forfooth. 

Tip. m proud of fuch a favour. 

Wid, Truly la, Sic Oliver, y’are moch too blame to 
comeagen when you know my mind fo well deliver’d --- 
as a Widow could deliver a thing. 

eMuck, But lexfpe& a farther comfort, Lady. 

Wid. Why la you now, did I not defire you to pot off 
your Suit quite and clean when you came to me again ? 
how fay you? did I not? 

Muck, But the fiacere love which my heart bears to 

ou —— 
7 Wid. Goto, Pil cut you off; and Sir Oliver to put you 
in comfort, afar off, my fortune is read me, I moft marry 
again. 
Tid O bleft Fortune ! 

Wid. But ootas long asl canchoofe; nay, I'll hold ont 
well. 


Exter Frailty. 


Frail. O Madam, Madam. 

Wid. How now? what’s the haft ? [ln ker Ear. 

Tip. Faith, Miltrels Frances, [ll maintain you gallantly, 
Pil bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 
af Ladies poor Kinfwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 
fide you fhall have your Monkey, your Parrot, your Muf- 
kat, and your Pifs, Pifs, Pifs, 

Frank, It will do very well. 

Wid. What, do’s he mean to Conjure here then? how 
fhall I doto be rid of thefe Knights, ---- pleafe you, Gen- 
tlemen, to walk a while i’th’ Garden, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly- flower. 

Both, With all our hearts, Lady, and count us fa. 
vour'd. CExeurt. 

Sir God. within. Step in, Nichelas, look, is the Coatt 
clear? 

Nich. Oh, asclear as a Carter’s Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer : —— now -.-.-. 
how like you our Room, Sir ? 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pye-boord, 
Edmond, Nicholas. 


Cap. O wonderful convenient. yi 
Edm. I can tell you, Captain, fimply though it lies 
here, "tis the faireft Room in my Mothers Houle, as dain- 
ty a Room to Conjure in, me thinks, — why you ms 
WO. 
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bid, 1 cannor tell how many Devils welcome in't, my 
Father has had twenty in’e at once! 

Pye. What Devils ? 

Edm. Devils, no Deputies, and the wealthieft men he 

could get. 
- Sir God. Nay put by your chats now, fall to your bu. 
finefs roundly, the Fefcue of the Dial is upon the Chris- 
crofsof Noon: but oh, hear me, Captain, a qualm comes 
o’re.my Stomach. i 

Capt. Why, what’s the matter, Sir ? 

Sir God, Oh, how ifthe Devil fhould prove a knave,and 
tear the hangings. 

Capt. Fuh, | warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 

Edm, 1, Nuncle, or fpit fire upo’th’ fealing. — ; 

Sir Godf, Very true too, fortis but thin plaiftered, an 
"twill quickly take hold a’ the laths: and if he chance to 
{pit downward too, he will burn all che boards. 

Capt. My life for yours, Sir Godfrey. , 

Sir Godf. My Sifter is very curious and dainty ore this 
Room, [I can tell you,and therefore if he mult needs fpit, | 
pray defire him to fpit ’ch? Chimney. 

l'ye. Why,aflure you,Sir Godfrey,he fhall not be brought 
up with fo little manners, to {pit and fpawl a’th’ floor. 

Sir Godf. Why I thank you, good Captain, pray havea 
care |, —fall to your Circle, we’ll not trouble you I war- 
rant you,come,we'll into the next Room,and becaufe we'll 
he fure to keep him out there, we’ll bar up the Door with 

. fome of the Godlies Zealous works. 

Edm, That will bea fine device,Nuncle ; and hecaufe the 
ground fiiall be as holy asthe Door, lle tear two or three 
Rofaries in pieces,and ftrew the pieces about the Chamber : 
Oh! the Devil already. (Runs ine Thunders. 

Pye. ’sfoot,Captain, fpeak fomewhat for fhame: it ligh- 








jurer, for here was no harm inthis ; and yet their horri- 






















to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac’d you well, 
I can tell you. 

Capt. Imuft needs fay fo, George : Sirrah if wecould ha’ 
convey’d hither cleanly a cracker, or a fire-wheel, tad 
been admirable. 

Pye. Blurt,blurc, there’s nothing remains to put thee to 
pain now, Captain. 

Capt. Pain? 1 proteft, George, my heels are forer than a 
Whifon Morris dancer’s, 

Pye. All’s paft now, —- only to reveal that the Chain’s 
Veh’ Garden, where, thou know’ft, it has lain thefe two 
dayes, 


Capt. But I fear, that Fox Nicholas has reveal'd it 

already. 

Pye. Fear not, Captain, you muft put it to th’ venture 
now : Nay ’tis time, call upon’em, take piry on’em, for I 
believe fome of em are ina pitiful cafe by chistime 

Capt. Sit Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinfman, — ’sfoot they’re 
faft at it till: George, Sit Godfrey ? 

Sir Godf. Oh, is that the Devil’s voice ? how comes be 
to know my name? 

Capt. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all’s quieted. 

Sir Godf. What, is he laid ? 

Capt. Laid: and has newly dropt. 

Your Chain rch’ Garden, 

Sir Godf. \’th’ Garden! in our Garden? 

Capt. Your Garden. 

Sir Godf. Ofweet Conjurer ! whereabouts there ? 

Capt. Look well about a bank of Rofemary. 

Sir Godf. Sifter, the Rofemary-bank , come, come: 
there’s my Chain, he fayes. 


tens and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when? Wed. Ob happinefs / run, run, L Suppofeth to go. | 
Capt. Pray peace, George, — thov’lt make me laugh | Edm. Captain Conjurer? LEdm. at key hole. 
anon, and fpoil all. 


Capt. Who? Malter Edmund ? 

Edm. l, Mafter Edmund, may | come in fafely without 
danger, think you? 

Capt. Puh, long ago, it is all as’ewas at firft : 

Fear nothing, pray come near, how now, man ? 

Edm. Oh! this Room’s mightily hot i’faith: ’slid, my 
fhirt fticksto my Belly already : what a fteam the Rogue 
has left behind him? Foh, this Room muft be air’d, Gen. 
tlemen, it fmells horribly of Brimftone,——let’s open the 
windows, 

Pye, Faith, Mafter Edmond, ’tisbut your conceit. 

Edm. | would youcould make me believe that, ifaith, 
why do you think I cannot fmell his favour, from another : 
yet I take it kindly from you, becaufe you would not put 
me in a fear, faith: a my troth I fhall love you for this 
the longeft day of my life. 


Capt, Puh, ’tis nothing, Sir, love me when you fee 
more. 

Edm. Mafs, now remember, Ple look whether he has 
} findged the hangings, or no. 

Pye, Captain, to entertain a little {port till they come : 
make him believe, you'll charm him invifible, he’s apt to 
{admire any thing, you fee, let me alone to give force 

tot | 
Capt. Go, retire to yonder end then. 

Edm. | proteft you are a rare fellow, are you not? 
Cap. O Malter Edmond, you know but the leaft part of 
me yet; why now at this inftant I could flourifh my 

Tye. Arch-Conjurer, what would'ft thouwith me? + | wand thrice ore your head, and charm you invifible. 

Sir Godf. O, the Devil, Sifter, i th’ dining-Chamber :,|} Edm. What you could not? make me walk invifible 
fing, Sifter, ] warrant you chat will Keep himout; quickly,:}man? 1 fhould laugh at that ’faith, troth I’le requite your 
quickly, quickly. : [goes in. kindnefs, an you'll do’t, good Captain Conjurer. 

Pye, So, fo, fo, Ple releafe thee: enough Captain, Capt. Nay, 1 fhould hardly deny you fuch a fmall kind 
enouga : allow us fome time to laugh a Jittle,they’re fhud { nefs, Mafter Edmond Plus, why, look you, Sir, ’tisno more 
dering and fhaking by this time, as ifan Earthquake were’} but this, and thus agen, and now y’are invifible, 
tn their kidneys, > ; Edm, Am I Faith? who would think it? 

Capt. Sirrah George, how was’t,-how was’t? did 1 do'r Capt. You fee the Fortune-teller yonder at farther end 


well enough? - 1 o’th’ Chamber,go toward him, do what you will with him, 
Pye. Woult believe me, Captain, better than any Con. | he fhall ne’r find you. 


= Edm 
re p a an ms 


Pye. Oh, now it begins agen ; now, now, now ! Captain. 

Capt. Rhumbos ragdayon , pur, pur, colueundrion, Hots- 
Ploss. i 

Sir Godfrey thronghthe Key. hole, within. 

Sır Godf. Oh admirable Conjarer! has fetcht Thunder 
already. 

Pye. Hark hark, agen Captain. 

Capt “Benjamino, gafpois-kay.gofgothoteron-umbrois- 

Sir Godf, Oh,l would the Devil would come away quick- 
ly he has no contcience to put a man to fuch pain. 

Pye. Agen. ` 

Capt. Flowfte kak opumpos-dragone-leloomenos-hodge podge, 

Pye Well faid, Captain. 
| Sir Gedf. So long a coming? O would I had nere be- 
gun’t now, for 1 fear me thefe roaring Tempefts will de- 
(troy all the Fruits ofthe Earth, and tread upon my corn— 
oh, ? th? Country, : 

Capt. Gog de gog, hobgoblin , huncks, kounflow , hockley 
te coome park, 5 ` 

Wid. O Brother, Brother,what a Tempeft’s i’th’Garden, 
lure there’s fome Conjuratiou abroad. * 

Sir Gedf. ’Tis athome, Sifter. 

Pye. By and by I’le ftepin, Captain. » 

Capt. Nunck-Nunck,.Rip-G afcoines, Ips, Drip-Dropite. +s 

Sir Godf. He drips and drops, poor man: alas, alas. 

Pye. Naw, I come. A 

Capt. O Snlphure Sootface. ` i 








no 


ble expectation fatisfied well, you were much beholding | 





the Widow of Watling-ftreet. 
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Edm. Say you fo, PI try that 'faith—- [Fuftles him. 
Pye. Hoc now Captain ? who’s that juftled me ? 
Capt. Junftled yau? Ifaw no body. 
Edm. Ha, ha, ha,—— fay *twas a Spirit. 
Capt. Shall I}—-may be fome Spirit that haunt the 
circle. 
Pye. O my nofe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 
‘i Y La LPullt jin by the Nofe. 
Edm, Troth this isexlent, I may do any knavery now 
and never be feen, —and now | remember me, Sir Godfrey 
my Uncle abus’d me t’other day, and told tales of me to 
my Mother-——Troth now I’me invifible, Pll hit him a 
found whirrit a’th’ear, when he comes out a’th’gatden,— 
I may be reveag’d on him now finely. 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frank, Nicholas 
with the Chain. 


Sir God. | have my Chain again, my Chain’s found 
again. CE Edmond frikes him. 
O fweet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. 

O, what mean you by that, Nephew? 

Edm, Nephew ? I hope you do not know me, Uncle ? 

Wid, Why did you ftrike your Uncle, Son? 

Edm, Why, Captain, am | not invifible ? 

Cape. A good jelt, George,—not now you ate not, Sir, 
Why did not you fee me, when I did uncharm you? ? 

Edm. Not Í, by my troth, Captain: 

Then pray you pardon me, ‘Uncle, 
I chought I’de been invifible when I ftruck you. 

Sir God. So » you would do’t? go,—y’are a foolifh boy, 
And were I not o’recome with greater joy, 

I'de make you tafte correction. 

Edm. Correction, pufh——no, neither you nor my Mo- 
ther, fhall chink to whip me as you have done. 

Sir God, Captain, my joy is fuch , I know not how to 
thank you, let me embrace you, O my fweet Chain, glad 
nefs e’en makes me giddy, rare man: ‘twas juft i th’Rofe- 
maty bank, as if one fhould ha laid it there, —O cunning, 
cunning ! 

Wid. Well ,feeing my Fortune tells me I muft marry ; 
let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts, here’s a wor 
thy Captain, and ’tis a fine Titletruly la tobe a Captain’s 
Wife, a Captain’s Wife, it gocs very finely, befide all che 
world knows that a worthy Captain is a fic Companion to 
any Lord, then why not a fweet Bed-fellow tor any La- 
dy,—— PI have it fo— 


i Enter Frailty, 
Frail. O Miftrefs, Gentlemen, there’s the braveft fight 
coming along this way. 
Wid. What brave fight ? 
} Frail, O, one going to burying, and another going to 
angin 
Sig A rueful fight. 

Pye. ’sfoot, Captain, PII pawn my life the Corporal’s 
cofhn’d, and old Shirmifh the Souldier going to execution, 
and ’tis now about the time of his waking ; hold out a lic- 
tle longer, fleepy potion, and we fhall have exlent admira- 
tion; for I'll cake upon me the cure of him. 


Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, the Souldier bound, 
and led by Officers, the Sheriff there. 


Frail. O here they come, here they come! 

Pye. Now muft I clofe fecretly with the Souldier, pre- 
vent his impatience; or elfe all’s difcovered. 

Wid, O lamentable fceing , thefe were thofe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sır God. What they were not, Sifter ? 

Skir, George, look to’t, PI peach at Tiburnelfe. 

Pye. Mum——Gentles all, vouchfafe me andience, and 
you efpecially, Mafter Sheriff: 


Yon man is bound to execurion, 
Becaufe he wounded this that now lies coffin’d. 

Sher. True, true, he fhall have the Law „—and I know 
the Law. 

Pye. Butunder favour, Mafter Sheriff, if this man had 
ps cured aod fafe again, he fhould have been releas’d 
then? 

Sher. Why, make you queftioa of that, Sir ? 

Pye, Theo | releafe him freely, and will cake apon me 
the death that he fhonid dic, if within a little fcafon, Ido 
not core him to his proper health again. 

Sher. How, Sir ? recover a dead man ? 

That were moft ftrange of all. [Frank comes to him, 

Frank. Sweet Sir, 1 love you dearly, and could wih my 
beft part yours, —O do not undertake fuch an impo 

ble venture. 

Pye. Love you me? then for yonr fwecet fake FIL do't: 
Let me cotreat the Corps to be fet down. 

Sher, Bearers, fet down the Coffin, ——this is wonder 
ful, and worthy Stew’s Chronicle. 

Pye. I pray beftow the freedom of the air apon our 
wholfome Art, ——— Mafs his cheeks begin to receive na 
tural warmth : nay , good Corporal, wake betime, or I 
fhall have a longer c fleep than you, ——’sfoot, if he fhould 
prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng’d upon me 
for making a property on him, yet | had rather ruo upon 
the Ropes , than have the Rope like a Tetter run upon 
me, O—he ftirs—he ftirs agen——look, Gentlemen, he 
recovers, he ftarts, he rifes. 

Sher. Oh, oh, defend us———out, alas. 

Pye. Nay, pray be ftit ; yowli make him more giddy 
elfe, —-he knows no body yet. 

Corp. Zowns: where am I ? cover’d with fnow? I 
marvel ? 

Pye. Nay, J knew he would fwear the firft thing he did, 
as ove as he came to life again. 

r ’sfoot, Hoftefs—fome bot porridge,—obh, ho, lay 
oo a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there. 

Pye. Lady, you muft needs take a little pity of him i’ 
faith, and fend him into yonr Kitchin fire. 

Wid. O, with all my heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, 
help to bear him i in. 

Nich, Bear him in, quotha, pray call in the Maids, | 
fhall ne’re have the heart co do't, indeed la. 

Frail. Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoft, 
of all men. 

s n ’Sloud, let me fee, where was I drunk laft night? 
a 
Wid. O, hall I bid you once agen take him away ? 
Frail. Why, we're as fearful as you, I warrant you-— 





oh 





Wid. Away,Villains, bid the Maids make him a Cawdle 
prefently to fettle his brain—or a Poflet of Sack, quickly, 
quickly. CExeunt, pufhing in the Corps. 

Sher, Sir, whatfoe’re you are, Ido more thao admire 


you 

Wid. O l, if you knew ail, Mafter Sherif, as you hall 
do, you would fay then, that here were two of the rareft 
men within the Walls of Chriftendom. 

Sher. Two of em, O wonderful: Officers, I difcharge 
you, fet him free, all’s in tune. 

a l, and a Banquet ready by this time, Mafter 
Sheriff, to which { moft cheerfully invite you and your late 
Prifoner there: fee you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, on 
more words, ’twas loft and is found again, come, my in 
eftimable Bullies, we'll talk of your noble Acts in fparkling 
Charnico, and inftead of a Jefter , we'll ha the Ghoft i'th’ 
white fheet fit at upper end oth’ Table. 

Sher. Exlent, merry man, i’faith. (Exe. 
Frank, Well, feeing | am ‘enjoyn'd to love and marry. 
My foolifh vow ‘thus I'cafheer tO air 
Which firft begot it, —now, Love, play thy part; 
The Scholar reads his le€ture in my heart. 
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o Atus Quintus. 


Enter in hafte Mafter Edmond and Frailty. 


Edm. 
and my Sifter. 


Frail. O me, Malter Edmond, we fhall have rare do- 


ings. 


Edm. Nay go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know my 


Mother will be married at Saint Axtlings, hie thee,’cis palt 


five, bid them open the Church door, my Sifter is almoft 


ready. 
Frail. What already, Mafter Edmond ? 
Edm. Nay , gohie thee , firft runto the Sexton, and 


run to the Clerk, and then run to Maker Pigman the 


Parfon, and then run tothe Milliner , and tchenrun home 
agen. 
S Frail. Here’s run, run, tun 
Edm. But hark, Frailty. 
Frail. What, more yet? 
Edm. Have the Malds remembred to rew the way to 
the Church. 

Frail. Foh, an honr ago I help’d em my felf. 

Edm, Away, away, away, away then. : 

Frail. Away, away, away, away then [Exit Frailty. 

Edm. Ifhall have a fimple Father-in-law, a brave Ca- 
ptain, able to beat all our ftreet: Captain /ale, now my 
Lady Mother will be ficted for a delicate name, my Lady 
Idle, my Lady Idle, the fineft name that can be for a Wo- 
man, and then the Scholar, Malter Pyceboord for my Sifter 
Frances, that will be Miftrefs Frances Pye-boord, Mittrefs 
Frances Pye-boord , they'll keep a good Table, 1 warrant 
you: Now all the Knights nofes are put out of joynt, they 
may go toa Bone-fetters now. 





Eatery Captain and Pye-boord. 


Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches before 
’em, my fweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how 
bravely they are fhot up in one night, they look like fine 
Britains now me thinks, here’sa gallant change I’faith ; 
flid, they have hir’d men and all by the Clock. 

Capte Malter Edmond , kind, honeft, dainty Mafter €d 
mord, 

k Foh, fweet Captain Father.in-law, a rare perfume 
V faith. 

Pye. What, are the Brides ftirring ? may we fteal up- 
on ’em, think’ft thou, Mafter Edmond ? 

Edm. Faw, they’r e’ne upon readinefs, I can affure you; 
for they were at their Torch e’ne now, by the fame token 
I tumbled down the ftairs. 

Pye, Alas, poor Mafter Edmond. 


Enter eMuficsant. 


Capt. O, the Muficians ! I prethee, Mafter Edmond, call 
’em in, and liquor ’ema little. 
Edm. That | will, {weet Captain Father-in-law , and 
Make each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. 
CExeunt omnes. 


Enter Sir John PennyeDab and Moll above lacing 
of ber Cloaths. 


Pen. Whewh, Miftrefs Moll, Miftrefs Aol, 

eoll. Who’s there? 

Pen. Tis I. 

Moll. Who , Sit John Penny-Dub ? O you're an early 

a re aith, who would have thonght you to be fo rarea 

irrer ? 

Pen. Prethee, Atoll, let me come up. 

Mall. No by my faith , Sir fobs, Pll keep you down, 





His is the Marriage-morning for my Mother 


7 be Puritan: Or, 





for you Knights are very dangerous , if once you get 
above. 

Pen, Pil not ftay i’faith. 

Moll, Vfaith you fhall ftay : for, Sit Fobn, you muft note 
che nature of the Climates: your Northern Wench in her 
own Country may well hold out cill the be fifteen, but if 
fhe touch the South once, and come up to London, here the 
Chimes go prefently after cwelve. 

Pen, Oth’artamad Wench, Afoll, but { prethee make 
hafte, for che Prieft is gone before. 

Moll. Do you follow him, I’ll not be long after. 

CExeum. 


Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, Sir Andrew Tipftaff, 
and old Skirmith talking. 


Muck, O monftrous unheard of Forgery! 

Tsp. Knight, l never heard ol fuch Pillans in our own 
Country, in my life. 

eMuck, Why, ‘tisimpoffible, dare you maintain your 
words ? 

Skir. Dare we? e’ne to their wezen pipes: we know 
all their plots , they cannor fquander with us, they have 
knavifhly abus’d us, made only properties on’s to advance 
their felves upon our fhoulders, but they fhall rue their a- 
bufes, this morning they are to be married. 

Muck, ’Tis too true, yet if the Widow be not too much 
befotted on flights and forgeries, the revelation of their 
villanies will make ’em loathfom , and to that end, be it 
in private to yon, I fent late lalt night to an honourable 
perionage, to whom } am much indebted in kindnefs, as 
he isto me, and therefore prefume upon the payment of 
his tongue, and that he will lay out good words for me, 
and to fpeak truth, for fuch needful occafions, 1 only pre- 
ferve him in bond, and fometimes he may dome more 


good herein che City by afree word of his mouth, than 


if he had paid one half in hand, and took Doomfday for 


t’other. 


Tip. Introth, Sir, without foothing be it fpoken, you 
have publifhc much judgment in chefe few words. 
Muck For you know, what fuch a man utters will be 


thought effectual, and to weighty purpofe, and therefore 


into his mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 
forgeries. 
Skir. And l'Il maintain it, Knight, if fhell be true. 


Enter a Servant. 


eMuck. How now, Fellow. , 
Serv, May it pleafe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 


from his Coach. 


Muck, Is my Lord come already? his Honour’s early : 


You fee he loves me well ; up before heaven, 


Trauft me, I have found him night-capt at eleven: 


There’s good hope yet: come, I'll relate all to him. 
{ Exennt. 


Enter the two Bridegrooms , Captain and Scholar after them, 


Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow changed in Apparel, 
Msftrefs Frances led between two Knights, Ser John Penny- 
Dub and Moll: there meets them a Nobleman, Ser Oliver 
Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipftaff. 


Nob. By your leave, Lady. 

Wid. My Lord, your honour is moft chaftly welcome. 

Nob. Madam, though I came now from Court, I come 
not to flatter you: upon whomcan I juftly caft this blot, 
but upon your own forehead, that know not Ink from 


| Milk, fach is the blind befotting in the ftate of an un- 


headed woman that’s a Widow. For it is the property 


of all you chat are Widows (a handful excepted) to hate 


thofe that honeftly and carefully love you , to the 
maintenance of credit, ftate, and pofterity, and ftrongly 


to doat on thofe, that cnly love you to undo you: and 
regard 


the Widow of W atling-{trect. 


regard you leafl, are beft regarded, who hate you moft, 
are beft beloved. And if there be but one man amongft 
ren thoufand millions of men, that is accurft, difaftrons, 
aod evilly Planeted ; whom Fortune beats moll, whom 
God hates moft,.and al! Societies efteem leaft, that maa 
is fure to be a Hasband — Sach is the peevifh Moon that 
rules your blouds. An impudent Fellow beft woes you, 
a flattering Lip beft wins you, or in mirth, who talks 
roughliet, is moft fwecteft; nor can yov diftingnilh 
cruth from forgeries, mifts from fimplicity : witnefs chofe 
two deceitful Monflers , that you have entertain’d for 
Bridegrooms. 

Wid. Deceitful—— 

Pye. Att will out. 

Cap, ’Sfoot, who has blab’d, George? that foolih Ns 
cholac. 

Nob. For, what they have befotted your eafie bloud 
withal, were nought but Forgeries, rhe Fortune-telling 
for Husbands, and the Conjuring for the Chain; Sir 
Godfrey heard the falfhood of all: nothing but meer 
Knavery, deceit and cozenage. 

Wid. O wonderful! indeed { wondred that my Huf. 
band with all bis Craft, could not keep himfelf out of 
Purgatory. 

Sir God. And I more wonder , that my Chain fhould 
be gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Moil. And | wondred moft of all, that 1 fhonld be 
cyed from Marriage, haviog fuch a mind to’t: come Sir 
Fobn Penny-Dub, fair weather on our fide, the Moon has 
chang’d fince Yefternight. 

Pye. The fting of every evil is within me. 

Nob. And that you may perceive | feign not with you, 
behold their Fellow.actor in thofe Forgeries, who fall of 
Spleen and Envy at their fo fudden advancements,reveal’d 
all cheir Plot in anger. 

Pye. BafeSouldier, to reveal us. 

Wid, Vst poffible we fhoald be blinded fo, and our Eyes 

n? 

Nob. Widow, will you now believe that falfe, which 
too foon you believed true ? 

Wid. O, tomy hame, ldo. 

Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was 
truly loft, aod ftrangely foung again. 

Nob. Refolve him of that, Souldier. 

Skir, In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arch. 
Gull of all. 

Sir God. How, Sir? 

Skir. Nay Ill proveit: for the Chain was but hid in 
the Rofemary-bank all this while, and thou gotft him out 
of Prifon to Conjure for it,whodid it admirably fuftianly, 
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for indeed what oceded any others, when he knew where 
it was ? 

Sir Ged. O Villany of Villains! but how came my 
Chain there ? 

Skir. Where’s Truly la , Indeed la? he that will not 
Swear, but Lye; he that will not Sceal, bat Rob: pure 
Nicholas Saint Antlings. 

Sir God, O Villain! one of our Society, 

Deem’d always holy, pure, religious : 

A Puritan, a Thief? when was’t cver heard ? 
Soon we'll killa man, thao Steal, thou know’ft. 
Out Slave, 1’ll rend my Lyon from thy back — 
With mine own hands. 

Nich. Dear Mafter, oh 

Nob, Nay Knight, dwell in paticace. 

And now, Widow, being fo near the Church, twere 
great pitty, nay uncharity, to fend you home again with- 
out a Husband: draw near, you of trae Worhhip, ftate 
and credit: that fhould not ftand fo far off from a Wi- 
dow, and fuffer forged fhapes to come between you: Not 
chat in thefe I blemifh che true Title of a Captain, or blot 
the fair margent of’ aScholar: for! honour worthy and 
deferving partsin the one, and cherifh fruitful Vircues io 
the other, Come Lady, and you Virgin, beftow your 
Eyes and your pureft affections, upon men of eftimation, 
both in Court and City, that have long woed you, and 
both with their hearts and wealth, fincerely love you. 

Sir God, Good Sifter, do: feweet little Frank. thefe are 
men of reputation, you fhall be welcom at Court: a great 
credit for a Citizen, : fweet Sifter. 

Nob. Come, her filence do’s confent to’r. 

Wid. \ know not with what Face. 

n Pab, pah, with your own Face, they defire no 
other. 

Wid, Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Daughter have 
wrone’d your loves. 

Muck..’ Tis eafily pardon’d, Lady, 

If you vouchfafe it now. 

Wid. With all my Soul. 

Frank, And I, with all my heart. 

Moll. Andi, Sit John with Soul, Heart, Lights and all. 

Sir God. They are allmine, eel, 

Nob, Now Lady : 

What honelt Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly fornifh you with hand and voice ; 
A happy change, which makes e’en Heaven rejoice. 
Come, enter in your Joyes, you hhall oot want, 
For, Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
But that you hall have hands enovgh to give me. 
LExennt omnes. 
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A Yorkthire 


TRAGEDY, 


Not fo New, as Lamentable and True. 





Enter Oliver and Raph, two Serving-men. 


Oliv. Irrah Rapb, my young Miftrefs is in fuch a pit- 
S tiful pafionate homour for the long abfence 
of her Love, 

Raph. Why, can you blame her? why, Apples hang- 
| ing longer on the Tree tban when they are ripe, makes 
fo many fallings, viz. Mad VVenches, becaufe they are 
not gathered in time, are fain to drop of themfelves, 
and then’tis common you know for every Man to take 
ehem up. 

Olsv. Mafs thou fayeft true, "tis common indeed, but 
firrah, is neither our young Mafter returned, nor out fel 
low Sam come from London ? 

Roph. Neither of either, as the Puritan Bawd fays. 
’Slid 1 hear Sam, Sams come, here tarry, come 7 faith, 
now my Nofe itches for News. 

Oliv. And fo doth mine Elbow. 

[Sam calls within, Where are you there? 

Sam. Boy, look you walk my Horfe with difcretion, 
I have rid him fimply, | warrant his skin flicks to his 
back with very heat, if he fhould catch cold and get the 
cough of the lungs, | were well ferved, were | not?) What 
Raph and Oliver? . 

Amb. Honek fellow Sam, welcome faith. what tricks 
haft thou brought from London ? 

CEurnifh’d with things from London. 

Sam. You fee | am hang’d after the trueft fathion,, 
three Hats, and two Glafles bobbing upon them, two re. 
bato wyers upon my breaft, a Cap-cafe by my fide, a bruth 
at my back, an Almanack in my pocket, and three Bal. 
lads in my codpiece , nay, 1am the true picture of acom. 
mon ferving-man., , 

Oliv. Pil fwear thou art, thou may’ft fet up when thou 
wilt, there’s many a one begins with lefs | can tell thee, 
that proves a rich mane’r he dyes, but what’s the News 
from London, Sam? 

Raph. i that’s well fed, what is the News from London, 
at My young Miftrefs keeps fuch a puling for her 

ove. 

Sam, Why the more fool fhe, 
mer fhe. 

Oliv. Why, Sam, why ? 

Sam. Why, he is married to another long ago. 

Amb. Faith ye jet. 

Sam. Why, did you not know that till now? Why, 
he’s married, beats his Wife, and has two or three Chil- 
dren by her: for you muft note, that ary Woman bears 
the more when fhe is beaten. 

Raph. 1 that’s true, for fhe bears the blows. 

Oliv, Sirrah Sam, | would not for two ycars wages 
my young Miltrefs knew fo much, fhe’d run upon the left 


I, the more ninny-nam- 


+ 


{ hand of her wit, and ne’r be her own Woman again. 


Sam, And [think fhe was bleft in her Cradle, chat he 
never came in her bed; why, he has confumied all, pawn’d 
his Lands, and made his Univerfity Brother ftand in wax 
for him; There?s a fine phrafe for a Scrivener, puh, he 
owes more than his skin is worth. 

Oliv. is’t poffible ? 

Sam. Nay, Vil tell you moreover, he calls his VVife 
Whore, as familiarly as one would call Afoll and Doll, and 
Children Baftards, as naturallyas can be, buc what have 
we here? I thought ’twas fomething pulda down my 
Breeches: | quite forgot my two poring iticKs, thefe came 
from Loxdon, now any thing is good here that comes from 
London. 

Oliv. I, far fetcht you know. 

Sam, But fpeak in your Confcience faith, have not we 
as good poting iticks ith’ Country as need to be put i’th’ 
fice, the mind of a thing is all, and as chou faid’fteven 
now, far fetch’d are the beft things for Ladies. 

Oliv, i, and for waiting-gentlewomen too. 

Sam. But Raph, is our Beer fowre this Thunder ?- 

Raph. No, no, it holds countenance yer. 

Sam. Why then follow me, PIH teach you the, fineft 
humour to be drunk in, llearn’d it at London laft week. 

Amb. Faith let's hear it, let’s hear it. 

Sam, The braveft humour, ’twould doa man good to 
be drunk in it, they call it knighting in London, when 
they drink upon their knees. 

Amb. Faith that’s excellent. 

Sam. Come follow me, Ill give you all the degrees of 
it in order. [ Exeunt. 


Emer Wife. 


Wife. What will become of us? all will away. 
My Husband never ceafes in expence, 
Both to confume his Credit and his Houfe. 
And ’tis fet down by Heavens juft decree, 
That Riots Child muft needs be Beggery. 
Are thefe the Vertues that his Youth did promife? 
Dice and voluptuous Meetings, midnight Revels, 
Taking his Bed with furfeits; I! befeeming 
The ancient honour of his Houfe and Name: 
And this not all, but that which kills me moft, 
When he reconnts his loffes and falfe fortunes, 
The weaknefs of his ftate fo much dejected, 
Not asa man repentant, hut half mad, 
His fortunes cannot anfwer his expence: 
He fits and fullenly locks up his arms, 
Forgetting Heaven, looks downward, which makes 
Him appear fo dreadful, that he frights my heart : 
Walks heavily, as if his foul were earth; 
Not penitent for thofe his fins are paft, 
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But vext, his money cannot make them laft : 
A fearful melancholy, ungodly forrow. 

Oh yonder he comes, now indefpight of ills 
Vil {peak to him, and | will hear him fpeak, 
And do my bef to drive it {com his heart. 


Enter Husband. 


Huf. Pox of the laft throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vanih from my fight: 
lm damn`d, Pm damn’d, the Angels have forfook me ; 
Nay ’tis certainly true : for hethar has no coyn, 
Is damn’d in this world; he’s gone, he’s gone. 
Wife. Dear Husband. 
Hef. Ob! moft punifhment of all, [have a Wife. 
Wife, | doentreat you, as yon love your Soul, 
Tell we the caufe of this your difcontent. 
Haf A vengeance ftrip thee naked, thou art canfe, 
Effect, quality, propecty, thou, thou, thou. CExit. 
Wife, Bad turn’d to worle ? 
Both beggery of the Soul as of the Body, 
And fo much unlike himfelf az firit, 
As if fume vexed fpirit had got his form upon him., 


Enter Husband agam. 


He comes again, 
He fays lam the caufe, | never yer 
Spoke lefs than words of duty and of love. 

Huje If marriage be honourable , then Cuckolds are 

honourable, for chey cannot be made without marriage. 
Fool, what meant | to marry to get Beggars ? 
Now muft my eldeft Son be a Kaave or nothing, he can. 
not live but ypo’th’ fool, for he will have no Land to 
Maintain him: that mortgage fits like a fnaffle upon mine 
Inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron. 

My fecond Son muft be a promoter, and my third a 
Thief, or an under-putter, a Slave Pander. 

Oh beggery, beggery, to what bafe ufes doth it put a man, 
i think the Devil fcorns to be a Bawd: 

He bears himfelf more proudly, 

Flas more care on his credit. 

Bafe, flavifh, abject, filthy poverty. 

Wife. Good Sir, by all our vows I do befecch you, 
Shew me the true caufe of yonr difcontent. 

Huf. Money, money, money, and thou moft fupply me. 

Wife. Alas, 1am the leaft caufe of your difconteot. 
Yet what ts mine, either in Rings,or Jewels, 

Ufe to your own defire; butl befeech you, 
As you are a Gentleman by many bloods, 
Though | my felf be out of your refpect, 
Think on the {tate of thefe three lovely Boys 
You have heen Father to. 

Hof. Puh, Baftards, Baftards, Baftacds, begot in tricks, 
begot in tricks. 

Wife. Heaven knows how thole words wrong me, 
Buc Vil endure chefe griefs among a thoufand more ; 
Oh call to mind your Lands already mortgag’d, 
Your felf wound into debts, your hopeful Brother 
At the Univerfity into bonds for you, 
Like co be feiz’d upon. And— 

Huf. Ha’ done, thou Harlot, 
Whom though for fafhion | married, 
I never conld abide. Think’{t chou thy words 
Shall kill my pleafure ? fall off co chy friends, 
Thou and thy Baftards beg, ! will not bate 
A whit in humour: Midnight fill t Jove yov, 
And revel in your company : curb’din? 
Shall it be faid in all focietics, 
That I broke cuftom ? that | flag’d in money ? 
No, thofe thy Jewels I will play as freely, 
As when my ftate was fullelt. 

Wife. Be it fo. 

Huf. Nay { proteft, and take that for an carneft, 

He fpurns her. 


I will for ever hold thee in contempt, 
And never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 
Bat be divorc’d in Bed, cill chou confent, 
Thy dowry fhail be fold to give new life 
Unto chofe pleafures which } moft affect. 
Wife. Sir, do but turn a gentic eye on me, 
And what the Law hhall give me leave todo, 
You fhall command. 
Huf. Look it be done, fhali i want duft, 
And like a Slave wear nothing in my pockets, _ 
(Holds kis Hands in hi Pockets. 
But my hands to fill chem up with nails ? 
Oh much againft my blood, let it be done, 
I was never made to be a looker on: 
A Bawd to Dice; Vil fhake the Drabs my felf, 
And make them yield ; I fay, look it be done. 
Wife. 1 take my leave, it hall. CExse. 
Huf. Speedily, fpeedily, i hate the very hour I chofe 
a Wife, a trouble, trouble, three Children like three evils 
hang upon me, fie, fie, fie, flrumpet and baftards, ftrum. 
pet and baftards. 


Enter three Gentlemen, hearing him, 


1 Gent. Still do thefe loathfome thoughts jar on your 
Tongue ? 
Your felf to ftainthe honour of your Wife, 
Nobly defcended ; thofe whom Men cali mad, 
Endangers others, but he’s more chan mad 
That wounds himfelf, whofe own words 
Do proclaim it is not fic, | pray forfake it. 
2 Gent. Good Sir, lct modefty reprove yon. 
3 Gent, Let honeft kindnefs fway fo much with yoo. 
Huf. God den, I thank you, Sir, howdo you? adieo, | 
am glad cofee you, farewel Inftructions, Admonitions. 
{ Exeunt Gent. 


Emer a Servant. 


How now, firrah? what would yoo? 
Ser, Only to certifie you, fir, that my Miftrefs was 


met by the way, by them who were fent for her up to 


London by her honourable Unckle, your Worfkips late 
Guardian. 
Huf. So, Sit, chen fhe is gone, and fo may you be, 
But Iet her look the thing be done fhe wots of, 
Or Hell will ftand more picafant than her Houfe at home, 
[Exu Servane, 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Well or ilt met, Icare not. 

Huf. No, nor l. 

Gent, 1l am come with confidence to chide you. 

Huf. Who me? chide me? do't finely then, let it not 
move me, for if thou chid’ft me angry, I fhall {trike. 

Gent. Strike thine own follies, for it is chey 
Deferve to be well beaten; we are now in private, 
There’s none but thon and J, thou art fond and peevifh, 
An unclean Rioter, thy Lands and Credit 
Lie pow both fick of a confomption, 
{am forry for thee, that Man {pends with fhame, 
That with his Riches doth confume his Name, 
And fuch art thou. 

Huf. Peace. 

Gent, No, thou fhalt hear me further. 
Thy Fathers and fore-fathers worthy Honours, 
Which were our Country Monuments, our Grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to deface. 
The {pring time of chy youth did fairly promife 
Such a mok fruitful fummer to thy Friends, 
Ît fcarce can enter into mens beliefs, 
Such dearths fhould hangon thee, we that fec it, 
Are forry to believe it : in thy change, 

Aaaa 3 Thi, 


Sar Sr gS rg Sf SS 


282 


is voice into all places will be hurl’d : 
a the Devil tas decciv’d the World. 

Huf. PI not endure thee. 

Gent. But of all the wort, 
Thy virtuous Wife, right honourably allied, 
Thou haft proclaim’d a trumpet, 

Huf. Nay then t know thee, ) d 
Thou art her Champion thou, her private friend, 
The party you wot on. 

Ce Oh ignoble thought, 
lam paft my patient blood, fhall | ftand idle 
And fee my reputation touch’d to death ? 

Haf. This has gal’d you, has it ? 

Gent. No moniter, I prove 
| My thoughts did only tend to virtuaus love. 

Huf. Love of her virtues ? there it goes. 

Gent. Bafe fpirit, to lay thy hate npon 
The fruitful honour of thine own bed. 

[They fight, and the Husband ss burt. 

Haf. Oh. 


Gent. Wilt thou yield it yet ? 
Hauf. Sit, Sir, | have not done with you. : 
Gent. l hope, nor ne'r fhall do. CFight again. 
Huf. Have you got tricks ? are you in cunning with me? 
Gent. No, plain and right. 

He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight. 





[Hufband falls down. 


Huf. Hard fortune, am | level’d with the ground ? 

Gent, Now, Sir, you lye at mercy. 

Huf. 1, you Slave. - 

Gent. Alas, that hate fhould bring usto our Grave, 
You fee, my Sword’s not thirfty for your life, 
Iam forrier for your wound, than your felf; 
Y’are of a virtuous Honfe, fhew virtuous deeds, 
Tis not your honour, ’tis your folly bleeds : 
Much good has been expected in your life, 
Cancel not all Mens hopes, you have a Wite, 
Kind and obedient , heap not wrongful fhame 
On her and your polterity - lee only fin be fore, 
And by this fall, rife never to fall more. 

And fo I leave you. 

Hef. Has the Dog left me then, 

After his tooth has left me ? Oh, my heart 
Would fain leap after him, revenge I fay, 

Pm mad to be reveng’d, my {trumpet Wife, 

It is thy quarrel that rips thus my feth, 

And makes my breaft ipit blood, but thou fhalt bleed : 
Vanquifh’d ? got down? unable e’ento {peak ? 

Surely ’tis want of money makes Men weak, 


I, twas that o’rthrew me, I’dne’r been downelfe. CExt. 


Enter Wile sn a viding fute, with a Serving-man. 


Ser. Faith, Miftrefs, if it may not be prefumption 
In me to tell you fo, for his excufe 
You had {mall reafon, knowing his abufe. 

Wife. | grant | had, but alas, 
Why fhould our faults at home be fpread abroad ? 
Tis grief enough within doors; at firft fight 
Mine Uncle could ron o’r his prodigal life 
As perfectly, as if his ferious eye 
Had nombred all his follies : 
Knew of his mortgae’d lands, his friendsin bonds, 
Himfelf withered with debt; and in that minute 
Had | added his ufage and nnkindnefs, 
"T'would have confounded every thought of good : 
Where now, fathering his riots on his youth, 
Which time and tame experience will hake off, 
Guefling his kindnefs to me (as I {mooth’d him 
With all the skill | had) thongh his deterts 
Are in form uglier chan an unfhap’d Bear. 
He’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 
And place at Court: a good and fure relief 
To all his ftooping fortunes, *cwill be a means, I hope, 
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To make new league between us, and redecm 
His Virtues with his Lands. 

Ser. I Should think fo : Miftrefs, if he fhould not now 
be kind to you, and love you, and cherifh you up, I fhould 
think the Devil himfelf kept open houfe in him. 

Wife. | doubt not buthe will now, prithee leave me, 
l think I hear him coming. 

Ser, l am gone. LEwir. 

Wife, By this good means I fhall preferve my Lands, 
And free my Husband our of Ufvrers hands ; 

Now there is no need ot fale, my Uncle’s kind, 
I hope, if ought, this will content his mind. 
Here comes my Husband. 


Enter Husband. 


Hauf. Now, are you come? where’s the money ? Iet’s 
fee the money, is the rubbifh fold ? thofe wife-akers your 
Lands, why then, the money, where isit? pour it 
down, down with it, down withit: 1 fay pour’t on the 
ground, let’s fee it, let’s fee it. 

Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I hope 
My words fhall like you well, I bring you better 
Comfort than the fale of my Dowry, 

Huf. Ha, what’s that? 

Wee. Pray do not fright me, Sir, but voachfafe me hear. 
ing. My Uncle, glad of your kindnefs to me and mild ufe- 
age (for fo l| made it to him) hath in pity of your decli- 
ning fortunes, provided a place for you at Court, of worth 
and credit , which fo much overjoyed me— 

Hauf. Ont on thee, filth, over and over-joyed, 

When I’m in torment. Cpns her. 
Thon politick whore, fobtiller than nine Devils, was 
this thy journey to Munck, to fet down the hiftory of 
me, my ftate and fortunes: 

Shall I, that dedicated my felf to pleafure, be now con- 
fin’d in fervice tocrouch, and ftand like an old man Pte 
hams, my Hat off? I thar could never abide to uncover 
my head ith’ Church : bafe flut, this fruit bears tby com- 

laints. 

Wife, Ob, heaven knows, 

That my complaints were praifes, and beft words ` 
Of you, and your eftate 5 only my friends 

Knew of your mortgag’d Lands, and were pofleft 
Of every accident before] came. 

If you fyfpect it but a plot in me, 

To keep my dowry, or for mine own good, 

Or my poor Childrens (though it fuits a mother 
To fhew a natural care in their reliefs) 

Yet I'll forget my felf to calm your blood, 
Confume it, as your pleafure counfels you, 

And all I with, e’a clemency affords, 

Give me but pleafant looks, and modeft words. 

Huf, Money,whore,money,or Ill--- C Draws his Dagger. 









Enter a Servant haffily. 


‘What the Devil? how now? thy hafty News ? 

Ser, May it pleafe you, Sir. 

Hauf. What, may J not look upon my Dagger ? 

Speak, Villain, or I will execute the point on thee : 
quick, fhort. 

Ser, Why, Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerfity ftays 
below to {peak with you. 

Huf. Fromthe Univerfity? fo, Univerfity, 
That long word runs through me. 

Wife. Was ever Wife fo wretchedly befet ? 
Had not this News {tep’d in between, the point 
Had offered violence unto my breaft. 

That which fome Women call great mifery, 
Would thew but little here, would {carce be feen 
Among my miferies: | may compare 

For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that are, 
Nothing will pleafe him, until all be nothing. 


CExit. 
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He calls it flavery to he preferr’d, 

A place of credit, a bafe fervitude. 

Whar fall become of me, and my poor Children @ 
Two here, and one ar Nurfe, my pretty beggars, 
I fce how ruine with a palfie hand 

Begins to fhake the ancient feat co duft : 

The heavy weight of forrow draws my lids 

Over my darkifh eyes: I can fcarce fee; 

Thas grief will laft, it wakes and fleeps with me. 


Emer the Husband with she Mafter of the Colledge. 


Huf. Pleafe you draw near , Sir, y’are excceding wel- 
come. 

Mast. That’s my doubt , I fear I come not to be wel- 
come. 

Huf. Yes, howfoever. 

Mast. Tis not my fafhion , Sir, to dwell in long cic. 

cumftance, but to be plain and effectual 5 therefore to the 
purpofe. 
The caufe of my fetting forth was pitious and lamenta- 
ble ;. that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whofe 
virtues we all love dearly, through your default and un- 
natural negligence , lies in bond executed for your debt, 
a Prifoner , all his {tudies amazed, his hope ftruck dead, 
and the pride of his youch muffled in thefe dark clouds of 
oppreflion. 

Huf. Hum, hum, hum. 

Mast. O you have kill’d the towardeft hope of all our 
Univerficy, wherefore without repentance and amends, 
expect ponderous and fudden judgments to fall grievoufly 
upon you ; your Brother, a man who profited in his di- 
vine imployments, and might have made ten thoufand 
fouls fic for heaven, now by your carclefs courfes caft into 
prifon, which you muft anfwer for, and affure yoar fpirit 
it will come homie at length. 

Huf. O God, oh. 

e Mast, Wife men think ill of you, others fpeak ill 
of you, no man loves yov, nay, even thofe whom hone. 
{ty condemns, condemn you: and take this from the 
virtuous affection I bear your Brother, never look for 
profperous hour , good thoughts, quiet fleep, contented 
walks, nor any thing that makes man perfect, till you 
redeem him: what is your anfwer? how will you be- 
ftow him? upon defperate mifery , or better hopes? I 
fuffer till I hear your anfwer. 

Hauf. Sir, you have much wrought with me, | feel you 
in my foul, you are your Arts matter. 

I never had fenfe till now , your fyllables have cleft me, 
both for your words and pains I thank you: I cannot but 
acknowledge grievous wrongs done to my Brother, migh- 
ty, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs, 

Witbio there. | 


Enter « Servingman. 


Huf. Fill mea bowlof Wine. Alas, poor Brother, ° 

Bruifed with an execution for my fake. : 
Mast, Abruife indecd makes many a mortal fore, 

Till the Grave cure them. CEnter with Wine. 
Hauf. Sir, I begin to you, y’ave chid your welcome, 
endast. | could have wifht it better for your fake, 

[ pledge you, Sir, tothe kind man in prifon. 

Huf. Let it be fo. 
Now, Sir, if you pleafe, to fpend but a few minutes in 
}walking about my grounds below , my man fhall here 
attend you : [doubt not but by that time to be furnifht 
of e —_ anfwer, and therein my Brother fully fa- 
tisficd. 

eAfaft. Good Sir, inthat the Angels would be pleafed, 
and the World’s murmurs calm’d, and 1 fhould fay, I fet 
forth then upon a lucky day. [ Exse. 

Huf. O thou confufed man, thy pleafant fins have un- 
done thee, thy damnation has begger’d thee, that heaven 
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fhould fay we muft not fin, and yet made women: gives 
our fenfes way co find pleafare , which being found, con- 
founds us, why fhould we know Lhofe things fo much mif- 
ufe us? O would virtue had been forbidden , we fhould 
then have proved all virtuous, for tis our blood to love 
what weare forbidden, what man would have been for- 
bidden, what man would have been fool to a beaft, and 
zany to a fwine, to hew tricks in the mire, what is there 
in three Dice, to make a man draw thrice three thoufand 
acres into thecompafs of a little round table, and with 
the Gentlemans palfie in the hand fhake out his pofterity, 
thieves, or beggars ; tis done, | have doo’t i’faith: ter- 
rible, horrible mifery, how well was I left, very 
well, very well. 

My Lands fhewed ike a Full-Moon about me, but 
now the Moon's in the laft Quarter, waining , wain- 
ing, and Lam mad to think that Moon was mine ; mine 
and my Fathers, and my Fore-fathers Generations, Gene. 
rations, down goes the Honfe of us, down, down it finks: 
Now isthe name a Beggar, begs in me that name which 
hundreds of years has made this Shire famous; in me 
and my polterity runs out. 

In my Seed five are made miferable befides my felf, my 
Riot is now my Brothers Jaylor, my Wifes fighing, my 
three Boyes penury, and mine own confafion. 

(He rears his Har. 
Why fit my Hairs upon my curfed Head ? 
Will not this Poifon fcatter them ? oh my Brother’s 
In Execution among Devils that ftretch him: 
And make him give; and l in want, 
Not able for to live, nor to redeem him. 
Divines and dying men may talk of Hell, 
But in my heart her feveral torments dwell, 
Slavery and mifery. Who in this cafe 
Would not take up money upon his Soul ? 
Pawn his Salvation, live. at intereft : 
I, that did ever in abundance dwell, 
For me to want, exceeds the throes of Hel). 





Enter bus little Son, with a Top and Scourge. 


Son. What ail you, Father, are you not well, I cannot 
fcourge my Topas long as yon ftand fo: youtake up ail 
the room with yoor wide Legs, puh, you cannot make me 
afraid with this, I fear no Vizards, nor bugbears. 


He takes np the Child by the Skirts of kets long Coat in ore hand, 
. and draws his Dagger with the other. 


Hauf. Up Sir, for here thou haft no inheritance left. 
Sor. Oh what will you do, Father, | am your white 
oy. CStrskes hrm. 
Hauf. Thou fhalt be my red Boy, take that. 

Sex, Oh you hurt me Father. 

Huf. My eldeft Beggar, thou fhalt not live to ask an 
Ufurer bread, tocry ata great mans Gate,or follow,Good 
your Honour,by a Coach, no, nor your Brother : "tis Cha- 
tity to brain you. 

Son. How fhall I learn now my Head’s broke ? 

Hof. Bleed, bleed, rather than beg, beg. [fabs bim. 
Be not thy names difgrace : 

Spurn thou thy Fortunes firft, if they be bafe : 

Come view thy fecond Brother : Fates, 

My Childrens bloud hall fpin into your Faces, 

You (hall fee, 

How confidently we fcorn beggery. 


B 


E Exie with bis Son. 


Enter a Maid witha Child inher Arms, the 
Mather by her afveep. 


Mud. Sleep,fweetBabe,forrow makes thy Mother fep, 
[t boads fmall good when heavinefs falls fo deep, 
Huth, pretty Boy, thy hopes might have been better, 
Tis loft ac Dice, what ancient bonour tron, 
Hard 
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Hard when the Father plays away the Son: 
Nothing but mifery ferves in this Houle, 
Ruine and defolation; oh. 


Enter Husband weth rhe Boy bleeding. 


re, give me that Boy. 
=p: (fe ool with her for the (bild. 
Maid. Ohhelp, help, out alas, murder, murder. 
Huf. Are you gofiping, prating fturdy quean, 
11! break your clamour with your Neck, 
Down ftairs; tumble, tumble, head tong. 
{ He throws her down, 
So, the fureft way to charm a Womans Tongue, 
Is break her Neck, a Politician aid it. 
Son, Mother, Mother, 1 am kill’d, Mother. 
Cis Wife awakes, and catcher up the youngeft. 
Wife. Ha, who's tbat cry’d ? O me my Children, 
Both, both; bloudy, bloudy. 
Huf. Strumpet, let gothe Boy, let go the Beggar. 
Wife, Oh my fweet Husband. 
Huf. Filth, Harlot. 
Wife. Oh, what will you do, dear Husband ? 
Huf. Give me the Baftard. 
Wife, Your own fweet Boy. 
Hauf. There are too many Beggars. 
Wife. Good my Husband. 
Huf. Do’it thou prevent me ftill ? 
Wife. Oh God ! 
CStabs ai the Child in her arms, and gets it from her. 
Auf, Have at his Heart. 
Wife. Oh my dear Boy. 
Hauf. Brat, thou fhalt not live to hame thy Hoofe. 
Wife. Oh Heaven, (She is hurt and finks down, 
Huf. And perih, now be gone, ; 
There’s Whores enow, and want would make thee one. 


Enter a lufty Servant. 


Ser. Oh Sir, what deeds are thefe ? 
Huf. Bafe lave, my Vaffall, 

Com’ft thou between my fury to queftion me ? $e 
Ser. Were you the Devil, 1 would hold you, Sir. 
Hof. Hold me? prefumption, I'll undo thee for it. 
Ser. ’Sbloud, you have undone us all, Sir- 

Huf. Tugae thy Mafter ? 
Ser, Tug at a Montfter. 
Huf. Have [no power? fhall my Slave Fetter me ? 
Ser, Nay then the Devil wraftles, I am thrown. 
: { Husband overcomes bim, 
Huf. Oh Villain, now Pll tug thee, now I'll tear thee, 

Set quick Spurs to my Vaflall, bruifehim, trample him ; 

So, [think chou wilt not follow me in hafte. 

My Horfe ftands ready fadled, away, away, 

Now tomy Brat at Nurfe, my fucking Beggar ; ° 

Fates, Pil not leave you one to trample on. 

(The Mafter meets him. 
eMafter. How is’t with you Sir, me-thinks you look 
of a diftraéted colour. 
Haf. Who, I Sir ? "tis but your fancy, 

Pleafe you walk in, Sir, and I'll foon refolve you, 

| want one finall pare to make up the fumm, 

And then my Brother fhall reft fatisfied. 
eMafler. | hall be glad to fee it, Sir, I'll attend you. 

{ Exeunt, 
Ser, Oh, Iam fearce able to heave up my felf, 

He has fo bruis’d me with his devillith weight, 

And torn my flefh with his bloud-hafty Spur, 

A man before of cafie conftitution, 

Till now Hells power fupplied, to his Souls wrong, , 

Oh how damnation can make weak men ftrong. 


* 
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Enter Matter axd two Servants. 


Ser, Oh the moft pittious deed, Sir, fince you came. 
Mafter. A deadly greeting ; hath he fumm’d up thefe 
To fatisfie his Brother ? here’s another, 
And by the bleeding Infants, the dead Mother. 
Wife. Oh, oh. 
easter, Surgeons, Surgeons, fhe recovers life, 
One of his men all faint and bloudied. 
1 Ser. Follow, our murderous Mafter has took 
Horfe to kill his Child ac nurfe, oh follow quickly. 
Mafter. Lamhe readielt, it fhall be my charge 
To raife the Town upon him. 
[Exit Mafter and Servants. 
1 Ser. Good Sir follow him. 
Wife. Oh my Children. 
t Ser. How is it my moft afflicted Miftrefs ? 
Wife. Why do I now recover ? why half live? 
To fee my Children bleed before mine Eyes, 
A fight, able to killa Mothers Breaft without 
An Execntioner; what, art thou mangled too ? 
1 Ser, [thinking to prevent what his quick mifchiefs 
Had fo foon acted, came and rufht upon him, 
We ftrugled, but a fouler ftrengih than his 
Ore-threw me with his Arms, then hedid bruife me, 
And rent my flefh, and rob’d me of my Hair, 
Like a man mad in Execution, 
Made me unfit to rife and follow him. 
Wife. What is it hath beguil’d him of all grace? 
And ftole away humanity from his Breaft, 
To flay his Children, purpofed to kill his Wife, 
And fpoil his Servants. 


Enter two Servants. 


Both, Pleafe you leave this accurfed place, 
A Surgeon waits within. 
Wife. Willing to leave it; 
Tis guilty of fweet bloud, innocent bloud, 
Murder hath took this Chamber with full hands, 
And will not out as long as the Houfe ftands. [Exennt. 


Enter Husband, as being thrown of his 
Horfe, and falls. 


Huf. Oh ftumbling Jade, the Spavin overtake thee, 

The fifty Difeafes {top thee: 

Oh, Iam forely bruis’d, Plague founder thee, 

Thou run’ft at eafe and pleafure, heart of chance, 
To throw me now, within a fiighto’ th’ Town, 

In fuch plain even ground, 

’Sfoot, a man may Dice upon it, and throw away the 
Meadows, ah filthy Beaft. 

Cry within. Follow, follow, follow. 

Hof. Ha? | hear founds of men, like Hue and Cry ; 
Up, Up, and ftruggle to my Horfe, make on, 
Difpatch that Jittle Beggar, and all’s done. 

(ry within. Here, this way, this way. 

Huf. At my back ? oh, 

What fate have 1, my Limbs deny me to go, 
My willis bated, Beggery claims a part, 
Oh | could here reach to the Infants heart. 


Enter Mafter of the Colledge, three Gentlemen, 
and others with Halberds. 


ell, Here, here, yonder, yonder. 

Mafter. Unnatoral, flinty, more than barbarous, 
The Scythians in their marble-hearted fates, 
Could not have a¢ted more remorfelefs deeds 
In their relentlefs natures, than thefe of thine: 
Was this the anfwer | long waited on, 
The fatisfaction for thy Prifoned Brother ? 

Haf, 
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Huf. He can have no more of us chan our skins, Wife. Tut, far greater wounds did my breaft feel, 
And fome of them want but fleaing. Unkindnefs ftrikes a deeper wound than fteel, 
tı Gent. Great fins have made him impudent. You have been [till unkind co me. 
Maft, H’as fhed to much blood, that he cannot blufb. Hauf. Faith, and fol chink I have ; 
2 Gent. Away with him, bear him co the Juttices, I did my murders roughly ont of hand, 
A Gentleman of Worfhip dwells at hand, Delperate and fudden, but thou haft devis'd 
There thal! his deeds be blazed. A fine way now to kill me, thou halt given my eyes 
Huf Why all the better, . Seven wounds apiece; now glides the Devil from 
My glory "tis to have my action known, Me, departs at every joint, heaves up iny nails. 
| grieve for nothing, but l milt of one. O catch him new torments, that were ne’re invented : 
Maft. There’s tittle of a father in that grief: Bind him one thoufand more, you bleffed Angels, 
Bear him away. LExenns. In that bottomlefs pit, let him not rife 
To make men act unnataral Tragedies, 
Ener a Knight, with two or three Gentlemen. To {pread into a Father, and in fury, 
Make him his Childrens Executioners, 
Knight, Endangered fo his Wite, murdered his Chil- | Murder his Wife, his Servants, and who not ? 
dren? For that man’s dark, where Heaven is quite forgot. 
tı Gent. So the cry goes. Wife. Omy repentant husband | 
Knight. 1am forry [ e’re knew him. Huf. My dear foul, whom I too mach have wrong’d 
That ever he took life and natural being For death I die, and for this I have long’d. 
From fuch an honoured ftock, and fair defcent, Wife. Thou thould’ft not (be aflured) for thefe faults 
Till this black minute wichout ftain oc blemifh. Die, if the Law could forgive as foon as I. 
1 Gene. Here come the men. [Children laid out. 
Huf. What fight is yonder r 
Enter the Mafter of the Colledge, and the rest Wife. O our two bleeding Boys 
with the Prifontr. Laid forth upon the threfhold, (crack. 
Huf. Here’s weight enough to make a heart-{triog 
Knight. The Serpent of his houfe: Pme forey for this | O were it lawfu! that your pretty fouls 
time, that | am in place of Jaftice. Mighc look from Heaven into your Father’s eyes, 
eMast. Pleafe you, Sir. Then fhould you fee the penitent glafles melt, 
Knight. Do not repeat it twice, | know too much, And both your murders fhoot upon my cheeks. 
Would it had ne're been thought on. But you are playing inthe Angels laps, 
Sir, 1 bleed for you. And will not look on me, 
1 Gent. Your father’s forrows are alive in me: Who void of grace, kill’d youin beggery. 
What made you fhew fuch montftrous cruelty ? - O that I might my wifhes now attain, 
Auf, In a word, Sir, | thould then with you liviog were again ; 
I have confum’d all, plaid away long acre, Though I did beg with you, which thing I fear’d, 
And I thought it the charitableft deed I could do O "twas the enemy my eyes fo blear’d. 
To cozen Beggery, and knock my bonfe o’th’head. O would you could pray Heaven mc to forgive, 
Knight. I do not think, but in To morrow’s judgment, | That will unto my end repentant live. 
The terrour will fie clofer to your foul, Wife. Ic makes me e’en forget all other forrows, 
When the dread thought of Death remembers you ; And leave pare with this. 
To further which, take this fad voice from me, Oficer. Come, will you go? 


Never was act plaid more vonaturally. 

Hauj. 1 thank you, Sir. 

Knight. Go lead him tothe Jayl. 
Where Juftice claims all, there maft pity fail. 

Huf. Come, come, away with me. 

CExit Prifoner. 

Mast, Sir, you deferve the worfhip of your place, 
Would all did fo, in you the Law is grace. 

Knight. It is my with it fhould be fo, 
Ruinous man, tbe defolation of his houfe, 
The blot upon his Predeceflor’s honour’d name: 
That man is nearcft hame, that is paft hame.  [E-xvs. 
Enter Husband with the Officers, the Mafter and Gen- 

tlemen, as going by bis Houfe. 


Huf. 1 am rightagainit my houfe, feat of my Ance- 
ftors; 1 hear ory Wife’s alive, but much endangered; lect 
me intreat to {peak with her before the prifon gripe me. 


Enter bis Wife brought in a Chair. 


Gent. See, here the comes of her felf. 

Wife. O my fweet husband, my dear diftrefled husband, 
now in the haods of unrelenting Laws, my greateft for- 
row, my extremeft blecding , now my foul bleeds. 

Huf. How now? kind tome? did not 1 wound thee, 


Farewel, dear Wife, now thou and I malt part, 
I of chy wrongs, repent me with my heart. 

Wife. O ftay, thou fhalt not go. 

Huf. That’s butin vain, you fee it matt be fo. 
Farewel ye bloody afhes of my Boys, 

My panifhments are their eteroal joys. 

Let every Father look well into his deeds, 

And then their Heirs may pro{per, while mine bleeds. 
(Ex Hiucband with Officers 

Wife. More wretched am I now in this diftrefs, 
Than former forrows made me. 

eMaft. O kind Wife, be comforted, 

One joy is yet unmurdered, 
You have a Boy at nurfe, your joy’s in him. 

Wife. Dearer than all is my poor husband’s life : 
Heaven give my body ftrength, which is yet faint 
With much expence of blood, and I will kacel, 

Sue for his life, oumber up all my friends 
To plead for pardon for my dear husband’s life. 

Mast. Was it in man to wound fo kind a creature? 

ll ever praife a woman for thy fake. 

I muft return with gricf, my anfwer’s fet, 

I fhall bring news weighs heavier than the debt. 
Two Brothers; the one in bond lies overthrown, 
This on a deadlier execution. 


Haf. UI kifs the blood I fpilt, and then PI go, 
My foul is bloodied, well may my lips be fo. 


leave thee for dead ? CExeunt eres. 
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= Atus Primus. 


Enter Atey with Thunder and Lightning, all in blask, with 
a burning Torch in one band, and a blondy Sword in the 
other hand, and prefently let there come forth a Lyon run. 
ning after a Bear, or any other Beast, then come forth an 
Archer, who muft kill the Lyon in a dumb how, andthen 


depart. Remain Atey. 
A With hideous noife fcaring the trembling 
Trees, 

With yelling clamours fhaking all the Earth, 

Traverft the Groves, and chac’t the wandring Bealts: 
Long did he range among the fhady Trees, 

And drave the filly Beafts before his Face ; 

When fuddenly from outa thorny Buh 

A dreadful Archer wirh his Bow ybent, 

Wounded the Lyon with a difmal fhafe, 

So he him ftrook, that it drew forth the bloud, 

And fill’d bis furious heart with fretting ire ; 

But a!l in vain he threatneth Tecth and Paws, 

And fparkleth fire from forth his flaming Eyes, 

For the fharp fhaft gave him a mortal wound : 

So valiant Brute, the terrour of the World, 

Whole only looks did fcare his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brought to his lateft end. 


Atey. 
In penam fettatur Oo Umbra. 


Mighty Lyon, Ruler of the Woods, | 
Of wondrous ftrength and great proportion, 


Scena ‘Prima. 


Oh what may long abide ahove this ground, 


In {tate of blifs and healthful happinefs t [ Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Brutus carried in a Chair , Locrine, Camber, Al- 
banact, Corineius, Guendelin, Affaracus, Debon, 
Thrafimachus. 


Brutus, Molt loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 
That have wich me, unworthy General, 
Paffed the greedy Gulf of th’ Ocean, 
Leaving the Confines of fair /taly, 
Behold, your Brutus draweth nigh his end, 
Andi muft leave you, though againft my will; 
My finews fhrunk,my numbered fenfes fail, 
A chilling cold poflefleth all my Bones, 
Black ugly Death with vifage pale and wan, 
Prefents himfclf before my dazled Eyes, 
And with his Dart prepared is to {trike: 
Thefe Arms, my Lords, thefe never daunted Arms, 
That oft have quell’d the courage of my Foes, 
And eke difmay’d my Neighbour’s arrogaace, 
Now yield to Death, o’relaid with crooked Age, 
Devoid of {trength and of their proper force , 
Even as the lufty Cedar worn with years, 
That far abroad her dainty odour throws, 
"Mong f all the Daughters of proud Lebanon, 
This heart, my Lords, this ne’re appalled heart, 
That was a terror to the bordring Lands, 
A doleful {courge unto my neighbour Kiags, E 
ow 
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Now by the weapons of unpartial Death, 
is clove afunder and bereft of life, 

As when the facred oak with Thunderbolts, 
Sent froin the hery cireuis of the Heavens, 
Sliding along the airs celeftial vaults, 

{s rent and cloven to the very roots. 


fin vain therefore t ftcuggle with this foe, 


Then welcome Death, fincc God will bave it fo. 
Affar. Alas my Lord, we forrow at your cafe, 

And grieve to fee your perfon vexed thus ; 

Bue whatfoe’re the fatcs determin’d have, 

Ic lieth not in us to difannul, 

‘And he that would annihilate his mind, 

Soaring with carus too near the Sun, 

May catch a fall with young Bellerophon . 

For whenthe fatal Sifters have decreed 

To feparate ns from this earthly mould, 

No mortal force can countermand their minds : 

Then, worthy Lord, fince there’s no way but onc, 

Ceafe, your laments, and Icave your grievous moan. 
(orm, Your Highnels knows how many victories, 

How many Trophies I erected have 

Trinmphantly in every place we came 5 

The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandraffns, 

And alltheerewof the eMotoffians : 

Goffarius the arm-{trong King of Gauls, 

Have felt the force of our victorious Arms, 


| And to their coft beheld our Chivalrie, 


Where ere Ancora handmaid of the Sun, 
Where e’re the Sun-bright gardiant of the day, 
Where e’re the joyful day with cheerful Light, 
Where e’re the Light illuminates the World, 
The Trojans glory flies with golden wings, 
Wings that do foar beyond fell envious flight, 
The fame of Brutss and hts followers 
Pierceth the skies, and with the skies the throne 
Of mighty Jove, Commander of the world, 
Then, worthy Brutss, leave thefe fad laments, 
Comfort your felf with this your great renown, 
And fear not Death, chough he feem terrible. 
Brutus. Nay, Çorineius, you miftake my mind, 
[n conftruing wrong the caufe of my complaints, 
[ fear’d not c’ yield my felf to fatal Death, 
God knows it was the leaft of all my choughts, 
A greater care torments my very Bones, 
And makes me.tremble ac che thought of it, 
And in your Lordings doth the fubftance lie. 
Thrafi, Moft noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 
Accomplifh may, to cafe your lingring grief, 
l inthe name of all protek to you, 
That we wili boldly enterprife the fame, 
Were ittoenter to black Tartarus, 
Where triple Cerberas with his venomous throat, 
Scareth the Ghofts with high refounding noife, 
We'll cither rent the bowels of the Earth, 
Searching the entrails of the bruicifh Earth, 
Or with his /xions overdaring foon, 
Be bound in Chains of ever-ducing Steel. 
Bra. Then harken to your Soveraign’s latest words, 
In which I will unto you all unfold, 
Our Royal mind and refoluce intent. 
When golden Afebe, Daughter Co great Jove, 
Cover’d my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 
Th’unhappy flaughter of my lucklefs Sir, 
Drove mcand old e4ffarachus mine Lame, 
As exiles from the bounds of /raly, 
So that perforee we were conftrain'd Co fly 
To Grecsans Monarch, noble Pandraffus, 
There I alone did undertake-your cauic, - 
There { reftor’d your antique liberty, 
Though Grecia frown'd, and all eAfollofia ftorm’d, 
Though brave edntsgonus, with martial band, 
[n pitched field encountred me and-mine, 
Though Pandraffus and his contributatics, 





With all the rout of their confederates, 
Sought to deface our glorious memory, 
Aud wipe the name of Trojans from the Easth: 
Him did | captivate with this mine Arm, 
Aad by compulfion fore’t him to agree 
To certain Articles, which there we did propound, 
From Grecla through the boifterous HeLefpone, 
We came intothe Fields of Leffrizon, 
Whereat our Brother Corinesus was ; 
Which when we pafled the Gahan gulf, 
And fo transfretting the IMtian Sea, 
Arrived on the coaits of qurrain ; 
Where with an Army of his barbarous Gaules 
Goffarius and his Brother Gathelus 
Encountring with our hoft, fuftain’d the foil, 
And for your fakes my Turmu: there I loft : 
Turnus that flew fix hundred men at Arms, 
Allin an hour, with his tharp Battle Axe, 
From thence upon the ftronds of Albion 
To Corns Haven happily we came, 
And quell’d the Giants, come of Albion’s race, 
With Gogmagog, Son to Samotheus, 
The curfed Captain of that damned crew, 
And tn chac Ifle at length I placed you. 
Now let me fee, if my laborious toyles, 
if all my care, if all my grievous wounds, 
[fall my diligence were well employ’d. 
Corin. ane firt I followed thec and thine ( brave 
in 4 
| hazarded my lol aud deareft Blood, 
To purchafe favour at your Princely hands, 
And for the fame in dangerous attempts 
In fundry conflicts, and in divers broyls, 
! fhew’d the courage of my manly mind : 
For this I combated with Gathelns, 
The Brother to Goffarimus of Gaule : 
For this | fought with furious Gogmagog, 
A favage Captain of a favage crew: 
And for chefe deeds brave Cornwall | receiv'd 
A grateful gift given by agracious King; 
And for this gift, chis life aod deareft Blood, 
Will Corserss (pend for Bratni good. 
Deb. And what my Fricnd, brave Prince, hath vow'd 
to you, 
The fame will Debon do unto his end. 
Bru. Then, Loyal Peers, fince you are all agreed, 
And refolute to follow Brutus hofts, 
Favour, my Sons, favour rhofe Orphans, Lords, 
And fhield them from the dangers of their fues. 
Locrine, the Column of my Family, 
And only Pillar of my weakned age: 
Locrine, draw near, draw near uoto thy Sire, 
And take thy lateft blefingsat his hands ; 
And for thou arc the eldeft of my Sons, 
Be choua Captain to thy Brethren, 
And imitate thy aged Fathers fteps, 
Which will conduct thee to truce honoors gate : 
For if thou follow facred virtucs lore, 
Thou fhalt be crowned with a Laure! branch, 
And wear a wreathe of fempiternal fame, 
Sorted amongft the glorious happy ones. 
Locrin. 1f Locrine do not follow your advice, 
And bear himfelf in all things like a Prince 
That feeks to amplifie the great renown, 
L:fe unto hjm for an inheritance 
By thofe thac were his Anceftours, 
Let me be flung into the Occan, 
And fwallowed in che bowels of the Earth. 
Or let the ruddy lightning of great Jove, 
Defcend upon this my devolted head. 
(COrutus aking Guendeline by roe band. 
Brutus. But for I fee you all to be in doubt, 
Who fhall be matchèd with our Royal Son, 
Loerie, receive this prefent at my hand : 


? 
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A gift more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels ol America, 
Thou thalt be fpoufed to fair Guendelsne : 
Love her, and take her, for fhe is thine own, 
If fo thy Uncle and her felf do pleafe. 
Corin, and herein how your Highnefs honours me, 
It cannot now be in my {peech exprelt : 
For careful Parents glory not fo much 
Attheir honour and promotion, 
As for to fee the illue of their Blood 
Seated in honour and profperity. | 
Guend. And far be it from my pure Maiden thoughts, 
To contradiét her aged Fathers will. 
Therefore fince he towhom | mult obey, 
Hath given me now unto your Royal felf, 
1 will not ftand aloof from off the lure, - 
Like crafty Dames that moft of all denv 
That, which they moft defire co poflefs. 
[ Brutus turning to Locrine, 
CLocrine kneeling. 
Then now my Son thy part is on the ftage, 
For thou muft bear the perfon of a King. 
i [Puts the Crown on his head. 
Locrine {tand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the ftate of Majefty, 
That thou with hononor well maift wear the Crown, 
And if thou cendreft thefe my lateft words, 
As thou requir’ ft my Soul to be at reft, 
As thon deftreft thine own fecurity,. 
Cherifh and Jove thy new betrothed wife. 
Locrine. No longer let me well enjoy the Crown, 
Than | do peerlefs Guendeline. 
Brut. Camber. 
Cam, My Lord. 
Brut. The p of-mine age, 
And darling of thy Mother Funoger, 
Take thon the South for thy Dominion, 
From thee there fhal! proceed a Royal race, 
That fhall maintain the honour of this land, 
That {way the regal fcepter with their hands. 
[ Turmng to Alabanatt, 
And Alabanati thy Fathers only joy, 
Youngeft in years, but not the young’{t in mind, 
A perfect pattern of all chivalric, 
Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
A country full of hills and ragged rocks, 
Replenifhed with fierce uncamed beafts, 
As correfpondent to thy martial thoughts. 
Live long my Sons with endlefs happinefs, 
And bear firm concordance among your felves, 
Obey the counfels of thefe Fathers grave, 
That you may better bear out violence, 
But fuddenly through weaknefs of my age, 
And the defect of youthful puiffance, 
My Maladie increafeth more and more, 
And cruel Death hafteneth his quickned pace, 
To difpoffefs me of my earthly thape, 
| Mine Eyes wax dim, o’re-caft with clouds of age. 
The pangs of Death compafs my crazed bones, 
Thus to youall my bleffings | bequeath, 
And with my bleflings, this my flecting Soul. 
My giafs is cuo, and all my miferies 
Do end with life: Death clofeth up mine Eyes, 
My Soulin haft Bies to the Elyfan fields. [ He dseth. 
Loc. Accurfed ftars, damn’d and accurfed ftars, 
To abbreviate my noble Father’s life, 
Hard-hearted gods, and too envious fates, 
Thus to cut off my Father’s fatal thred, 
Brneus that was a glory co usall, 
Brutus that was a terror to his foes, 
Alas too foon by Demagorgon’s knife, 
The martial Brutus is berett of life. 
No fad complaints may move juft Lacus. 


Corin. No dreadful threats can fear judge Rhedomanth, . 
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Wert thou as {trong as mighty Hercules, 

That tam’d the huge monfters of the world, 
Plaid’ft chon as fweet, on che {weet founding Lute, 
As did the fponfe of fair Euridice, 

That did enchant the waters with his noife, 

And made the Stones, birds, beafts, to lead a dance, 
Canftrain’d the hilly trees to follow him, 

Thou could’ft not move the judge of Crebiss, 

Nor move compaflion in grim Pluto's heart, 

For fatal Afors expecteth all the world, 
Andevery man muft tread the way of Death, 
Brave Tantalus, the valiant Pelops fire, 

Gueft to the gods, fuffercd untimely Death, 


| And old Fleithonus Husband to the morn, 


And eke grim Minos whom juft Fupster 

D-ign’d to admit unto his facrifice, 

The thnodring trumpets of blood-thirfly Afars. 
The fearful rage of fell Tifipboen. 

The boiftrous waves of humid Ocean, 

Are inftruments and tools of difmal Death, 

Then noble coufin ceafe to mourn his chance, 
Whofe age and years were figns that he fhoald die. 
Ie refteth oow chat we inter his bones, 

That was a terror to his Enemies. 

Take uphiscoarfe, and Princes hold him dead, 
Who while he liv’d, upheld the Trojan State. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Trinovant, 
There to provide our chieftains Funeral. LExeunt 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo above in a gown, with Ink, 
and Paper in his band, faying, 


Strum, Either the four Elements, the feven Planets and 
all the particular Stars of che Pole Antaftick,are adverfitive 
again{ft me, orelfe | was begotten and born in the wain of 
the Moon, when every thing, as Laltantius in his fourth 
Book of Conftultations doth fay, goeth arfward. I Mafters, 
l, you may laugh, but 1 muft weep, you may joy, but! 
muft forrow ; fhedding falt tears from the watry Fountains 
of my moift dainty fair Eycs, along my comely and fmooth 
cheeks, in as great plenty as the water runneth from the 
bucking-tubs, or red wine out of the Hogs-heads: for truft 
me, Gentlemen and my very good Friends, and fo forth : 
the little god, nay the defperate god Cuprit, with one of his 
vengible birds bolts, hath fhot me unto the heel: fo not 
only, but alfo, oh fine phrafe, 1 burn, I burn, and 1 burna, 
in love, in love, and in love a, ah Strambo, what haft chou 
feen, not Dina with the Afs Tom ? Yea with thefe Eyes 
thou haft fcenher, and therefore pull them out: for they 
will work thy bail. Ah Strumbo, haft thou heard the voice 
of the Nightingale, but a voice fweeter than hers, yea with 
thefe ears haft thou heard them, and therefore cut them 
off, for they have caus`d thy forrow. Nay Strambo, kill 
thy felf, drown thy felf, hang thy felf, ftarve thy felf. Ob 
but then I fhall leave my fweet heart. Oh my heart! Now 
pate for thy Mafter, 1 will dite an aliquanc love-piftle to 
her, and then fhe hearing the grand verbolity of my Scrip- 
ture, will love my prefentfy. 

C Lert him wrire a little, and then read. . 
My pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a knife, | think the 
more hafte the wor ft fpeed 
CThen wrste again, and after read, 
So it is, Miftris Dororhse, and che fole effence of my Soul, 
that the little fparkles of affection kind!ed in me towards 
your fweet felf; hath now increafed to a great flame, and 
will e’re it be long confume my poor heart, except you 
with the pleafant water of your fecret Fountain, quench 
the furious heat of the fame Alas, 1 ama Gentleman of 
good fame, and namc, majeftical, in apparel comely, in 
gate portly. Let not therefore your gentle heart be fo 
hard, as to defpife a proper tall young man of a handfome 
life 
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life, and by defpifing him, not only but alfoto kill him 
Thus expecting time and tide, | bid you farewel. Your 
Servant, Signor Strumbo, 

Oh wit, O pate, Omemory, O hand, O Ink, O Paper. 
Well, now I will fend it away. Trompart, Trompart, 
what a Villain is this? Why Sicrah, come when your 
Matter calls you. Trompart. 

CTrompart extring faith 
Anon, Sir. 

Strumbo. Thou knoweft, my pretty Boy, what a good 
Malter 1 have been to thee ever fince I took thee into my 
fervice. 

Trom. I, Ste. 

Strum. And how | have cherifhed thee always, as if 
thou hadft been the fruit of my Loyns, Flefh of my 
Flefh, and Bone of my Bone. 

Trom. |, Sir. 

Strum, Then fhew thy felf herein a trufty fervant, and 
carry this Letter to Miltrefs Dorothy, and tell her. 

[Speaking in his Ear, 
CExs Trompart. 

Strum. Nay, Matters, you fhall fee a Marriage by and 
by. Butherc fhecomes. Now muft I frame my amorous 
paflions. 


Enter Dorothy and Trompart. 


Doro, Signor Strumbo, well met, I received your Let- 
ters by your man here, who told me a pittiful ftory of 
your anguifh, and fo underftanding your paflions were 
fogreat, I came hither fpecdily. 

Strum, Oh, my fweet and Pigfney, the fecundity of 
my ingeny isnot fogreat, that may declare unto you the 
forrowful fobs, and broken fleeps that I fuffered for your 
fake ; and therefore I defire you to receive me into your 
familiarity. 


For your Love doth lie, 

As near and as nigh, 

Unto my heart within, 

“is mine Eye to my Nofe, 
My Leg unto my Hofe, 
And my Flefls nnto my Skin. 


Dor, Truly, Mr. Strxmbo , you {peak too learnedly 
for me to underftand the drift of your mind, and there- 
fore tell your tale in plain terms, and leave off your dark 
Riddles, 

Strum. Alas, Miftcefs Dorothy, this is my luck, that 
when I moft would, | cannot be underftood: fo that my 
great learning is an inconvenience unto me. Butto {peak 
in plain terms, I love you, Miftrefs Dorothy, if you like 
to accept me into your familiarity. 

Dor, If this be all, Lam content. 

[Turning to che people. 

Serum, Say’it thou fo, fweet Wench, let me lick thy 
Toes. Farewel, Miftrefs, If any of you be In love, 
provide ye a Cap Cafe full of new coin’d words, and 
then fhall you foon have the fuccado de labres, and fome- 
thing elfe. 


CExeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Locrine , Guendelinc, Camber, Albanact , Cori- 
neius, Aflarachus, Debon, Thrafimachus. 


Locrine. Uncle and Princes of brave Britany, 
Since that our noble Father is Entomb*d, . 
As beft befeem’d fo brave a Prince as he, 
If fo you pleafe, this day my Love and I, 
Within the Temple of Concordia, 
Will folemnize our Royal Marriage. 
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Thra. Right noble Lord, your fubjećts every one, 
Muft needs obey your Highnefs at commana, 
Efpecially in fuch a caufe as this, 
That much concerns yonr Highnefs great content. 

Locr. Then frolick, Lordings, to fair Concords Walls, 
Where we will pafs che day in Knightly fports, 
The night in Dancing and in figured Masks, 
And offer to God Rifw all our fports. 

(Exeunt. 





Attus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Ener Ate as before, after a little Lightmng and Thun 
dring, lee there come forth this fhow: Perfeus and An- 
dromeda, hand in band, and Cepheus alfo with Swords 
and Targets. Then lee there come out of anotker Door 
Phineus , af black n Armour, with e£tbiopians after 
him, drsving in Perfeus, and having caken away Andro- 
meda, ler them depart. Atc remaining, faying, 


Regit omnia numen. 


Hen Perfeus matried fair Andromeda, 
The only Daughter of King Cepheus, 
He thought he had eftablifhe well his Crown, 
And that his Kingdom fhonid for aye endure. 
But lo proud Phsnexs with a Band of men, 
Contriv’d of Sun burnt c£ehiopians, 
By force of Arms the Bride he took from him, 
And turn’d their joy intoa flood of tears. 
So fares ic with young Locrine and his Love, 
He thinks this marriage tendeth to his weal, 
But this foul day, this fonl accurfed day, 
Is che beginning of his miferies. 
Behold where Amber and his Scythians 
Approacheth nigh with all his Warlike Train, 
I need not I, the feque! fhall declare, 
What tragick chances fell out in this War. 
CExeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Eftrilo, Segar, 
and their Souldiers. 


Hum. At length the Snail doth climb the higheft tops, 
Afcending up the ftately Calle Walls, 
At length the Water with continual drops, 
Doth penetrate the hardeft marble ftone, 
At length we ate arrived in Albion, 
Nor could the barbarous Dacsan, Soveraign, 
Nor yet the Ruler of brave Belgia 
Stay us from cutting over to this Ifle ; 
Whereas I hear a Troop of Phrygians 
Under the Conduct of Pofthumins Son, 
Have pitch’d up Lordly Pavillions, 
And hopc to profper in this lovely Ifle: 
Bue I will fruftrate all their Foolifh hope, 
And teach them that the Scythsan Emperoat 
Leads Fortune tied ina Chain of Gold, 
Conftraining her to yield unto his will, 
And grace him with their Regal Diadem : 
Which | will have, maugre their treble Hofts, 
And all the power their petty Kings can make. 
Hubba. if fhe chat rules fair Rhames golden Cate, 
Grant us the honour of the Victory, 
As hitherto fhe always favour’d us, 
Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 
Enthronis’d in Seats of Topaz ftones, 
That Locrine and his Brethren all may know, 
one 
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None muft be King but Afumber and his Son. | 

Hum, Courage my Son, Fortune fhall favour us, 
And yield to us the Coronet of Bayes, 

That decketh none but noble Conquerours: 
Buc what faith €/frid to thefe Regions? 
How liketh fhe the temperature thereof? 
Are they not pleafanct in her gracious Eyes ? 

Elfir, The Plains,my Lord garnifht with Flora’s wealth, 

And overfpread with party-coloured Flowers, 

Do yield {weet contentation to my mind, 

The airy Hills enclos’d with thady Groves, 

The Groves replenifhe with fweet chirping Birds, 
The Birds refounding Heavenly Melody, 

Are equal ro the Groves of Theffaly, 

Where Phabus with thefe learned Ladies nine, 
Delight themfelves with mufick Harmony, 

And from the moifture of the Mountain tops, 

The filent fprings dance down with murmuring {treams, 
And water all the ground with cryftal Waves, 

The gentle blafts of Eurus modeft Wind, 

Moving the pittering leaves of S:luane’s Woods, 

Do equal it with Tempe’s Paradife, 

And thus comforted all to one effect, 

Do make me think thefe are the happy Ifles, 

Moft fortunate if Humber may them win. 

Hubba. Madam, where refolution leads the way, 
And courage follows with emboldened pace, 
Fortune can never ufe her Tyranny ; 

For valiantnefs is like unto a Rock 

That ftandeth on the Waves of Ocean, 
Which though the Billows beat on every fide, 
And Boreas fell with his cempeftuous ftorms, 
Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamour, 

Yee it remaineth ftil] unmoveable. 

Hum. Kingly refolv’d, thou glory of thy fire; 
But worthy Segar, what uncouth novelties 
Bring’ft thou unto our Royal Majefty ? 

Seg. My Lord, the youngeft of all Brutus Sons, 
Stout Albanaft, with millions of men, 
Approacheth nigh, and meaneth e’re the Morn, 
To try your force by dint of fatal Sword. 

Ham. Tuc, let him come with millions of Hofts, 
He fhall fnd entertainment good enough, 

Yea fit for thofe that are our Enemies: 

For we'll receive them at the Lances points, 

And maflacre their Bodies with our Blades : 

Yea though they were in number infinite, 

More than the mighty Babylonian Queen, 
Semiramis the ruler of the Weft, 

Brought ’gainft the Emperour of the Scythians, 
Yet would we not ftart back one foot from them: 
That they might know we are invincible. 

Hub. Now by great Jove the fupream King of Heaven, 

And the immortal! gods that live therein, 
When as the Morning fhews his cheartul Face, 
And Lucifer mounted upon his Steed, 

Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, 

Pll meet young e/banaét in the open field, 
And crack my Launce upon his Burganet, 

To try the valour of his Boyihh ftrength : 
There will 1 thew fuch ruchful fpectacles 

And caufe fo great effufion of bloud, 

That all his Boyes {hall wonder at my ftrength: 
As when the Wartike Queen of Amazon, 
Penthefilea armed with her Launce, 

Girt witha Corflet of bright fhining ftcel, 
Coopt up the faint-heart Grecians in the Camp. 

Fim, Spoke like a warlike Knight, my noble Son, 
Nay, like a Prince that feeks his Father’s Joy, 
‘Therefore to Morrow ere fair Titan fhine, 

And bafhful Eos Meffenger of light, 

Expels the liquid fleep from out mens Eyes, 
Thou thale conduct the right Wing of the Hoft, 
The left Wing thall be under Segar’s charge, 


7 be Tragedy of Locrine. 


The Rearward fhall be under me my felf ; 
And lovely Elstrid fair and gracious, 
If Fortune favour me in minc attempts, 
Thou fhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 
Fortune fhall favour me in mine attempts, 
And make thee Queen of lovely elbion, 
Come let us in and mufter np our Train, 
And furnifh up our lufty Souldiers, 
That they may be a Bulwark to our ftate, 
And bring our wifhed joyes to perfect end. 
LExennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy, Trompart, Cobling 
Shooes, and finging. 


Trom, We Coblers lead a merry life : 

ell, Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. Void of all envy and ftrife : - 

«Al. Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. Qur eafe is great, our labour fmall : 

All, Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum, And yet our gains be much withal : 

All, Dan diddle dan. 

Der. With this art fo fine and fair: 

All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Tram. No occupation may compare: 

Al. Dan diddle dan. 

Strum. For merry paftime and joyful glee : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. Moft happy men we Coblers be: 
Dan diddle dan. 

Trom. The Can ftands full of nappy Ale, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. In our Shop ftill withouten fail: 
Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. This is our meat, this is our food : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Trom, This brings vs to a merry mood : 
Dan diddle dan. i 

Strum. This makes us work for Company: 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. To pull the Tankards cheerfully : 
Dan diddle dan. 

Trom. Drink to thy Husband Dorothy, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. Why then my Strømbo there’s to thee: 
Dan diddle dan. 

Strum, Drink thou the reft Trompart amain : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. i 

Dor. When that is gone, we'll fill’t again: 
Dan diddle dan. 


Cap. The pooreft ftate is fartheft from annoy, 
How merrily he fitteth on his ftool: 

But when he fees that needs he muft be preft, 
He’ll turn his note and fing another tune, 
Ho, by your leave Mafter Cobler. ' 

Strum. Youare welcome, Gentleman, what will you 
any old Shooes or Buskins, or will you have your Shooes 
clouted, I will dothem as wellas any Cobler in Cathnes 
whatfoever ? 

[Captain fhewing lim Prefs-money. 

O Mafter Cobler , you are far deceived in me, for 
don you fee this? Icome not to buy any Shooes, but to 
buy your felf; come, Sir, you moft be a Souldier in the 
King’s Caufe. 

Strum, Why, but hear you, Sir, has your King any 
Commiffion to take any man againft his will. 1 pro- 
mife you, I can fcant believe it, or did be give you Com- 
miflion ? 


Cap. OSir, ye nced not care for that, I necdno Com 
miflion : 


Fa naan’ 
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miffion: hold here, | command you in the name of our 
King Albanait, to appear to morrow in the Town-Houfe 
of Cathnes. 

Strum. King Naétabell, 1 cty God mercy, what have 
we to do with him, or he with us? but youSir Mafter 
Capontail, draw your Paftboard, or elfe I promife you, 
Pil give you a Canvafado with a Baltinado aver your 
fhoulders, and teach youto come hither with your imple- 
ments. 

Cap. | pray thee good Fellow be content, I do the 
Kings Command. 

Strum. Put me out of yonr Book then, 

Cap. I may not. 

CStrombo fnaeching np a faf. 

No will, come, Sir, will your tomach ferve you, by 
gogs blew hood and halidom , I will have about with 
you. [Fight both. 


Enter Thrafimachus. 


Thra. How now,what noife,what fudden clamor’s this? 
How now, my Captain and the Cobler fo hard at it ? 
Sirs what is your quarrel ? 

(ap. Nothing, Sir, but that he will not take Prefs. 
money. 

Thra. Here, good Fellow, take itat my command, 
Unlefs you mean to be ftretch’d. 

Strum. Truly, Maftcr Gentleman, [lack no money, if 
you pleafe f will refign it to one of thefe poor Fellows. 

Thra. No fuch matter, 
Look you be at the common Houfe to morrow. 

CExir. Thrafimachus and the Captain. 

Strum. O Wife l have fpun a faic thread, if I had been 
quiet, I had not been preft, and therefore well may | 
wayment , But come Sirrah, fhut up, for we muft to the 
Wars. LExeunt. 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter Albanact, Dcbon, Thrafimachus, 
- and the Lords. 


Alb, Brave Cavalicrs, Princes of Albany, 
Whofe trenchant Blades with our deceafed Sire, 
Paling the Frontiers of brave Grecia, 

Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm bloud, 
Now is the time to manifeft your wills, 

Your haughty minds and refolutions, 

Now opportunity is offered 

To try your courage and your earneft zeal, 
Which you always protelt to Albanaét, 

For at this time, yea at this prefenct time, 
Stout Fngitives come from the Scythians bounds 
Have peftred every place with mutinies : 

But truft me, Lordings, I will never ceafe 

To perfecute the Rafcal Runnagates, 

Till all the Rivers ftained with their bloud, 
Shall fully fhew their fatal overthrow. 

Deb. So thall your Highnefs merit great renown, 
And imitate your aged Father’s fteps. < 

Alb. But tell me,Coufin,cam'ft thou through the pleins? 
And faw’ft thou there the faint heart Fugitives 
Muftring their weather beaten Souldiers, 

What order keep they in their marfhalling ? 

Thra. After we paft the Groves of (<ledone, 
We did behold the ftragling Scythians Camp, 
Repleat with men, for'd with munition ; 
There might we fee the valiant minded Knights 
Fetching Carriers along the {pacious plains, 
Humber and Hubba arm’d in azure blue, 
Mounted upon their Courfers white as Snow, 
Went to behold the pleafant flowriog fields ; 
Heitor and Troilus, Priamus, lovely Sons, 


Chafing the Grecians over Simocit, 

Were not to be compared tothefe two Knights. 
Alba. Well haft thoa painted ovt in Eloquence 

The Portraiture of Humber and his Son; 

As fortunate as was Potycrates, 

Yet fhould they not efcape our conqucring Swords, 

Or boaft of ought bnt of our Clemency. 


Enter Strumbo and Trompart crying often; 


Wild-fire and pitch, wild-fire and pitch, cre. 
__ Thra.What Sits,what mean you by thefe clamors made, 
Thofe outcries raifed in our ftately Coart? 

Strum, Wild fire and pitch, wild fire and pitch. 

Thra. Villains | fay, tell us the caufe hereof ? 

Stram. Wild.fire aod pitch, wild-fire and pitch. 

Thra. Tell me you Villains, why you make this noife, 
Or with my Lance, | will prick your Bowels ott. 

=e Where are your Honfes, where’s your dwelling 
place ? 

„Strum. Place, Ha, ha, la, laugh a month and a day at 
him place! 1 cry God mercy, why do you chink chat 
fuch poor honeft men as we be, bold our Habitacles in 
Kings Palaces: Ha, ha, ha. But becaufe you feem to 
be an abominable Chieftain, I wil tell you your ftate. 


From the top to the toe, 

From the head to the fhoe ; 

From the beginning to the ending. 
From the building tothe burning. 


This honeft Fellow and í had our manfion Cottage in 
the Suburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of Mercury. 
And by the common Souldiers of the Shittens, the Scythi- 
ans, What do yau call them? with all the Suburbs, were 
burnt to the ground, and the ahes are left there for the 
Country Wives to wafh Bucks withal, And that which 
grieves me moft, my loving Wife , O cruel ftrife; the 
wicked Flames did roaft. 


And therefore Captan Croft, 
We will continually cry, 
Except you feeka remedy, 
Our Houfes to reaedify, 
Which now are burnt to duft. 


Bath cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch. 

Alba. VVell, we mult remedy thefe outrages, 
And throw revenge upon their hateful Heads, 

And vou good Fellows for your Houfes burnt, 
VVe will remunerate your ftore of Gold, 
And build your Houfes by our Palace Gate. 

Sirnmbo. Gate! O petty Treafon to my Perfon, no 
where elfe but by your backfide; Gate! oh how lam 
vexed in my Coller: Gate! I cry God mercy, do you 
hear, Mafter King ? \f you mean to gratifie fuch poor 
men, as we be, you muft build our Houfes by the Ta- 
vern. 

Alba. It fhall be done, Sir. 

Strum. Near the Tavern, 1, by Lady, Sic, it was fpo- 
ken like a good Fellow. Do you hear, Sir? when oar 
Hovfe is builded, if you do chance to pafs or re-pafs that 
way, we will beftow a Quart of the beft VVine upon 
you ? { Exit. 

Alb. \t grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects goods 
Should thus be fpoiled by the Scyrhizxs, 

VVhoas you fee with lightfoot Forragers, 
Depopulate the places where they comc, 
Bot curfed Humber thou fhalt ruc the day 
That ere thou cam’ft unto Carbmefia. 
(Exen, 


Bbbb 2 Scena 
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, Than all the power of rhe trembling Hunns, 
, Thra. Forwatd, brave Souldiers, forward, keep the 


cena Quinta. chafe, 
5 A He that takes Captive Afumber or his Son, 
Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Truffier, and Shall be rewarded with a Crown of gold. 
their aue Sound Alarm, then let ~— fe A nae give back, 
, f our Horfi Hubba Enters at ther backs, and kills Debon , let 
aan aoe fm em ro . Strumbo fall down, Albanact run in, and afterwards 
As may fuffice for fich an enterprife, b enter wounded. 
i h l e . 
e anaaiacmates fe, Alba. Injurious Fortune; haft thou croft me thus ? 
Retire. thou from the fhelters of the wood, Thusin the erni of a e tis, 
And fet upon the weakned Trojans backs, Thus in the prime o a elicity 
For policy joyned with Chivalry To cut me off by fuch hard overthrow. 
Can never be put back from Victory. Hadft rhou no time thy rancour to declare, 


[Exeant. | But inthe {pring of all my dignities ? 
i Hadit thou no place to fpit thy venome ont, 
th him. But on the perfon of young Albanaét ? 
p t i [ that e’re while did {care mine Enemies, 
Alb. Thou bafe born Hann, how durft thou be fo | And drove themalmoft to a fhameful flight : 


bold | chat e’re while full Lyon-like did fare . 

As once to menace warlike e4tbanatt ? Amonglt the dangers of the thick throng’d pikes, 
The great Commander of thefe Regions, Muft now depart moft lamentably fain 
But thou fhalt buy thy rafhnefs with thy Death, By Humber s Treacheries and Fortunes {pights : 
And rue too late thy over-bold attempts, Curft by their charms, damn’d be her curfed charms 
For with this Sword, this Inftrument of Death, That doth delude the wayward hearts of men, 
That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, Of men that traft unto her fickle wheel, 
Ple feparate thy Body from thy Head, Which never leaveth turning upfide down. 
And fet that Coward Blood of thine abroach, O gods, O heavens, allot me but the place 

Strum, Nay with this ftaff great Sernmto’s Inftrument, Where { may find her hateful manfion, 
Ple crack thy Cockscomb, paltry Scythian. Vle pafs the Alps to watry Meroe, 

Hum, Nor wreak Lof thy threats thou princox Boy, Where fiery Phabas in his chariot, ; 
Nor do I fear thy foolifh infolency, The wheels whereof are deckt with Emeralds, 
And but thou better nfe thy bragging blade, Caft fuch a heat, yea fuch a fcorching heat, 

Than thou doft rule thy overflowing Tongue, And fpoileth Flora of her chequered grafs, 
Superbious Britain, thou fhalt know too foon Ple overturn the mountain Cancafss, 
The force of Humber and his Scythians. Where fell (himera inher triple hape, 


i [ Let them fight. | Rolleth hot Flames from out her monftrous panch, 
C Humber and his Sculdters run in, ; Scaring the beafts with iffue of her gorge, 
Strum, O horrible, terrible. Ple pafs the frozen Zone where Icy flakes 
Stopping the paflage of the fleeting Ships 


Do lie, like mountains in the congeal’d Sea, 
Scena Sexta. VVhereif I find that hateful Houfe of Hers, 
Ple pull the fickle wheel from out her hands, 
Sound the Alarm. Enter Humber and his Souldiers. And tie her felf in everlafting bands: 
But all in vain | breathe thefe threatnings, 
Hum. How bravely this young Britain, Albanatt, The day is loft, the Hanns are conquerors, 
Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of war, Debon is flain, my menare done to Death, 
Beating down millions with his furious mood : The currents fwift fwim violently with Blood, 
And in his glory triumphs over all, And laft, O that this laft Night fo long laft, 
Moving the maffie fquadrants of the ground ; My felf with wounds paft all recovery, 
Heap Hills on Hills, to fcale the ftarry skie: Mutt leave my Crown for Humber to poflefs. 
As when Briaress armed with an hundred hands, Strum, Lord have Mercy upon us, Matters, | think this 
Flung forth an hundred mountains at great Jove, is a Holy-day, every man lies fleeping inthe fields, but 
And when the monftrous gyant eAéonichus God knows full fore againft their wills. 
Hurl?d mount Olympus at great Mars his targe, Thra. Fly, noble Albanad, and fave thy felf, 


And fhot huge Cedars at Minerva’s fhield, 


The Scythians follow with great celerity, 
How doth he overlook with haughty front 


And there’s no way but fight, or fpeedy Death, 


My fleeting holt, and lifts his lofty face Flie, noble Albanatt, and fave thy felf. 
Againit us all that now do fear his force, [Sound the Alarm, 
Like as we fee the wrathful Sea from far, Alba. Nay let them fie that fear to die the Death, 
In a great mountain heapt with hideous noife, That tremble at the name of fatal Mors, 
With thoufand billows beat againft the Ships, Ne’re fhall proud Humber boaft or brag himfelf, 
And tofsthem in the Waves like Tennis Balls. That he hath put young Albamad to flight : 
[Sound the Alarm, | And left he fhould triumph at my decay, 
Hum. A me, I fear my Hubba is furpris’d, This Sword fhall reave his Mafter of his life, 


That oft hath fav’d his Mafters doubtful life : 
But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 


Sound again. Enter Albanact. 
i Revenge my Death upon his Traiterous Head. 


Alba. Follow me, Souldiers, follow Albanai ; 
Purfue the Scythians flying through the field : 
Let none of them efcape with V ictory : 


That they may know the Britains force is more 


Et vos quers domus eSt nigrantts regia ditis, 
Qui regnis vigido ftygios moderamine lucos : 
Nox eaci regina poli furtals Evennys, 


Duque 
i ee 
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Diique deaque omnes Albanum tollite regem, 
Tollite flununeis nndis rigidaque palude 
Nunc me fara vocant, hoc condam pettove ferrum, 


CThroft himfelf through. 
Enter Trumpart. 


O what hath he done ? his nofe bleeds : but I fmell a Fox, 
Look where my Mafter lies, Matter, Mafter. 
Strum. Let me alone, I tell thee, for I am dead. 
Trump. Yct one, good, good, Mafter. 
Strum, 1 will not {peak, for 1 am dead, I tell thee. 
Trump, And is my Matter dead ? 
O fticks and ftones, brickbats and bones, 
and is my Mafter dead ? 
O you Cockatrices, and yon Bablatrices, 
that in the Woods dwell : 
You briers and brambles, you Cook-fhops and fhambles, 
come howl and yell. 
With howling and {creeking, with wailing and wecping, 
come you co lament. 
O Colliers of Croyden, and Rufticks of Royden, 
and Fifhers of Kene. 
For Strambe the Cobler, the fine merry Cobler 
of Cathnes Town: 
At this fame ftoure, at this very hour 
lies dead on che ground. 
O Matter, chieves, thieves, thieves. 
Strum. Where be they ? cox me tunny, bobekin, let 
me be rifing, be gone, we fhall be robb’d by and by. 


Scena Otava. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraflier, Eftrild, 
and the Souldiers. 


Hum. Thus from the dreadful hocks of furious Mars’s 
Thundring Alarms, and Rhamnufia’s Drom 
We are retired with joyful Victory, 
The flaughter’d Trojans fqueltring in their blood, 
Infect the air with their carcafles, 
And are a prey for every ravenous bird. 
Eftrild. So perifh they that are our enemies. 
So perifh they that love not Humber’s weal. 
And mighty Jove, Commander of the World, 
Protect my love from all falfe treacheries. 
Hum. Thanks, lovely Eftrild, folace to my foul. 
But, valiant Abba, for thy Chivalry 
Declar’d againft the men of elbany, 
Loe here a flowring Garland wreath’d of Bay, 
As a reward for this thy forward mind. 
[Set it on his head. 
Hub. This unexpected honour, noble Sire, 
Will prick my courage unto braver deeds, 
And caufe me to attempt fuch hard exploits, 
That all the world fhall found of Hubba’s name. 
Hum. And now, brave Souldiers, for this good fuceefs, 
Caroufe whole cups of Amazonian Wine, 
Sweeter than Nectar or eAmbrofia, 
And caft away the clods of curfed care, 
Witn Goblets crown’d with Semeleius gifts, 
Now let us march to Abie filver ftrcams, 
That clearly glide along the Ghampane fields, 
And moift the graflie meads with humid drops. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, found up cheerfully, 
Sith we return with joy and victory. 


Atus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before, The dumb fhow. A Crocodile fitting on 
a rivers bank, anda litle Snake flinging ir. Then 
bet both of them fall mto the water. 


Ate. el in authorem cadant. 
High on a bank by Nils boifterous ftreams, 
Fearfully fat th’Egyprian Crocodile, 
Dreadfully grinding in her fharp long teeth, 
The broken bowels of a filly fih, 
His back was arm’d againft the dint of fpear, 
With fhields of brafs that fhin’d like burnifht gold, 
And as he stretched forth his cruel paws, 
A fubtil Adder creeping clofely near, 
Thrufting his forked fting into his claws, 
Privily thed his poifon through his bones, 
Which made him fwell chat there his bowels burft, 
That did fo much in his own greatnefs truft. 
So Humber having conquered Albaneét, 
Doth yield his glory unto Locrine’s fword. 
Mark what enfues, and you may cafily fee, 


That all oar life is but a Tragedy. CExit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Guendelinc, Corineius, Affaracus, 
Thrafimachus, Camber. 


Locrine. And is this true, is Albanau fain? 
Hath curled Humber with his ftragling Hoft, 
With that his Army made of Mungrel Curts, 
Brought our redoubted Brother to his end ? 

O that I had the Thracian Orpheus harp, 

For to awake out of the infernal fhade 

Thofe ugly Devils of black Erebus, 

That might torment the damoed Traitor’s foul . 
O that I had Ampbion’s inftrument 

Tọ quicken with his vital notes and tunes 

The flinty joints of every ftony rock, 

By which the Scythians might be punithed ; 
For, by the lightning of almighty Jove, 

The Hann hall die, had he ten thonfand lives : 
And would to God he had ten thoufand lives, 
That I might with the arm-ftrong Hercules 
Crop off fo vile an Hydra’s hifling heads. 

But fay me, Coufin, for I long to hear, 

How Albanatt came by untimely death ? 

Thrafi. After the traiterous Hoft of Scythians 

Entred the field with Martial equipage, 

Young Albanaét, impatient of delay, 

Led forth his Army ’gainft the ftragling mates, 
Whofe multitude did daunt our Souldiers minds, 
Yet nothing could difmay the froward Prince ; 
But with a conrage moft heroical, 

Like to a lion ’mongft a flock of lambs, 

Made havock of the faint-heart fugitives, 
Hewing a paflage through them with his fword ; 
Yea we had almoft given them the cepoife, 
When fuddenly from out the filent wood 

Hubba with twenty thovfand Sooldicrs, 
Cowardly came upon our weakned backs, 

And murthered all with fatal maflacre ; 

Amongit the which old Debon, Martial Koight, 
With many wounds was brought voto the death: 
And Albanatt oppreft with multitude, 
Whilft valiantly he feld his enemies, 

Yielded his life and honour to the duft, 
He being dead, the Souldiers fled amain, 
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And | alone efcaped them by flight, 
To bring you Tidings of thefe accidents. 

Locr. Not aged Priam King of ftately Troy, 
Grand Emperour of barbarous Afta, 
When he beheld his noble minded Sons 
Slain traiteroufly by all che —#/irmuidons, 
Lamented more than | for Albanatt. - 

Guen. Not Aecubathe Queen of Ilinm, 
When fhe beheld the town of Pergamm, 
Her palace burnt, with all-devouring flames, 
Her fifty Sons and Daughters freth of hue, 
Murthered by the wicked Pyrrkxs bloody Sword, 
Shed fuch fad tears as I for Albanact. 

Cam. The grief of Niobe fair Athens Queen, 
For her feven Sons magnanimous in field, 

For her feven Daughters fairer than the faireit, 
Is not to be compar’d with my laments. 
Cor, In vain you forrow for the flaughtered Prince, 
In vain you forrow for his overthrow ; 
He loves not moft that doth lament the moft, 
But he that feeks to venge the injury. ) 
Think you to quell the Enemies warlike train, 
With childifh fobs and womanifh laments? y 
Unfheath your Swords,unfheath your conquering Sword? 
And feck revenge, the comfort for this fore : 
In Cornwall where I hold my Regiment, 
Even juft ten thoufand valiant men at Arms 
Hath Corineias ready at command : ; 
All thefe and more, .if need hall more require, 
Hath Corineius ready at command, 
Cam, And inthe fields of martial Cambria, 
Clole by the boiftrous Jfcan’s Silver {treams, 
Where light foot Fairies skip from bank to bank, 
Full twenty thoufand brave couragious Knights 
Well exercis’d in feats of Chivalrie, 
in manly manner moft invincible, 
Young Camber hath with gold and victual; 
All thefe and more, if need mhall more require, 
I offer up to venge my Brothers Death. 

Loc. Thanks,loving Uncle, and good Brother too, 
For this revenge; for this fweet word Revenge 
Mutt eafe and ceafe my wrongful injuries ; 

And by the Sword of bloody AZars | {wear, 

Ne’re fhall fweet quiet enter this my front, 

Till 1 be venged on his traiterous Head 

That flew my noble Brother Albanatt. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, mufter up the camp, 
For we will ftraight march to Albania. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Humber, Eftrild, Hubba, Truffier, and 
the Souldiers. 


[Exeunt, 


See how he triumphs at his proper Jofs, 
O Fortune vile, unftable, fickle, frail! 
Hum. Methinks | fee both Armies in the ficld, 
The broken lances climb the Cryftal skies, 
Some headlefs lic, fome breathlefs on the ground, 
And every place is ftrew’d with carcaffes, 
Behold the grafs hath loft his pleafant green, 
The fweetett fight that ever might be feen. 
Ghoft, 1,Traiterous Humber, thou fhalt find it fo, 
Yea to thy coft thou fhalt the fame behold, 
With anguifh, forrow, and with fad laments; 
The grafie plains, that now do pleafe thine Eyes, 
Shall e’re the night be coloured all with blood; 
The fhadie groves that now inclofe thy camp, 
And yield {weet favour torhy damned corps, 
Shall e’re the night be figured all with blood; 
The profound ftream that pafleth by thy Tents, 
And with his moifture fervech all thy Camp, 
Shall e’re the Night converted be to Blood, 
Yea with the Blood of thofe thy ftragling Boys: 
For now revenge fhall eafe my lingring grief, 
And now revenge fhall glut my longing Soul. 
Hub. Let come what will, | mean to bear it out, 
And either live with glorious victorie, 
Or dic with fame renown’d for chivalrie : 
He is not worthy of the honey comb, 
That fhuns the hives becaufe the bees have {tings 
That likes me be{t that is not got with eafe, 
Which thoufand dangers do accompany 5 
For nothing can dif{may our Regal mind ; 
Which aims at nothing but a golden Crown, 
The only upfhot of mine enterprifes. 
Were they inchanted in grim Pluto’s Court, 
And kept for treafure ’mongft his hellifh crew, 
1 would either quell the triple Cerberus . 
And all the Army of his hateful hags, 
Orroll the Scone with wretched Syfipbus. 
Hum, Right martial by thy thoughts, my noble Son, 


‘| And all thy words favour of Chivalrie, 


But, warlike Segar, what ftrange accidents 
Make yon toleave the warding of the Camp ? 
Segar Toarmes, my Lord, to honourable arms ; 
Take helm and targe in hand, the Britains come 
With greater multitude chan erft the Greeks 
Brought to the ports of Phrygian Tenedos. 
Hum, But what faith Segar to thefe accidents ? 
What Counfel gives he in extremities ? 
Segar. Why this, my Lord, experience teacheth us, 
That Refolution is a fole help at necd. 
And this, my Lord, our honour teacheth us, 
That we be bold in every enterprife ; 
Then fince there is no way but fight or die, 
Be refolute, my Lord, for Victory. 
Hnum. And refolute, Segar, | mean to be, 
Perhaps fome blisful Star will favour us, 
And comfort bring to our perplexed State : 


| Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, 


Hum, Thus are wecome, victorious Conquerour : 
Unto the flowing currents Silver flreams, 
Which, in memorial of our victory, 

Shall be agnominated by our name, 

And talked of by our pofterity : 

For fure I hope before the golden Sun 
Pofteth his Horfes to fair Thetis plains, 

To fee the waters turned into blood, 

And change his blewifh hue to rueful red, 
By reafon of the fatal maffacre, 

Which fhall be made upon the virent plains. 


Enter the Ghoft of Albanact. 


See how the Traitor doth prefage his harm, 
sce how he glories at his own decay, 


derefore zeeing your pinion is to deal withouten reazon, 


Soto withftand their {trong invafion. 
L Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Strumbo, Trumpart, Oliver, and hi Son 
William following them. 


Strum. Nay neighbour Oliver, ii you be fo whot, come 
prepare your felf, yovr fhall find two as ftout fellows of us, 
as any inall the North. 

Oliver. No by my dorth Neighbour Strumbo, Ich zee 
dat youare a man of fmall zideration, dat will zeek to 
injure-your old vreends, oneof your vamiliar guefts, aud 


Ich! 
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Ichand my zonne Wiliam willtake dat courfe, dat fall {Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls, 


be fardeft vrom reafon; how zay you, will you have my 
Daughter or no? 

Strumbe. A very hacd queftion, Neighbour, but I will 
folve it as] may: what ceafon have you to demand it 
of me? 

Wil, Marry Sir, what reafon had you when my Sifter 
was in the barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and to fih 
her Beliy. 

Strum. Mafs thou fay’ft true; well, but would you 
have me marry her therefore? No, I fcornher, and yon, 
and you: J, | {corn you all. 

Oliv You will noc have her then ? 

Strum. No, as | am a true Gentleman. 

Will. Then will we School you, e’re you and we part 
hence. 


Enter Margerie, and fnatches the ftaff out of her 
Brothers band as he is fighting. 


Serum, 1, you come in pudding time, or elfe I had dreft 
them. 

Mar. You Mafter fawce-hox, Lobcock, Cocks comb, 
you Mopfawce, lickhngers, will you not hear ? 

Strum, Who {peak youto, me? 

Mar. | Sir, co you, Zohn lackhonelty,little-wit, is it you 
that will have none of me? 

Strum. No by my troth, Miftrefs nicebice, how fine you 
can nick-name me; | think you were brought up inthe 
Univerlicy of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick fo ready 
at your Tongues end, as if you were never well warned 
when you were young. 

Mar, Whythen goodman cods-head, if you will have 
none of me, farewcl. l 

Strum. \f you be fo plain, Miftrefs driggle-draggle, fare 
you well. 

Mar, Nay, Mafter Strumbo, e’re you go from hence we 
mult have more words, you will have none of me? 

[They borh Fight. 

Strum, Oh my head, my head, leave, leave, leave, I 
will, 1 will, 1 will. 

Mar. Upon that condition llet thee alone. 

Oliv. How now Malter Srrambo , hath my Daughter 
taught you a new leflon ? — 

Strum. I but hear you, goodman Oliver , it will not be 
for my cafe to have my head broken cvcry day, therefore 
remedy this, and we fhall agree. 

Oliv. Well, Zon, well, for you are my Zon now, all 
fhall be remedied, Daughter be friends with him. 

[Shake hands, 

Strum, Youarea fweet Nut, the Devil crack you. Ma- 
fters, I thiok it be my luck,my firft wife was a loving quiet 
wench, but this I think would weary the Devil. 1 
would fhe might be burnt as my other VVife was; if not, 
| muftrun tothe Halter for help. O Codpiece, thou haft 
undone thy Maftcr, this itis to be medling with warm 


plackets, 
[ Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Thrafimachus, 
Affarachus, 


Locri. Now am I guarded with an boft of men, 
VVhofe haughty courage is invincible ; 
Now am | hemm’d with troups of Souldiers, 
Such as might force Bellona to retire, 
And make her tremble at their puiflance ; 
Now fit l like the mighty god of war, 
VVhen armed with his Coat of Adamant, 


He drove the Argeves over Xantkus ttrcams. 
Now, curled Humber, doth thy end draw nigh 
Down goes the glory of his victories, 
And all his fame, and all his high renown, 
Shall ina moment gield to Locrsne’s Sword : 
Thy bragging banners croft with argent ftreams, 
he ornainents of thy pavillions, 
Shall all be captivated with this hand, 
And thon thy felfat Albanach Tomb 
Shalt offered be, in fatisfaction 
Of all che wrongs thou didft him when he liv’d. 
But canft thou tell me,brave Thrafimachus, 
How far we are diftant from Humber’s Camp ? 
Thra. My Lord, within your foul accurfed Grove 
That bears the tokens of our overthrow, 
This Humber hath intrencht his damned Camp. 
March on, my Lord, becaufe 1 long to fee 
The treacherous Scyrhvans fqueltring in their gore, 
Locrs. Sweet Fortune, favour Locrine with a fmile, 
That! may venge my noble Brothers Death, 
And inthe midit of ftatcly Treizovant, 
l'le build a Temple to thy deitic 
Of perfect Marble, and of Facimh Stones, 
That it hall pafs the high Pyramids, 
VVhich with their top furmonnt the firmament. 
Cam. The arm ftrong off fpring of the doubted Knight, 
Stout Hercules Alcmenas, mighty Son, 
That tam’d the montfters of the three-fold world, 
And rid the oppreffed from the tyrants yokes, 
Did never thew fuch valiantnefs in fight, 
As | will now for noble Albanatt. 
Cori. Full fourfcore years hath Coriners liv’d, 
Sometimes in war, fometime in quiet peace, 
And yet I feel my felf to beas ftrong 
As erft I was ia Sammer of mine age, 
Able to tofs this great unweildy Clab, 
VVhich hach been painted wich my foc-mens brains : 
And with this Cinb P’le break the ftrong array 
Of Humber and his flragling Souldiers, 
Or lofe my life amongft the thickeft prefs, 
And die with Honour in my latch dayes : 
Yete’re I die they all fhall underfand, 
VVhat force liesin font Corine:us hand. 
Thra, Andif.Thrafimachus detract the fight, 
Either for weaknefs or for cowardife, 
Let him not boaft that Brarus was his Eame, 
Or that brave Corsneins was his Sire. 
Locrs. Then courage, Souldiers, firft for your fafety, 
Next for your peace, lait for your Victory. 
[ Exeune, 


Sound the Alarm. Enter Hubba ard Segar at ore Door, 
and Corincius at the other. 


Corr, Art thon that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by thy Treafon flew’ft young Albanalt ? 

Hub. | am his Son that flew young Albana, 
And if thou take not heed, proud Phrygian, 
le fend thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Humber’s iwjurics. 

Corin. Youtriumph, Sir, before the Victory, 
For Corineins is not [o foon flain. 
But, curfed Scythians, you hall rue the dap, 
That e’re you came into Albania. 
So perih they that envy Brisas wealth, 
So let them die with endlefs inlamy, 
And he that feeks his Soveraigns overthrow, 
VVould this my Club might aggravate his woe. 

[ Sirtkes them both down wih brs Cub. 
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Exter Humber. 


Hum, Where may I find fome defart Wildernefs, 

Where I may breathe out curfes as I would, 
And {care the earth with my condemning voice, 
Where every echoes repercuffion 
May help me to bewail mine overthrow, 
And aid me in my forrowful laments ? 
Where may | find fome hollow uncouth rock, 
Where I may damn, condemn, aad ban my fill ? 
The heavens, the hell, the earth, the air, the fire, 
And utter curfes to the concave sky, 
Which may infect the aicry Regions, 
And light upon the Brita Locrine’s head. 
You ugly {pirits that in Cocitus mourn, 
And gnafh your teeth with dolorous laments, 
Your fearful dogs that in black Lethe howl, 
And fcare the Ghofts with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghofts chat flying from thefe dogs, 
Do plunge your felves in Puryflegiton, 
Come all of you, and with your fhricking notes 
Accompany the Britains conquering Hoaft. 
Come fierce Erizmys, horrible with Snakes, 
Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 
You threefold judges of black Tarrarm, 
And all the army of your hellifh Fiends, 
With new found torments rack proud Zocrine’s Bones. 
O Gods and Stars, damn’d be the Gods and Stars, 
That did not drown me in fair [hers plains. 
Curft be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With furging Billows did not rive my Ships 
Againft the Rocks of bigh Cerannia, 
Or {wallowed me into her watry Gulf. 
Would God he had arriv’d upon the Shore 

| Where Polyphemus and the Cyclops dwell, 
Or where the bloody Anthropophagie 


With greedy jaws devours the wandring Wights. 
Enter the Ghoft of Albanatt. 


But why comes Albanaé?’s bloody Ghott, 
To bring a corfive to our miferies ! 
[st not enough to luffer fhameful flight, 
But we muft be tormented now with Ghofts ? 
With apparitions fearful to behold ? 
Ghoft. Revenge, revenge for blood. 

| Hum. So nought will fatisfie your wandeing Ghoft, 
But dire revenge, nothing but Humber’s fall, 
Becaufe he conquered you in Albany. 
Now by my Soul, Sumber would be condemn’d 
To Tantals Hunger, or Ixion’s Wheel, 
Or to the vulture of Prometheus, 
Rather.than that this murther were undone. 
When as I dye Pil drag thy curfed Ghoft 
Through all the Rivers of foul Erebuc, 
Through burning fulphur of the Limbo-lake, 
To allay the burning fury of that heat, 
That rageth in mine everlafting Soul. 

| LExcunt. 


Alba, Ghoft. Vinditta, uinditta, 


eActus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Ate as before. Then Omphale Daughter to the 
King of Lydia, fanned Club in her hand, and a Ly. 
ons skin of her back, Hercules folowing with « diftaffe. 
Then lee Omphale turn about, and a of her Pan- 
tofle, firike Hercules on the Head, then lee them depart, 
Ate remaining, faying 5 


Vem non Argolici mandata fevera Tyr anni, 
Nos potius JUNO vincere, vicit amor. 


Stout Hercules the mirrour of the World, 


| Son to Alcmena and great Fupiter, 


After fo many Conquefts won in Field, 
After fo many Monfters quell’d by force, 
Yielded his valiant heart to Omphale, 

A fearful Woman void of manly ftrength, 
She took the Club, and wore the Lyons skin. 
He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan fpin. 
So Martial Locrive cheer’d with victory, 
Falleth in love with Humber’s Concubine, 
And fo forgetteth peerlefs Guendeline. 

His Uncle (orincius ftormsat this, 

And forceth Locrine for his grace to fue, 

Lo here the fumm, the procels doth enfve. 


[Exit 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Affasachus, Thra- 
fimachus, and the Souldiers, 


Thus from the fury of Bellona’s broils, 
With found of Drum and Trumpets melody, 
The Brieain King returns triumphantly, 
The Scythians flain with great occifion, 
Do equalize the grafs in multitude, : 
And with their blood have ftain’d the ftreaming brooks, 
Offering their Bodies and their deareft Blood 
As facrifice to Albenaitus Ghoft, 
Now curfed Humber haft thou paid thy due, 
For thy deceits and crafty treacheries, 
For all thy guiles, and damned ftratagems, 
With lols of life, and everduring fhame. 
Where are thy Horfes trap’d with bucnifh’d gold, 


_ | Thy trampling Courfers rul’d with foaming bits ? 


Where ere thy foldiers {trong and numberlefs ? 
Thy valiant Captains, and thy noble Peers ; 
Even as the Country Clowns with fharpeft Scythes, 
Do mow the withered grafs from off the earth, 
Or as the Plough man with his piercing fhare 
Renteth the bowels of the fertile Fields, 
And rippeth up the roots with Razors keen. 
So Locrine with his mighty curtle.axe, 
Hath cropped off the heads of all thy Æanns, 
So Locrine’s Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And drove thine Hoaft unto confofion, 
That thon may’ft fuffer penance for thy fault, 
And dié for murdering valiant Abaza. 
Cori. And thus, yea thus, fhallall the reft be ferv’d, 
That feck to enter elbion gaint our wills. 
lf the brave Nation of the Troglodites, 
If all the coal black eZthiopians, 
If all the forces of the e4mazens, 
If all the Hoafts of the Barbarian Lands, 
Should dare to enter this oar little VVosld, 


| Soon fhould they rue their overbold attempts, 


That after us our Progeny may fay, 
There lyes the Beafts that fought to ufurp our Land. 


Loc. 
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Loc. 1, they are beafts that feck to ufurp our Land, 
And like to brutifh bealts they thall be ferv’d. 
For mighty Jove, the fupreme King of Heaven, 
That guides tho concourfe of the eMereors, 
And rules the motion of the azure Sky, 
Fights always for the Bréeains fafety. 
But flay, methinks | hear fome fhrieking noife, 
That draweth near to our Pavillion. 


Enter the Souldiers leading in Eftcild. 


Eftr. What Prince foe’re adorn’d with golden Crown, 
Doth fway the Regal Scepter in his hand : 
And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Or that his ftace fhal} cverlafting ftand, 
Let him behold poor Eftrsid in this plight, 
The perfect platform of a troubled wight. 
Once was I guarded with mavortial bands, 
Compact with Princes of the noble Blood, 
Now am | faln into my foe-mens hands, 
And with my death muft pacifie their mood. 
O life che harbour of calamities, 
O death the haven of all mifenies, 
{ could compare my forrows to thy woe, 
Thou wretched Queen of wretched Pergamus, 
But thac chou viewd’ft thy cnemies overthrow, 
Nigh tothe rock of high Capharem. 
Thou faw’ft theie death, and then departed’ft thence. 
I mutt abide the Vidctors infolence. 
The Gods that pitied thy continual grief, 


| Transform’d thy Corps, and with thy Corps thy care, 


Poor Esfrsid lives defpairing of relie 

For friends in trouble are but few and rare. 

What, faid i,few? 1, few or none at all, 

For cruel death made havock of them all. 

Thrice happy they whofe fortune was fo goad, 

To end their lives, and with their lives their woes, 

Thrice haplefs 1, whom Fortune fo withftood, 

That crueily fhe gave me to my foes. 

O Souldiers, is there any mifery 

To be compar’d to Fortunes treachery. ° 
Loc. Camber, this fame fhould be the Scythsan Queen, 
Camb. So may we judge by her lamenting words. 
Eos. So fair a Dame mine eyes did never fee, 

With flouds of woes fhe feems o’rewhelm’d to be. 
‘Camb, O Locrine, hath the not a caufe for to be fad? 


CLoctine ar one fide of the Stage. 


Loc. If fhe have caufe to weep for Humber’s death, 
And fhed falt tears for her overthrew : 
Locrine may well bewail his proper gricf, 
Locrine may move his own peculiar woe, 
He being conquer’d, died a fpeedy death, 
And felt not long his lamentable fmart, 
I being a Conquerour, livea irin life, 
And feel the force of Cupsd’s fudden ftroke. 
1 gave him caufe to dic a {peedy death. 
He left me caufe to wifh a {peedy death. 
O that fweec face painted with Nature’s dye, 
Thofe rofeal cheeks mixt with a fnowy white, 
That decent neck farpafling Ivory, 
Thofe comely breafts which enus well might fpite, 
Are like to {nares which wily fowicrs wrought, 
Wherein my yielding heart is prifoner caught. 
The golden treffes of her dainty hair, 
Which fhine like Rubies glittering with the San, 
Have fo entrapt poor Lecrine’s love-fick heart, 
That from the fame no way it can be won. 
How true is chat which oft J heard declar’d, 
One dram of joy mult havea pound of care. 

Eftr. Hard is their fall, who froma golden Crown 
Are cafl into a Sea of wrecchednels, 

Loc. Hard is theic thrall, who by Cupid's frown 


| Are wrapt in waves of endlefs carefulnefs. 


Eftr, O Kingdom, object to all miferics. 
Loc. O Love, the extream’ft of all extremities. 
[Let him go inte bse Chair. 
Sold, My Lord, in ranfacking the Scythian Tents, 
| found this Lady, and to manifeft 
That earneft zeal § bear unto your Grace, 
I here prefent her to your Majefty. 
Another Sold. He lics, my Lord, | found the Lady firft, 
And here prefent her to your Majelty. 
t Sold. Prefumptuous Villain, wilt thou take my prize ? 
2 Sold, Nay rather chou depriv'it me of my right. 
3 Sold. Refiga thy Title (cacive) unto me, 
Or with my Sword Pll pierce thy Cowards loins. 
2 Sold. Soft word good Sir, ’tis pot enough fo fpeak : 
A barking Dog doth fk dom ftrangers bite. 
Lec. Unreverent Villains, ftrive you in oar fight ? 
Take them hence, Jaylor, to the Dungeon, 
There let them lieand try their quarrel out. 
But thou, fair Princefs, be no whit difmay’d, 
But racher joy that Lecrine favours thec. 
Eftr. How can he favour me that flew my Spoufe ? 
Loc. The chance of war (my love) took him from thee. 
Eftr. But Lecrine was the caufer of his death, 
Loc. He was an Enemy to Locrine’s State, 
And flew my noble Brother Albanai?. 
Efir. But he was link’d to me in Marriage-bond, 
And would you have me love his flaughterer ? 
Lec. Better to live, chan not Co live at all. 
Efir. Better to die renowned for chaftity, 
Than to live with fhame and endlefs infamy. 
What would the common fort report of me, 
If I forget my love, and cleave to thee ? 
Loc, Kings need not fear the vulgar fentences. 
Efir. But Ladies muft regard their honeft name. 
Loc. \s ita fhame to live in Marriage-bonds ? 
Eftr. No, but to be a Strumper to a King. 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Leerine’s burning love, 
Thou fhalt be Queen of fair Albania. 
Eftr. But Guendelne will undermine my State. 
Lec, Upon mine Honour, thou fhale have no harm. 
Effr. Then lo, brave Locrine, Eftrild yields co thee, 
And by the Gods, whom chou doft invocate, 
By the dread Ghoft of thy deceafed Sirc, 
By thy right hand, and by thy burning love, 
Take pity oa poor Estrild’s wretched thrall. 
Cors. Hath Locrine chen forgot his Guendeline, 
That thus he courts the Scythians Paramour ? 
What, are the words of Bruse fo foon forgot ? 
Arce my deferts fo quickly out of mind ? 
Have ].been faithful to thy Sire now dead ? 
Have IJ protected thee from Humber’s hand, 
And do’ thon qnit me with ungratitude ? 
Is this the gacrdon for my grievous wounds ? 
Is this the honour for my labours paft? 
Now by my Sword, Leocrine, l fwear to thee, 
This injury of thine fhall be repaid. 
Loc. Uncle, fcorn you your Roya! Soveraign, 
As if we ftood for cyphers in che Court ? 
Upbraid you me with thofe your benches? 
Why, it was a Subject’s duty fo todo 
What you have dotte for our deccafed Sire 
We know, and all know, you have your reward. 
Cors, Avant, proud Princox, brav’ft thou me withal, 
Affure thy felf, though thou be Empcrour, 
Thou ne’re fhale carry this unpunifhed. 
Camb. Pardon my Brother, noble Cerimens, 
Pardon this once, and it fhall be amended. 
Affar. Coulin, remember Brurxs lacelt words, 
How he defired youtocherifh them: 
Let not this fault fo much tncenfe your mind, 
Which is not yet pafied all remedy. 
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Cort. Then Locrine, lo {reconcile my felf, 
But as thou lov’ft thy life, folove thy VVife: 
Bot if thon violate thofe promifes, 

Blood and revenge fhall light upon thy head. 
Come, let us a to aw y eens 

thefe matters {hall be fetlea. 
VVhere all thefe mat i otri 
Millions of Devils wait upon thy Soul. 
Legions of Spirits vex thy umptous Ghot: 
Ten thoufand Tormenrs rack thy curfed Bones. 
Let every thing that hath the ule of breath, 


Be inftruments and workers of thy Death. 
[ Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Humber alone, his hair hanging over his fhoulders, 
his arms all bloody, and a dart in one hand. 


Hum. VVhat Bafilisk hath hatched in this place, 
Where every thing confumed is to novght ? 
What fearful Fury haunts thefe curfed groves, 
Where nota root is left for Humber’s meat ? 
Hath fell e-4leéto with envenomed blafts, 
Breathed torch poifonin thefe tender plains ? 
Hath triple Cerberus with contagious foam, 
Sow’d Aconitum mong ft thefe wither’d herbs ? 
Hath dreadful Fames with her charning rods 
Brought barrennefs on every fruitful tree? 
What not a root, no fruit, nobeaft, no bird, 
To nourith Humber in this wildernefs ? 
What would you more, you Fiends of Erebus? 
My very intralls burn for want of drink, 
My bowels ery, Humber give us fome meat, 
But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 
Thefe foul accurfed groves afford no meat : 
This fruitlefs foil, this ground brings forth no meat, 
The gods, hard-hearted gods, yield me no meat. 
Then how can Humber give you any meat ? 


Enter Strumbo with a pitch-fork, and a 
Scotchecap. 


Str. How do you, Matters, how do you ? how have 
you leaped hanging this long time? i’faith 1 have fcap’d 
many a fcouring this year, but! thank God I have paft 
them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my Wife and 
Į are in great love and charity now, l thank my manhood 
and my ftrength 5 for 1 will tell you, Mafters, upon a 
certain day at night I came home, to fay the very truth, 
with my tomach full of Wine, and ran up into the Cham- 
ber, where my Wife foberly fate rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her back againft the Bed, finging lullaby. Now 
when fhe faw me come with my nofe foremoft,: thinking 
that I had been drunk, as I was indeed, fnatch’d up a fagot- 
ftick in her hand, and came furionily marching towards 
me with a big face, as though fhe would have eaten me 
aca bit; thundering out thefe words unto me. Thou 
drunken knave, where haft thou been fo long? 1 hail 
teach thee how to benight me another time: and fo fhe 
began to play knaves trumps. Now, although I trembled, 
fearing fhe would fet her ten Commandments in my 
face, ran within her, and taking her luftily by the mid- 
dle, | carried her valiantly to the Bed, and flinging her 
upon it, flung my felf upon her, aod there I delighted 


her fo with the fport I made, that ever after fhe would 


call me {weet Husband, and fo banifh’d brawling for ever : 
and to fee the good will of the Wench, fhe bought with 
her Portion a yard of Land, and by that I am now be- 
come one of the richeft Men in our Parih. VVell, 
Mafters, what’s a Clock ? itis now break-faft time, you 
fhall fee what Meat I have here for my break-faft. 


(Ae fits down and pulls ont his Vittuals. | And yet for all his diligent afpect,, 
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Hum. Was ever Land fo fruitlefs as this Land ? 
Was ever Grove fo gracelefs as this Grove ? 
Was ever Soil fo barren as this Soil ? 
Ohno: the Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 
May no ways equalize this curfed Land ; 
No, even the climate of the torrid zona 
Brings forth more Fruit than this accur fed Grove. 
Ne’r came fweet Ceres, ne’r came Venus here ; 
Triptolemus the god of Husbandmen, 
Ne’r fow’d his Seed in this foul Wildernefs, 
The hunger-bitten Dogs of e4cheron, 
Chae’d from the nine-fold Purspblegitox, 
Have fet their footfteps in this damned ground, 
The iron hearted Furies arm’d with Snakes, 
Scattered huge Aydra’s over all the plains, 
Which have confum’d the Grafs, the Herbs, the Trees, 
Which have drunk up the flowing water tprings. 


Strumbo hearing his voice flarts up, and puts bis meat in 
his pocket , feeking to hide himfelf. 


Hum, Thou great commander of the flarry Sky, 
Thac guid’ft the life of every mortal wight, 
From the inclofures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down fome Food, or clie I faint and dye. 
Pour down fome drink, or elfe I faint and dye. 
Q Jupiter, halt thou fent Mercury 
In clowifh hape to minifter fome Food ? 
Some Meat, fome Meat, fome Meat. 
Strum, O alas Sir, ye are deceived, Lam not Mercury, 
Lam Strumbo. 
Hum. Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat, 
Or ’gainft this Rock, Pll dafh thy curfed Brains, 
And rend thy bowels with my bloody hands. 
Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat. 
Strum, By the faith of my Body, good fellow, I had 
rather give a whole Oxe , than thaf thou fhould’ft ferve 
me in that fort. Dafh ont my brains! O horrible, 
terrible, 1 think I have a quarry of Stones in my 
pocket. 


Fe makes as though be would give him fome, and as he put- 
teth out hts. band, enters the Ghoff of Albanatt, and 
Jirtkes him on the hand, and fo Strumbo rans ont, Hum- 
ber following him. LExennt, 


„7 Alba. Ghoft, Lo here the gift of fell Ambition, 
Of Ufurpation and of Treachery. 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all thofe 
That do intrude themfelves in others Lands, 
Which are not ander their Dominion. 
[ Exse. 


Scena Quarta 
Enter Locrine alone. 


Loc. Seven Years hath aged (orineivs liv’d 
To Locrine’s grief, and fair Eftrilda’s woe, 
And feven Years more he hopeth yet to live; 
Oh fupreme Jove, annihilate this thought. 
Should he enjoy the airs fruition? 

Should he enjoy the benefit of life? 
Should he contemplate the radiant fun, 


, That makes my life equal to dreadful death ? 


Venus convey this Monfter from the earth, 
That difobeyeth thus thy facred hefts. 

(Cupid convey this Monfter to dark Hell, 

That difannuls thy Mothers fugared Laws. 
Mars with thy Target all befet with flames, 
With murthering blade bereave him of his life, 
That hindreth Loerie in his fweereft joys. 


His 
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His wrathful eyes pierciug like Linces eyes, 
Well have I overmatcht his fubtilty. 

Nigh Dencolitum hy the pleafant Lee, 

Where bracki Thamis Nides with filver ftreams, 
Making a breach into the graflic downs, 

A curious arch of coftly marble fraught, 
Hath Locrine framed underneath the ground, 
The walls whereof, garnifht with Diamonds, 
With Ophirs, Rubies, gliftering Emeralds, 
And inteclac’t with Sun-bright Carbuncles, 
Lightens the room with artificial day, 

And from the Lee with water-flowing pipes 
The moifture is deriv’d into this arch, 
Where | have plac’d fair Estri/d fecretly ; 
Thither eftfoons accompanied with my Page; 
| covertly vifit my hearts defire, 

Without fufpicion of the meaneff eye, 

For love aboundeth ftill with policy : 

And thither {till means Locrsne to repair, 
Till Atropos cut off mine Uncle's life. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Humber alone, faying ? 


Hum. O vita mifero longa, fæhci brevis ! 
Ehen malorum fames extremum malum. 


Long have Í lived in this defart cave, 

With eating haws and miferable roots, 

Devouring leaves and beaftly excrements. 

Caves were my beds, and ftones my piilow-beres, 

Fear was my fleep, and horrour was my dream ; 

For ftill me thought at every boifterous blaft, 

Now Locrine comes, now Humber thou mut die; 

So that for fear and hunger, Humber’s mind 

Can never reft, but always trembling ftands. 

O what Danubius now may quench my thirft ? 

What Euphrates, what tight foot Ewrspus 

May now allay the fury of that heat, 

Which raging in my entrails eats me up ? 

You ghaftly Devils of the ninefold Styx, 

You damned Ghofts of joylefs e4cheron, 

You mournful fouls, vext in Abyffus vaults, 

You coal-black Devils of Avernas pond, 

Come with your fiefh-hooks, read my famitht arms, 

Thefe arms that have fuftain’d their matters life ; 

Come with your razours rip my bowels up, 

With your harp fire-forks crack my ftarved bones. 

Ufe me as you will, fo Humber may not live. 

Accurfed Gods that rule the ftarry Poles, 

Accurfed ove King of the accurfed Gods. 

Caft down your lightning on poor Humber’s head, 

That I may leave this deathful like life of mine : 

What hear you not, and fhall not //wmber die ? 

Nay | will die, though all the Gods fay nay. 

And gentle Aby take my troubled corps, 

Take it and keep it from al] mortal Eyes, 

That none may fay when I have loft my breath, 

The very Elouds confpii?d ‘gainlt Humber’s death. 
(Flings himfelf into tke River. 


Enter the Ghoft of Albanact. 


En cedem feguitnr, cedes in cade quiefec. 
Humber is dead, joy Heavens, leap Earth, dance Trees; 
Now may’ft thou reach thy Apples Tantalia, 
And with’em feed thy hunger-bicren Limbs ; 
Now Sy/ipbus leave the rumbling of thy Rock, 
And reft thy reftlefs Bones upon the fame : 
Unbind /xion, cruel Rhadamaxth, 


CExit. 


And lay proud Humber on the whirling Wheel. 
Back will I poft to Hell mouth Tenarus, 

And pafs Cocyews, to the Elyfian Fields, 

And tell my Father Brueus of chefe news. 


LExeunr, 





Attus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Ener Ate as before. Jafon leading Creon’s Daughter. Me- 
dca following, hath a Garland in her hand, and pucting se 
on Creon’s Daughters Head, fetteth it on fire, and then 
killing \afon and her, deparceth. 


Ate. ON cam Trinacris exaftuat “Etna caverns, 


Laje furtivo guam cor mulieris amore, 


eMedea feeing Jafon leave her love, 
And choole the Daughter of the Theban King, 
Went to her devillifh charms to work revenge ; 
And raifing up the triple Hecate, 
With all the rout of the condemned fiends, 
Framed a Garland by her magick skill, 
With which fhe wrought fafon and Creon’s ul. 
So Guendeline feeing her felf mifus’d, 
And Humber’s Paramour poffefs her place, 
Flies tothe Dukedom of Cornubia, 
And with her Brother flout Thrafimachus, 
Gathering a power of Corns(b Souldiers, 
Gives Battel to her Husband and his Hoft, 
Nigh to the River of great Aéertia : 
The chances of this difmal Maffacre, 
That which enfuech fhortly will unfold. 

LExir 


Scena Secunda. 


Eater Locrine, Camber, Affaracus, and 
Thrafimachas. 


Affa. But tell me, Coufin, dyed my Brother fo? 
Now who is Icfr to haplefs Albion, 
That as a Pillar might uphold our ftate, 
That might ftrike terronr to our daring Foes ? 
Now who is left to haplefs Brssany, 
That might defend her from the barbarous hands 
Of thofe that fill defire her ruinous fall, 
And feck co work her downfal and decay. 
Cam, 1 Uncle, Death ts our common Enemy, 
And none but Death cao match our matchlefs power, 
Witnefs the fall of Albionesus Crew, 
Witnefs the fall of Humber and his Hunns, 
And this foul Death hath now increas’d our woe, 
By taking Corineius from this life, 
And in his room leaving us Worlds of care. 
Thra. Bat none may more bewail his mournful Hearfe, 
Than I that am the [flue of his Loins, 
Now foul befal that curfed Aumber’s throat, 
That was the cavfer of his lingring wound. 
Loc. Tears cannot raife him from the dead again, 
Buc where's my Lady Miltrefs Guendoline ? 
Thra. in Cornwall, Locrine, is my Sifter now, 
Providing for my Father’s Funeral. 
Loc. And let her there provide her mourning Weeds, 
And mourn for cver her own Widow-hood : 
Ne’re fhall fhe come withia oor Palace Gate, 
To countercheck brave Lecrine in his love. 
Go, Boy, to Deucolitum, down the Lee, 
Unto the Arch where lovely F/trila lies, 
Bring her and Sabren {trait unto the Court, ~ 
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She fhall be Queen in Guendelines room. 
Let others wail for Corinetus death, 
I mean not foto macerate my mind, 
For him that barr’d me from my hearts defire. 
Thra. Hath Locrine then forfook his Guendeline ? 
Is Curineius death fo foon forgot ? 
If there be Gods in Heaven, as fure there be, 
If there be Fiends in Hell, as needs there muft, 
Thcy will revenge this thy notorious wrong, 
And pour their plagues upon thy curfed head. 
Loc, What, prat’{t thou, Peafant, to thy Soveraign? 
Or art thou ftrucken in fome ecitahe ? 
Do’ft thou not tremble at our Royal looks ? 
Do’ft thou not quake when mighty Locrine frowns ? 
Thou beardlefs Boy, were’t not that Locrine {corns 
To vex his mind with fuch a heartlefs Child, 
With the fharp point of this my bactel.axe, 
Ide fend thy foul to Puryphlegston, 
Thra, Though | be young and of a tender age, 
Yet will I cope with Locrine when he dares, 
My noble Father with his conquering Swerd, 
Slew the two Giants Kings of Aquitain 
Thrafimachas is not fo degenerate, 
That he fhould fear and tremble at the looks, 
Or taunting words of a Venerean Squire. 
Loc. Menaceft thou thy Royal Soveraiga ? 
Uncivil, not befeeming fuch as you, 
injurious Traitor (for he is no lefs 
That at defiance ftandeth with hisKing) — 
Leave thefe rhy taunts, leave thefe thy bragging words, 
Unlefs thou mean’{t to leave thy wretched life. 
Thra. If Princes ftain theic glorious Digatty 
With ugly fpots of monftrous infamy, 
They leefe theic former eftimation, 
And throw themfelves into a Hell of hate. 
Loc. Wilt thou abufe my gentle patience, 
‘As thou though did’ft our high difpleafure fcorn ? 
Proud Boy, that thou may’ft know thy Prince is mov’d, 
Yea, greatly mov’d at this thy {welling pride, 
We banith thee for ever from our Court. 
Thra. Then, lofel Locrine, look unto thy felf, 
Thrafimachus will revenge this injury. [Exit 
Loc. Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to ufe thy.tongue. 
Affs. Alas, my Lord, you fhould have call’d co mind 
The lateft words that Brutus fpake to you, 
How he defir’d you, by the obedience 
That children ought to bear their Sire, 
To love and favour Lady Guendeline : 
Confider this, thatif the injury 
Do move her mind, as certainly it will, 
War and diflention follows fpeedily. 
What though her power be not fo great as yours, 
Have you not feen a mighty Elephant 
Slain by the biting of a filly Moule ? 
Even fo the chance of War inconftant 1s. 
Loc. Peace, Uncle, peace, and ceafe to talk hereof ; 
For he that feeks by whifpering this ar that, 
To trouble Locrine in his fweeteft life, 
Let him perfwade himfelf to die the death. 


Enter the Page, with Eltrild and Sabrea. 


r, O fay me, Page, tell me, where is the King ? 
Wherefore doth he fend for me to the Coutt ? 
ts itto die ? is it toend my life? 
Say me, tweet Boy, tell me and do not feign. ) 
Page. No, truft me, Madam, if you will credit the little 
honefty that is yet left me, there is nofuch danger as you 
fear, but prepare your felf, yonder’s the King. 
Eftr. Then, Eftrild, lift thy dazled fpirits up, 
And blefs that bleffed time, that day, that hour, 
That warlike Locvine firft did favour thee. 
Peace to the King of Britany, my Love, 
Peace to all thofe that love and favour hint. 
[Locrine taking her up 
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Doth Eftrild fall with fuch fubmiffion 

Before her fervant King of Albion ? 

Arife, fair Lady, leave this lowly chear, 

Lift up thofe looks that cherifh Locrine’s heart, 

That I may freely view that rofeal face, 

Which fo intangled hath my love-fick breaft. 

Now to the Court, where we will court it out, 

And pafs the night and day in Vens {ports. 

Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King. [E&xenne. 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madan, and Souldiers. 


Guen. You gentle winds that with your modeft blafts, 
Pafs through the circuit of the heavenly vault, 
Enter the clouds unto the Throne of Fove, 
And bear my prayers to his all-hearing ears, 
For Locrine hath forfaken Guendeline, 
And learnt to love proud Humber’s Concubine. 
You happy Sprites chat in the concave Sky 
With pleafant joy, enjoy your fweeteft Love, 
Shed forth thofe tears with me, which then you fhed, 
When firft you woo'd your Ladies to your wills : 
Thofe tears are fitte(t for my woful cafe, 
Since Locrine fhuns my nothing pleafant face. 
Blufh Heavens, blufh Sun, and hide thy fhining beams, 
Shadow thy radiant locks in gloomy clouds, 
Deny thy cheerful light unto the world, 
Where nothing reigns but falfhood and deceit. 
What, faid I, falfhood ? I, that filthy crime, 
For Locrine hath forfaken Guendeline. 
Behold the Heavens do wail for Guendeline : 
The fhining Sun doth bluth for Guendeline : 
The liquid Air doth weep for Guendeline : 
The very Ground doth groan for Gnendeline. 
l, they are milder than the Britain King, 
For he rejectech lucklefs Guendeline. 
Tbra, Sifter, complaints are bootlefs in this caufe, 
This open wrong mult have an open plague: 
This plague muft be repaid with grievous war, 
This war muf finih with Locrizes death, 
His.death will foon extinguith our complaints. 
Guen. Ono, his death will more augment my wees, 
He was my Husband, brave Tbrafimachus, 
More dear to me than the apple of mine eye, 
Nor can | find in heart to work his fcathe. 
Thra. Madam, if not your proper injuries, 
Nor my exile, can move you to revenge: 
Think on our Father Corineiws words, 
His words to us ftand always for a Law. 
Should Locrine live that caus’d my Fathers death? 
Should Locrine live that now divorceth you? 
The heavens, the earth, the air, the fire reclaims ; 
And then why fhould all we deny the fame ? 
Guen. Then henceforth farewel womanifh complaints, 
All childifh pity henceforth then farewel : 
But curfed Locrine, look unto thy felf, 
For Nemefis the Miftrefs of Revenge, 
Sits arm’d at all points on our difmal blades, 
And curfed Effrild that inflam’d his heart, 
Shall, if I live, diea reproachful death. 
Madan. Mother, though Nature makes me to lament 
My lucklefs Father’s froward lechery ; 
Yet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus, 
1, if 1 could, my felf would work his death. 
Thra, See, madam, fee, the defire of revenge 
Is in the children of a tender age. 
Forward, brave Souldiers, into Mercia, 


Where we fhall brave the Coward to his face. 
( Exennt. 


Scena 


Damm a 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Locrinc, Eftrild, Habren, Affarachus, and 
the Souldiers, 


Locr, Tellme, Affarachus, are the Cornifh Chuffs 
In fuch great number come to Mertia, 
And have they pirched there their Hoft, 
So clofe unto our Royal Manfion ? 

Afa. They are, my Lord, and mean incentinent 
To bid defiance to your Majefty. 

Locr, {t makes me laugh, to think that Guendeline 
Should have rhe heart to comein arms againft me. 

Efir. Alas, my Lord, the Horfe will run amain 
When 2s the Spur doth gall him to the Bone ; 
Jealoufic, Locrine, hatha wicked fling. 

Locr. Sayft thou fo, Effrild, Beauties Paragon ? 
Well, we will try her choler to the proof, — 
And makc her know, Lecrine can brook no braves. 
March on, Affarachus, thon moft lead the way, 
And bring usto their proud Pavillion. 

[Exeunt, 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter the Ghost of Corineins, with thunder 
and lightning. 


Ghost. Behold, the Circuit of the azure Sky 
Throws forth fad throbs, and grievous fufpirs, 
Prejudicating Locrine’s overthrow : 

The Fire cafteth forth fharp darts of flames, 
The gceat Foundation of the triple World 
Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty noife, 
Prefaging bloudy Maflacres at hand. 
The wandring Birds that flucter in the dark, 
When hellifh night in cloudy Chariot fcated, 
Cafteth her mifts on fhady Tellus Face, 
With fable Mantles covering all the Earth, 
Now flies abroad amid the chearful day, 
Foretelling fome unwonted mifery. 
The fnarling Curs of darkned Tart arus, 
Sent from Avernus Ponds by Radamanth, 
With howling ditties pefter every Wood ; 
The watry Ladies and the lightfoot Fawns, 
Andal!the rabble of the woody Nymphs, 
All trembling hide themfelves in fhady Groves, 
And fhrowd themfelves in hideous hollow Pits. 
The boyfterous Boreas thundreth forth revenge s 
The {tony Rocks cry out on fharp revenge : 
The thorny Bufh pronounceth dire revenge. 
(Sound the alarm. 
Now Corinerus {tay and fee revenge, 
And feed thy Soul with Locrine’s overthrow, 
Behold they come, the Trumpets call them fotth: 
The roaring Drums fummon the Souldiers. 
Lo where their Army gliftereth on the Plains. 
Throw forth thy lightning, mighty fupieer, 
And pour thy Plagues on curfed Locrine’s Head. 
' [Stand afide. 


Enter Locrine, Eftrild, Affarachus, Habren and their 
Sauldiers at one Door, Thrafimachus, Guendeline, Ma- 
dan and ther Followers at another. 


Loc. What isthe Tyger ftarted from his Cave? 
Is Guendeline come from Cornubia, 
That thus the braveth Locrine to the Teeth ? 
And haft thou found thine Armour, pretty Boy, 
Accompanied with thefe thy ftragling mates ? 
Believe me but this Enterprize was bold, 
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And well deferveth commendation. 

Guen. | Locrine, Traiterous Locrine, we are come, 
With full pretence to feek thine overthrow : 

What have [ done that thou thould’ft fcorn me thus ? 
What have | faid that chov thould’ft me reject ? 

Have J been difobedient co thy words? 

Have I bewray’d thy arcane fecrecy 

Have I difhonoured thy Marriage Bed 

Wich filthy Crimes, or with lafcivious Lufts ? 

Nay it is thou that haft difhonoured ir, 

Thy filthy mind orecome with filthy Lufts, 

Yieldcth anto affections filthy Darts. 

Unkiod, thou wrong’ft thy firft and trueft fear, 
Unkind, thou wrong’ft thy beft and deareft Friend ; 
Unkind, thou fcorn’ft all skilful Brutus Laws, 
Forgetting Father, Uncle, and chy felf. 

Eftr. Believe me, Locrine, but the Girt is wife, 
And well would feem to makea Veftal Nun, 

How finely frames fhe her oration. 

Thr. Locrine, we came not here tofight with words, 
V Vords that can never win the victory, 

But for you are fo merry in your frumps, 
Unfheach your fwords, and try ic out by force, 
That we may fee who hath the better hand. 

Locr. Think’ft thou to dare me, bold Thrafimachus ? 
Think’ft thou to fear me with thy taunting braves, 
Or do we feem too weak to cope with thee ? 

Soon fhall I hew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword, the Meflenger of Death, 
Seal thee an acquittance for thy bold attempts. 
[Excun:. 


Sound the Alarum, Enter Locrine, Affarachus, and « 
Sonldier at one Door, Guendeline, Thrafimachus, at 
another, Locrine and his Followers driven back, 


Then let Locrine and Eltrild enter again in amaze. 


Locr. O fair Eftrilda, we have loft the Field, 
Thrafimachus hath won the Victory, 
And we are left to be a laughing ftock, 
Scoft at by thofe that are our Enemics, 
Ten thoufand Souldiers arm'd with Sword and Shield, 
Prevail again{t an hundred thoufand men, 
Thrafimachus inceft with fuming ire, 
Rageth amongft the faint-heart Souldiers, 
Like to grim eAfars, whencovered with his targe 
He fought with Diomedes in the field, 
Clofe by the Banks of filver Simois, [Sound the Alarnm. 
O lovely Estrild now the Chale begins, 
Ne’re fhall we fee the ftately Troynovant 
Mounted with Courfers garnifht all with Pearls, 
Ne’re fhall we view the fair Concordia, 
Unlefs as Captives we be thither bronght. 
Shall Leersve then be taken Prifoner, 
By fuch a youngling as Thrafimachus ? 
Shall Cxendeline captivate my love ? 
Ne’re fhall mine Eyes behold that difmal hour, 
Ne’re will I view that ruthful fpectacle, 
For with my Sword, this harp Curtle-Axe, 
PI cut in funder my accurfed heart. 
But O you judges of the ninefold Srya, 
Which with inceflant torments rack the Gholts 
Within the bortomlefs eFbyffus Pits, 
You gods, Commanders of the Heavenly Spheers, 
Whole will and laws irrevocable ftand, 
Forgive, forgive, this foul accurfed fin, 
Forget O gods, this foul condemned fault : 
‘And now my Sword that in fo many fights Cki) by Swerd. 
Haft fav’d the Life of Brxsus and his Son. 
End now his Life chat withech ftill for Death 
Work now his Death that wifheth ftili for Death, 
Work now his Death chat hateth ftill his Life. 
Farewel, fair Efrild, Beaoties Paragon, 
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E- ront of forlorn miferies, Find me young Sabren, Locrine’s only joy, 
ar nA sa Eyes behold thy Sun-fhine Eyes, That 1 may glut my mind with lukewarm Blood, 
Boe when we meet in the Elyfian Fields, ) Swiftly diftilling from the Baftards brett, 
Thither 1 go before with haftened pace. My Fathers ghoft {till haunts me for Revenge, 
Fatewel,vain World, and thy inticing fnares. Crying, Revenge my over-haftencd Death, 
Farewel, foul fin, and thy inticing pleafures. My Brother’s exile, and mine own divorce, 
And welcom Death, the end of mortal fmart, Banifh remorfe clean from my brazen Heart, 
Welcom to Locrine’s over burthened heart. All Mercy from mine adamantive breafts, l 
CThrufts himfelf through with his Sword. | Thra, Nor doth thy Husband, lovely Guendekne, 
Efir. Break heart with fobs and grievons fufpirs, That wonted was to guide our ftarlefs fteps, 
Stream forth yon tears from forth my watry Eyes, Enjoy this Light ; fee where he murdred lies : 
Help me to mourn for Warlike Locrsne’s Death, By lucklefs lot and froward frowning fate, 
Pour down your tears you watry Regions, And by him lies his lovely paramour 


Fair Eftrild goared with a difmal Sword, 


igh ine is bereft of life. 
For mighty Locrsne t And as it feems, both murdred by themfelves, 


O fickle Fortune, O unttable World, 


What elfe ate all things, that this Globe contains, Clafping each other in their feebled arms, 

But a confufed Chaos of mifhaps ? | VVith loving zeal, as if for Company 

VVherein as in a Glafs we plainly fee, Their uncontented Corps were yet content 

That all our Life is but a Tragedy. To pafs foul Styx in Charon’s ferry-boat. 

Since mighty Kings are fubject to mifhap, Guen. And hath proud Eftrild then prevented me, 
I, mighty Kings are fubject to mifhap, Hath fhe efcaped Guendelina’'s wrath, 

Since martial Locrine is bereft of life, Violently by cutting off her life ? ) 
Shall Efrildlive then after Locrine’s Death ? V Vould God fhe had the monftrous Hydra’s lives, 
Shall love of life bar her from Locrine’s Sword ? That every hour fhe might have died a Death 

O no, this Sword that hath bereft his life, ` - | VVorfe than the {wing of old Txion’s wheel, 

Shall now deprive me of my fteeting Soul : And every hour revive £0 die again, 

Strengthen thefe hands O mighty Tapster, As Titins bound to houflefs Cancafon, 

That { may end my wofu! miferie, Doth feed the fubftance of his own mifhap, 
Locrine 1 come, Locrine 1 follow thee. And every day for want of Food doth die, 


C Kills her felf.| And every night doth live again to die. 
But ftay, methinks, I hear fome fainting Voice, 
Mournfully weeping for their lucklefs Death. 


. Sound the Alarm. Enter Sabren. = | Sa. You mountainNymphs which in thefe defarts reign, 
Ceafe off your hafty chafe of Savage Beafts, 
Sab. V Vhat doleful fight, what rathful {pectacle Prepare to fee a heart oppreft with care, 
Hath Fortune offered to my happlefs heart ? Addrefs your Ears to hear a mournfu} ftile, 
My Father flain with fuch a fatal Sword, No humane ftrength, no work can work my weal, 
My Mother murthred by a mortal wound? — Care in my heart fo Tyrant like doth deal. 
VVhat Thracian Dog, what Barbaroas Mirmdon, You Dryades and lightfoot Satyri, 
VVould not relent at fuch a ruthful cafe ? Yu gracious Fairies which act Even tide, 
VVhat fierce Achilles, what hard ftony flint, Your Clofets leave with Heavenly Beauty ftor’d, 
VVould not bemoan this mournful Tragedie ? And on your fhoulders fpread your golden Locks, 
Locrine, the map of magnanimitie, You favage Bears in Caves and darkned Dens, 
Lies faughtercd in his foul accurfed cave, Come wail! with me the martial Locrine’s Death. 
Eftrild, the perfect pattern of renown, Come mourn with me, for beauteous &S?rild’s Death. 
J| Natures fole wonder, in whofe beauteous breafts, Ah loving Parents little do you know, 
All heavenly grace and vertue was infhrind, VVhat forrow Sabren fuffers for your thrall. 
Both maflacred are dead within this cave, Guen. But may this be, and is it poffible, 
And with them dies fair Pallas and fweet love. Lives Sabren yet to expiate my wrath ? 
Here lies a Sword, and Sabren hath a heart, Fortune I thank thee for this courtefie, 
‘This blefled Sword fhali cat my curfed heart, And let me never fee one profperous honr, 
And bring my Soul unto my parents ghofts, If Sabren die not areproachful death. 
That they chat live and view our Tragedy, Sa, Hard-hearted death, that when the wretched call 
May mourn our cafe with mournful plaudites. Art fartheft off, and feldom hear’ft at all, 
(Let ber offer to kill ber felf.| But inthe mid’ft of Fortunes good fuccefs, 
Ay me, my virgins hands are tootoo weak, Uncalled comes, and fheers our lifein twain: 
To penetrate the bullwark of my Breaft, VVhen will that hour, that blefled hoor draw nigh, 
My fingers us’d to tune the amorous Lute, VVhen poor diftrefled Sabren may be gone. 
Are not of force to hola this fteely glain, Sweet Atropos cut off my fatal thread. 
So | am left to wail my parents Death, VVhat art thou Death, fhall not poor Sabren die ? 
Not able for to work my proper Death. CGuendeline taking her by the Chin, fhall fay thus.) 
Ah Locrine, honour’d for thy noblenels, Guen. Yes Damfel, yes, Sabren fhall furely die, 
Ah Ejtrild, famous for thy canftancie. Though all the VVorld fhould feek to fave her Life 
Wl may they fare that wrought your mortal ends. And not a common Death fhall Sabren die, 


But after ftrange and grievous punifhments, 
Emer Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madam, | Thou fate be cat inro the curfed freas, 
and. the, Sovtideens, And feed the Fifhes with thy tender fief. 
Sab. Andthink’ft thou then, thou cruel Homicide, 
Guen. Search Souldiers, Search, find Locrine and hisLove, | That thefe chy deeds fhall be unpunifhed ? 


Find che proud trumpet, Hanber’s Concubine, - No Traytor, no, the gods will venge thefe wrongs, 
That i may change thofe her fo pleafing looks, The Fiends of Hell will mark thefe injuries. 

To pale and ignominious afpect. Never fhall chefe bloud ficking nrafty Cars . 

Find me the iffue of cheir curfed Love, - | Bring wretched Ssbren to her lateft home. 


For 


Senn seme 
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For | my felf in f{pite of thee and thine, VVichout the honour dae unto the dead, 
Mean to abridge my former deftinies, Becaufe fhe was the Author of this VVar. 
And that which Locrine’s Sword could not perform, Retire brave followers unto Troynovenr, 
This prefenc ftream fhall prefent bring to pafs. VVhere we will celebrate thefe Exequics 


(She drowneth ber felf.| Aad place young Locrine in his Father's Tomb. 
Guen, One mifclief follows anothers neck, (Exeunt omnes. 


VVho would have thought fo younga Maid as hhe, 


VVith fuch a Courage would have fought her Death. Ate. Lo herethe end of lawlefs Treachery, 
And for becaufe this River was the place Of Ufurpation and ambitious Pride, 
VVhere little Sabren refolutely died, And they that for their private amours dare 
Sabren for ever fhall this fame be call’d. Turmoil our Land, and fer rhcir broils abroach, 
And as for Locrine our deceafed Spoufe, Let them be warned by thefe premiffes, 
Becaufe he was the Son of mighty Brute, And asa VVoman was tie only caufe 
To whom we owe our Country, lives and goods, That civil difcord was then ftireed up, 
He fhall be buried ina ftately Tomb, i So let us pray for that renowned Maid, 
Clofe by his aged Father Brutas Bones, That eight and thitty years the Scepter fwap'd 
VVith fuch great Pomp and great Solemnity, ln quict Peace and fweet felicity, 
As well befeems fo brave a Prince as he. And every wight that feeks her graces fmart, 
Let Effriid be without the fhallow Vaults, VVould that this Sword were pierced in his heart. [Exit] 
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